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Cut Scene #1 

* 

This scene was originally Leith’s first chapter in Deliver and time-wise falls in between chapters 1 & 2 of the 

final book. I absolutely loved this scene, and it didn’t get cut until about the 3rd or 4th revision when I had to go back 

and kill a few darlings to trim the beginning of Deliver as much as possible.  

 

Because this scene stayed in the book so long, this is actually the revision of this scene. The end of the scene 

with Lord Alistair was added from another scene I’d cut earlier in the editing process when I took out Leith and 

Renna making a stop at Walden before going on to Stetterly.  

 

Still, I used my favorite bits through the book, so you’ll be able to find sentences and paragraphs that might 

sound familiar.   

* 

Leith Torren leaned against the headboard, gritted his teeth, and pulled the next stitch from 

the healing wound in his thigh. The thread dragged under his skin and tugged on the tender, new-

formed skin. Perhaps he should’ve let Renna pull the stitches out.  

No, that would’ve been worse. It hadn’t been so bad when he was half-unconcious and 

couldn’t feel anything besides pain. But now, having Renna tend him was an agony all its own.  

He pinched the next thread between his fingers and yanked. What would their relationship 

be like when they weren’t fleeing for their lives? Perhaps Renna would find she didn’t want to 

tie herself to a former Blade once her life returned to quiet normality at Stetterly.  

He jerked the next thread from his wound. Tiny pricks of blood marked where each stitch 

had been. He was overthinking things. Renna wouldn’t change her mind.  
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Two more threads to go. He held his breath and pulled them out one after another without 

pausing to steel himself. Sagging against the headboard, he pressed a hand to his aching chest. 

He had weeks, perhaps months, to go before his broken ribs and burns fully healed.  

When he’d caught his breath, he spread the salve Renna had given him on his thigh and 

bound the wound in clean bandages. He tugged on his trousers and pushed to his feet. His injured 

leg buckled, and he caught himself on the bedpost, sucking in a breath when his cracked ribs 

shifted.   

He fought the black spots at the corners of his vision. He was so tired of being tired. And 

hurt. And in pain. Would he ever regain his strength? Or would he spend the rest of his life like 

this, a hobbling cripple?  

He should be all right with that. No one would ever think a cripple was a former Blade.  

But without his strength, how could he protect Renna? And Brandi? How would he help 

rebuild Stetterly?  

What was God calling him to do now? In all his time wanting to leave the Blades, he’d 

barely considered…after. He’d been so focused on his goal to save Renna and help the 

Resistance, he’d never considered what would happen to him when the only skills he had were 

no longer needed.  

Probably because he’d never expected to survive the final battle with Respen. He hadn’t 

counted on an after.  

He let out a slow breath. He had to place the future in God’s hands. He’d been able to do 

that when locked in the Tower facing Respen’s torture. Why couldn’t he do it now?  

The torture he’d faced in the Tower had been predictable. He’d known he’d face it. He’d 

known exactly how long it would last.  
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But now? The future stretched before him in a dark, winding canyon. What would he do 

now that he wasn’t a Blade?  

Leith grabbed another stack of bandages and tottered back to the bed. Gritting his teeth, he 

pulled the bandages from each of his burns. Pain flared through his skin as the air touched his 

open, seeping burns.  

He had to pause and dig his fingers into the blanket, fighting a rising nausea at the agony. 

Would the pain never end? 

His door rattled with a knock. “It’s Jamie.”  

“Come in.” Leith gasped another deep breath and eased the last bandage off his burns.  

Jamie pushed the door open, balancing a tray on one hand. “Breakfast.”  

“Thanks.” Leith waved at a small table set a few feet away from the bed. “Could you set it 

over there? I’ll be there in a minute or two.”  

Jamie’s eyes were wide as he set the tray on the table.  

Leith reached for the jar of salve again. He had to bite his cheek to stop his cry of pain as he 

spread salve over the raw burns. He couldn’t let Jamie see how much this hurt.  

He forced himself to smile. “How’s my back looking? I can’t see it, but the scabs are 

itching.”  

His whipping had been nearly three weeks ago now, but the lashes hadn’t gotten a chance to 

heal during that first week because of his continued torture.  

Jamie swallowed. “Looks like its healing. Better than a week ago.”  

Leith dabbed more salve on his burns and reached for the bandages. “I’m going to be fine, 

you know.”  
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He had to keep telling himself that. He was going to be fine. This pain would end, just as the 

torture had ended.  

Jamie still stared at him, wide-eyed. “The torture was bad, wasn’t it?”  

Leith wasn’t going to tell him how bad. He touched his left shoulder with his three marks of 

failure marring his skin. “No Blade has ever survived once Respen decreed their death. But here 

I am. Alive. I can’t complain about a few cuts and bruises.”  

Jamie crossed his arms and raised his eyebrows, as if entirely unconvinced.  

Tying off the bandages, Leith eased his shirt over his head. The pain from his broken ribs 

made lifting his arms above his head nearly impossible, but he managed. He had no choice but to 

manage.  

Reaching for his cane, Leith tottered to the table and sank into one of the chairs. “I hope you 

brought enough for yourself.”  

Jamie nodded and sat in the seat across from Leith. After they prayed, they each grabbed a 

plate and loaded it with eggs, cornbread, and ham.  

When he’d finished eating, Leith leaned back in his seat. His ribs ached against the hard-

backed chair, and a few of the burns across his chest and stomach still throbbed.  

Jamie was fidgeting in his seat, swinging his feet, his eyes hidden beneath his shaggy, brown 

hair.  

In the weeks since Respen’s defeat, Leith hadn’t taken the time he should’ve to see to Jamie. 

Jamie had seen and done a lot during the war.  

“Jamie.” Leith waited until Jamie raised his head and met his gaze. “You did good. No one 

could’ve protected Brandi better than you did, and you saved my life by entering the Tower to 

fight the Blades.”  
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Jamie straightened. “You think so?”  

“Yes.” Leith chose his next words carefully. They were the words he would’ve given 

anything to hear from his father. He wasn’t Jamie’s father, but someone had to say them. “I’m 

proud of you.”  

Jamie’s grin stretched across his face and gleamed in his eyes. “Thanks.”  

Leith cleared his throat. “Now that the war is over, I’m sure Shad can find a family who’d 

want to take you in. Renna mentioned he was already looking for a family for the last trainee.”  

Jamie’s grin faded, and he ducked his head. “I guess so.”  

Something twisted in Leith’s chest. Jamie didn’t want another family. For some reason, he 

saw Leith as his family. What had Leith ever done to deserve that? Sure, he’d helped Jamie leave 

the Blades, but he hadn’t even bothered to learn his name before that.  

But if that’s what Jamie wanted, Leith wasn’t going to argue. He pushed to his feet, limped 

the single step, and rested a hand on Jamie’s shoulder. “Or, if you’d rather, you can come to 

Stetterly with Renna and Brandi and me. I’m not exactly old enough to be your father, but 

brother might work.”  

The grin shot back onto Jamie’s face. “Brother’s good.”  

Leith patted his back. “Good.”  

Another knock sounded on the door, and Shad strode into the room. “You’re up and about. 

Is the pain getting any better?”  

“Somewhat. Either that or I’m just used to it by now.” Leith gripped his cane and stumped a 

few steps. Pain jabbed the muscles of his thigh at every step, but he gritted his teeth. This would 

heal. He could manage.  
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“Think you’ll be able to ride in a few days?” Shad studied him, as if debating whether Leith 

could sit in a saddle. “Prince Keevan will be crowned next week, and we’ll be able to leave any 

time after that.”  

“I’ll survive.” Leith had to leave Nalgar Castle as soon as possible. With all the nobles 

waiting to return to their towns until after Prince Keevan’s coronation, Leith was stuck in the far 

wing of the guest rooms where he wouldn’t stumble on someone who’d recognize him as a 

former Blade. “You and Martyn managed not to kill each other, I see.”  

“Not that it wasn’t tempting.” Shad crossed his arms and leaned against the wall. “I’m still 

not convinced he’s on our side.”  

“He needs time. And patience.” Leith hobbled across the room. Each step cramped his leg 

and creased pain along his ribs. “You forget what I was like when I was searching. He’ll come 

around in God’s time.”  

Shad scrowled. “You never tortured your friend.”  

“No, I just betrayed him to his possible death.” Leith had to rest a hand on the wall and suck 

in shallow breaths. Martyn had crossed a line in Shad’s book when he’d let Respen torture Leith. 

Perhaps not an unforgiveable sin, but as close to one as Shad got.  

Shad sighed, shook his head, and muttered something under his breath. Straightening, he 

pushed the door open with a grin. “On our way back, we ran into my father on his way here.”  

“I thought he didn’t want to look like he was influencing Prince Keevan?” Leith tried to 

stand straighter, but his left leg wouldn’t bear that much wait. He leaned his weight against the 

wall again.  

Shad shrugged. “He didn’t want to be there for the Gathering’s vote, but now that Prince 

Keevan has been accepted as the rightful king, Father has to be here for the coronation.”  
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Politics. Leith wouldn’t ever get used to them. Would he have to try? How much would he 

have to join in all the maneuvering and posturing if he married Renna?  

All things he hadn’t considered when he’d made the decision to betray Respen.  

“My father would like to talk to you.” Shad raised his eyebrows. “Or are you going to fall 

over if you try to move?”  

Considering how much of his weight he was putting on the wall, falling over was a good 

possibility. Leith tried to draw in a deep breath, flinched at the pain, and forced himself to stand 

straighter. He’d made it down the stairs with a crutch a few days ago. He could manage a few 

steps by himself now, couldn’t he?  

He pushed away from the wall and limped forward. He was so sore. So tired. “I’m all right.”  

Shad held the door open, and Leith shuffled into the corridor.  

A few yards away, Martyn leaned a shoulder against the wall. When Leith tottered within 

earshot, he straightened. “It’s done.”  

Respen was gone. Leith clapped Martyn on the shoulder, but the gesture felt off. Strange.  

Leith dropped his hand. Too many hurts lay between, wounds that were as much Leith’s 

fault as Martyn’s.  

At the far end of the corridor behind Martyn, Renna hugged Lord Alistair. Her long blond 

hair swished over the back of her light blue dress. She took a step back and gestured toward Lord 

Alistair’s left arm, which lay limply in a sling. She would be asking after his wound, her healer’s 

interest piqued.  

Martyn turned and his scowl deepened. He brushed past Leith and stalked down the 

corridor, disappearing into the room at the far end.  

Nothing Leith could do about Martyn besides give him space.  
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Shad was already partway down the corridor, headed for Lord Alistair and Renna. They 

were standing by the door that barred the way to the rest of the wing. That door was the 

boundary of Leith’s existence.  

Leith limped down the corridor. Lord Alistair leaned against the wall, much as Leith had 

done a few minutes ago. Gray streaked his brown hair and beard, doing little to hide his gaunt 

and pale features. 

But he was alive and he was smiling. After he and a handful of volunteers had managed to 

hold Walden against Respen's army, that was all anyone could ask. 

As Leith reached her side, Renna slipped her hand in his, adding pressure as if she intended 

to help prop him up. Leith smiled and shifted his weight onto his right leg, using Renna’s grip on 

his hand to keep himself steady.  

Lord Alistair bobbed his head at Leith. The fingers of his left hand, visible around the edge 

of the sling, curled limply. “It’s good to see you alive.”   

“And you too, sir.” Leith eyed Lord Alistair’s limp arm. How badly had he been hurt?   

Lord Alistair gave a one-shoulder shrug. “I was caught in a wall’s collapse, and my elbow 

was crushed. The healer tells me it’s likely I’ll never regain the use of my hand.” 

Leith pressed a hand to his injured leg. Even a limp was better than permanently losing the 

use of a limb. 

Lord Alistair had always been so strong. Commanding. He’d once pressed a knife to Leith’s 

throat. But now he was crippled.  

The hard, steady glint in his eyes remained the same. And that keen gaze was taking in 

Leith’s and Renna’s clasped hands.  
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Leith didn’t let go of Renna’s fingers. He had nothing to hide, especially when it came to 

Renna.  

Renna pulled her hand free first. “I need to check on Brandi. She woke up with a headache 

and dizziness this morning. Too much activity too soon.”  

Such as spending time with Blizzard after Jamie brought him to Nalgar. Leith and Jamie 

would have to figure out a way to keep her in bed today.  

With a nod at Lord Alistair, Renna hurried back down the corridor and entered the room she 

shared with Brandi.  

Lord Alistair glanced at Shad and rested his good hand on Leith’s shoulder. “I need to thank 

you and apologize.”  

Leith started, partly because of Lord Alistair’s words and partly from the weight of his hand 

on his shoulder. It was almost…fatherly. But unlike anything Leith had experienced from his 

own father. The only time he’d felt his father’s hand had been in anger. “Apologize? For what?”  

Lord Alistair focused on the empty corridor stretching in front of them. “Politics. Organizing 

the Resistance. It can be a cold, calculating game in the end. And to win the game, I used those 

around me.”  

Shad crossed his arms and leaned against the wall, his square jaw tight.  

Leith cleared his throat. “You have to be willing to sacrifice a few pieces.” 

Lord Alistair squeezed his shoulder. “It helps if the piece willingly sacrifices itself.”  

Leith shrugged and sucked in a breath at the hitch in his ribs. “A pretty foolish piece if you 

ask me.”  

“But a brave one.” Lord Alistair dropped his hand. “Especially since you weren’t a piece I 

counted on years ago. Thank you.” 
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Leith shook his head. He didn’t have anything to say to that. He’d done what he’d set out to 

do when he’d joined the Resistance. He’d kept Renna and Brandi alive, even if he’d had to 

sacrifice blood and pain and friendship to do it.  

So what now? What happened now that the battle was over and the war won?  

He didn’t know how to survive without something to fight. 

 

 

 

Cut Scene #2 

* 

I agonized about cutting this scene. I really, really didn’t want to do it, but my editor commented that Deliver 

was about moving on, not about the grief of what happened in the earlier books, and this scene didn’t fit, as much as 

I loved it. This is one of only two scenes in the entire Blades of Acktar series that I choked up while writing (chapter 

42 of Deny is the other).  

* 

Holding up a hand, Shadrach brought the column to a halt. He turned in his saddle to face 

Renna. “We’ll wait here if you and Brandi would like to take a moment or two.”  

Renna swallowed. Shadrach was giving them time to visit Uncle Abel’s and Aunt Mara’s 

grave.  

Leith eased down from his horse. “I’ll go with you.”  

Jamie and Ranson also swung down from their horses. Jamie propped himself under one of 

Leith’s arms to help him walk up the hill.  

Renna scrambled off Big Brown and dropped to the ground. Brandi appeared at her side a 

moment later, wearing a tight expression.  
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Jamie and Leith led the way up the hill. Renna and Brandi followed close behind them, 

weaving through the rows of wooden marks. Renna caught glimpses of names on some. Some 

merely had Unknown Soldier carved into the wood.  

So many families broken and hurting. How would Acktar ever recover from this? Perhaps if 

these men had died fighting an invading force, it would be easier to move on. But this war had 

been caused by town fighting town, neighbor fighting neighbor. Each dead soldier had been 

killed by his own countrymen. Some of those same countrymen might still be alive, quietly 

trying to rebuild their own lives.  

How did a country move on from such betrayal within?  

Jamie halted in front of one marker and glanced over his shoulder. “Ian’s buried here. His 

family was from Deadgrass. They didn’t want to bury him there, not after what that town did to 

them.”  

Brandi pulled away from Renna and knelt beside the patch of churned earth. Renna stepped 

beside her. A wooden marker pounded into the ground, but its inscription ran on longer than 

most. Ian McCrae. Fourteen years old. He held Nalgar Castle’s gates for his king and died 

defending his friends.  

“He didn’t care who I was. Most of the Riders ignored me, but Ian didn’t.” Jamie’s 

shoulders shook.  

“And he saved my life.” Brandi’s voice was flat, her expression too blank. She fingered the 

medal hanging around her neck. “He’s the one that deserves a medal, not me. I wasn’t even 

supposed to be a part of the army.”  

Renna knelt and wrapped her arms around Brandi. If only there was some herb, some 

poultice, Renna could make for a hurting heart. So many needed it.  
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“He got one. Well, his family did.” Jamie swiped at his face.  

After a few minutes, Brandi stood, and they continued farther into the graveyard until they 

reached a rectangular swathe of ground where the evidence of disturbed earth was older and 

harder to spot.  

Renna halted. Memories flared in her mind. The flash of the ax. The blood flowing across 

the cobblestones. And the singing. That moment her aunt and uncle sung their way to death.  

A few yards away, Ranson knelt beside another grave, his shoulders and head bowed. That 

must be Blane Altin’s grave. Keevan had been reluctant to bury Blane in the graveyard with the 

rest of the Resistance soldiers that had fought in the battle. No family wanted their son buried 

next to a Blade. Renna told Keevan to bury him near the mass grave where Uncle Abel and Aunt 

Mara were buried.  

Strange, perhaps, to bury the Blade who gave the order for Stetterly’s destruction next to the 

people that order killed. Yet, giving that order had shaken Blane. Perhaps it had contributed to 

him siding with Leith in the battle in the Tower.  

Surely Uncle Abel and Aunt Mara would’ve forgiven Blane for their own deaths. Perhaps 

even now, they were all enjoying the peace of Heaven together.  

Leith paced along the ground before halting. “Here. This was the section where your uncle 

and aunt are buried.”  

Renna forced her feet to move forward, aware of the people waiting for them at the base of 

the hill, yet the world narrowed down to her, Leith, Brandi, and the mass grave before them. She 

knelt, sifting a patch of loose dirt through her fingers.  
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Pain ached through her chest and down into her limbs and bones. So many people to grieve. 

Uncle Abel. Aunt Mara. Her parents gone nearly five years. Uncle Leon, Aunt Deirdre, and three 

of her cousins.  

If only she could tug the grief out of her heart, place it on this grave, and leave it here. She’d 

try, but it’d come roaring back on a dark night. Perhaps a verse might remind her of Uncle Abel. 

Or healing remind her of Aunt Mara.  

A tear slipped from her eye and trickled along the base of her nose.  

Leith eased onto the ground beside her and wrapped an arm around her shoulders. She 

leaned against him, thankful his shirt soaked up her tears as quickly as they fell. These were 

quiet tears, wet and hot, but without the racking, shuddering force she’d cried the night after 

Uncle Abel and Aunt Mara had died.  

Brandi collapsed onto her knees on Leith’s other side, and he wrapped his other arm around 

her. He held both of them, and his strength, even wounded though he was, warmed Renna’s cold 

fingers.  

What would she have done without Leith? He was something solid for both her and Brandi 

to cling to. His faith strengthened hers.  

Could she ever tell him how damaged she was? Her chest ached with the scars she’d gained 

in the last few months. Seeing Uncle Abel and Aunt Mara die. Hearing Leith’s tortured screams. 

And, that broken, raw part of her that had, for a moment, almost cared for King Respen.  

Would she ever be able to admit that secret to Leith? He’d turned himself in to Respen and 

faced torture to save her. How could she admit even a momentary disloyalty? Even when she’d 

thought him dead? What was wrong with her that she considered choosing Respen even for a 

moment?  
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Leith shifted, and Renna pushed away from him. “Sorry, your ribs are probably aching.”  

He winced, then glanced at her like he hoped she hadn’t noticed. “I’m fine. It’s just my legs 

are falling asleep.”  

Brandi dried her eyes with Leith’s sleeve and bounced to her feet. “Let’s go home.”  

Renna reached a hand to Leith and helped him to his feet. They had a few stops to make 

first. A few miles to go. But eventually, they would go home. It would be different without 

Uncle Abel and Aunt Mara. Stetterly had a lot of rebuilding to do.  

But it would be home.  


