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PROLOGUE
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The tall Indian known to his people as ‘The Fox’ prodded the prone figure on the ground with the toe of his moccasin.  The white man lay at the bottom of a steep ravine far from any of the white man’s settlements.  Who was he, and what was he doing here so far from any town?  The Fox was also far from home, but he had a purpose for being here.

A faint groan came from the lips of the white man, but The Fox gave the man no aid or sympathy.  The white man was barely breathing, not far from death.  The Fox was interested in only one thing the white man had; he coveted the white man’s coat, once bright red with shiny buttons.  Little One, his squaw, would be pleased if he returned from his journey with such a prize.  There was no hesitation on the part of the Indian to take the coat of another.  This white man was dying.  He would not have need of such a fine coat in the other world.

The Fox quickly wrestled the coat off the inert body of the dying man and concealed it in the folds of the blanket tied on his horse.  It would not be good for such an item to be found in his possession.  He looked briefly around the body of the man for other items of value.  There was a musket, but it wasn’t in as good a shape as the one The Fox had traded for six months earlier from the French traders who had visited his tribe.

The Fox had made this journey to trade with the white men at the fort in Hudson, but he had been unable to complete his plans because the white man was on the warpath. Too many of them were involved in trying to rid themselves of the English white men.  No one had time to trade with the Indian, and being among the white men was not a safe place for him to be right now.

The Fox did not care what the white man of this country did.  But he was angered that he had made the long journey from the Canadian territory only to return with nothing to show for his trouble.  He had spent much time away from his tribe and wasted many days.  If he hadn’t happened on the body still lying on the ground before him, his entire trip would have been for nothing.  The Indian quickly mounted his horse, glanced back briefly at the white man’s body, and rode away.
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Chapter 1
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Hannah Stewart took a deep breath of the autumn air.  It held the odor of decaying leaves, damp soil, and just a hint of the coolness that was to come.  How blessed she felt to be alive this day.  She and her fifteen-year-old sister, Phoebe, had come to the edge of the woods to harvest some of the fruit of a tall black walnut tree.  Every fall, the girls came to gather the nutty fruits for use in their baking.  Today’s freedom was especially sweet after being forced to stay in the cabin the past few days.

Her tranquil musing was suddenly shattered by her sister’s scream.  Knowing Phoebe’s tendency to go into hysterics at the least little thing, Hannah sighed and carefully placed her basket, now half-full of walnuts, on the ground.  What trouble had Phoebe found now?

“Sister, sister.  Come quickly,” Phoebe yelled.

Alarmed at the near panic Hannah heard in her voice, she picked up her long skirts and hurried to reach Phoebe who was a short distance away at the opposite side of the tree.  Phoebe’s face was ashen with fear.

“Hannah, come quickly,” Phoebe said, breathlessly.  “There’s a man over there – a soldier, I think.”  Hannah watched Phoebe as she placed her palms on her chest as if to slow her racing heart. 

“Hannah, I think he’s dead,” she gasped.

Hannah’s eyes widened as her sister’s words sunk in.  A soldier!  Her mind raced.  Should they go back to the farm to get their father and let him deal with the situation?  But what if the man were still alive?  Could she help him if he were badly injured?  Hannah quickly followed her sister as all these thoughts swirled around in her head.

Phoebe led her to where the man lay face down in a heavily brushed area at the base of a ravine.  The area around him was covered with a deep golden blanket of this autumn’s newly fallen leaves. 

Hannah swallowed the lump of fear in her throat and reached out to gingerly touch the back of the man’s neck where the skin was exposed.  His skin felt warm to the touch.  She quickly pulled her hand back and gasped.

He was still alive.

“Phoebe, hurry, and get Father.  We need help to move him.  I can’t tell how badly he’s injured, but he’s still alive, thank God.”  She glanced up to see her sister’s shocked face gaping at her.  Hannah impatiently pushed her away.  “Run, Phoebe!”

Hannah turned to watch as Phoebe lifted her full skirts and took off toward the farmhouse.  When they were small children and had engaged in foot races, Phoebe had always been the fastest of the Stewart children, even faster than the boys.  Please, God, she would still have the same speed today.

The Stewart family had recently been forced inside by the soldiers’ presence in the farmland around them.  They had been unsure if the troops closest to their farm had been English or the Colonists, but for fear of being caught amid a battle, the family hadn’t ventured outside other than to go to the barn to tend to their few animals.  As far as they were from Freeman in rural New York, and as sparsely populated as the area was, they had been greatly fearful.  Many rumors were going around of the awful things done to innocent farm families by the English Army, and that had been enough to keep them all behind barricaded doors with their guns and powder close by.

Hannah turned her attention back to the prostrate man at her feet.  Kneeling down she carefully touched his shoulder, then realizing he was not awake to his surroundings, she pulled and tugged until she could turn him over onto his side.  It was impossible at this point to tell how badly he was injured and she could only hope that moving him wouldn’t do him further injury, but some part of her needed to see his face.  It was no easy task to turn him over as he was a large man with broad, muscular shoulders.

She gasped as she turned his face toward her.  He was heavily bearded, but dried blood covered most of the left side of his face.  His long dark hair was matted to the side of his head by his blood and made his features almost indistinguishable.  She looked away quickly and swallowed down the sickness that threatened to overtake her at the sight.  Hannah was not a stranger to blood having taken part in butchering many farm animals over the years, but this was different.  This was a man’s blood spilling out onto the golden maple leaves around him.

Heavenly Father, give me the strength to help this man.

Hannah looked over the man’s attire carefully.  Phoebe had said she thought he was a soldier, but if that were true, there didn’t seem to be anything that would show whether he was fighting on the English or the Colonist side.  The cut of his clothes was that of a simple working man; a coarse linen shirt, woolen breeches, and heavy black boots.  He wore no coat or cloak which she found odd considering the winter weather, which was not far away.

She turned to search the ground around him, looking for a hat or something that might give her a clue as to who or what he was.  Even though she searched the area thoroughly, she found nothing but his flintlock musket and a leather satchel Hannah knew carried his gunpowder and musket balls.  The musket looked much the same as the one her father owned–a smoothbore with a bayonet attached–so that offered no clues either.

Hannah looked the man’s face over carefully, and once again, she feared for his life as she saw his pallor.  Beneath his blood, his skin was white, and his breaths came in short little gasps as he struggled to survive.  She just hoped and prayed her father and the boys hurried.

Her mind went to thoughts of her eldest brother, Henry, who had left to join the Continental Army a short time ago and was even now somewhere fighting the English Army.  They hadn’t heard from him since he left and weren’t certain even now if he lived.  She couldn’t help but hope as she looked down at the man on the ground, that he would not turn out to be English.  She was only human, and even though it would be the Christian thing to do to take care of the man no matter which side he was fighting on, it would be very difficult to help someone who had perhaps fought her own brother in battle.

Hurry, Pa.  Hurry.

Finally, the sound Hannah had been waiting for carried across the open land.  A cart and horse were coming, and she could see it was their old nag, Duchess, pulling their small wooden farm cart.  Matthew, her younger brother, led the horse, with her father, Jamie her youngest brother, and Phoebe riding in the back of the cart on top of some loose straw.

Hannah felt a relief sweep over her at the knowledge that her father was now there to make whatever decisions would need to be made.  She brushed some loose strands of hair back up under her cap. 

Her father’s voice carried across the short distance.  “What is it, lassie?  Who have you and your sister found?”

“I know not, Pa, but he’s in a bad way.  We may be too late to save him.”

She watched as her father slowly hopped out of the cart and hurried over to check the man himself.  He shook his head and instructed Matthew to help him get the man into the back of the cart.  All four of them ended up having to help lift him, as he was so large.  Hannah tried to make him as comfortable as possible and was careful not to touch the man’s left ankle which seemed to protrude at a strange angle.

She glanced over at her father long enough to read the concern on his face.  As he climbed back into the cart next to the injured man, Hannah felt a sense of alarm.  This man was severely injured.  Had they found him too late to save him?

Mr. Stewart and Phoebe steadied the man’s body the best they could while Matthew led the horse and turned him and the cart around to slowly start the trip back home.  Hannah ran on ahead to get a bed prepared for the man.  The baskets of walnuts were momentarily forgotten as she rushed across the meadow, her mind in turmoil.

There was currently no physician in the small town of Freeman.  The one that had made his home there for the past few years had recently left to join the Continental Army.  Hopefully, she and her father could do what it would take to save the man–if he wasn’t injured too badly.  Who knew how many days he had laid there where they found him, out in the elements, just lying there in the leaves and the dirt? 

Her prayer now was that they had found him in time, or he wouldn’t need a bed.

Only a grave.
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Hannah sat by the side of the bed and watched the stranger’s chest steadily rise and fall as he took each breath.  He still had not regained consciousness, and her father had told her that until he did, they couldn’t be certain how seriously he was hurt.  The obvious injuries were easy enough to treat, but that which was damaged inside they could do little about.

After they got him back to the house and into her father’s bed, Hannah had bathed his filthy face in an attempt to remove the blood and mud from his beard and dark hair.  Then her father and Matthew had taken over and removed his dirty clothes and cleaned up the rest of him.

Mr. Stewart had tried his best to repair the damage done to the stranger’s ankle.  Being a farmer, Duncan Stewart had tended injured animals before and had even treated a few human ailments, but never before had he dealt with the setting of bones in a human ankle.  If the local physical had been available, they would have gone and gotten him to have him treat the man, but he was no longer in Freeman.  He had left shortly after the war had begun.  Mr. Stewart had done his best and told his family he wasn’t sure if he had done the man a worse injury or not, but they all prayed he had done enough so the man would be able to walk again.

If he lived.

Hannah had helped her father bandage the soldier’s head to stop the flow of blood from a head wound.  Fortunately, the musket ball had only grazed the side of his head.  Just a hair’s breadth different, and he would have been dead instantly.  As it was, he would more than likely be left with a deep, ugly scar on his upper forehead.

If he lived.

Hannah took a deep breath and tried to turn her attention back to the socks she was knitting.  Instead of allowing her mind to wander with thoughts about this stranger who had suddenly appeared in their lives, she should be concerned about the safety of her family.  She couldn’t help but wonder if her actions in finding this man had brought serious trouble down on her family.  What if the man turned out to be a member of the enemy’s army?

Only for one brief moment had her father hesitated to treat his injuries.  Hannah had watched her father’s face closely as he stared at the injured man, lying in his bed.  Fear, uncertainty, compassion, then resolve, had each made their way across Duncan Stewart’s face.  Then he had sighed and told his family in a firm and strong voice,

“This man is a child of God’s, no matter who he might be.  Our heavenly Father would not leave him to die, nor shall we.”

Hannah knew from experience that her father was worried about what trouble this might bring down on his family.  How he worried about his children!  He had watched as his eldest son had gone off to fight in the war, and she knew it would be more than he could stand if something were to happen to any of his other children.  He and her mother had lost their first two babies to illnesses shortly after they had arrived in this wild country with little but the clothes on their backs.  Her father had told the children many times of the struggles when they first landed here on the shores of this country—how they had become indentured servants for five years to help pay for their passage.  Fortunately, God had blessed them as they had both been sold to a man who had a large plantation in Virginia.  They had worked hard and prayed for the day when they could be given their freedom dues and be their own masters again.

The Stewarts had been granted 120 acres in the north—in New York—and there they had built their house from that which they found in the dense forests around them.  Hannah glanced down at the puncheon floor of the cabin.  Her father had told stories of how he had split the logs with his broad ax and cut the faces of them flat, and then placed the rounded sides of the logs against the ground with the smooth sides turned up.  He had been determined that his precious wife, Annabelle, would not have a dirt floor in her home.  Hannah could remember seeing her mother scrub the floor often to keep it smooth and clean.

She glanced again at the stranger lying in her father’s bed.  She and her father had searched through the pockets of the man’s clothing, and although they had hoped they would find a clue to his identity, all they found were the common articles–his musket, cartridges of paper, black powder and lead balls in a small leather pouch.  There was, surprisingly, almost nothing on the man in the way of personal items.  The only thing of interest they had found were a few ragged pieces of paper, carefully folded and stuck in his pocket.

Hannah had studied the pieces of paper carefully after her father had turned them over to her.  Her eyes widened as she saw what they were—pages from the Psalms in the Good Book, the sheets tattered and dirty.  After that find, the elder Stewart had gazed upon the face of the man in his bed as less of a stranger, but surely one of God’s own.  Hannah had scanned the pages carefully, looking for any clue that might lead to the owner’s name or family, but there was nothing.  A few of the verses were underlined, but there were no notes in the margins—nothing to give the Stewarts a lead as to whom this stranger might be.  There was nothing to show where the man hailed from, nor his identity.  Until he regained consciousness—if he ever did—all those questions would have to wait, and Hannah was almost to the point where she doubted the man would even survive, let alone regain consciousness.  The sad part was, if he didn’t awake, they wouldn’t even know whom to notify of his death.

Hannah’s daily prayer was that God healed the man completely.  That continued to be the entire Stewart family’s plea sent toward heaven, but with each day that passed, the man’s chances of recovery became slimmer and slimmer.  The only nourishment they were able to give him were the small amounts of water or broth that Hannah and her father forced between his lips; and as most of that spilled on the bed covers, probably little of it actually made it into his body.

Now for the last day and night, the man had become feverish.  He could briefly be resting quietly and then would thrash about in the bed, crying out as the fever overtook him.

Hannah reached over to a basin on the small bedside table and spent a few moments wringing out a cool cloth before wiping down his brow and face with it.  She placed the cloth back in the basin and sat back quietly in her chair and gazed again upon the face of the stranger.  He seemed to be resting a little more comfortably, and that pleased her.

She carefully studied the face before her in the candlelight.  Her father and Matthew had finally shaved the thick beard from the man’s face as it was so difficult to clean all the blood out of it.  Without the beard, the man didn’t look nearly as old, or as dangerous.  Even with a bandage wound around his forehead and the paleness of his face, it was easy to see though that he was a handsome lad.  His ruddy complexion was that of a man used to being out of doors in the wind and the weather.  He had dark hair which now hung loosely almost to his shoulders, dark bushy eyebrows, a strong square chin and high cheekbones that led up to eyes with long dark lashes.  It was difficult to tell much of anything about him just from his looks, but Hannah guessed him to be older than her nineteen years.  Perhaps he was in his early to mid-twenties.  If only he would awake, then she would be able to see the color of his eyes.

Hannah shook her head as if to scold herself.  What was she thinking?  They didn’t know anything about this stranger, and here she was daydreaming about him and what color his eyes were.  What of the young man, Bertram Weatherspoon, who had asked her to wait for him when he left to join the Continental Army?  Had she already forgotten about him?

The handsome Mr. Weatherspoon had moved to the nearby town of Freeman not too long before Hannah had seen him sitting in church the first time.  When she spotted him, her heart had done a somersault.  There had been something so different about him.  He was much more fashionably dressed than most were in their small town located fifteen miles west of Albany, New York.  Dressed as Mr. Weatherspoon had been, in a fine white linen shirt with lace ruffles at the neck and wrists, and topped off by a dark blue knee-length coat and breeches, the young gent had been enough to turn any young lady’s head, especially with his shining blond hair pulled back into a queue.

After church that first Sunday, Hannah had been shocked to see the tall young man heading directly toward her.  An older gentleman whom Hannah recognized as the owner of the local mercantile, followed close behind.

“Mr. Stewart, Miss Stewart, may I introduce you to my nephew, Bertram Weatherspoon, just newly arrived by ship from Coventry over in the mother country.  Bertram, these wonderful folks are the Stewarts—Mr. Stewart and his eldest daughter, Miss Hannah Stewart.”

Hannah had felt the strength in the hand that took hold of her small gloved one.  All she had seen though were the blue eyes looking back at her with great interest, and she had felt herself blush at the unexpected attention.  After that initial meeting, Hannah had found herself caught up in a whirlwind of feelings as Bertram began to call on her frequently.  There had been no time to court properly, however, as he had announced he was leaving to join the Continental Army.  Hannah had been shocked at first as she knew his uncle to be a fiercely loyal Tory but knew this war had divided more than one family with its loyalties.

Before Bertram had left, he had asked Hannah to wait for him.  There had been no talk yet of marriage.  It was more of an unspoken agreement that when he returned, they would continue the courtship and that eventually, he would make her his wife.  After all the years of waiting for that special someone to come along, Hannah had eagerly agreed.  More than anything else, she wanted to be a wife and mother.  It was time for her to have a home and family of her own, and she wasn’t foolish enough to believe there would be many men asking for her hand in marriage.  She wasn’t plain, that might be true, with her auburn-colored hair and gray eyes, but she certainly knew she wasn’t beautiful.  Now her friend Caroline was another story.  Caroline’s fair face and beautiful grace had won the attention of a young man, the son of the local banker.  He had built her a fancy house in Freeman and just recently Caroline had given birth to their first son.  Hannah hoped and prayed that someday she might also know the joy of raising her own family.

Hannah sighed deeply and looked again at the face of the stranger as she remembered what had happened the previous evening.  The fever had been at its worst, so she and her father had taken turns sitting at the bedside all night and bathing the man’s fevered brow.  They were both there in the room; however, when the stranger began to speak—gibberish, it had sounded like to Hannah.  Her father had sat up straighter in his chair and looked with shock at the ill man.

“Pa, what is it?”  Hannah whispered.  “What is he saying?

“Hush, lassie,” her father had whispered back.  “I know not the meaning of the words, only the language.  ‘Tis German, I’m thinking.”  Hannah had gazed at her father’s face and saw his brow furrow in puzzlement.  “Earlier the man spoke in what I’m sure was Latin, and this time in German.”  He had looked up in concern at Hannah, who had moved to his side.  “Who is this man who has come to us, daughter?  Where is he from that he can speak so many tongues?”

The more time that passed, the more Hannah was becoming convinced that this man before her was a traitorous Tory, fighting on the side of the King.  That would mean he might have actually fought in battles against her brother, Henry—and even Bertram.  It would be very difficult to look kindly upon the face of someone who had possibly done harm to one of them.  Furthermore, what kind of man would he turn out to be if he lived and came to his senses?  Would he do harm to the family she loved so much?

Heavenly Father, give me wisdom.  Help me know what you would wish me to do in caring for this man—even though we don’t know who or what he is.  And please keep our family safe.

Hannah quickly ended her prayer and opened her eyes as the man in the bed once again began moaning and mumbling.  Her eyes widened as she heard familiar words, and she was about to call for her father when she heard his sure step behind her chair.

“Aye, ‘tis Gaelic this time, daughter.”

She looked up at her father’s face. “Do you think he’s a Scot then, Father?”

Her father shook his head in dismay.  “If I hadn’t heard the other tongues with me own ears, I would say for certain that he was of my native land, especially by the looks of him.  But, I can’t say for certain, lassie.  If he awakens, we will find out.  Until then, all is as clear as a muddy stream.”

Normally Hannah would have smiled at her father’s dry humor, but this day there was nothing to smile about.  The mystery of the man in the bed was becoming more and more intriguing to her.  Who and what was a man who could speak so many languages, and why was he
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