An excerpt from WHEN THE EARTHOQUAKES SPOKE
Chapter 11
Love Stramed

Twio weeks passed belore Rebecca forced into being enough courage 1o face Cam and tell
him the truth about her past. She tried to put special touches on everything, [fom their evening
mezal o showing off a new dress she and Dora had stitched together while the men worked on
farming tools, She smiled a lot and touched him now and then to assure him she was thinking of
him as she went about her daily chores, even carrving water from the river to the house rather
than waiting for him to do it.

“Dear,” she began, after he lnished and pushed back to relax, “T"ve something to tell you
that you may or may not believe. Please hear me out of you can. I am having a hard time trying to
tell you aboutl where | came from, how [ came to be herg in this wild country, and in the condition
vou found me.”

“I"'m listening,” he smiled. *You can hardly tell me anvthing | would not care for. | am a
happy and satisfied man.”

Rebecca took a deep breath, looked at him for a second, turned her back, and out rushed
the whole story she had old Dora. Once started, she could not fmd a place 1o stop. She told hm
about Old Man Morely hugging her before her father had sold her in a contract for mamage when
she was sixteen. She dared not tum and look at him. She could not face the disgust she knew he
must feel at her deception and bigamy.

Cam came up out of the chair, twirled Rebecca around and slapped her smartly across the
face. He stared at her hard. knowing what this already married woman had caused him to do.
Forgotien was his sin

“I shall be back after a while! I need to ponder this and know what I am feeling before 1
say another word to you [ told you nothing could bother me, but this is something | could never,
ever have expected.”

Febecca ran, sobbing uncontrollably to the bed, fell across it and could not move.
Sometime later she felt a hand on her shoulder and rolled over Lo see Dora standing there.

“You told him, dids’t you? she asked. 1 knew from the look on his face as he asked to
see Dirk. I hurned over here 1o see what I could do for youw.™

“Well, my deception 15 over now, He slapped me! He'll pul me out or turn me over to the
man leoking for me. | do not have to wonder, ot was written all over his shoulders as he slammed
out of the cabin. | think [ love Cam. | shall be sorry to leave. He has been caring to me, and has
not asked questions for which he is entitled to answers since the beginning.™

“¥ou don’t know that,” Dora reassured her. “Look at my past. Dirk has never asked me
questions, or condemned me, smee we met. He just takes me as [ am. Cam will probably take vou
the same way. That awful man man may never come back this way, and we'll néver have to face
your marnage to that hormble old man. We'll face this together, T mvolve my hushand,™

* ok &

Murder! Had he gotien away with murder, or was il really an accident? Perhaps he should
do some confessing of his own now that his wife had told evervthing. No. that would not do.
because he was nol ready to reveal how much he desired money, even if the death was an
accident, Here, now, he found himself, assured he had enough to properly care for Rebecca, then
having to ask himself, is she worth it?
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