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I dont understand you, Will. Sarah was white-faced, her voice on the point of breaking. How can you run out on us at a time like this?

Im not running out! I pounded my fist on the table in frustration. Sarah, please! I wouldnt do that. Cant you see

All I see is that when Father and I need you most, you want to go off on some wild scheme of your own and leave us to faceto face She faltered, biting her Up.

I dont want to go, Sarah. You know that. But II have to. How could I make her understand? I have this feeling. Something tells me I stopped. How could I explain this urge to go, to do something, anything, rather than sit here and wait for the inevitable? I turned appealingly to the third person in the room, but Reverend Campbell had his back to us and was looking out over the sprawling buildings of Brockville.

Something tells you, repeated Sarah bitterly. I suppose you hear voices! Will, Father needs you. Suddenly she reached across the table and caught my hand in hers. Will, she whispered, I need you. There were tears in her eyes.

Tears in Sarahs eyes! Tears she had not shed when our little sister succumbed to the ravages of consumption, nor when our dear mother whispered I love you for the last time.

Tears she had not shed that day in court when the prosecuting attorney had challenged the jury. I could hear him still

I ask you to look at the evidence. He pointed an accusing finger at the prisoner in the dock. This man, Lieutenant James Martin, had opportunity. He was one of the few men who knew that the shipment of money was stored overnight in the blockhouse at the Isthmus. That same money, of course, provided the motive. It is true, as the defence counsel has pointed out, that there were othersa very few otherswho had the same opportunity and motive. But only James Martin showed any signs of sudden wealth afterwardswealth he tried to explain away with some cock-and-bull yarn about an unknown benefactor who most inconveniently died before he could be subpoenaed.

I had looked at the defence lawyer then, hoping to see some sign of confidence. There was none. With a cold, sinking feeling in my gut, I knew he had already conceded defeat. My father was doomed. The prosecuting attorneys closing words burned into my brain forever.

Gentlemen of the jury, I submit to you that James Martin and an accomplice, Sapper Tom Burgess, stole the aforementioned money, and in carrying out this nefarious deed did commit murder on the person of the commanding officer, Colonel Forrester. Sapper Burgess has already paid with his life at the hands of God for that terrible act. Now it is time that James Martin pay as well. I ask you to bring in the verdict of guilty against James Martin in the theft of the money and the murder of Colonel Forrester.

I had cried all through that mock trial, tears of frustration and anger, as the prosecuting attorney badgered the witnesses and the jury. Although the evidence was circumstantial, in his eyes, and soon in the eyes of the jury, it became clear that only one verdict could be reached.

Even on that last day, Sarah had not cried. She had sat beside me, stoney-faced, remote. Only her hand in mine, clenched so tightly that her nails bit into her own flesh, showed any sign of emotion.

I will never forget that final scene. It will live with me forever.

The jury, filing into the courtroom, trying to appear impassive, avoiding eye contact with the prisoner in the dock. Our father, straight as one of his own ramrods, his face ashen. The judge, eyes piercing beneath black brows, his fingers tap-tapping on the bench

Gentlemen of the jury, have you reached a verdict?

We have, Your Honour. We find the defendant, James Martin, guilty as charged.

Guilty! Strong arms grabbed me. A hand was clamped over my mouth to stifle my cry of protest.

to be taken from this place to the gallows on the morning of the third day of September in the Year of our Lord eighteen hundred and forty-five, and there to be hanged by the neck until you are dead.

No! No! Hes innocent! He couldnt do such a thing! But my cries were muffled as I was bundled from the courtroom.

One last glimpse of Father, still proudly erect in his uniform, shrugging free from the court officers, waving to me, calling out something I could not hear.

Then suddenly Sarah was there, brushing past the guards and throwing herself into Fathers arms, clinging fiercely to him. One last glimpse of them together before I was dragged away.

Even then Sarah did not cry.

And now I saw tears in her eyes, held back far too long, streaming down her cheeks. And I was the cause.

At that moment I almost gave in. Almost.

Then those words came back to me: to be takento the gallowsthe third day of September

Three weeks! And I had barely a week left. How many of those few precious days had already been lost in idleness? Far too many.

Sarah, I whispered, clutching her hand, listen to me. I cant sit here and do nothing any longer. If Father didnt steal that money, someone else did. The only way to save Father is to find out whos really guilty.

And you hope to do that? I winced at the scorn in my older sisters voice. How? How can you find out the truth?

I was going to say that I didnt know, which would have been the truth, but I caught myself in time. I had to sound confident.

Im going up to the Isthmus, where it all happened. Perhaps now that Father has been convicted, the culprit will feel safe and slip up in some wayperhaps spending some of the money. I hesitated. I didnt sound as convincing as I would have liked. Anyway, I would be doing something. AndI said it againI have this feeling that I must go, that something will come of it.

I see, she said, although her voice suggested otherwise. And how are you going to explain your feeling to Father? Hell never understand.

Excuse me. The old minister had turned from the window and was regarding us with compassion in his gentle eyes. Sarah, dear, I think your father would understand Wills feelings. Did he ever tell you about the Doric?

The Doric? Sarah was mystified. Whats that?

A ship, I remembered. It was lost with all hands. Isnt that right? But what has that got to do with Father?

He was supposed to be on that ship, Will. He had his ticket. His luggage was on board. But at the last moment, he had the strongest forebodinga convictionthat he shouldnt go. He was deliberately late. The Doric sailed without him.

Do you mean to say, wondered Sarah, that Father is fey? That hes a visionary?

Reverend Campbell shook his head. I dont think so. No, it was Gods hand on his shoulder, holding him back. God had other plans for your father, Sarah. His time hadnt come.

Other plans! You mean he was saved from drowning so he could die on the gallows? Better if he had gone down with the Doric.

If he had, I said, we wouldnt be here. That was before we were born.

I wish we hadnt been born, she said bitterly. We wouldnt have to face this. And Father would be remembered with honour instead of

Dont talk like that, I urged. Fathers still alive. Its not over yet. Something is telling me to go to the Isthmus. I hate to leave you alone, Sarah, but Im not doing any good sitting around here doing nothing.

Sarah hesitated. I could see she was weakening. Then with a sudden movement she brushed her tears angrily away. She took a deep breath.

All right, she said, resignedly. If you must, I wont stop you. But youve got to have a plan. You cant just go with no idea what youre going to do.

Well, I said, rather lamely, it happened at the Isthmus, so thats the place to start. The soldiers should still be there. I can ask them what happened

Not as Will Martin, you cant. No one will talk to you if they know youre related to Father. You know what its like around here. Were shunned like the plague. Youll have to pick another nameand youll have to have a good reason for asking questions.

Then I will be John Williams. Thats my name, John William Martin, though Ive been called Will by my family as far back as I can remember. And Ill say Im from a newspaperthe Brockville paper. Would that work?

She considered. Maybe. Youre only fourteen but you can say youre not happy running errands. You want to impress the editor by looking for a new slant on the robbery. Do you think you can do that?

That sounded easy enough. Of course I can. That will give me a good excuse to ask questions. Thank you, Sarah. Have you any other ideas?

Just that you should talk to Father again if that can be arranged. He might remember details that could help. But, Will. She caught my hands. Dont get his hopes up. Dont make any promises. And promise me one thing. Whatever happens, you will be back before she hesitated, biting her lip, you will be back again to see Fatherto say goodbye.

I gulped. I could only nod, wordlessly. But it was a promise I must keep at any cost.
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Is something wrong? Father looked at me anxiously as the guard ushered him into the visitors room. Is it Sarah? They said it was urgenta family matter.

I didnt answer immediately. I couldnt. I was too appalled at what I saw. We had met with Father several times since his incarceration. He had been washed and shaven then, calm and steady-handed, with words of comfort for both of us. But not this time. There was a three-day growth on his chin and somethingwas it anxiety or despair?in his deep-set eyes. And he seemed to have shrunk into the shapeless prison garb. But worst of all was the short chain binding his ankles together. He hobbled across the room, the chain clanking on the floor with every shuffling step.

Father! I whispered. What? But then I recovered myself. I couldnt let him see how his appearance affected me. No, I went on, more steadily, Sarahs all right. Theres no emergency. Perhaps Mr. Campbell had to suggest that to arrange a meeting. Im sorry if I scared you. My eyes went again to those chains on his ankles. I couldnt help myself. Do you have to wear those all the time?

No, no, lad, dont fret about that. He was recovering his composure. Not in my cell or in the yard where there are lots of guards. Only if we have to go somewhere unsupervised. They have to be careful. I suppose they searched you? And locked the door behind you? I thought so. Never mind. Were alone for a few minutes. He shuffled across to a low partition that separated us and sat down opposite me. He was able to reach out and clasp my hand tightly in his. Now, Will, whats this all about?

I hesitated, not sure how to begin. Suddenly my desire to leave him and Sarah seemed very selfish.

Papa, I said, using the old endearment we had dropped as we grew older, do you remember when you were supposed to go to sea on the Doricbut didnt? And the ship went down?

Of course. One doesnt forget something like that. But why do you ask, Will?

Why didnt you go? Its important to me.

He looked surprised, but he answered simply.

I had a conviction that I shouldnt go. I cant explain it, and I dont expect anyone to understand who hasnt experienced the same thing.

Thats just it, I said eagerly. The same thing is happening to me. I have this urge to go to the Isthmus. I dont know what I can do when I get there, and I dont want to leave you and Sarah, yet I feel I must. I have thisthis conviction that I can do something. Something that will prove your innocence. I have to go to the Isthmus, Papa. Thats where it happened. Thats where the answer is.

I see. Yes, I understand. But Sarahdoes she understand?

Not at first. She cried when I tried to explain.

She cried? Im glad to hear that, Will. You and I, we both cried, but not Sarah. She bottled everything up and thats not good. Crying eases pain. I was worried about her. But she shouldnt be left alone.

She wont be. Mrs. Campbell will be with her, either at home or at the Campbells.

In that case, said Father, relieved, you should go. I dont know whether its Gods hand on you, or whether you simply cant stand to be idle any longer. In either case you have my blessing. But I want to see you again before Ibefore I die, laddie. I want one last meeting with you and Sarah before I go. We need to strengthen each other. You and Sarah have the hard part.

We do? How can you say that?

Im not afraid to die. Death is merely a doorway into a new and better life. I dont want to go with a rope around my neck. That scares me. But at the end will be a glorious reunion with your sister and your mother and our Lord. But you and Sarah, you have to go on living with the shame.

Youre not going to die, I said fiercely, unreasonably. If theres a God who saved you once, Hell do it again, or Ill have nothing to do with Him.

Hold on, son. Dont talk that way. Ive had my doubts, God knows, but at the end we have to accept his judgment. As I said, you have the hard part. He looked away, but not before I saw tears in his eyes. For a moment he said nothing. We just clung to each other, hand in hand, across the partition.

Now, Will, he said at last, smiling. Youre going to the Isthmus. They call it Newboro now. What then? Have you any plans?

No, I admitted. But Im hoping the real murderer will slip up somehow, now that hes safe. Can you help me, Father? Have you any idea who might have done it?

He shook his head. There are several possibilities. Only a few knew the money was to be in the blockhouse overnight, so one of them must have been involved. He either took part or told someone else.

Who were the few?

Well, there was Major Hammond, second in command to the colonel. But apparently he has an alibi. He spent the night at the home of a civilian engineer in West Portwho, by the way, was also one of the few who knew about the money. I forget his name. He was introduced to me by the doctor, another civilian. And I suppose the doctor might have known about it too, come to think of it. He was in to see the colonel that day. The other officers were Lieutenants Blake and Merriton. The three of us were in our quarters all nightseparate rooms. None of us has an alibi. Either one of them had as much opportunity and motive as I had.

So why did they pick on you, Father? Because of that cursed money you were given?

He sighed wearily. Mainly that. You help someone and it comes back to haunt you. For just a moment there was bitterness in his voice. He mastered it with an effort. You know the story, Will. I helped a man who was down and out. I didnt even know his nameI didnt want to know it. But he never forgot. He struck it rich somehow and repaid us a hundredfold. I guess he knew he was going to die and had no relatives. The money came just at the time of the robbery. He shook his head at the irony of it. My lawyer tried to trace him, but it was too late. The man had died. And, as you know, the jury didnt believe our story.

I know. I heard it all at the trial. But I want to hear it all again. There may be something I missedsomething that would help me. Can you tell me exactly what happened the night of the robbery?

For me, nothing. I slept all night. But I woke to a great hullabaloo. The theft and murder had been discovered. Someone had broken into the blockhouseno mean feat that, I can tell youand made off with the money. But they had bad luck. The colonel surprised them. They killed him with a fire iron and got away.

Three days later, after a bad storm, a man was found washed up on the shores of Loon Lake, over near Buttermilk Falls. He had some of the money on himmoney that was part of the stolen money. He was a sapper by the name of Tom Burgess, who had been missing since the robbery. And that was another link with me.

How do you mean?

All the other officers had bought their commissions. As you know, Will, I came up through the ranks. He spoke with justifiable pride. And Tom Burgess was in my squad when I was still a sergeant. I spoke to him whenever we metas I did with all the men from that squad.

Is that all? How could they hold that against you? I shook my head in disbelief. But is there anything elseanything at allyou can tell me?

He shook his head slowly, reluctantly. Im sorry. I wish I could help more but, as I said, I slept through it all. How do you prove that? Everything Ive said is common knowledge. Then a slight smile touched the corners of his lips. I guess the colonel wasnt the only surprise the robbers got. There was actually a witness who could clear me. If he could be found. And if he could be made to talk.

Papa, I cried, amazed. You never saidDoes the lawyer know? Who is it?

Hold on, he said quickly. Im sorry. I shouldnt have given you false hope. You see, the witness is just a bird. A parrot.

A parrot! My hopes plummeted. What parrot? I mumbled. I wasnt much interested.

Colonel Forrester had a pet parrot. Auld Clootie, he called it. Old Devil. A beautiful bird. Often repeated everything you said, clear as a bell. The bird was in the blockhouse that night and I guess its cage was uncovered. In the morning the Colonel was dead, and the money was gone. So was the parrot.

You mean it flew away? Was the cage door open?

No, I mean cage and all were gone. The robbers must have taken it. Thats the only explanation. Tom Burgesss canoe was found with the cage still in it. The door was open this time. The bird had flown.

Butyou dont think they took the parrot because it was a witness, do you? Maybe it was valuable. Was it?

No, not particularly. I can think of only one reason why they took Auld Clootie. The parrot knew too much.

A bird knew too much? You must be joking.

No, Im not. Think about it. Two men have broken into the blockhouse. While one is standing guard, the other is getting the money chest out of the cupboard. Suddenly they hear footsteps coming. They try to hide in the darkness. The colonel comes in. They jump him, hit him on the head, probably harder than they intended. The blow kills him. Now they have to work in a hurry. They whisper together in panic, perhaps calling each other by name. The
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