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        GLOSSARY

      

      

      ague: a fever marked by fits of chills and sweating

      apothecary: a person who prepares and sells medicinal remedies. Such remedies were often made from herbs and spices. The apothecary was frequently considered a physician. “Apothecary” can also refer to the shop where the medicinal remedies were mixed and sold.

      counterpane: quilt

      Goodman: the husband of a Goodwife.

      Goodwife: a title denoting a married woman. The social status of the woman would have been lower than that of a woman referred to as “Mistress.”

      Goody: a shortened form of Goodwife.

      hang in chains: a vile, desperate person

      homespun: coarse, handwoven cloth

      hyssop: a member of the mint family, often used in medicinal preparations for digestive and intestinal issues.

      kid shoes: shoes made from soft, thin leather

      laudanum: a strong opioid tincture with a bitter taste, used for pain relief

      lawn: a fine, plain-weave textile

      physick book: a reference book of the human body, including maladies, diseases, and remedies

      trencher: dinner plate
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      It was a humid summer day in the year 1623 when Captain Cornelius Jacobsen Mey, sailing under the auspices of the Dutch West India Company on the ship Blyde Boodschap (“Good Tidings”), first laid eyes on the peninsula of land separating the Atlantic Ocean from the Delaware Bay. He immediately christened the land “Cape Mey” and that name has persisted through the ages, albeit with a slight change in spelling. 

      At the time of Captain Mey’s “discovery,” this part of North America had been home to Native Americans for centuries. In particular, the Kechemeche tribe, part of the Lenni-Lenape, a peace-loving branch of the mighty Algonquins, fished and hunted on these shores long before the arrival of the Europeans. Although Native Americans are not featured in this story, their long-ago presence can still be felt in this area, especially in place names and roadways, which were often constructed along ancient Lenni-Lenape footpaths. 

      Upon the arrival of the Europeans and with the introduction of never-before-encountered European diseases, the population of Native Americans in this area slowly began to decline. Within a hundred years of Captain Mey’s first glimpse of the cape, the population of Cape May County, which had been incorporated in 1695, was less than seven hundred people of European descent and far fewer Native Americans.

      There was only one settlement on the cape at that time in history, and it was known by a variety of names: Portsmouth, Falmouth, Cape May Town, Town Bank, and New England Town (or simply, “Town”). It was a tiny settlement, with less than twenty houses and few comforts. Many items, such as saddles, sugar, and cooking utensils, had to be purchased and brought from Philadelphia, which was an arduous two-day journey distant.

      It was topography that dictated where this first settlement would be located on the cape. The town, about four miles north of Cape Island, where sits the present City of Cape May, overlooked the Delaware Bay from a high embankment. Fishermen and whalers found it easier to moor their boats in the calmer waters and protected coves of the bay than to be at the mercy of the open ocean in all its moods.

      Though whaling was one of the original lures that brought men and their families to Cape May, the industry did not last for many years. Farming, shipbuilding, and the production and sale of building materials (in particular, cedar shingles) became more stable and profitable pursuits. Farming, especially, was a common undertaking, since the sandy, loamy soil along this part of the Atlantic seaboard was perfect for many crops, from maize to vegetables. 

      Pirates were also known to frequent the waters of the Delaware Bay because it presented a multitude of good hiding places. Captain Kidd and Blackbeard were among the more famous pirates who allegedly visited these shores. Pirates, though outlaws, were often welcomed by the settlers because they brought goods and coin into the economy. There were always those, however, who wished to curry favor with the crown and the provincial governors and these people presented great challenges to the pirates.

      Alas, the original settlement in Cape May County was lost to the pounding waves of the Delaware Bay and the erosion of the banks below the village. The original Town Bank is now located underwater about three hundred feet from the current shoreline.

      It is in and near this settlement of Town Bank, long years before it disappeared into its watery grave, that Cape Menace takes place.
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          08 JANUARY 1711

        

      

    

    
      I was afraid of wolves even before I journeyed to America. Stories of the creatures abounded in England, where no wolf had trod for two hundred years. Stories of their vicious appetites, of their stealth and speed, of their nighttime prowling through forests and dales.

      Just stories, but I believed them, nonetheless.

      So when I saw my first wolf in the woods near our new home in New Jersey, I was given quite a fright. It was getting dark and my mother and I were hurrying through the woods to get home from delivering a packet of herbs to a family nearby. The husband had cut his leg and was suffering greatly from the pain.

      I stopped short when we came upon the wolf. I knew straightaway what it was, for I had seen the pictures that accompanied all the stories I had been told. Mamma told me in a low voice to remain still and it would go away, but she did not remain still. She moved toward me ever so slowly until she was standing directly in front of me. The wolf watched us with its haunting eyes, its huge paws motionless in the snow and its nostrils widening and narrowing as it sniffed the air.

      I did not realize I had been holding my breath until the wolf turned away and padded farther into the woods. Mamma unclenched her fists, which she had been holding tight against her legs, and turned to me.

      “We shall not come through the woods again at dusk. We must respect the animals that hunt in the nighttime. We are the intruders.”

      Even then, she had known how dangerous wolves could be.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          04 DECEMBER 1712

        

      

    

    
      The day Mamma disappeared she had been feeling unwell. After harvesting the remainder of the root vegetables from the garden before the ground was frozen solid for the winter, we wrote a letter to Grandmamma, Mamma’s mother, in England. We told her of the rapidly-approaching winter weather, but I forgot long ago what else was in the letter.

      Mamma asked me to go to the tavern in Town, where letters from people in the village were held for mailing. She would have gone with me, but she was needed in the apothecary since Pappa was busy preparing the fields for the winter fallow. Mamma had heard that Captain Winslow was in the village, en route to Philadelphia from his home further south, and that he would be crossing to England soon. He had been the captain of our ship when we sailed from England to Philadelphia, and he had been the one who told Pappa about the fertile farmland farther to the south in New Jersey. He and Pappa had become good friends during the crossing. Since that time, he had taken our letters back to England for us and returned with letters from Grandmamma and others. We always waited anxiously for news of his return to Town.

      Going into Town was exciting because there were always people about, but more than that, it was exciting because it was so close to the water. Looking down over the bay from the twenty-foot-tall bank at the end of the main street of Town, I could often see fishing boats, whaling boats, and vessels from the north and the south laden with goods like sugar, soap, and tea. I loved the smell drifting up from the harbor, too—the tangy scent of the salt water mingled with the smell of fish and the scent of wet ropes coiled on the sand. When a whale had been killed, the odor wafting from the beach was never pleasant, but there was no such odor that particular day. 

      Down the road, at the house closest to mine, I stopped to ask my friend Patience if she would go with me to the village. She agreed to go with me not only because she was my best friend, but also because it gave her some time away from her own heavy responsibilities at home. With four younger sisters, she was often called upon to help with the cooking, the cleaning, and even some of the farm work.

      Upon arriving in Town, we watched the activity among the fishermen and sailors for a bit. I was happy to see Captain Winslow down among the other men. He was standing on the ground not far from where his boat, the Hope, was moored. He was gesturing toward Hope’s hull and talking to one of his crew nearby. Patience and I clambered down the embankment and ran over to where he stood. When he saw us, his face broke into a broad smile. He was so dapper in his uniform of the trading company. He wore a dark blue waistcoat with shiny gold buttons and a dandy pair of white breeches. They were true white, too, not the dingy white of our homespun and wool. He told us of his upcoming trip to England and talked to us, just as if we were grown women, of some of the work that had to be done before he could leave. 

      “I’m glad you’ve brought this letter today, Sarah,” he told me. “We are hoping to leave by tomorrow or the next day. The voyage promises to be a long one. I’ll put your letter with the others you’ve given me. What special thing would you like me to bring back for you this time?” He winked then because my answer was always the same.

      I didn’t hesitate. “I would love a bit of tea,” I told him with a smile. 

      “I knew it,” he chuckled. “You miss your tea, don’t you? Well, you shall have tea upon my return.”

      “Thank you, Captain.” We took our leave after wishing him and his crew safe travels.

      Patience and I climbed back up the steep slope and wandered a bit along the main street, but since it was cold outside and Patience hated the cold, we left and parted ways at her house.

      When I arrived back at our house Mamma wasn’t there. I didn’t worry at the time because there were many reasons she could have been gone: often she would leave to attend a sick neighbor, or help Widow Beall with her chores. Goodman Beall, a fisherman, had recently been lost at sea, leaving his poor wife with eight children and few means. Or Mamma could have gone out to pick herbs, which she often did. Though Pappa was the apothecary, Mamma was a skilled herbalist in her own right and she spent a great deal of her time preparing remedies and tinctures for those who needed medicines.

      I set about preparing the dinner we usually had at midday. Pappa would be in soon and would be very hungry. I was surprised that Mamma hadn’t prepared the potatoes in the hearth ashes before she had left the house.

      Mamma still wasn’t home when Pappa came in a short time later. He had to get back to work, he said, so he couldn’t wait for her to eat his meal. I decided to wait for Mamma to return before eating. After Pappa left, I cleared off the table and stacked his trencher away. I sat down to begin the mending in the basket near the hearth. I worked for several hours, as the light outside began to wane and shadows shifted inside the house. Still no word from Mamma. I was hungry.

      But I wasn’t worried yet.

      

      Early in the evening, after darkness had fallen, Pappa came back into the house. I had fixed supper and we ate together. It would be the first of countless meals we would eat without Mamma. But we didn’t know that yet.

      “I’m not worried,” Pappa assured me, but his eyes belied his words. Mamma had never simply gone away and not told Pappa or me where she was going. And she certainly had never stayed away after dark. 

      Pappa pushed himself away from the table after our silent, listless meal and took his hat and cloak from the hook near the door. “I’m going to Widow Beall’s to see if Mamma is there.”

      I nodded, turning away from him so he couldn’t see the fear in my eyes, couldn’t hear my breathing becoming shallower, faster. I didn’t want him to think I was being silly.

      After an hour, Pappa came home. He opened the door slowly. I looked up from where I sat by the fire, expecting to see Mamma follow him through the door, but he was alone. He looked at me solemnly, his eyes strained and worried. “She hasn’t been at Widow Beall’s at all today.”

      “Do you think she went into Town for some reason?”

      Pappa stroked his beard. “Not without telling one of us.” He was silent for a few moments, then seemed to come to a decision.

      “I’m going to see Daniel Ames. He’ll help me look for her.” Patience’s father was a kind man, always willing to help a neighbor. “We’ll gather a few more men and spread out.”

      “What should I do?” I didn’t want to be idle while Pappa was out looking.

      He looked around searchingly, as if Mamma would appear at any moment from behind the bedchamber curtain. He closed his eyes and rubbed his beard again. “Wait for her here. I don’t want her to find us both gone when she comes back.”

      I didn’t know what to do while I waited, so I sat, staring at the flames, straining my ears for the sound of a footfall outside. But I heard nothing except faraway shouts, shouts I knew were from the men helping Pappa look for my mother. 

      “Ruth! Ruth!” they called over and over. I finally put my hands over my ears. I couldn’t bear the thought of Mamma lying somewhere, hurt or sick, unable to answer their cries.

      Where had she gone? My stomach was twisted into knots. I stood and paced the room, peering uselessly into the darkness each time I passed the window, hoping I would see her running lightly up the path to the door, her cloak billowing behind her, a lantern swinging gently in her hand.

      But I saw nothing. Nothing but darkness.

      It was hours before Pappa came home again. This time Goodwife Ames came with him. I raised my eyebrows in question.

      “Eliza Ames is going to stay with you tonight, Sarah. I’m going back out with Daniel and some of the other men from the village and we’re going to keep looking for your mother. You need to get some sleep.” He took another lantern and two candles from the shelf above the fireplace and was out the door again before I could ask any questions. I looked at Goodwife Ames, not knowing what to say.

      She obviously didn’t know what to say, either, but she tried. “I’m sure Ruth just became lost looking for herbs. They’re bound to find her.”

      I didn’t tell her what I was thinking: Mamma never got lost. She knew her way around the forest with her eyes closed. 

      “Or maybe she’s helping a neighbor,” Goody Ames suggested feebly. She knew as well as I that my mother could have heard the men shouting for her from any of the neighbors’ houses. 

      There was only one explanation: she was gone. 

      Suddenly I was struggling to take a breath. Everything faded into a brief darkness as a buzzing sound grew louder in my ears. I tried to catch my own fall, but ended up in a heap on the floor. Goody Ames let out a cry and rushed to my side. She knelt and cradled my head in her lap, smoothing my hair as it tumbled in an unruly mass from my cap.

      “There, there,” she cooed. “The men’ll find your mother, do not worry.” Everything went black again and the last thing I remember is seeing Goody Ames’s face, her concerned eyes searching the room wildly for something that would help me.

      When I woke up I was alone in the bedchamber, covered to my chin with a counterpane. I was simultaneously perspiring and freezing. As it all came rushing back to me, I thrust back the counterpane and ran out into the main room, my feet cold on the wooden floor. Goody Ames sat in the chair next to the fire, and another woman stood by the window with her back to me, peering out into the darkness as I had done.

      “How long have I been sleeping?” I asked in a tremulous voice.

      Goody Ames’s head came up with a jerk. Perhaps she had been sleeping, too. She stood quickly and crossed the room to me, her hands held out. “You were in a fit, so once your breathing became normal again I let you sleep.” She motioned to the other woman, who was still looking out the window. “The pastor’s wife came over to see if we needed anything. She helped me get you into the bed.”

      Mistress Reeves turned around from her post at the window, her long face solemn. “It’s the middle of the night, Sarah. I came to see if you and your father needed anything and I decided to stay and keep Goodwife Ames company while we wait for the men to return.”

      I looked from one woman to the other, trying to read their thoughts on their faces. “Where’s Pappa?”

      “He’s still out looking for your mother, my dear,” Goody Ames replied.

      “I’m going to help them,” I declared suddenly. Goody Ames looked at me with something akin to horror in her eyes. 

      “You cannot go out there alone!” she cried. “We don’t know what happened to your mother. It’s not safe for you to be out there alone. What about the wolves?” She had apparently forgotten her earlier assurances that my mother was simply delayed with a neighbor or had become lost searching for herbs.

      “I am going,” I told her quietly. Mistress Reeves watched us with wide eyes. 

      “I agree with Goodwife Ames,” she said firmly. “The forest is not a safe place for a young lady to be alone, especially in the middle of the night.”

      “I won’t be alone. There are lots of men out there looking for Mamma. I want to help. I can’t stay inside any longer and do nothing. Surely you can understand that?” I asked them in a pleading voice.

      They looked at each other. Neither woman suggested going with me. Patience’s mother was afraid of the dark, so I knew what she was thinking. She was weighing the terror she would feel going into the forest in the middle of the night against the responsibility she felt for me. Exasperated, I gave her an excuse to stay in the house.

      “Goodwife Ames, would you please stay here in case Mamma returns? I know Pappa doesn’t want her to come back to an empty house.”

      I could see the relief on her face, even in the flickering firelight.

      “Of course I will, dear.”

      “And Mistress Reeves, could you perhaps get some cider ready for the men to have when they come in from their search? I’m sure they’ll want for drink.”

      She nodded. I suspected she didn’t want to be in the woods at night, either. 

      Before the two women could think of any more protests, I pulled on my shoes and cloak and hurried outside, shutting the door firmly behind me. I headed northwest, directly into the forest where Mamma often looked for herbs and plants. She had to be in the forest. She hadn’t said anything about going out to pick herbs that morning, but there was no other explanation. 

      There were animals in the forest, wild animals, and I hoped she hadn’t run into any of them. There were coyotes. There were raccoons and bears.

      There were wolves.

      If she had stumbled upon a hungry animal … I couldn’t stand to think about it. I tried to focus on finding her favorite spots in the near-darkness, with just a feeble lantern to guide my steps. I walked slowly, since the light from the candle only illuminated a few feet in front of me. I had to step carefully to avoid running into a tree or a rock.

      I called for Mamma many times, until my throat became hoarse and it was hard to speak. I called even though I was afraid for myself. But there was no reply. My breath quickening, my mind conjured up images of Mamma lying on the cold, unforgiving ground. Was it possible she had become too ill to get home? After several paralyzing moments I was able to force myself to be calm and move forward through the trees. The lantern swung gently in my hand, the light from the candle dipping and swaying as I moved. Then I stopped.

      Straight ahead of me were two small, bright circles, reflecting the candlelight from my lantern.

      “Mamma?” I asked breathlessly. There was no answer.

      “Mamma, are you all right? It’s me.” I took a cautious step toward the circles. A low, guttural growl greeted me as realization dawned. It wasn’t Mamma. It was an animal, and I was in its home, its hunting space. I took a slow step backward, then another, keeping the lantern as still as possible. The bright circles grew larger as the animal approached.

      I was terrified. The possibilities sped through my mind as I considered what to do next. I couldn’t remember what Mamma had told me the time we saw the wolf in the forest. Should I turn around and run toward home? Should I try to climb the nearest tree? Should I dash past the animal, whatever it was, and run farther into the woods? But fear rooted me to the spot where I stood. Another menacing growl escaped the throat of the beast, this time much closer. I closed my eyes, wondering in a flood of panic if this was how my mother went missing. Then, in an instant, I made my decision. I couldn’t stand here and wait to be attacked by the animal, so I spun around and ran.

      But the animal was more nimble than I. It set off after me as I crashed through the thick forest, its long howl splitting the air. And I knew with sudden clarity that the monster behind me was a wolf. I could practically see its teeth, its foaming mouth, its hungry eyes, the hairs on its strong back standing in a long, straight line. 

      I dashed headlong through the trees, the lantern swinging wildly, the wolf panting behind me. I ran straight into a tree, banging my head hard and falling to the ground. A searing pain shot through my ankle. I was dizzy and sick to my stomach, but I picked myself up and continued hobbling along as fast as I could. The wolf did not slow its pursuit.

      It seemed I had been running for miles, though I suspect the chase only lasted a few minutes. My lungs were burning, my legs had become jelly, and my head and ankle screamed for relief. As I raced through the dark maze of trees, I spied two spots of uneven light just a bit farther ahead. I recognized the light as lanterns, likely held by men from the village looking for Mamma. I tried yelling, but my throat was closed from fear and exertion. A choked sob escaped my lips and I heard raised voices coming from the direction of the lights. 

      “Ruth? Is that you?” a man’s voice shouted.

      I didn’t know the voice, but I could have cried in relief when the wolf, apparently sensing danger from the voices ahead, stopped abruptly and turned, running away in the direction from which we had come. I stumbled to a stop, falling on the ground, my chest heaving and my ankle and head throbbing.

      Footsteps rushed toward me as I struggled to sit up. “Ruth?”

      “No, it’s Sarah,” I answered hoarsely.

      “Sarah! What are you doing out here?” One of the men held a lantern close to his face so I could see him. It was Pastor Reeves. Without waiting for an answer, he asked, “Have you seen your mother?”

      “I came out here looking for her, but I surprised a wolf and it’s been chasing me,” I explained in a rush. “I wasn’t able to find her.” My feeble voice trailed off.

      Pastor Reeves bent down so the lantern was close to me. “Are you hurt, my child?”

      “I’ve hit my head and turned my ankle.” Pastor Reeves and the man with him bent over me and decided between themselves that the other man would hold all three lanterns while Pastor Reeves helped me walk home. I wanted to curse myself for taking them away from the desperate search for Mamma.

      When I limped slowly through the door, Goody Ames roused herself again from the chair next to the dwindling fire and Mistress Reeves hurried forward to help me into the room, where I sat down at the table. The men didn’t stay long, explaining that they were still searching for my mother, and left after I thanked them several times for being in the forest just when I needed them. I shuddered to think what would have become of me if that wolf hadn’t been scared off.

      I prayed Mamma hadn’t met with a similar fate. 

      Goody Ames found some clean linens in Pappa’s shed and worked quickly to bandage my swollen, purple ankle. The pain was overwhelming. There was little to do for my head, where a large bump had formed. Mistress Reeves looked on as Patience’s mother worked.

      “It was the will of God that you were hurt,” Mistress told me severely. “He did not want you to go looking for Ruth because young women should not be in the forest at night. Goodwife Ames and I told you as much.” 

      Goody Ames looked up at her and I could see the surprise and dismay on her face. I remained silent. Though Mistress Reeves surely knew God’s ways better than I, I didn’t think God wanted to punish me—after all, hadn’t He put the men in the forest to help find me? 

      “I know there are tonics in the apothecary,” Goody Ames told me. “I’m going to find something to relieve some of your pain.”

      I listened to tinkling glass as she rummaged through Pappa’s carefully arranged bottles and jars in the apothecary shop. Eventually she returned with a brown bottle. I recognized it as one we had brought with us from England.

      “I found the birch bark tonic,” Goody Ames said. “You just need a good sip of it and the pain in your ankle shan’t be as bad.”

      I grimaced and took a swig from the bottle. I swallowed the foul liquid and squirmed uncomfortably. I was thankful Goody Ames didn’t know about the bottle of laudanum Mamma always kept under her bed or I would have been drinking that, I was sure. Mamma had brought it from England, too, but seldom had occasion to use it.

      Goody Ames helped me to my feet and led me over to the chair next to the hearth. “Sit here,” she insisted, turning to stoke the fire. “You can’t go out looking for your mother again in this condition. We shall have to wait for news from the men. I found lavender in the shop. I am going to make you a lavender tisane to ease the pain in your head.”

      I sipped the hot tea Goody made for me and the three of us sat in the darkened room, the only light and sound coming from the low, crackling fire.

      Before daybreak several men from the village trudged through the front door. I only needed to look at their faces to know they had not found Mamma. Pappa was not among their number. They were tired, hungry, and thirsty. Goody Ames and Mistress Reeves bustled about, ladling cider for the men and serving them the porridge that had been hanging in a kettle over the fire. Most of these men would spend the entire day working or helping Pappa search before being able to return to their beds for sleep. 

      There was little talk among the people in the house. The men chewed their food silently and quickly before heading back out again to continue searching until the break of day. None of them met my eyes before leaving. I couldn’t blame them.

      Pappa came home much later, long after sunrise. Goody Ames had returned home to rouse her family and Mistress Reeves had left, too, after stoking the fire for me and milking both cows. Thankful for her help, I sent her home with a measure of molasses for the pastor’s morning meal.

      When Pappa came into the house, I hastened to fix him a hearty meal, despite the pain in my ankle. He sat at the table, alternately staring straight ahead and cradling his head in his hands, his fingers raking through his hair. I longed to assure him that Mamma would come home to us, but the words wouldn’t come. 

      I put the porridge in front of him and he looked at it blankly. He lifted the spoon to his mouth and put it down again without touching the food. 

      “Pappa, you must eat,” I said gently. 

      He pushed himself back from the table. “I can’t.” 

      “Would you like some salt pork?”

      He shook his head. “I don’t want anything to eat.”

      “Please? You must eat something.” 

      He sighed. “All right, Sarah. If it will make you happy I will eat a bit of salt pork. I will not be going into the fields today. I’m going out again to look for her. If anyone comes needing any remedies from the apothecary, will you help them?”

      “Of course.” 

      He left shortly and came back again after nightfall. Some of the men from nearby farms were able to help him search during the day since they didn’t have as many chores to do now that winter was coming. None of the men saw so much as a single sign of her. 

      Pappa looked at me with arched eyebrows when I served him supper. “Are you limping?”

      I nodded. “It’s nothing. I turned my ankle.” Because of my skirts, he couldn’t see the bandage still wrapped tightly around the lower part of my leg. I was glad—I didn’t want him worrying about me, too.

      That night, under the counterpanes Mamma and Grandmamma had made, I tried to sleep but tossed and turned most of the night. I could hear Pappa moving around the main room, too. I stayed as silent as I could, listening for Mamma’s step, but it never came.

      Over the next several days, Pappa searched for Mamma from before dawn until after dark. Men from Town and other farms helped every day, but their numbers dwindled as the time dragged by. Goody Ames and Mistress Reeves, along with other women from the village, visited me every day. I didn’t want them there. They thought I needed help with chores, but I wanted to do the work by myself. 

      Finally one evening Pappa sat down heavily in his chair after a long, cold day spent searching outdoors in vain. 

      “Sarah, she’s not coming home.”

      We never found a trace of Mamma’s body, and Pappa and I were convinced that she had been killed by a wolf, perhaps by the very same one that had chased me that first night she went missing. 

      I’ve hated wolves ever since.
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      I pulled the long cloak around my shoulders more snugly and hurried along the muddy road beside the dark wood. I dared not glance behind me, but I knew something was there. I could hear it—its swishing footsteps, the sound of its breath reaching my ears. I never went into the woods at night anymore, but even on the road I was afraid of encountering a wolf. This was his hunting time and I was the intruder. I quickened my steps.

      Peering ahead through the dense blackness, I caught a glimpse of warm firelight, a scent of acrid smoke that I couldn’t see but knew was curling up from the chimney of my house.

      By the time I reached the house I was running, afraid to stop and listen again for the thing behind me—whatever it was. Yanking on the leather door handle, I swept into the room and slammed the door behind me. My father, dressed in a woolen great coat, looked up from where he had been putting on his boots.

      “Where have you been? I was just about to go looking for you. Why are you breathing so heavily?” His eyes were worried, his brow creased with concern.

      I leaned against the door for several moments, catching my breath, waiting until the pounding in my chest calmed. I held up my hand, not yet ready to speak. He waited in silence. Finally I answered him. “I was running. I think there was a wolf outside.”

      “I’ve heard talk of a pack nearby. Did you see one?” he asked, glancing toward the window. I shook my head. “I do not want you to be outside in the dark. I’ve told you that many times before. What if …” He stopped and I knew what he was thinking. I gazed at him with sadness. He looked older than his thirty-seven years, having never regained the weight he lost after Mamma disappeared.

      “I am sorry, Pappa. While you were in the barn I went to Patience’s house to give her the tincture you mixed for her mother. Goodwife Ames was in dire need of it.” I hung up my cloak on the peg and was startled to hear a muffled knock at the door. I jerked around to face my father.

      “Who is that?” I whispered.

      He stood up and crossed the small room to the door. “I have a feeling it’s someone for me. I’ll take care of it. You go to bed, Sarah.”

      He watched as I ducked under the old coverlet that hung between the main room and the bedchamber. When he opened the door, I peered around the side of the makeshift curtain.

      He stepped outside, leaving the door slightly ajar, and spoke in low tones to the person who stood in the cold darkness. I couldn’t hear what he was saying. After a short time, he came back in and closed the door firmly. I waited, listening. I expected him to go to the opposite side of the room and open the door to the apothecary, but he didn’t. The chair creaked as he sat down again by the fire.

      I slid under the coverlet, the cold taking my breath away. Though it was kind of my father to let me use the bedchamber while he slept in the main room, it did get awfully cold in there and sometimes I wished I could sleep next to the fireplace. 

      I fell asleep wondering who had been at the door. It had not been a wolf hunting me, after all. It had been a person.

      As happened every night at this time of year, I was warm soon enough and I was not ready to leave the comfort of the bed when the cock crowed the next morning. Dressed in several layers, I made my way out into the late fall dawn, in the almost-darkness, to the cow pen. I chose the cow I would milk first, then pressed my cold face against her body as I filled my small bucket with the warm, frothy white liquid. My father was in his shed preparing for the day. After his farm chores, if no one came to the apothecary needing his assistance he would head eastward across our fields to Widow Beall’s house, where he had promised to fix her front door.

      I took the milk indoors and set it aside to make butter later in the day, then ladled cornmeal mush onto our trenchers. From our small jug, I drizzled molasses over the mush and set the jug on the table along with two mugs of cider. While I waited for Pappa to come in, I swept the floor and tidied the hearth. 

      He came indoors just a short time later. “The sky looks like snow. I’ll patch the cracks in the cow pen after I return from Widow Beall’s house.”

      I nodded, waiting for just the right time to ask him who had come to the door in the darkness the previous night. 

      He sat down to his meal. I sat down opposite him, my chair scraping across the rough pine floor, disturbing the silence. He glanced at me over the rim of his mug. A smile flickered in his eyes.

      “You are just bursting to ask me something, I can tell. What is it?”

      I fumbled with the handle on my mug, gently sloshing the cider inside. “It’s nothing, really. I just wondered who was at the door last night.”

      It was as if a veil descended over his face. His look of amusement disappeared, replaced by a look I couldn’t decipher. Was it anxiety? Consternation? “I told you I would take care of it, did I not?”

      I nodded. “Yes, Pappa.” 

      “And I did. That is all you need to know.”

      I would get nothing further from him, that much I knew. It would be useless to try. He pushed back from the table, wiping his mouth with his sleeve. Mamma would never have let him get away with that. 

      “I’ll be off, then,” he said. 

      I tidied the bedchamber and made my way back outside to the garden. There was still time to pull the last few potatoes out of the ground before the snow came. I gathered the dirty brown vegetables in my apron and took them into the house quickly, stamping my feet to keep warm. I put the potatoes on the table and took up the two pails I used to carry water. Grabbing a scarf as I left the house, I ventured out again into the biting wind. I walked briskly to the well at the far end of the main street in Town. It would have been quicker to take the path through the woods, but I chose to take the road instead. Even walking quickly to stay warm, it took many minutes to get to Town. I waited in line at the well behind two other women, both of whom were bundled up against the wind and cold. One blew into her hands, looking skyward and scowling as she waited to draw water for the day. We had a well on our farm, but it had been low for over a month. With all the work of harvesting the crops, Pappa had not yet found the time to dig another well, and with the coming of winter, the ground was sure
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