
“Why did you run away?”   

 Sammaria’s eyes narrowed. She said, “Why did I run away? Running away or be caught 

by a man you believe is a murderer. I think you know which one outweighed the other.”  

Rekasi said, “What about now? What do you think?”  

Sammaria was not going to reply but when she looked into his fiery eyes. They seemed to 

pull words from her throat. She said, “Um. . .  Well not a murderer. A traitor, maybe.”  

Rekasi smiled sardonically, “Oh so I’ve moved up have I?”  

Sammaria said, “That is not what I meant.” 

 Rekasi said, “Donichello tried contacting me the other day.”  

Sammaria said, “He’s part of this too? Is there anyone around me who hasn’t a double 

life?”  

Rekasi frowned at her. He said, “He is not a member of the Resistance.” 

Sammaria rolled her eyes, “How did he try to contact you?”  

 “I guess he scried on me.”  

“Why did Donichello try to get a hold of you?”  

Rekasi explained, “He didn’t exactly try and talk to me as he tried to find me. He was 

searching for my location. But he couldn’t find it.”  

Sammaria furrowed her brow.  

Rekasi said, “I’m sorry. We can’t give away our position.”  

Sammaria nodded sadly, “I understand.” 
 

As the door opened, Sammaria turned from the mirror and saw it was him. She gave him 

a vibrant smile. He sucked in his breath. She looked beautiful. She was dressed in a red dress that 

looked like silk. It had a low back and her hair was hanging loosely around her face. Rekasi tore 

his eyes away from her as he sat on one side of the courting chair. She sat down on the other side 

and looked at his face. He did not say anything for a moment. Then he asked, “Are you happy 

here?”  

Sammaria was surprised at the question. She said, “That is an odd question. I’m not 

exactly sure how to answer it. I admit that I do get bored sometimes just sitting here, but I am 

satisfied.” 

Rekasi looked at her puzzled face and stood up. Sammaria watched as he walked to the 

door. She didn’t ask her normal question. He hesitated as if he were waiting for it. It looked as if 

he were going to look back at her, but he just shook his head, wrenched open the door and left. 

 

Eleven days after she was told she should be grateful, Antien came to visit. Sammaria 

seemed depressed. She sat in one side of the courting chair her knees up against her chest. When 

he entered in the room, Sammaria had looked up hopefully. He saw it fall slightly when she saw 

it was him.  

Though she was depressed, Antien could not help but think that Sammaria looked 

beautiful. She was sitting there her hair pulled into a messy braid and a sad vulnerable look on 

her face. He sat down all the way back on the other side of the courting chair. Sammaria eyes 

were plastered to the wall facing her.  He asked touching her arm, “What’s the matter?”  

Sammaria did not look at him. She said, “You’d find it stupid.” 

 Antien said, “No I wouldn’t. Tell me.”  

Sammaria looked at him from the side of her eye. She looked at his arm . 

“It’s. . .” she faltered. 



Antien took a guess. He said, “It’s Rekasi. You like him a lot.”  

It wasn’t a question. Still Sammaria nodded weakly. She looked at Antien’s face. She 

said, “He barely talked to me last time he came. He hasn’t come in over a week. I don’t know 

why. But what you said about his reputation. I don’t want to it to be true. Oh Antien, why isn’t 

he coming?”  

Antien looked at her and saw she was truly distressed about this. He took a deep breath 

and said, “Sammaria don’t hate me.”  

“I could never hate you.”  

“After I tell you this you might.”  

“What?”  

“I told Rekasi that you and I were promised to each other. That’s why he stopped coming. 

Haven’t you seen the way he looks at you? Surely you’ve seen the way he looks when he talks to 

you. It’s hard for him to think you’re promised to another . . . I’m sorry Sammaria. I love you.”  

Sammaria looked at her old friend. “Antien,” she said, “you are my best friend and I love 

you, but like a brother. I’m sorry Antien.”  

He shook his head, “Don’t apologize. I was the one who was dishonest.” Sammaria 

kissed his cheek. He said, “I’m not done. I lied again about his reputation. I hoped it would 

change your mind about him. But it only ended up hurting you. I really am sorry.”  

 

Two days later Rekasi opened the door catching Sammaria off guard. She dropped the 

book she was holding. It thumped on the floor as Rekasi and Sammaria stared at each other. 

Sammaria kneeled down to pick up the book not taking her eyes off of Rekasi lest he turned out 

to be a hallucination. Rekasi took his seat and Sammaria took her facing him. She waited for him 

to speak, He said casually, “It’s your day to start.”  

Sammaria said, “Um. . .” She fiddled with the book in her lap. She asked, “Have you read 

Watercress?”  

 After he left, Sammaria wondered why she did not tell Rekasi about what Antien had told 

him. She lay down on her bed and wondered where her sister was. 

 
 


