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Preface

During the Revolutionary War, small parties of raiders from Long Island terrorized the coast of Connecticut. "During June of 1777, Long Island loyalists raided and burned the home of William Palmer of Mill River. They took Palmers daughter, Mary, when they departed, but Captain Amos Perry, Palmers neighbor, overtook the raiders before they reached New York, rescued Mary and captured their vessel."* 


Hope Wakeman was not so fortunate.


[image: [Image]] 



1. 'Tis War, Mistress!

They came one moonless night in November. The dogs heard them and set to barking, but no one who could save us was there to hear. I had woken before our dogs, knowing something was terribly wrong. My first thoughts were for Father, gone a fortnight on General Washington's orders. Was he in danger? Had he been wounded? Or was it Mother? She'd been so low since the birth of Jonathan. With the sudden departure of Father, her spirits had sunk further. Was she worse? And the babe, himself so small and weak, had he sickened? Until Jack and Jubal started barking I'd had no fears for myself. 

Yet I had plenty of reason to fear. Mother, Jonathan, my little sisters, and I were alone with the two serving girls. We had no near neighbors. Uncle Seldon had 
gone to General Washington soon after Father. Peter, our hired hand, had been sent to help on Grandfather Wakemans farm. We had nothing but faith to protect us. 

Seconds later, there was a loud wrenching sound and crash as they broke down the front door. Heavy footsteps pounded up the stairs. Mother screamed from her bedroom, and Jonathan commenced to wail.

Redcoats! I thought. The British army has landed, and we shall all die.

My little sisters, Mary and Abigail, slept soundly on as they had often slept through the most tempestuous summer storms. I wished I could be that safe asleep, but I had to go to Mother. I couldn't let her face the soldiers with only Jonathan for comfort. I left my bed and crept down the hall to Mother's room.

To begin with I was relieved. These weren't soldiers in uniform; they might have been some of our Fairfield neighbors. They were dressed like the ragtag farmers or merchantmen hereabouts. Perhaps they were militiamen with some message from Father. But when the tall, dark-haired man spoke I realized that they were strangers and their errand was in no way neighborly. These men were our sworn enemies—Tory raiders—come from Long Island with the tide.

"Where is Captain Wakeman?" he demanded.

Mother was too frightened to do more than weep.


"Speak, mistress!" 

"Mercy," cried Mother, holding Jonathan to her breast. "Mercy!"

The tall man looked as if he would strike her. I slipped through the men to Mothers side. She pulled me close to her and continued to sob.

"Father is gone," I said.

"Where?" He loomed over me, while the other men regarded me, grim-faced.

"G-g-gone to General Washington."

"More like he is hiding in the hay or the root cellar," said the fat man, who was holding a pistol. "Do not tell us tales, missy."

"It's true," I said. "Father's been gone a fortnight."

"But Mr. Thomas, you said Captain Wakeman was still in Fairfield," said the skinny man in a long, greasy coat.

Mr. Thomas glared at me even as he answered the skinny man.

"That was the information from the garrison at Lloyd's Neck," he said, daring me to contradict him.

"He meant to stay longer, he had another month's leave," I said, and my words came out in little pitiful squeaks. "But a message came from General Washington, and Father left the next morning."

"And where did he go?"

"Father didn't tell us."


The fat man brought his pistol level with Mothers breast. "Is that so, mistress?" 

Mother nodded and sobbed.

Mr. Thomas regarded Mother and me silently for a few moments, and then he sighed.

He believed us, thank God!

"What's to be done?" asked the man with the lantern.

"We will take what we can get," said Mr. Thomas, and he laughed. In that laugh was our ruin.

The men's faces relaxed. In fact, they looked quite pleased.

"Dimon, Percy," said Mr. Thomas. "You go downstairs. See what you can find of silver or pewter. Brewster, you search the bedrooms. Mistress, you will show me Captain Wakemans papers."

The three men left the room to ransack our house.

"Your husband's papers, Mrs. Wakeman!"

They must have been looking for information on General Washington's army to bring back to the British. Father might, indeed, have such information in his papers. Mother looked dumbly at Mr. Thomas. She seemed too afraid to understand him, too fearful to move from her spot. I could tell that he had no patience with her. And I spoke up before he could harm her.

"Father's papers will be in his desk in the parlor. The key should be here in this clothespress." Whatever secrets Father might have wouldn't be kept in his desk, but well hidden. 

"Get it," said Mr. Thomas. "And be quick!"

I went to the clothespress, my hand fumbling with the latch, and began searching clumsily through Father's things. Here was a woolen vest he should have taken with him, and linen shirts too fine for battle.

"Be brave, Hope," Father had said when he left.

"I will be most courageous," I replied easily, "as long as I don't have to climb down a ladder, nor up a tree."

He laughed, and so had I. My fear of heights was somewhat of a family joke, except to me. I might laugh about it while safely on the ground, but not when confronted with a climb, up or down. Even our good solid stairs gave me trouble. About other things, say spiders, I was fairly courageous. Now, I was too frightened to be brave, or clever about anything. I only hoped to be quick enough to suit Mr. Thomas.

Shrieks came from downstairs. The men must have found Nan and Martha. Were they being hurt? Would the men respect our serving girls? If only Father, Uncle Seldon, or Peter were here.

The key, tied on a silken cord, turned up in the pocket of Father's waistcoat. I handed it to Mr. Thomas, and he bade us go before him down the stairs.

Mother looked at me with terror in her eyes. "Hope, get the girls."


Mr. Thomas nodded, and I ran into my room. Brewster was filling my pillowcase with our things. I hastened to the bed and scooped up Abigail, and dragged Mary to her feet. 

"Stop, Hope, you're hurting," complained Mary.

"Mama!" cried Abigail.

I brought them down the stairs to Mother in the parlor. Mr. Thomas had opened Father's desk and papers were strewn all over the floor. The little girls rushed to Mother and hid in her skirts.

"Where else does Captain Wakeman keep his papers?" demanded Mr. Thomas. "There is nothing of import here."

Mother shook her head. "Only here."

I tried to look as sure as Mother, though I knew Father kept a box for special papers under a loose board where Mr. Thomas was now standing.

Mr. Thomas threw down the drawer he'd been holding, smashing it on the hearth. Mary cried out, and Mother shushed her. Meanwhile, Dimon, in the long dragging coat, was putting everything of value into an old grain sack. He took Father's pen and silver ink pot, wrapped them in one of Grandfather's letters, and tossed them in the sack.

Mr. Thomas herded us through the hall into the lean-to kitchen Father had built only the year before. Nan and Martha were cowering by the hearth while 
Percy filled his sack with the fine pewter cups Father had brought from Boston before the massacre at Lexington. Then Percy reached for the dainty English porcelain clock, shaped like a bouquet of flowers, that Grandfather Burr had given Mother as a wedding present. There wasn't another clock like it in Fairfield, perhaps not in all of Connecticut. No one ever touched the clock except Mother, who wound it once every evening after prayers. 

"Put that down!" shouted Mother.

Percy looked at her, startled. And for a moment all were silent. Mother stood erect, two red patches of anger on her pale cheeks. "Put it down, sir."

Percy looked from her to Mr. Thomas. Then he wrapped the clock in a dishtowel and put it in his sack.

"Savages!" cried Mother. "Common thieves! Are ye not ashamed?"

"'Tis war, mistress!" said Mr. Thomas.

"'Tis thievery against defenseless women and babes," said Mother.

What made her suddenly so bold? Was she not afraid of what they might do to her? Perhaps she had gone beyond fear. But I had not.

"Ye are dishonest Rebels, enemies of King George. And ye deserve what ill befalls you." Mr. Thomas spoke; the others shuffled their feet and grunted in assent. He took Mother's besom broom, thrust it into the hearth, and pulled out a flaming torch. 

"Take this for your sharp tongue and rebel ways!" He threw the burning broom onto Nans bedstead in the corner.

It took but moments for the fire to catch the bedding. The corn-husk mattress near exploded with flames and sparks. Again, all were held immobile and silent, transfixed by the flames. Mother keened as if she were in pain.

Dimon and Brewster came into the room. Percy grabbed a stick of candlewood, lit it from the hearth, and set fire to the loom and the corner cupboard. Fire crackled and danced maliciously around the room.

"Out, boys," said Mr. Thomas. "Out before were roasted."

"And them?" Brewster nodded toward us.

"Get them out, too."

We were shoved out the kitchen door, into the sharp November night. We huddled together in the yard, clinging to each other, crying and choking, as thick acrid smoke poured from the house. Mother tucked Jonathan inside her shawl to protect him from the smoke and cold.

The dogs were barking and snapping around the Tories. Jubal sank his teeth into Percys boot.

"Shoot them!" said Mr. Thomas.


Dimon killed them both with Father's musket. The girls screamed and Mother tried to enfold them in her shift. Then the men set fire to the barn. The milk-cow and sow were turned loose, while the hay, oats, the seed corn for next year, and the plow fed the blaze. 

They were taking everything they could carry that was precious, and destroying the rest. Our faithful dogs lay in pools of blood at our feet. And all we could do was watch helplessly and weep. It was unbearable.

Then Mr. Thomas grabbed me and flung me over his shoulder like a sack of corn. I pummeled him with my fists, kicked, and tried to bite him. Although I was nearly thirteen, I was slightly built and no match for someone twice my size, especially as I was hanging upside down.

He turned and spoke to Mother.

"We came for Captain Wakeman but shall take what we can get. Tell your husband he may redeem his daughter from the British garrison at Lloyds Neck."

Then he strode out of the yard into the darkness.

"No!" Mother cried out. And I raised my head to see her running toward me.

Percy intercepted her and brought his pistol to her head.

"Do not follow," he growled.

The girls wailed. Abigail, Mary, Nan, and Martha caught up with Mother and clung to her. The Tories shouldered their sacks of loot and set off down the path. 

"Hope!" cried Mother. "Lord, help us!"

The men marched past our gate, across the fields, and down the lane to the river. I was bounced along like the sacks. No matter how I fought, there was no escape from the viselike grip of Mr. Thomas.

I strained to see my family. They were an ever diminishing blur of white between the burning house and barn. Soon I could see nothing through my tear-filled eyes.

"Hope!" Mothers anguished cry traveled across the field, faint and wretched, and was soon swallowed up in the night and lost to me.



2. An Ill Wind

I was pitched into a small open boat, a two-masted shallop, tied up at our dock. The boat stank of rotten fish; it was leaky, too. While the men made preparations to sail, I looked for some chance to escape, but Percy kept his pistol out and his eye on me. I tucked my feet up under me to keep them out of the numbing bilge water, and worried. These men had left my poor sick mother and a newborn babe out in the cold night. What might they do to me? 

Brewster had boarded our little dory, the Liberty, and was readying it to cast off.

"Lively, lads!" said Mr. Thomas. "And we shall make a good run out with the tide."

"Aye, Mr. Thomas, she's ebbing fast enough," said Dimon.


The men hastily stowed their pillage and freed the shallop. Soon we were sailing swiftly down the Mill River. I was being pulled away from all I held dear. The familiar fields and houses of my neighbors were as fleeting shadows. Far behind them was the glow and smoke of my home, burning to ashes. 

Mr. Thomas had said Father could ransom me from Long Island, but it might be some time before Father would even know what had happened. We spoke the truth when we told the Tories we didn't know Father's whereabouts. What would they do with me on Long Island until I could be redeemed? Officers who were abducted were said to be treated well, but I'd never heard of a girl being taken. What if the British decided I wasn't worth keeping? Nor worth returning? It was said that common soldiers of the Continental army sickened and starved in the Sugar House prison in New York. Would I be sent to die in a moldy prison?

After a while we drew near Perry's mill, home of my best friend, Prudence. The house was right next to the mill on the riverbank. Prudence slept at the back of the house, where a small window faced the river. There was a slight chance that I could rouse her. I leaned as far out from the boat as I dared, and shouted with every ounce of my being, "Prudence! Hel—"

My cry was stifled by Mr. Thomas, whose one heavy hand covered my mouth while his other near strangled me.


"If you make another sound," he growled, "he will silence ye!" He nodded toward Percy, who had his pistol trained on me. "Do you understand?" 

I nodded as best I could, and he released me. I slumped down in the boat, swallowed up in gloom. Now I felt doubly the cold, damp night, the winds rising off the river, and the complete inadequacy of my shift. I tried to pull some briny sailcloth around me. But mostly I shivered and wept, unaware of anything but my own misery.

The shallop continued rapidly downriver, taking me ever farther from my family. On either bank were friends who would have come to my aid if only they'd known my need. Perhaps Mother had sent Nan to the Perrys' house.... Then I remembered, Prudence's father was also gone to fight the British. But perhaps Nan or Martha could find someone else able to rescue me. I tried to think of something, of some way this night might end more happily, but there was nothing.

Before long we'd cleared the mouth of the river and proceeded apace into the Sound. There was a heavy salt smell in the air and the cold grew more piercing as we left the shelter of land. And then the wind died! The pull of the tide alone wasn't enough to move the boats. The Liberty drew alongside and the men talked. They spoke softly, but I caught the worry in their voices and sat up to hear them better.

"The wind is down for sure," said Percy.


"We are dying in the water," said Brewster, eyeing the limp sails of both boats. 

"We'll never make the broad reach across to Oyster Bay!" said Dimon.

I wondered that the boat wasn't going straight to the British at Lloyd's Neck. I didn't know the Long Island towns. Perhaps Lloyd's Neck was part of Oyster Bay, as Southport was part of Fairfield.

"Brewster, are there oars aboard the dory?" asked Mr. Thomas.

"Aye," said Brewster.

The Liberty was always fitted out. Pity. I'd rather see her cut adrift than in the hands of Tories.

"Well, use them," said Mr. Thomas. "If we cannot stand out from Fairfield, we'll pull our way across the Sound."

Percy and Mr. Thomas were competent and vigorous at the oars, but Dimon was completely inept. In any event, the shallop was heavy in the water, and they made little gain. I began to feel a glimmer of hope. At this rate the Tories might still be in Fairfield waters when dawn broke. Every moment of their delay meant a chance that Mother would find some means to save me. I said every prayer I could think of to make morning come before my captors could row across the Sound. Even if Nan wasn't able to raise a rescue party, any number of vessels put out to sea each morning. The 
Sherwoods' or the Palmers' ketch might be abroad. Surely they would take notice of an unfamiliar boat and the  Liberty manned by a stranger. What little progress the shallop made, Brewster in the dory made even less. The more the men tired, the slower we went, the more my heart danced.

At length Mr. Thomas called a halt. The men hung over their oars, gulping air. The sails still sagged.

"Percy," said Mr. Thomas. "Didn't your missus send you off with a jug of cider and a meat pie?"

"Aye," said Percy.

"Well, now is the moment to share it out."

"I could do with a drop," called Brewster.

Percy left off his oar and went rummaging in a satchel at the stern of the boat, near where I was sitting.

"Give the girl a pull," said Mr. Thomas.

Percy balked.

"Well, look at her, man," said Mr. Thomas. "She's blue with cold. A sick girl isn't worth much, and a dead one, nothing at all."

Percy handed me the jug, which my frozen hands could barely grasp. I had become so intent on trying to calculate the men's lack of progress that I'd been able to forget, for the moment, the cold. The cider slid down my throat, bringing a flush of warmth. I passed the jug back to Percy.

"Give her your coat, Dimon."


"Why me?" complained Dimon. 

"Because the coat hinders your rowing," said Mr. Thomas. "Now give it her!"

"Aye," said Dimon, and reluctantly he undid the buttons and threw the coat at me.

If I weren't so miserably cold, I'd have been loath to touch the filthy thing. No doubt it was also crawling with vermin. But I put it on quick enough. My fingers were too numb to work the buttons. I drew the coat around me like a tent. The cider and the coat made me feel better. But the luffing sails were my true comfort. In them I saw my freedom.

The men ate and drank quickly, then renewed their efforts. The shallop labored in the water while I watched the eastern sky for any hint of sunrise. It may have been my desperate need, but it seemed that there was a faint lightening in the east. As the men strained with all their might to bring us to Long Island, I was trying with all my heart to hang on to the Connecticut shore. While this silent struggle continued, and when it seemed that my prayers might keep us in Fairfield's waters, a fresh breeze came up from the northwest—an ill wind.

"Hurrah!" shouted the men aboard the shallop.

"Hurrah!" echoed Brewster from the Liberty.

The sails billowed out. Mr. Thomas quickly traded his oar for the tiller. We were soon skimming along the water, headed for Oyster Bay. And all my hopes were ended.



3. Oyster Bay

The rest of the trip across the Sound was lost to me. I wrapped myself in Dimon's stinking coat and wept an ocean of tears. But once I chanced to look up and catch the eye of Mr. Thomas. His face wore a mixture of pity and scorn. That look dried my eyes. I vowed that from that moment on I would keep my fears and sorrows to myself. The weeping might go on in my heart, but I wouldn't let the Tories see it. 

We landed at sunrise. I was dragged from the boat and left to stand on the muddy bank while the men parleyed. I was surprised not to see any sign of the British garrison. If the British had sent these men to capture Father, then wouldn't they have to report back to the British commander? But there was no mention of the British, nor me, only much squabbling over the 
stolen goods. Mr. Thomas claimed the lions share, taking all the pewter and silver, saying: 

"Was it not my boat that carried you across the Sound? And did you not come away with a tight little dory as ample payment for your trouble? Furthermore, you can each bring some gewgaws home. Wont that please the missus, Percy?"

"The missus will be more interested in a share of the ransom," said Percy.

"Aye," said Brewster. "What about the ransom?"

"That may take some time," said Mr. Thomas, "but you'll each get your share."

"You're a slow man to act," said Brewster. "If we'd gone to Fairfield when we were meant to, we'd have caught the fox in his den. Don't be overlong about arranging the ransom."

"Aye," said Percy.

"Not to worry, my boys," said Mr. Thomas.

The men looked doubtful. Mr. Thomas might have been their leader, but they didn't seem to trust him. And neither would I.

In the end, Mr. Thomas gave them each one of our pewter mugs and their pick of the "gewgaws." But I couldn't watch as they divided up the rest of my family's possessions. At least, I could not watch and keep my resolve not to weep.

When all was shared out as suited Mr. Thomas, Dimon took back his coat. I suppose it was less cold than it had been on the water, but I was so numb and wretched, it felt worse. Mr. Thomas pulled me up a rough path in one direction. The rest went off on another path. Mr. Thomas looked slightly more a gentleman than the other raiders, and being the leader he was the one most likely to take charge of me. But I didn't like going off alone with him. I had no love for the British, although it seemed I would be safer in the hands of soldiers who followed orders, rather than left to one man's whims. Not that I could do anything but stumble along after him. There was no place for me to run to, even if I could run—my legs were so stiff and my feet were frozen. I had to follow along and hope that we would be soon at the garrison, and that the British would treat me civilly. 

We crossed a small field and came to an ugly little shack with shutters hanging crookedly. Two large black hounds ran across the dirty yard to us. They snarled and growled at me, looking as if they could and would rip out my throat. Mr. Thomas laughed as I shied away from them.

"Good dogs!" he said. "Let her be."

Then they ignored me and danced around Mr. Thomas, wagging their tails, just as my sweet Jubal and Jack would have greeted Father. Mr. Thomas put down his sack, patted the dogs, and called out to the house.


"Elspeth! Come, wife, see what I've brought you." 

He'd brought me to his home, not to the British. What did he mean to do? I had to hope that this was only a short stop on our way to the garrison.

A woman came to the door in her shift, her golden hair loose and curling about her pretty face. Wrapped around her was a large woolen shawl, as red as a love apple.

"So you're back," she said. There wasn't anything in her voice to show she was the least bit pleased.

"What's that?" She pointed to me.

"Treasure," he said, grinning.

Elspeth gave him a sour look.

"You've brought another mouth to feed? You've come with another child for me to care for, when day and night I'm taken up with the babe!"

"The girl will be a help to you," he said, his voice gone as harsh as hers.

Did he mean me to be their servant? Why didn't he say anything to her about the ransom?

"You brought a child in her shift! And I suppose you expect me to provide for her from my clothespress!"

Elspeth turned abruptly, went into the house, and slammed the door behind her.

Mr. Thomas glared at the door, but made no move to follow her. Perhaps now he would take me to the British. Though I would have welcomed a warm moment by the hearth.


Moments later the door opened and an old woman, terribly crooked and bent, but neatly dressed, came toward us. 

"Son," she said, "what have ye been doing out the whole night long?" Not waiting for a reply, she turned to me. "But what mischief is this? What are you doing with this poor child, nearly naked and mostly frozen?"

She pulled off her soft gray shawl and wrapped it around me. "Come, my dear, we must warm you up first. Later, I will get some answers." She cast a hard look at Mr. Thomas as she brought me inside the house.

She sat me at a rough-hewn bench beside the hearth.

"Hot milk and porridge for you, dear. What is your name?"

"Hope Wakeman," I said through chattering teeth.

"Call me Mother Thomas," she said. She patted my back, then busied herself preparing the porridge.

I had time to look around the mean one-room house. All was dirt and disorder. The bedstead was a tangle of gray linens and quilts. The walls were grimy and the floor unswept. It seemed that the house itself was as foul-tempered as its mistress, who sat opposite me, fiercely rocking a squalling baby. Mr. Thomas came and sat on the other side of the hearth, near his wife.

"I'll have cider with a dram of rum in it, Mother," he said.

"I daresay you will," said Mother Thomas. As bent as she was, Mother Thomas managed to swing the heavy kettle over the fire. 

I was in this miserable place and my beautiful home was a charred ruin. Try as I might, I could make no sense of it.

By and by the porridge and cider were ready; the baby was settled into a fretful sleep. Elspeth put him in a cradle by the bed and came to sit beside her husband. She accepted a bowl of porridge from Mother Thomas with barely a nod.

"So, where did you find this poor child, Son?" asked the old woman.

"She's from Fairfield town," said Mr. Thomas.

"That's not nearby," said his mother.

Elspeth snickered.

"It's across the Sound, in Connecticut," said Mr. Thomas, frowning at his wife.

"But how came she here?"

"I brought her," said Mr. Thomas.

Mother Thomas looked from her son to me, her brow creased. She couldn't have known anything about the raid. And even now with all its evidence before her, she didn't seem to guess what had happened.

"What's in the bag?" asked Elspeth, kicking it with her toe.

"Nothing for an ungrateful wife," said Mr. Thomas, his tone teasing rather than angry.


Elspeth smiled up at him, her rosy cheeks dimpling. 

"I'm sure I'll be most grateful," she said.

"Then look for yourself"

Elspeth sank to the floor, opened the sack, and greedily began pulling out our things; pewter cups and mugs, silver teaspoons, Jonathan's porringer, given him only last week by Grandmother Burr.

"Now this is what I call treasure," she said, her eyes sparkling. She held up Mother's beautiful little clock.

Until then I had been keeping still, trying not to show my distress in any manner. But seeing Jonathan's porringer and Mother's clock undid me. I stood up quickly to keep myself from crying out. The wooden bowl of milk and porridge splattered onto the floor.

"Clumsy girl!" said Elspeth. "You'll get no more porridge."

Mother Thomas looked at me, and I felt she saw the tears I was forcing back. She turned to her son.

"What is all this?" Her gentle voice rose in anger.

"Noah sailed across to Fairfield and raided a Rebel's nest," said Elspeth. "Ooh! Look at this." She held up Mother's silver teapot.

"Is this true, Son?"

"Aye" said Mr. Thomas without meeting his mother's gaze.

"You stole these things? You stole this child?"

"It is war, Mother," he said gruffly.


"It is villainy!" said Mother Thomas. She drew me close. "I wish I had not lived so long to see such shameful doings." She spoke in my ear, but loud enough for all to hear. 

"Nonsense!" said Elspeth, tossing her curls. "Noah is merely looking out for his family while he serves King George. But I thought he was bringing back Captain Wakeman."

"Well, the captain wasn't available," said Mr. Thomas. "So I brought back the captain's daughter."

"Oh, Noah, you are an idiot," said Elspeth. "The colonel at Lloyd's Neck won't want a girl. They could exchange Captain Wakeman for one of the captured British officers. But a girl isn't even worth one of the Hessian soldiers!"

"She's worth something to her family," said Mr. Thomas.

Elspeth snorted. Mother Thomas hugged me tightly.

"This is evil talk," she said. "Think how it would be if Hope's friends or relations came raiding Oyster Bay!"

"That's enough!" said Mr. Thomas. "There'll be no more talk on it."

There followed an uneasy silence. Elspeth returned to unloading the sack and gloating over its contents. She cooed over Mother's fine brass candlesticks, and 
was moved to jump up and kiss her husband when she uncovered the large silver salver that Martha kept polished as bright as a pier glass. 

Mother Thomas had fetched me more porridge and gently encouraged me to eat. But my hunger was gone. At length she drew me up, saying, "Come, child, let us see if we can dress you decently."

She led me to a rickety ladder I'd had my back to and not noticed until now. It went up to an attic loft. I stopped dead at the ladder. I can't, I thought. I can't go up, and then go down again later.

"What is the matter, Hope?" Mother Thomas asked.

Fortunately Elspeth and Mr. Thomas were too busy sorting through the stolen loot to pay any attention to us.

"I'm afraid of heights," I whispered.

"Oh."

She didn't laugh at me, nor brush aside my fears as strangers often did. She looked around the room; so did I. There was a bed built into one corner for Mr. Thomas and Elspeth, the cradle for the babe, and nothing else. There was nowhere for me to sleep, nowhere to be away from Elspeth and Mr. Thomas. And I wanted to get as far from them as possible.

"I'll go up," I whispered, and clutched the ladder.

"Close your eyes," said Mother Thomas. "I'll tell you when to open them. I'll be right behind you, Hope. You won't fall."


I nodded, but my stomach turned as rung after rung I crawled up to the loft. 

When Mother Thomas told me to open my eyes, I tried to convince myself that I was not standing at the top of an old, about-to-split-in-many-pieces ladder, but merely a step below the loft. I heaved myself onto the loft floor, immediately rolled away from the opening, and lay panting on my side. Mother Thomas came quickly after me.

"Well done," she said, and patted my hand. I stayed hugging the floor until the waves of nausea ebbed. Most of the room was taken up with the autumn harvest. A corn-husk mattress made up tidily with a pieced quilt occupied the corner near the chimney. On the wall nearby were shelves edged with paper lace, holding a few precious possessions. Next to the shelves was a row of pegs, where hung a few suits of clothes. Everything was old and simple, but of finer stuff than I would have expected to find in such a mean little house.

"I am ashamed to have you see how I live," said Mother Thomas. "From your family's possessions I can tell you're used to better." Mother Thomas looked around her attic and sighed. "I was used to better, as well. I've not much to offer you, but I can see that you're properly covered." She opened a trunk and began pulling out linens and dark woolen garments to clothe me. I watched her, feeling tired and dazed. I was glad to 
be away from Elspeth and Mr. Thomas, to be spared the sight of Elspeth pawing my mothers things. It still seemed impossible that this was happening, that Elspeth held the delicate bouquet of Mothers clock, while Mother held ashes and I was in this strange attic. 

It didn't seem as if Mr. Thomas had any intention of delivering me to the British anytime soon. I would be completely at his mercy, and that of Elspeth. It was not a hopeful picture. I had to think of some way to get away from them, perhaps get to the British on my own. How could I be ransomed if no one knew where I was?

Mother Thomas was all kindness and concern as she bustled around me, holding up items of clothing to see what would best suit me. I felt she was trying to make up for the cruelty and indifference of her son and Elspeth. Yet, she must have been a Loyalist, too.

I was fitted out with a bodice, petticoat, skirt, stockings, and sleeves. The clothes were old and patched in places, but of good cloth, well made, and still quite respectable.

"There was a time I'd have had more than these few rags to dress you in," said Mother Thomas. "And my clothes have held up better than my shoes. I've nothing for your feet but these old slippers."

Old indeed. They were satin slippers meant for a ball long ago. Now they were more holes than slipper. We would have been ashamed for Nan or Martha to have 
to wear such ruined things. And, worse, the slippers were far too big for me, and there was no way to secure them. 

"Perhaps Elspeth will lend you her boots to get about with," said Mother Thomas. "Or we can share my old boots."

I didn't think Elspeth was very likely to lend me anything, but I kept my thoughts to myself.

As small and bent as she was, Mother Thomas's clothes hung hugely upon me. She got out her scissors, needle, and thread, and with her crippled hands, she helped me remake her well-worn clothes. She was as kind to me as my own Grandmother Burr. But even this old woman's kindness was unbearable. She wasn't my grandmother; she was a stranger, and I didn't want her kindness, or her sad, old clothes. I wanted to be in my own home with my family, where I belonged. I wanted my own clothes, I wanted to be waking up in bed with my two little sisters. I had nothing to do with this war. Wasn't it bad enough that Father was on the battlefield? Why should Mother, baby Jonathan, and the girls have to suffer? Where was Mother now? Was she all right? Why oh why was I here? Oh, how I wanted my mother.
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