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Pate Kavenagh – 1879

Pate steeled himself as he glared at the woman who had broken his heart. And now he had her in his crosshairs. He could not miss. His finger trembled on the trigger. If he lived to be a hundred, he would not forget the day he met Dinah Gladstone...

* * *

It was a balmy July afternoon, ideal for the community picnic underway to celebrate the creation of the Dominion of Canada on July 1st, 1867. Dominion Day had now become a public holiday to commemorate Confederation, albeit twelve years after the fact, and all were in a festive mood. Women wore their best full-length white muslin dresses, many in the fashionable princess line. Their elegant straw hats were elaborately festooned with artificial flowers and ribbons of every colour, and of course, there were plenty of parasols. The men were attired in their Sunday best, with several wearing top hats. Pate wasn’t much for stiff and staid apparel. Even if he could afford to be appropriately tailored, he would still prefer a clean shirt and sturdy trousers. However, in salute to the occasion, he had polished his boots. And if his hat looked a bit too battered, well, so be it. He truly didn’t care about such things. At twenty-four, he was his own man and prepared to defend that to anyone who might suggest otherwise.

He smiled at the woman by his side. He and Colleen Sullivan had been a couple for just over two years. He knew everyone expected them to marry, including Colleen, but he wasn’t of a mind to set down roots yet. He figured there was plenty of time for that. 

He was aware that Colleen was speaking to him, but he wasn’t paying close attention. He was more interested in the food tables, which were in the process of being set up. Truth to tell, Colleen had talked him into attending this event, and he was counting the minutes until the refreshments were laid out and they could eat. Then they’d be on their way home to the country. Gatherings like this weren’t something he relished, he much preferred being back on the farm tending to his horses.

“Pate, are you listening?” Colleen asked patiently. Soft-spoken and lovely, she smiled up at him with lively blue eyes that crinkled merrily at the corners. “I have to go now because I’ve agreed to volunteer at the cake table. You can come along and help too if you like. We could always use another pair of hands. Maud Sansom said we have quite a few cakes.”

The last thing he wanted to do was cut and serve cake, he didn’t even particularly care for the stuff. All that sticky, sweet frosting, not to mention spending the rest of the afternoon with a bunch of gossipy old crows. He’d seen them gawking in his direction, talking behind their white gloves about him. Likely disapproving of Colleen keeping company with one of the Kavenaghs. He clearly didn’t have the right pedigree, and for that reason alone, he almost maliciously agreed to make his presence felt at the cake display. Rub their noses in it, so to speak. But no, leave them to it. He’d stand over here where the air was better.

“No thanks, Colleen. You go on ahead,” he told his fair-haired girlfriend. “I think they’re waiting for you. I’ll get myself something to eat when everything’s ready.”

One thing he liked about Colleen, among her many positive qualities, was that she usually wasn’t one to argue. If he said no, she knew he meant no and accepted it. He afforded her the same courtesy. So off she went, glancing back with a shy smile he’d always found endearing.

He felt new eyes on him. Funny how a person could do that, and he turned in that direction, a shock of awareness racing through him. He supposed it was akin to being struck by a bolt of lightning when he locked gazes with that pair of sparkling emerald eyes. Her hair was the colour of open flame. She beamed at him, and he involuntarily did the same as he felt his face lighting up. She was mesmerizing, the most stunning creature he had ever seen in his life. But where on earth had she come from?

The only thing he could think of that was as radiant as her smile was the sun cresting the horizon on a summer morning. Breathtaking, and oh so welcome. She was dressed all in white, except for the vibrant blossoms and matching silk ribbons that adorned her substantial straw bonnet. And now she was covering the short distance between them.

He glanced around, thinking perhaps she might be smiling at someone else, but no, it was him she was sashaying toward, her face alight. Their gaze held and he shifted a bit uncomfortably, not knowing what to expect. Women were not usually so bold.

She extended a gloved hand when she stopped in front of him. “I’m Dinah Gladstone,” she announced, and even her voice sounded like the seductive purr of a satisfied cat. 

She seemed predatory somehow, but wonderfully so. Pate now had an idea what it felt like to be caught in a web, although this was one good-looking spider. 

“I’m visiting from Boston,” she continued. “I’m staying with my Aunt Emmaline and Uncle Horace. They were here until a few minutes ago. Aunt Emmaline is bothered terribly by the sun and so they’d only planned to stay for a short while and socialize with friends. They wanted me to leave with them, but there’s no reason I should miss the party, is there?”

Pate was coming up for air after diving into those huge emerald pools. A man didn’t stand a chance. “Ahh, no. No reason at all. I’m so glad you stayed.”

“Are you?” she asked coquettishly.

“Well, sure I am. I’m Pate Kavenagh. I’m from ... out in the country, and that’s where I usually stay. I’m not much for stuff like this,” he said, glancing around disparagingly for emphasis. “This whole thing is way too fancy for me.”

She laughed, and its light tinkling sound was most pleasing to the ear. “You shouldn’t be too hard on us,” she told him, smiling broadly. “We women are grateful for any opportunity to wear our new summer bonnets.”

He thought of Colleen’s homemade bonnet, in which she looked uncomplicated, fresh-faced and pretty. Dinah, on the other hand, looked like she’d stepped from the pages of a city magazine, in all the best ways. 

“I suppose that’s true,” he acknowledged, glancing up at her bonnet, “and you wear yours well.”

She rewarded him with another dazzling smile. “Thank you! Now tell me you’re not married, and this will turn out to be the perfect day. You’re not, are you?”

He could see Colleen watching him from the cake table. “No, not married.”

“Promised then?”

“Not promised either,” he told her. “Not in the way you mean anyway.”

He couldn’t believe how daring she was, but the fact that she’d chosen him made his chest swell with pride. He could see the appreciative glances from some of the other men, and that pleased him. Let them be jealous. It’d give them something to talk about.

She clapped her hands together, not an easy feat while holding a parasol. “Wonderful! I’ve had my eye on you the whole afternoon because you’re easily the most handsome man here.” she said. Despite the fact that she was taller than most women, she still had to look up at him as he bested her by several inches. 

He smiled again, darned if he could keep it off his face. “Thank you, and you’re beautiful.”

She laughed that tinkling laugh again. “And thank you! Now that everyone’s been properly flattered, let’s get down to more important things.”

That took him by surprise. “Such as?”

“I didn’t come over here to discuss the weather, Mr. Kavenagh. I made the trip across the lawn because I’d like to get to know you better. I can see you’re shocked by what I say, but I’m a woman who speaks her mind. If I want something, I see no reason not to pursue it, and I want you.”

He gaped at her.

She adjusted a tendril of her fiery hair. “You appeared to be a man who would find an honest woman refreshing. I’m not a silly goose who plays at life, sitting around nibbling curds as the nursery rhyme goes. Now, you say you’re not obligated to that quiet little thing you had by your side earlier, so why not add a touch of spice to your life?”

It nettled him to have Colleen dismissed in such an ungracious manner. She was a good friend, and he was very fond of her. He might not have gotten around to deciding whether he would ask her to marry him, but he wouldn’t stand by and have her denigrated.

“Now see here,” he said, his smile evaporating. “Colleen is a fine woman, and I won’t hear anything against her.”

Dinah laughed. “Ahh, you’re defending her. She must mean something to you.”

“She means a great deal to me. Colleen and I haven’t spoken about the future, not in so many words, but any man would be pleased to take her for a wife. I would hardly describe her as a quiet little thing. She happens to be bright and sweet, and a very kind soul.”

Dinah bowed her head in acknowledgement of his comments, but was still smiling when she raised it again. “My apologies. But you have to understand, I now see her as someone who stands in the way of what I want. Is that right, would you say, Pate? Does she? Should I consider her an adversary?”

He realized he had arrived at a crossroads. Colleen was everything he’d described her to be, and most importantly, a stalwart friend. Nonetheless, that somehow seemed to pale in comparison to what he was feeling at the moment, in truth, had been feeling since Dinah Gladstone strode up to him. He’d never felt more alive, mostly with anticipation, if he was being honest with himself. At this moment, he wanted nothing more than to kiss this ravishing woman standing in front of him. Discard that confection she called a hat, and loose that thick, rich mane of flaming hair. He wanted to bury his face in its silky softness, lose himself in those emerald eyes.

“No, she doesn’t stand in your way,” he heard himself saying rather than intentionally setting out to do so. “Leave Colleen out of this.”

What was happening to him? Poor little faithful Colleen, but truth to tell, she was no match for the magic dust being sprinkled over him by this bewitching young woman.

He felt Colleen’s steady gaze from the cake table searing into him right this very moment, but it faded away as he looked at Dinah. If this was what it meant to fall in love at first sight, then it was happening to him.

“Perfect!” Dinah announced triumphantly. “But I also understand how things work, and I’m guessing you’re a man who prides himself on doing the right thing.”

Ouch! That stung because he was currently headed in the opposite direction of that noble assessment, but he tamped down his conscience. There would be plenty of time for regret, if there was any, like in about an hour or two, when Colleen finished at the cake table.

“How old are you?” he asked Dinah. 

“I’m nineteen and a half, and every inch a woman,” was her scandalous reply. “And I would guess you’re in your middle twenties. Am I right about that?”

He nodded. “Twenty-four, and I’ll bet if your aunt and uncle were here, they’d be warning you away from me.”

She tilted her head in a most appealing way. “Oh? And why is that? Have you committed some terrible crime against society?”

“Most people around here would say that was true simply by being here today. The Kavenagh name is not the best in these parts.”

She clapped her hands together again. “Even better. You’re dangerous! I like that, and you know, you look the part. You’re so tall and strong, dark, and those grey eyes of yours are rather mysterious. There’s just something so alluring about a bad boy. How can I possibly resist you, Pate?”

This woman was full of surprises. “I’m sorry to disappoint you, but I’ve not broken any laws. It’s just that our reputation isn’t very good, and I’ve had to fight my whole life against it. I won’t hear any talk against my family, and I won’t dance like some puppet for the entertainment of someone who’s looking to shock others by keeping my company. I’m not rich. I work on a farm, but I’m a decent person, as is everyone in my family. People can take that or leave it. I don’t care either way.”

She eyed him speculatively. “Nicely said, Pate, and I respect you for saying it. When I say bad boy, I don’t mean I’m looking to take up with bank robbers or murderers. I like a man who has the courage to stand up for himself and be who he is, no matter what side of the blanket he was born on. You know who you are, I can tell that, and that’s what I like. I’d take you any day over a dozen milksops with money. I’ve got plenty of my own money, so I don’t need to look for it elsewhere.”

“For the record, I was not born on the wrong side of the blanket,” he corrected her, then made an effort to relax. “Who are you, besides a niece of the Gladstones?”

“I’m the daughter of Crandall, Uncle Horace’s eldest brother. I was born in Boston, attended the best boarding schools abroad, and I am ready for the world.”

Pate laughed. “But is the world ready for you?”

“I hope so,” she said with a grin, “but ready or not, I’m here. So when can I see you?”

“Whoa there! Where I’m from, the man does the asking.”

“Ask then,” she told him impudently. “He who hesitates is lost.”

Those were true enough words, but at the moment, he felt like backing up, just a little. He was already under her spell. He felt it, and it wasn’t necessarily a bad place to be. In fact, the past few minutes were highly enjoyable. He knew, though, that the bubble was going to burst with a bang felt through all of Westmorland County once Colleen was back by his side. He’d handle that when the time came.

He wanted nothing more at this moment than to be close to Dinah, much closer since it didn’t seem as though she’d mind that. Nevertheless, it wasn’t quite so simple. 

“I don’t turn in the same circles as you do, Dinah. That much is obvious,” he said, glancing down at his homespun attire. “I’m not a dandy.”

“I told you, I’m not looking for a dandy. I’ve got eyes, I can see for myself what I’m signing up for.”

“Signing up for?”

“It’s a figure of speech, Pate. Now are you interested in us getting together or not?”

It was as if someone else was speaking for him. “Of course I am, but when? How? I somehow don’t think you’d be comfortable coming to our farm, not in those clothes, and what I wear is what I wear. I have no plans to change anything about myself to fit into your world if you intend to invite me there.”

She smiled. “I say we create our own world where neither side is welcome.”

“And how long do you plan to live in this new world we’d be creating? Something tells me you’ll be back to Boston, back to civilization, by the end of the summer.”

“I have no plans to return in the foreseeable future. Now this is what I’m thinking. My uncle has a stable of fine horses, and I happen to be an expert horsewoman. I expect you know a thing or two about horses as well. I often go riding by myself, so I know of this small meadow that sits on the left, tucked away from view, a few miles past the fork in the road leading out of town. I can use a shortcut through the woods. Let’s meet there. I promise you, Pate, you won’t be sorry. Why, I can hardly keep my hands off you as we stand here and speak.”

Pate felt a visceral reaction to her words. Boy, when he got up this morning, he didn’t think something like this would be happening before the end of the day.

“I do know a thing or two about horses. I raise them, and I know where Crenshaw meadow is. What time should I be there?”

She blushed prettily. “If we’re to have privacy, an early hour would be best. I’m an early riser, Pate, are you?”

“I am.”

“Good, I’ll meet you tomorrow at daybreak.”

* * *

Pate wasn’t sure how he managed it, but he did eat a plateful of fried chicken and potato salad, as well as three of Julia’s buttered pan rolls a short time later. His stepmother was known for her delicious bread and rolls. He knew he should go to the cake table, despite the fact that he wasn’t interested in sampling their wares, but his feet were reluctant to head in that direction. Instead, he lingered at Julia’s table, where she was kept busy buttering fresh rolls for the hungry picnickers.

“Too bad Pa couldn’t make it today,” he told her, “but his side’s still giving him trouble.”

Julia looked concerned. “I didn’t expect he’d come anyway, you know how he feels about such gatherings, but I don’t like that pain he’s having. It seems to be getting worse. I want the doctor to come out to the farm and see him, but he’s not at all interested in having a medical examination. If it gets any worse though, I’ll go for Dr. Mains and bring him back. Let the dust settle where it may. Who was that woman you were talking to?”

Pate could feel his colour rise. “Ahhh, a niece of some people who live here in Sackville. She’s from Boston.”

“She certainly had your attention,” Julia teased him, “and Colleen’s. She never took her eyes off you.”

He nodded. “I could see her looking. I suppose I should get on over there.”

He knew Julia wasn’t fooled. Anyone with eyes could see he’d been taken with Dinah in a big way. She seemed like the type of person who would attract attention no matter where she went because she was so beautiful. He could see her now, chatting with a man whom he guessed must be a friend of the family, but he wasn’t prepared for the blaze of jealousy that dashed through him. Dinah had been in his life for no more than an hour, and his strong reaction surprised him. Had he really taken the fall? All he could think about was seeing her again.

And since she was so unconventional, that could possibly mean she’d be no shrinking violet when it came to intimacy, but one could never tell. Even if that were the case, he wouldn’t take advantage of her. No, he’d play it cool.

He was not unaware of his own circumstances of birth. His father had that talk with him a long time ago. While he’d never spoken about his late wife, he had stressed that he didn’t want his own son to go down the same path he had in terms of young fatherhood. Both of his parents had been just fifteen when he was conceived, and his mother, still a girl, had died bearing him. That was a sobering thought. 

He’d longed for a mother, and his grandmother had filled that void until she passed away nine years ago. No, if he should find himself in an intimate situation with Dinah, he would proceed with the necessary caution. That wasn’t something he’d had to consider in his relationship with Colleen. She’d made it plain at the outset she was saving herself for marriage, and he’d respected that. Thinking about it now brought a rush of guilt. Colleen would not go to bed happy tonight.

He headed to the cake table, and the few seconds it took him to get there felt like the longest walk he’d ever taken. Colleen was working alone at the table now, busy serving an elderly couple with slices of yellow cake with boiled icing. He knew that’s what it was because his grandmother used to make it, and it was the only kind of frosting he liked.

When she was finished, she turned her attention to him. “’Why don’t I cut a piece of this for you?” she asked, indicating the large two-layer cake. “I know you like it.”

She may as well have offered him a bowl of barn dust, for that’s all the appeal it held for him at the moment. The food he’d already eaten now felt like a dead weight in his gut.

“No, I overate on the fried chicken and potato salad,” he told her, and hoped she didn’t notice he wouldn’t meet her eyes.

She noticed. Apparently. “Who was that girl you were talking to, Pate?”

“She’s the niece of a couple who live here in Sackville,” he said, repeating the answer he’d given Julia. 

The fact was, a lot of people were likely curious about the conversation between him and Dinah. Anyone he knew here had seen him and Colleen arrive together, knew they’d been a couple for some while now. Indeed, they were probably wondering why he’d given the other woman so much of his attention. Stop it, he told himself. How could anyone know she wasn’t a family friend, although certainly not one of the Kavenagh’s acquaintances? He also knew it was glaringly apparent that it wasn’t that kind of conversation. Even he would have picked up on that, and Colleen routinely told him he was not as aware as he should be in the romance department. Maybe that was because so far no one had stirred his blood the way Dinah had when he first saw her. That was a difficult fact, but it was the truth. Colleen interested him, but it was quieter somehow, like a someday thing that he’d eventually get around to.

“Oh? Did you know her before today?” Colleen asked.

“We just met,” he admitted, understanding as soon as the words were out of his mouth that he’d stepped into the trap Colleen had set for him.

“I would say you got to know each other very quickly then. She was flirting with you, Pate.”

“Come on, Colleen. Don’t start.”

“And you were flirting back.”

He sighed. She was right, of course, but there was no way he was going to have this conversation here, where everyone’s ears were tuned for gossip.

“Are you through serving cake?” he asked, changing the subject. “It looks like most of it’s gone, so let’s head on home. I wouldn’t mind getting out of here early. I’ve got a lot of work to do back at the farm, and I can’t leave it for my father, not with him feeling so poorly.”

Colleen was as pale as her white muslin dress, her hat now slightly askew, although he knew she wasn’t overly concerned about such things. She was a simple girl who liked simple things, and he’d always liked that about her. She was calm by nature, although he guessed he was about to find out how far her good nature would extend in the next half hour or so.

They were silent as they made their way to the buggy and climbed inside. He was proud of the vehicle, had saved for two years to get it, and even the horse that pulled it was of good stock. He’d raised Pointer himself and kept his light chestnut coat brushed to a high sheen.

They hadn’t gone far when Colleen turned to him. “Pate, I feel you have something you want to say to me, call it women’s intuition.”

He felt like the biggest cad in the world. He wanted to pursue a relationship with Dinah, but he wouldn’t do it behind Colleen’s back. He would do the honourable thing, no matter how much he hated to. She deserved no less.

He pulled the buggy to the side of the road and turned to face her. “There is something I want to say. I don’t think it’s going to work out between us, Colleen, and I have no right to tie you to me if that’s the way I feel.”

She turned on him with such indignation that it shocked him. “You liar! Everything was fine until that hussy came marching up and threw herself at you. I watched the whole thing. If you didn’t think things were going to work out between us, why didn’t you say something earlier?”

The thing was, he hadn’t actually realized it until today, and besides, he asked himself, if he wasn’t having doubts, how could another woman steal him away so easily? If he were truly in love with Colleen, something like this wouldn’t happen.

“Colleen, you and I have gotten to be more like friends.”

“I don’t know too many friends who kiss each other goodnight. No, Pate, we were sweethearts. You knew very well I was saving myself for you.”

“Well...”

“You knew that, and don’t pretend you didn’t!”

“All right, I knew, but I never asked you to, did I?”

“Pate Kavenagh! How dare you say such a thing to me! That’s despicable! You know what? You want that tramp, you go and get her because any woman who would come up to a man she’s never met before and throw herself at him in a public place is no lady. And don’t think I was the only one who witnessed that spectacle. There were a lot more than me watching. But she is pretty, a lot prettier than me, and I can’t compete with what she’s got to offer. So don’t bother with a flowery speech to let me down easy, because it’s me who is deciding to walk away.”

“Colleen...”

“I love you, Pate, or I should say I did, because my love is misplaced on a man who is not worthy of it. I take it back, my heart is no longer yours to mistreat. Goodbye, and don’t you ever dare to darken my door again,” and with that she flounced out of the buggy and began to march along the side of the road toward home, stepping around loose rocks as best she could.

“Colleen, now come on. Get back in the buggy. The road’s dusty, and you’re going to get your new dress all dirty.”

She turned to face him, and his heart turned over when he saw she was crying. “Don’t you worry a moment about the condition of my dress. Matter of fact, don’t worry at all about anything to do with me anymore. You don’t want anyone to see me walking because then they’d know what a scoundrel you really are.”

“Colleen, get in the buggy, and I’ll take you home. I knew this wasn’t going to be easy, but...”

“Easier for you than me because I don’t think we’d be having this conversation at all if you hadn’t met that Jezebel at the picnic. Be honest with yourself, even if you can’t be honest with me.”

“I am being honest, and doing the honourable thing. I can’t help how I feel.”

“I can’t help how you feel either, but I meant what I said. I never want to see you again after today. I hope she tears your heart out and stomps all over it because that’s what you deserve, Pate Kavenagh!”
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Pate changed out of what he considered his Sunday best before heading for the barn. He knew his father would be there, and he wanted to talk to him, see if he was all right. His pa was as tough as they made them, and it would be a great relief to find him feeling better and going about his chores as usual.

Pate needed settling, he knew he did, and not just about the concern he felt for his father. He was entirely at loose ends. Never before had he felt as he did now. It was normal, he knew, to feel excited about meeting a woman, because that was the way of things. Everyone said so, although that wasn’t the way it was with Colleen. They’d known each other from school and more or less gravitated toward one another and stayed that way. In over two years, she had never stirred his blood the way Dinah had the moment he’d first seen her. His reaction had been so powerful he could have taken her right then and there, although he’d never do such a thing, but it wasn’t for lack of desire.

Colleen was different, gentler somehow, and while Dinah saw his family’s shady reputation as a naughty adventure, Colleen truly hadn’t cared what people said about her getting mixed up with a Kavenagh. When they’d first gotten together, a year after his Uncle Brogan’s skirmish with the law, public bias against his family had been even stronger. It’s what people had come to expect from the Kavenaghs. But it hadn’t mattered to Colleen, defying her own family in the beginning to be by his side, though they’d eventually warmed to him. Her devotion had always counted for so much. Had he mistaken loyalty for love? He did care for her a great deal, but Dinah took his breath away.

His father was not at the barn, but he found him out back by the new paddock, leaning against the framework of the sizeable enclosure. 

“Pa! Are you all right?”

Tabor turned to face him, pale, but with his jaw set. “Just a stitch in my side is all. Now, if you’re done picnicking, you can help me get the rest of these boards in place. I want this paddock finished today.”

Pate studied him. “Why don’t you go on up to the house and rest. I’ll do what needs to be done down here.”

Fire flashed in Tabor’s eyes. “Rest! The day I can’t get my work done is the day I’m all finished.”

Pate held his ground as his father had taught him to do. “You look about all finished now. You’ve had that pain for days. Go on up to the house and sit awhile. Julia should be along shortly, and she can make you some supper.”

Tabor straightened, folding his arms against his chest, although Pate didn’t miss the grimace. “When I’m all finished, Pate, you’ll know about it. I’m not even halfway there. You and Julia get all excited about a little bit of pain. I pulled a muscle is all. Go up to the house and sit, you say! You go up to the house and sit if this is all too much for you. As for me, I’ve got work to do. Now, are you going to pitch in and help or not?”

Pate knew it was pointless to argue with his father, so spying the hammer and nails sitting on the ground beside a post, he grabbed them. Let his father hold the boards in place, and he’d swing the hammer. He could spare him that much.

When the last board was secured, Tabor was clearly hurting as he abruptly turned and left without a word. 

“Pa!” Pate called after him. “Wait up!”

Tabor kept walking until Pate fell into step beside him. “Pa, you’re sick and you need to see a doctor.”

“No doctor!”

“Pa!”

Tabor wheeled on his son. “People get sick every day, Pate. What did people do before doctors started hanging out their shingles?”

“For one thing, they died.”

“They also got over whatever was wrong with them. If everyone died that ever got sick, there’d be no room to bury them all. Now leave me be. I’m tired, what with Julia dogging me to see a doctor about my side. Now you. Get away from me, both of you, and let me be. I’ll get over this a lot faster without being constantly pecked at.”

Pate took a deep breath. He knew his father better than anyone. “You’re not fooling me for a second, Pa. You’re real sick and you need to see a doctor. You’re not yourself at all.”

Tabor stopped in his tracks, and it was a moment before he spoke. “Pate, you’ve got work to do in the barn. Go do it. I’m going to go sit on the veranda for a spell. Julia should be here any minute, and she can take up the nagging for you, give you a rest.”

Tabor turned to go, but Pate blocked his way. “Pa, at least think about getting Dr. Mains to take a look at you.”

“I’ll think about it, yes,” he said at length. “Now go and leave me be.”

Later that evening, his father appeared to be somewhat better, but was still snarling at either Julia or himself whenever they came near, and God forbid, they should suggest he needed medical attention. He knew his pa had a ferocious bark that would frighten most people off, but he’d long ago become immune to it. Julia, somewhat less so. Her time with Tabor had toughened her up. He knew he would try the patience of a saint, but he could be right about this. Perhaps they ought to leave off him for a while. Give him a few days, and he might come out of it. Kavenagh men were strong, in every way, when he considered what they overcame daily to be here.

Pate had heard the stories of how the Kavenagh family came to settle in Canada, how his grandfather, Bart Kavenagh, Black Bart they called him, was a real bad man and that he’d been murdered. There were other whisperings too, about his grandmother, but he wasn’t interested in listening to any of those. Why borrow trouble? There was already plenty of it to go around as it was.

As usual, he went to bed with the rest of the household when darkness fell. As tired as he was, though, he couldn’t seem to find an escape from what was on his mind, besides his father. In the morning, he would ride out to meet Dinah Gladstone. Would she even show up? Would she ask her aunt and uncle about the Kavenaghs and be warned away by the couple, horrified their niece would even consider keeping one of them company? Would the uncle forbid her access to his horses if she insisted on going, which he assumed she might because she did strike him as headstrong?

Was it all a cruel joke? Had someone put her up to it as an act of retaliation for past Kavenagh shortcomings? Anything was possible for those with true vengeance in their heart.

As it turned out, he did get some sleep, waking with a start just after four in the morning. Throwing off the covers, he crept from his room and tiptoed down the stairs. Theirs was a household of early risers, and he already heard Julia stirring in the room at the top of the stairs.

Once in the kitchen, he freshened up at the washbasin, combed his hair and headed for the barn to saddle up. Breakfast was out of the question.

It was already a pleasantly warm day, so despite the early hour, and with his hat settled firmly onto his head, he set off at a trot out of the barnyard. The air smelled fresh and clean as he made his way along the country road to the rendezvous spot, fully expecting to either come upon her as she headed to the meadow or hear hoof beats behind him. Neither happened by the time he got there, and he recalled she was going to use a shortcut through the woods. He waited.

His father had given him his grandfather’s old pocket watch, and he used it often. He checked it now and was not surprised to see that nearly an hour had passed, agonizingly slowly, since he’d arrived. He felt disappointment settle into the pit of his stomach. He’d been right. She’d played him for a fool, but that unsavoury thought had no sooner occurred to him than he heard hoof beats headed toward the meadow at a lope. She’d come after all!

She pulled up next to where Pate’s horse was tied to a dead tree, and he knew he wouldn’t forget the sight of her that morning. Her fiery hair was a mass of glorious soft curls cascading over her shoulders, tumbling clear to her waist. Her colour was high, her cheeks rosy in an alabaster face, her lips full and parted invitingly. Her eyes danced with mischief. If he’d thought he was in love before this morning, the sight of her now cemented that notion firmly in his mind. How could someone not love such a woman?

She dismounted with ease from astride the tall chestnut gelding, where most women rode sidesaddle and waited to be helped down if there was a man anywhere within a mile of them. Dinah Gladstone was her own woman all right. So was Colleen, come to that, only less aggressive, he acknowledged. He’d always admired Colleen’s gentle strength...

“Pate! You came!” she announced unnecessarily. “I’m sorry I’m late! Uncle Horace was a bit difficult about my going out so early again, and on one of his most spirited mounts.” She reached up and stroked the horse’s neck. “I told Uncle it was a shame to geld this animal. I can’t help but think of the fine babies he would have made.”

Pate couldn’t believe a lady would be so forthright about such a thing as castration, but there it was. He had great affection for a plain-spoken woman.

“Why did your uncle have him cut then?”

“He already has a good stud, and he also wanted to keep this horse. Two stallions among the mares is one too many, but I don’t have to tell you that, do I? You being a horse breeder and all.”

She walked over to his gelding, a handsome black, strong through the shoulders, long of neck and a short back. “What a superb-looking animal. I can tell he’s very intelligent. Is he one of yours?”

“No, he wasn’t bred on the farm. I bought him as a saddle horse last year. I call him Jacko.”

She studied the black appreciatively. “I can tell by the look of him he can go. Something tells me when you’re on him, you’ve got a lot of horse under you.”

He smiled. What a smart woman. “You’re right, he’s quite a boy! He can run like the wind, possibly faster. I usually let him have his head, but this morning I didn’t run him any faster than a lope.”

She looked up at him, her smile wide. “I appreciate a man who’s good to his animals, Pate. You’re the kind of man a woman could become completely infatuated with. I’m not so sure it hasn’t already happened. I’m dying to run my fingers through your hair. I love that you wear it long, well, to the top of your shoulders. And with that hat framing your face the way it does, you are certainly a feast to behold.”

Her lips looked entirely kissable, so he cupped her chin in one hand and brought her closer, and as he thought, paradise lay waiting. Never had he thought it possible that kissing a woman would ignite such a fire in him. When he kissed Colleen... No, he wouldn’t think about Colleen. Suffice it to say the two experiences were entirely different.

It seemed as though the kiss would go on forever, each pressing more eagerly against the other as it continued to deepen. Finally, with a groan, they broke contact, and she fell against him as he brought his arms more securely around her, his cheek resting against her forehead. They stood like that for minutes. Then, as if both were still starving for the taste of pure honey, they found each other’s lips again until Pate thought he would burst from the wanting of her. He also knew they were quickly moving into deep water, his father’s warning a small voice in the distant corners of his mind. He knew the consequences, even if she seemed impervious to them, and he did not want to father a child. Not at this stage anyway. Birthing him had cost his mother her life, and knowing that would haunt him forever. 

He stepped back, holding her at arm’s length. She looked





















































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
The Kavenaghs: Book Three

2 £





d2d_images/image001.jpg
Adberton

Government





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg
htp:/ /bwlpublishing.ca





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png
o}
N

Q\@ C4,

\AN

7Ly3n

<
UB L 15





d2d_images/image004.jpg
Funded by the i+l
covernment | (Canada





d2d_images/scene_break.png





