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Deleted Scene – Cephas’ Point of View 

 

Wood clattered against wood as Cephas and his opponent circled each other slowly in the 

guardhouse’s training area. Sweat dripped off both of their foreheads and they thrust and parried 

again and again. Travis was a good swordsman, but Cephas had no intention of losing to his best 

friend. Not today. There was too much on the line. If he won, he would be one step closer to 

being a member of the town guard. 

Travis raised his sword to strike Cephas in the shoulder, but Cephas was prepared and 

lunged ramming Travis with his shoulder as he swept his sword up into his friend’s wrist causing 

him to lose his sword. Cephas stepped on Travis’s hilt and leveled his blade at his friend. 

Officer Thaddeus clapped slowly. “Good. Grab a drink and we’ll try that again.” 

“Yes sir,” responded the two young men as they walked over to where there was a pitcher 

of water and some cool cloths waiting for them. As Travis poured the drinks, Cephas wiped his 

brow. 

“Thanks man,” he said as he took the offered cup. “How’s your side?” 

Travis shrugged. “That’ll teach me to try that on you again.” 

A messenger arrived from the guardhouse on the East Gate by the river. He saluted Officer 

Thaddeus, who nodded and waited for the message. “An elf arrived late last night at the East 

Gate sir. She warned the guards that a thief might have slipped in on one of the logging ships last 

night. The thief is a woman about this tall,” he waved close to his shoulder height, “who likes to 

wear pants and has short brown hair. She was apparently traveling with a black-haired male 

companion.” 

Cephas tightened his grip on his cup and took another slow sip to keep from swearing. 

Being arrested for helping her would not help him get hired. He should have told Thaddeus 

before the messenger arrived. 

Thaddeus sent the messenger on his way and went inside to tell the patrol that was going 

on duty to watch out for the short-haired female thief and her male companion.  

Travis laughed. “Better watch out or they might arrest you.” 

Cephas raised his cup, and reminded himself that Ethelwynne looked nothing like herself 

right now, and that once her sister was through with the girl, she wouldn’t look like herself for a 

long time. 

* * * 

“Congratulations,” said Officer Thaddeus clapping Cephas on the shoulder at the end of 

the day. “The position is yours if you want it.” 

Cephas nodded. He didn’t think he deserved it since he was harbouring a thief. “Thank 

you, sir.” The taste of bile filled his mouth. What would Thaddeus think if he knew the truth? 

Cephas often prided himself on being upright, but he was no better than Talman. He shook 

Thaddeus’s hand and headed home for the night. 

Travis, who had been sent home earlier in the day, ran up to him as Cephas passed his 

house. “How’d it go man? You in?” 

Cephas nodded mutely. 

“Awesome! Let’s go to The Seven Swans for drinks.” 

Cephas shook his head. “I should head home.” 

Several other of the men who had failed to get the position elbowed Cephas as they walked 

passed and scoffed. “Crime rates going to go through the roof now that they let him on. Probably 

knows every thief across the river, and won’t turn any of ‘em in,” muttered one loudly. 
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The other agreed and spat on the ground. “Probably got good at sword-fighting working for 

one of those organizations.” 

Cephas glared at the two men, but Travis stepped in between them. “They’re not worth it 

man. The only thing punching them will do is cost you the job.” 

At that moment Talman ran up to them. And since they were officially outnumbered the 

two men snarled about being invaded and stalked off towards the The Seven Swans.  

“Maybe not The Swans then,” remarked Travis as they watched the two men enter. “How 

about The Pannier?” 

Cephas shook his head. 

“I love The Pannier,” interjected Talman as he pulled his brother towards the tavern. 

“You’d think you’d be happier,” remarked Travis as they entered the building. “You just 

got the job you’ve been working towards.” 

“Well, Cephas is a stick in the mud,” said Talman elbowing his brother before singling to 

the barmaid that they wanted three drinks. “You’re his friend, you should know that by now.” 

Cephas tried to enjoy himself, but all he could think of was Ethelwynne. What was he 

going to do about her? 

He stood up. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Travis, I’m going to head to bed.” And then he 

walked out of the inn without waiting for his brother to follow. 

Talman caught up to him outside and tried to dissuade him from going home. 

Cephas grabbed him by the collar and slammed him into the wall. “If you don’t stop, I’m 

going to throw you in the river and leave you there.” He let his brother go and stalked home. 

Talman followed in silence. 

Cephas unlocked the door and pushed it open into the quiet house. None of the lamps were 

lit, but he didn’t really expect them to be at this hour. The back door thudded softly as the wind 

teased it open. Beside him Talman drew his sword. Cephas frowned and reached for the sword at 

his side and groaned softly as his muscles protested the strain so soon after training. He headed 

for the back door. 

No one was there. A quick scan of the building showed that no one was in their house 

either. “Forget to lock the door when you fled?” Cephas snapped. He expected his brother to 

snort indignantly and make up some lie about how the others must have gone out for dinner and 

lost track of time.  

“No,” said Talman. The concern was evident in his voice as he examined the lock. “The 

door wasn’t forced open either. Someone used a key.” 

“Xia,” breathed Cephas closing his eyes. As her oldest brother it was his job to protect her 

and he was doing a terrible job. He stepped out of the building and scanned the ground in the 

moon light to see if he could spot steps. “Where is she supposed to be?” he asked as he headed 

towards the alley that ran behind their house. He started slowly walking towards Lady Kiran’s 

house before his brother answered, and desperately prayed that some innocent noise had scared 

her. 

In an alley on the other side of the river he bent down and picked up one of his uncle’s 

knives. He groaned. “If we had gone home right away we might have been able to stop this.” 

“Let’s just go get Uncle Sher and find them.” 

“Fine. But we’ll figure out where they brought them first and then get Uncle Sher.” 

Talman nodded and the two young men continued walking slowly and silently through the 

night. They eventually came to a building down by the docks guarded by some thugs. Cephas 

noted that one of them had an ugly cloth wrapped around his hand, another looked like he had a 
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newly broken nose. That would come in handy if they had to fight. Then they went to rouse their 

uncle from his bed. 


