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The Captive Maiden by Melanie Dickerson Shadow Hand by Anne Elisabeth Stengl .. The Captive Maiden is based on
Cinderella but with a few new twists.

Now he couldn't imagine being married to her. Her usual trick to keep from feeling badâ€”to tell herself that
she didn't careâ€”worked nearly as well with Valten as with everything else. He had not been ready to marry,
and therefore he had no interest in showing them how lacking he was in the art of conversation. Valten
stepped out and strode toward them. And now I remember where I saw it, or one very like it, beforeâ€¦. What
was his purpose? The characters talk to God in their heads in a stream-of-consciousness, modern sort of
prayer. If her stepmother found out she'd been riding one of the horses without permission, as Gisela often did,
she would find some way to punish her. Conclusions The Captive Maiden is well-named. He shoved the
thoughts away and instead dwelt on the last tournament, where he'd defeated Friedric Ruexner, the man who
seemed determined to be his nemesis. She wouldn't want the duke's son to see her looking this way, if this was
indeed Valten. Even now, when she needs something pleasant to think about, she wonders how the young heir
to the duchy faresâ€¦ And so things continue for nine years, until seventeen-year-old Gisela gets sent on an
errand into the town market and crosses paths with both Valten, now a twenty-three-year-old champion
jouster, and Friederic Ruexner, a knight who was bested by Valten in a humiliating manner and now wants
vengeance. Hagenheim Castle hovered in the distance, its upper towers lost in the haze. The only visitor
Gisela remembers well is Valten, the son of the Duke of Hagenheim who came to the house once to buy a
horse. He only knew he couldn't let her walk away, so he followed her. She'd tucked her skirt into her
waistband, exposing the leather stockings she wore to cover her legs while she rode, since she hated riding
sidesaddle. But he had been made to look foolish when everyone wondered why Gabehart, Valten's younger,
irresponsible brother, was marrying Valten's betrothed. Her horse snorted and shook his head restlessly. No
doubt Valten was proud and self-possessed, but was he also still the kind, gentle boy she had dreamed about as
a child? He seemed comfortable in the saddle, and he held his head high and his back straight. Besides, Valten,
the tournament champion and future leader of Hagenheim, would hardly care to get acquainted with her, the
stable hand, cook, and all-around servant for a spoiled, selfish trio of women. His brother always knew what to
say, and it was always something charming or clever. A horse and rider emerged from the trees and stood
watching her from the edge of the meadow. What was he accomplishing? Or whatever the medieval equivalent
of all that would have been. He still wasn't a champion at archery, which rankled. Her horse was limping
slightly. Their fathers had paraded them before him at balls given for the tournament knights, but he'd never
known them long enough to feel comfortable. If your characters in the late Middle Ages need a holy
chaperone, get them a group of nuns on pilgrimage. Her hand flew up and slapped him, the sound echoing off
the buildings on either side of the street. She could tell even from this distance the horse and rider were both
taller than average. Too much horse for a girl like you. As a little girl she had imagined marrying Lord
Hamlin. Very little had changed. Excerpts are provided by Dial-A-Book Inc. The girl, whose face Valten still
couldn't see, walked away, a leather saddlebag in her hand and her now-calm horse beside her. Yes, she was
the type to ride astride, instead of sidesaddle, especially if no one was looking. There are two characters
representing the Church in this story: an itinerant friar who sounds like a nineteenth-century American
preacher, and a milquetoast young priest who watches passively as a young lady gets slapped and verbally
abused in front of him. Gisela rode Kaeleb over the hilly meadows near her home, letting the horse run as fast
as he liked. Gisela has actually punched people in defense of herself and her friends. She glanced down at her
coarse woolen overdress. Valten had been away so long that his peopleâ€”the people he would lead upon his
father's deathâ€”didn't recognize him.


