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			Dedication

			“Come in,” she said, “I’ll give you shelter from the storm.”

			—Bob Dylan.
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			This book is dedicated to my courageous daughter, Anna, and to all the young travelers—past and present—in survival mode, hopping trains and seeking safety while roaming the land with other lost souls. And for the mothers who shed a tear, praying for their safe return, may we all find our way back home. —Mj Pettengill

		

	
		
			 

			Preface

			Like eyes that witness unbroken pain, the grim and shattered windows glared at those with the courage to look upon them. He who says that a house lacks a soul may be soulless himself. For it will not reveal itself to those who cannot see.
—Mj Pettengill
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			We walk these city streets and meander along dirt roads and rivers. We follow footpaths deep in the woods, which lead to places that exist in reality and in our dreams or nightmares, depending upon our destination planned before birth. We have been here before, and we are here now.

			We arrive at the same train station—some purchase tickets and sit upon a seat, watching the scenery pass by. Others who risk being caught, hop perilously onto an empty boxcar, hoping to arrive unshaken and whole, ready to plunge into the unknown. We share the same goal, intending to be somewhere else. Some have a plan, while others simply wish to escape that which no longer serves.

			The Crows’ Path is steeped in faith. Within these pages, we not only follow the path, but we learn to stay on it, to trust our footing upon unknown terrain. We witness what happens in the face of uncertainty. We learn to trust our instincts.

			From the early days shared with Nellie to time spent with Samuel in the tree, we are aware of the presence of the crow, often referred to as the watcher. From its various perches at the Farm to the streets of Boston, it is a guide for all.

			The crows lead the children down a secret pathway known only to them. It is the way to the stone garden, the final destination of the numbered souls.

			Young Agnes MacKay leaves the County Farm in the wilds of Ossipee, New Hampshire, and takes us on an unplanned journey to the streets of Boston. She brings us into the darkened chambers of orphan homes, missions, and children’s asylums, filled to capacity with the lil’ wanderers. These friendless urchins could have been our ancestors, often referred to as unredeemable, moral stains on society.

			Samuel remains at the Farm, reuniting with his family fiddle. He takes an unexpected turn when he bonds with Caesar Logan, who made his way north in search of peace and freedom during the final days of the Civil War.

			We come to know Caesar as he reflects on his past experiences, only to remain in servitude in what he sometimes calls the Deep North. His strength and wisdom are unrivaled as he shares a profound, intergenerational connection with young Samuel, who is like the family he left behind.

			When Sarah returns home, she struggles with the ghosts of the past and is forced to make a difficult choice. Secrets continue to unfold as she encounters familiar faces at the Farm and meets new ones.

			The characters in the Etched in Granite Historical Fiction Series are fictional, based on the demographics of the cemetery—actual people buried at the site.

			During an era when the records were systematically forgotten and history grievously edited, these carefully interwoven narratives shine light where there was none.

			The purpose of this body of work continues to illuminate those lost in time. They are our people. If you are here today, reading this, your ancestors likely experienced one or more of these events. As Samuel reminds us, in God’s eyes, we’re the same, no matter which side of the fence we’re on.
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			I give heartfelt thanks to my publishing team, Bonnie J. Toomey, Aaron Kiser, and E.D. Gemma, for their expertise and support. I express my deep and sincere gratitude to Judith Kirk and Alan Richardson for their dedication and steadfast enthusiasm. And special thanks to the talented designers at 100 Covers.

			I thank my readers for their loyalty, patience, and trust as I overcame health obstacles and related challenges now common in the world in which we live.

			And though my dear Uncle Milton—storyteller, historian, and wise elder—passed away before seeing this book to its end, he is with me. I am eternally grateful for his willingness to share vital stories parallel to my research.

			And once again, to the 298 lost souls and others who called upon me to share their stories, you are not forgotten. —Mj Pettengill

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter 1

			Caesar Logan

			(b. circa 1818, Augusta, Georgia)
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			County Farm, Ossipee, New Hampshire

			July 26, 1878

			 

			Beware of rootless places, where the ground ain’t fertile, and the parched dirt don’t hold nothin’ together. If you find yourself there, pass on by. Cause stayin’ will jest lead to a hollow heart. And don’t think it ain’t heavy. A hollow heart be e’n heavier than one that’s full.

			Course, them folks that say love ain’t allowed in a world of hate is all wrong. Knowin’ this kept me goin’—kept my own self from bleedin’ at the roots. It be all good when we don’t belong to nobody but our good selfs. E’en in them days when you had a massa, you could dream like that. Ain’t no harm in dreamin’. Jest as long as when you wake up, you remember who you is.

			Every day at the Farm, I digged deep. I din’t hear no hollerin’, no words beatin’ down on me. I knew ’nuff about the other kinda’ beatin’ not to look up. E’en when them crows tried to talk, I pretended not to hear, hopin’ they’d go away. Course, they always stayed on with more to say. I din’t mind. Nope, truth is, they’s jest waitin’ for a song. So, I held onto that shovel and pay them blisters no mind. I still be alive. And if I can hold a fiddle, I be fine.

			’Sides, every shovel’a manure, was fulla’ hope. I threw it on the pile, lookin’ past them flies and sweat, and I prayed. I asked the Lawd God Almighty to send my woman back. Without that faith, I’da been long dead.

			I ain’t got no beatin’ to speak of since that time I ran off with Elijah. He be more like a brotha’ than my own. They say that my real brotha’ Jonah was in Miss’ipi, sold when I was ten and he be twelve, but nobody got no word after he gone. Then Davis be wid us all along, but he ain’t never been right. I don’t know nothin’ bout his father. Aunty Berta said he be white, but Mamma never talked of it.

			But Elijah had all the ideas. He say we go in the woods and make our way north. Sounded like a good idea at the time. There weren’t nothin’ ’cept freedom up there. We mighta’ made it to Canada. Don’t know.

			A free nigga weren’t worth nothin’. On the block, we was worth somethin’, maybe a thousand dollars, maybe more. Ain’t no diffrence, e’en the free ones got whipped. We din’t want none of it. We only be wantin’ to be gone, is all.

			We got clear ’cross the county ’fore the hounds run us down. I was hollowin’ down back of a fence and thought sure I’d make it, but they was on me quick, pullin’ me right down to the ground. They bit us to the bone and tore up our clothes. When Elijah screamed, I was too busy gettin’ my own self ripped apart to look back. Emmet Jones had his arm broke at the elbow by one of ’em hounds. Then they jest put him in the stocks like nothin’ happened.

			Jest ’fore them hounds got to killin’ us, the men bringed us back to Massa’ Whitman, who stood there, leanin’ on his crooked walkin’ stick, shakin’ his head. Course, the overseer—a gutless, puffed-up man named Tom Rollins—had a whip they called the black snake. That was his fav’rit thing. On thinkin’ more ’bout it, it were his only thing. He weren’t a big man, but he had the strength of two with that whip.

			Still heavin’ and ’bout naked, we stood in front of ’em all in the yard. Missus Whitman, her two girls, and their young boy sat on a fancy blanket with a big basket with lemonade and ginger cake I s’posed. All the others was called in from the fields. Everybody had to watch the whippin’s. Ain’t nobody could look away or they’d get a whippin’ too.

			Mamma’s scream’ bout split my head open wide. Why? Why Caesar? Why you run, boy?

			Had it not been for Aunty Berta holdin’ her up, she’d been out cold. Aunty Berta was strong like that. She weren’t really my aunty or nothin’. Everybody jest called her that. She be like a mamma and aunty to everyone. There weren’t no talk of kin. They got sold off or be dead. She’d been with the Whitman’s all her life.

			When Mamma cried out again, I squeezed my eyes shut so tight I saw stars. She never stood the likes of anyone gettin’ whipped, but when it was me, she was done in. She begged and prayed that I be good. I was mostly good, but not good ’nuff. I did get a beatin’ now and then.

			Old Tom Rollins started in on Elijah. It was like my own back bein’ cut with a knife. I couldn’t look, and I couldn’t look away. When I closed my eyes again, Mamma’s screams went away, and I could see myself holdin’ onto the black snake.

			Then, I caught the eye of the older daughter, Olivia. She tried to hide her face, but her mamma grabbed her, squeezed her cheeks, and lifted her chin, pointin’ her our way. She looked right at me like she be beggin’ for help. I’d seen it in her eyes before. She din’t seem to care ’bout who she be. She din’t want none of it.

			There weren’t no room in her for hate. Ain’t nothin’ I coulda’ done to wash away them folks’s sins. One day, they can sit at them pearly gates and tell it all. It was their sack of woes to carry. I had no pity. They do what they do. It’s why we was ready to run. We heard stories of others makin’ their way north. That’s all we reckoned to do.

			When a tear rolled down her clean, ivory cheek, I wanted to yell, it ain’t your fault! She weren’t like the others and din’t hold no black snake. Given the chance, the others’d be eager to crack it. Their laughter come up from their bellies like when you ain’t got nothin’ to lose.

			Elijah, he be a fighter, holdin’ on too long, ’fore he went out cold. Then it be my turn. The last thing I saw was Olivia coverin’ her face. Missus Whitman scolded her, pullin’ at her hands, tryin’ to make her watch. She couldn’t do it. That time she fight, screamin’ louder than mamma. She had a kind spot that none of the others could know. It took both Massa’ Whitman and his wife to hold her in place, to make their child watch me bleed. She ain’t never gonna make it if she can’t hate us. She din’t have no hollow heart.

			Then it started. The black snake tore into my flesh, and I hung there not rememberin’ nothin’ ’til they threw the cold water on us, makin’ sure we was woke ’nough to feel it. For her and Mamma, I weren’t gonna make a sound. I prayed to the Lawd God Almighty to be silent. No givin’ in. The screams stayed right inside my head, where they be for the rest of my days.

			Somehow we was dragged to the other side of the yard, where Ezra, the other overseer, rubbed salt in the fresh gashes. It nearly killed us. There ain’t nary a word to tell how much that burnt. It was worse than the whip. But everyone knew that it stopped the blood. They said that soot would stop the blood, too, but it’d leave a black mark. Couldn’t have that. The salt left white marks, and it helped to keep it from festerin’. Some massa’s worried that if the marks was so bad, they wouldn’t bring a good price on the block. And we was lookin’ like we might be too hard to handle, so they used salt, always.

			That was the last big whippin’ for Caesar. Course, me and the black snake was bound to meet up again, but never like the time we tried to run. By the grace of the good Lawd, I din’t get away. Jest not then. I wouldn’t be ready to go north ’til I met her. It weren’t time.

			It was a new world when I was sold to old Doc Adams. He be so kind; he din’t call us slaves or niggas. We was his servants and proud ones at that. Ain’t many of us who was that lucky. We was blessed to be with him ’til the day he died, and then it was time to go north. Things changed.

			Other than losin’ her, and with my heart broke, I kept my foot outta’ the grave. The County Farm weren’t too bad. If you kept your head down and got your work done, there weren’t no beatin’s. I ain’t had to worry. I saw other folks git it, but not me, not if I could help it.

			I did get a clout now and then from the boss with the red hair, but he jest think he be strong. He be as weak as it gets, and he never broke the skin. I seen him raise his hand to others, even women folk. I weren’t ’fraid of him.

			I din’t trust Asa, but he din’t want to get Caesar riled up, and he knowed it. He’d been apt to break a stick on my back, but it was always one that was ’bout to break. We both knowed what was goin’ on, and we kep’ a good eye on each other.

			I liked bein’ with young Doc Adams over there in Wolfeboro. Then he died, and it was jest Miss Iris. She din’t have no use for all us servants and so many hosses. When her boys went off to college, it was time for me to leave. I tried to talk to the folks at the livery stable, but they was all buttoned up, and no one wanted the likes of an old, one-eyed negro ’round. There was too many fancy folks up that way. The County Farm was the only place for me.

			The first thing I did when I got there was look for Nellie—the old Indian woman who used to live in the back of the store. Everyone knew ’bout her. I met her in the woods once when I was gatherin’ plants.

			More’ n once, Mamma said, Son, wherever you be, always look for the old woman of the woods. They be everywhere. They travel on the animal path with one or two crows nearby. If she be quiet, don’t be fooled. She has strong roots and got no fear.

			Not long after I came to Na’ Hampsha, I found her—that woman of the woods. That’d been Nellie. Folks knew ’bout her from far away, e’en beyond Wolfeboro. She healed the sick when the doc ran out of potions. They din’t like to say it, but she saved lives that woulda’ been lost.

			Some folks called her a witch. They was jest scared a’ what they din’t know. I knew that kinda’ fear for all my days. White folks was ’fraid of the likes of us too, and there weren’t many to speak of this far north. But we was here.

			Course, I hoped to see Nellie when I showed up at the Farm, but come to find out, she was long dead. Mamma was right ’bout everything tho’ and knew her kind ’cause her own father was a free Indian named Washington who spoke a broken tongue. And, her mother’s mother—my granny I never met—was Cherokee. I learnt about plants while Mamma took care of most of us.

			Seems Nellie taught Abigail how to carry on. I was glad of that. It was hard to talk to Abigail. She din’t like it when I said that I knowed ’bout her sisters. Like others, she thought I was makin’ it up. Nobody’d heard of Tempy neither. Everyone reckoned I weren’t right in the head. I always tried to help, but no one listened.

			It was too late for Abigail. She be dead and gone. But the sisters found each other. All that their folks went through to get ’em back din’t happen in their life, but it finally did. It was the day that young Samuel would find out ’bout their secret and that old Caesar weren’t feeble-minded.

			With all that nonsense behind us, it was time to see the woman who set my heart on fire so long ago, and it still burns.

			[image: ]

			I got up before the sun, hurryin’ over them creaky boards. The only other sound was ’nother ole man snorin’. I was good at slippin’ by widout bein’ seen.

			My heart all but jumped outta’ my chest when, last week, Sir Rupert Button said he had somethin’ for me. For me? Who woulda’ had anything for old Caesar? There weren’t too many of our kind that stayed on, jest the ones passin’ through. I ain’t never been no good at winnin’ white folks over. I spoke to hardly nobody, and for good reason. So, a young man rode up to the Farm and found Sir Rupert Button sittin’ behind the shed, hidin’ from workin’ like he do. He ask ’im did he know me? Course, everybody do. And he gave Sir Rupert Button a plug of tobacco if he promised to git a note to me. And that’s what he do.

			I patted the note in my pocket. We had to git Miss Taylor to read it. She usually sat in the Great Room rockin’ baby Earline. It weren’t no real baby, but to her it were. All that mattered was that she could read. That was it. And when she did, I made her swear she’d not tell nobody. She promised with her life’s breath that she weren’t gonna’ tell. I believed her. They all thought she was like me—outta’ her head—but would do no harm. That was a good place to be. Folks left you alone when they thought you’s simple.

			I still had trouble believin’ them words as she read ’em to me.

			Fir the eyes of Cesr Logn. County Frm. Osipey

			Caesar, com to the tran stashun on July 26 at 10. I bee wid Bess to meet mastr Samule. I bee nere for som time.  T.B.

			I thought sure I was dreamin’. I din’t think she’d come back. Never. Now and then, I’d seen her at the lake, but we was guarded. Yassah, we was. Then, after Doc died, I found myself at the County Farm. I thought ’bout goin’ to Boston, but I was weak and b’yond repair. ’Sides, I was sure she’d found someone else, maybe even my brother, Davis. He be afta’ her and din’t keep it no secret. She said she weren’t interested, but too much time had gone by. She mighta’ gived in.

			I went through the yard, stopped, and looked to Brown’s Ridge. I jest had to go a lil’ beyond it to git there. It was best to be early. I couldn’t take a chance of missin’ her—never again.

			Once daylight broke, I left the road and ran into the woods. I weren’t in no trouble, but I was still a negro—an inmate at the Farm. We was always in trouble. Some folks think diff’rent, but things ain’t never got fixed since the war, not like they say.

			Tho’ most folks knew me, I’d a been roughed up ’fore bein’ handed over to Moses. He weren’t bad, not like the others. He was better than Asa. There weren’t too many of us up ’round these parts. There weren’t no real hidin’.

			I weren’t so far away from the woods that I couldn’t hear the carts and horses on the road. The first train whistle blew, makin’ me jump right outta’ my skin.

			As I neared the station, once again, I wanted to hurry up, but I stopped. I din’t think I had it in me to run, but I coulda’. Seein’ her din’t seem real. Most nights, I dreamt ’bout it— ’bout her—her face and how her smile made me all warm.

			I laughed. “Ole man, you better not be dreamin’.”

			I had one more hill to climb and another corner to round. I was that close. The screechin’ of brakes shook them ole bones of mine. My heart beat hard and fast. Would I die in the woods, and nobody’d ever know?

			I stopped, leaned against a tree, and took a few good breaths. I had to be right comin’ down that hill. I couldn’t be no staggerin’ fool, droppin’ on the ground, missin’ her pretty face.

			I reached into my pocket and grabbed the biscuit I’d saved from supper. I weren’t hungry much but knew I oughta’ eat. I took a few bites and was ’bout to throw the rest into the bushes when I spotted a patch of purple flowers. They be clover. Course, I had to pick at least two. I was ’bout to when the train whistle blew four long, loud blasts. I stopped. It was her. I knowed it. I snapped a few flowers, put ’em in my shirt pocket, and ran.

			Everything came into view—the station, folks wanderin’ about, the hosses, and carts. There was Samuel with the boss, Silas, and the missus. Then there was folks steppin’ off the train. I slowed down, takin’ big steps, dabbin’ the sweat from my brow. I din’t see the likes of her. I stood still and waited. Was it a dream?

			Samuel ran up to a crowd of folks on the platform. Then it happened. Not hurryin’ a bit, she stepped out into the sunshine. I rubbed my eyes. There she was, glowin’ like an angel.

			I picked up my step. “Tempy! Tempy Bailey!” I pushed through the crowd.

			“Oh, Caesar, there you are,” she said.

			Some folks stopped and looked our way, but most was busy with their own kin to bother with the likes of us. I see’d a woman hold onto Samuel, and then, once again, I nearly fell. There was another one jest like her. Lawd, they found her. Them sista’s was back together. After all them years, nobody believed old Caesar, but now it were the truth, right out in the daylight.

			I looked back at Tempy, who knew jest what I was thinkin’. I pulled her close, then pushed away, holdin’ back my ’fection.

			“Let’s go for a walk,” I said.

			“Wait. Let me git a good look at you,” she said wid tears in them pretty eyes.

			We stood there in the middle of ev’rybody millin’ about, shoutin’ and makin’ a ruckus. I handed the purple flowers to her, and we walked to the edge of the field, beyond a stonewall. Jest like before, it seemed like no time had passed. We took a seat on a big rock.

			I weren’t exactly sure of my age, somewhere around sixty. It was wrote in a old book that Mamma once had. But that day, I felt like a boy again—like I did when I met her for the first time. She always tole me that time was somethin’ made up by men and that we could do better than worryin’ ’bout it. I reckoned she was right.

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter 2

			Sarah HodgdonWood

			July 26, 1878

			Northbound, Ossipee, New Hampshire

			 

			When I was but a young girl, I often dreamed of takin’ a train. I imagined an excitin’ world rolled out beyond the mountains I called home. Then, after knowin’ what I did, these journeys were the makin’s of nightmares. For each time, what I left behind and what greeted me was nothin’ more than death and losin’ love that should never have been lost.

			Grateful for her insistence, I fanned myself with the much-too-fancy sandalwood fan that Bess insisted I bring. I leaned back into the plush seat and closed my eyes, only to get a vivid image of my dear Papa. The melodious brass band and cries of women and children filled my head again as if it were that raw November day in 1861. How I wished to look away, to shake that image once and for all. But instead, I watched as the men in our lives departed forever on a monstrous train, headin’ for the bloodshed we would never fully understand.

			Sometimes, I dreamt or imagined different endings. Papa changed his mind and, at the last instant, stepped off the train, never goin’ to war at all. Or yes, the men go, and upon their homecomin’, we find that they are alive and well.

			I wear a fine dress, standin’ tall in the front row of a brass band that does not demand that I hide under a sack coat and kepi. Replaced with serenades and waltzes, the battle cries have no meanin’. We celebrate men who have not become fragmented ghosts—faint shadows of a previous existence. They are strong, with light-filled eyes, not hollow windows exposin’ endless wounds inside and out. Whole and robust, the men disembark from the train, ready to return to their families and communities. The stacks of pine boxes do not exist because there is no such thing as death and destruction. There is no such thing as war.

			I tried to clear my head, to think of Samuel as if that might have provided calm. I forced a smile, but who was I foolin’? I reached deeply within’, searchin’ for a way to replace fear with excitement. For I was goin’ to meet my nephew!

			It worked. My cheeks flamed at the thought of it. I wondered if he would look like Silas or if I would see my sister in him. The idea of either outcome caused me to wilt again. I was uncertain if I had the strength to release Silas from his wrongs. Spiralin’ back down into my fearful place, I thought if he looked like Abigail, I might never be the same. I turned my thoughts inside out, tryin’ to prepare myself for the sight of this young boy.

			I flinched when the steam whistle blew, sharply bringin’ my attention back into the moment—a train headin’ north. The sight of Boston Harbor threatened to summon tears. Would I never be happy?

			“What are you frettin’ ’bout?” my good husband asked.

			August Wood knew everything concernin’ me, includin’ my anxious moods, but I didn’t want to cause tension. With the escalation of strikes and civil unrest, it seemed as if livin’ in a more peaceful settin’ was best for a child. He, too, had much to consider should we decide to move to Ossipee.

			He worked his way up in the Street Department, becomin’ one of Fall River’s finest lamplighters. With all circumstances set against him, he became an honorable man. As an infant, he was left on the steps of an orphanage, later runnin’ away, to live on the streets of New York before ridin’ the trains. For those reasons alone, I felt I could not burden him. I tended to sort out my quandaries on my own.

			“Oh, nothin’,” I lied, and we both knew it. However, we were simply too tired to wander in and amongst the shadows. In the state that we were in, we’d likely get lost.

			After inhalin’ deeply and straightenin’ my posture, I looked upon the great city sprawled out before me. I understood why Bess loved Boston. Once again, our experiences were worlds apart. She lived in what sounded like a palace near the Charles River. I tried to imagine it—servants, fine silver, primpin’, and preenin’. I prayed that one day we would meet in the middle.

			It would have been the fourth time I set my eyes on the sparklin’ waters—the great ships disappearin’ over the horizon. At first, I didn’t believe it to be real. Even the books did not do it justice. I imagined folks lined up on the streets, pedalin’ their wares and speakin’ languages I did not know, yet pleasin’ to my ears.

			Pressed into the corners of my heart and summoned at a moment’s notice was the aroma of coffee, smoked meat, and freshly baked bread that mingled with the salt air. Funny how each place had its own fragrance. Sadly, it was difficult to draw a full breath at Fall River. With the coal smoke, lint-filled air, and stench of rotted garbage and sewage in the streets, it was a miracle that I could smell at all.

			Then, of course, there was the distinct scent of home—a blend of earthen greens, life-filled barns, and fresh-cut timber from the sawmills. Oh, how I missed it.

			Leavin’ Bostin and all its glory behind, and after many stops and starts, we pulled into the unendin’ chaos of Manchester station. It seemed like only yesterday when I had feared losin’ my way, never to be missed or found again. The pity was that no one would have known. I would have been orphaned a few days before actually becomin’ orphaned.

			Then, memories of bein’ rescued flooded my bein’. I would have been hopelessly lost if it had not been for my dear friend, Mary. I may have never found my way to Fall River—no August, no child. I pulled my handkerchief up to my face. Once again, tears threatened to spill. For my beloved Mary, who accompanied me on my first trip away from home, Mother, and then my dear sister, Abigail, were all in Heaven. How could it have been true? Each event was tied to a train ride. I knew it was supposed to be jolly, but my spirit was about to faint within me.

			As different as I was from my other self—Bess—had it not been for the miracle of our reunion, I may not have had the courage or faith to endure. One moment, I could not wait to go home, while the next brought about much fear and dread. I wondered if I should have planted my feet in the Ossipee earth, never to leave so that no one else would have died in my absence.

			Along with the mountains that began to emerge, my emotions swelled, one rollin’ into the other, gradually growin’ and reachin’ the sky. The air became increasingly rich and moist, so remarkably clear that I coughed when I inhaled. My lungs were used to the soot. Therefore, in another sense, I struggled to breathe.

			Fortunately, Joseph spoke nary a word, spendin’ most of his time nappin’ or lookin’ at the musical score for a Mozart piano concerto. I envied his discipline, not that I lacked it. I did prepare and practice, but I wasn’t one for studyin’ and may have fallen asleep. The truth was, after the fire, I lost the desire to play. And bein’ with child had robbed me of my usual energy. August believed that I liked the drama of hidin’ behind the mask of a man, and once I had permission to be me, it was no longer excitin’.

			Respectfully, I asked what he knew of it. Only a woman could thoroughly comprehend the disadvantage of her feminine status while sentenced to a world dominated by blood-thirsty men. They would stop at nothin’ to maintain their profits and exert their false potency.

			I tried to accept what August said, but nothin’ made sense. It took my all to draw a good breath when I raised my horn to my lips. A lump rose in my chest, and I wanted to cry. I could never explain it to him, Bess, or Joseph because I could not understand it myself. I often wished they would stop peckin’ at me, but I longed for encouragement when they did. In the aftermath of the fire, the matters of my heart had generally come undone.

			The times that I managed to play took all of my strength. Then, when I did, I only wanted to retreat to my bed and hide under the quilt. It had become easier to escape to the garden, write a story, or sing than to wrap my hands around my beloved horn and blow. There was no answer. Only acceptance would see me through.

			While all these thoughts swam through the fog in my head, I rested my eyes on Tempy. Although she had to squint most of the time, she took to plyin’ the needle. Her words were few, but she was likely the kindest woman I had ever met. She appeared to get lost when she looked at me. Whenever Bess asked her to talk about events leadin’ to our separation, she’d say it wasn’t the right time. After all, it was not Tempy’s place. Iris, Bess’s auntie, would be the one to explain how it happened that we were lost from each other. Had it not been for August insistin’ that I audition at the music academy, we may never have reunited. As Mother often said, God has a plan. Trust in Him.

			Only Iris knew why Mother and Papa suffered such a devastatin’ blow, never to talk about, and somehow able to keep secret until after their deaths. Goin’ over this was without end. I prayed for the day I would no longer search for answers to these infinite questions.

			My dear husband slept quietly by my side while Bess fussed with her fancy bonnet.

			“I still don’t understand why you won’t humor me and wear the bonnet,” she said.

			“I told you. Folks in Ossipee don’t wear fine bonnets like that. There are a few fancy tarts, but they are not the ones I try to impress or give much thought. In fact, seein’ me in a fancy way will cause nothin’ but bewilderment,” I said.

			“They can’t all be that dull,” she said.

			“It’s not like that, Bess,” I said.

			Talkin’ to her about such things was of no use. She was measurin’ up to a standard that her other mother, the imposter, had set. After all, she had only been to Wolfeboro, where high-society folks visited. Other than a show of exaggerated pity, she knew nothin’ about the underlings of society.

			Ossipee folks were different. Men commonly used an old, frayed rope to hold their breeches in place, and some women only had two dresses to their names. Lucky for us, Mother sewed, and Papa’s pension helped us to be sound. But accordin’ to Bess, it would not have been satisfactory to meet her expectations.

			Of course, she’d hear nothin’ of my nonsense and reluctantly stuffed the bonnet she had purchased for me back in the box. It had so many adornments I questioned whether or not my head would support it. I smiled thinkin’ of how Abigail would have had a word about its extravagance. She was rarely without an opinion and did not hold back. Mother could not tolerate it, yet I could not have survived without her wit.

			“This bonnet is divine. I used to think I’d be lucky to have two heads. Then, I wouldn’t need to choose one or the other. Now, here you are, my all-but-perfect double, and you won’t indulge me,” she said with a well-rehearsed pout.

			I had not yet adjusted to her injured responses. My initial reaction was to surrender, but that was somethin’ that I had learned from Mother. I used to scurry about tryin’ to please her when all she ever really wanted was the scurryin’ about.

			Durin’ the months followin’ Mother’s death, I began to sort it out. Sadly, sometimes, that’s what it took to comprehend those closest to us. Of all the thoughts I carried with me, I simply could not bear the thought of her lyin’ in a grave. There was no peace in it. I had to learn how to love her freely, especially in death. Possessin’ such grievances might have kept her soul from makin’ its way to Heaven. I could not have owned such responsibility. Keepin’ her afloat in life was a challenge. Why in death did I feel it, too?

			At least with me, her emotional debts were cleared. I would only make room for love. If I was unable to do so, I would return to my heart and take another route on the well-worn map that I had imagined was between us—the Hodgdon women.

			Abigail, bless her beautiful and pure spirit, was right. I was Mother’s favorite. I used to reject that thought. Not because it was false but because I could not bear to accept it. My heart ached whenever Abigail said it, but at that time, we both knew it to be accurate. Now that I knew our truth, all of that had changed.

			I thought it to be cruel. In fact, it angered me. How could we have had a mother who openly expressed such favoritism? Others may have cherished bein’ favored, but it pained me. It finally made sense. It had nothin’ to do with Abigail or me. Through me, Mother searched for the daughter who had been taken away from her. Every moment was filled with longin’ and the hope of findin’ Bess. However, it was her devastatin’ loss that she saw, not me. She meant no harm and could not escape it. Seein’ me pained her, yet she could not let go or ever risk losin’ me. What a predicament for my dear mother! I was a reminder without end. Acquirin’ this vital information helped me to move ahead in my grief.

			My regret was that Abigail went to her grave without knowin’. Earnestly, I prayed for them to have reunited in Heaven, where they could resolve their troublesome bond, forged in grave error by the hands of others.

			Grampa Wills often said that somehow, and in some way, there would always be a balance. Perhaps there was somethin’ to it. I could only pray for it to be so. No sooner had I begun to sift through the soulful affairs of my mother when my sister, with whom I had shared the womb, was unearthed. How odd to find one so vitally important while unaware of her existence. There had always been another me! And, regretfully, I never had a chance to share this with the only sister I knew. Once again, I was in a devilish tailspin—lovin’ and despisin’ the Lord at the same time. If only I could have forgiven Him and gotten on with it.

			When I watched Bess powder her nose, I thought how it could have been me, but I never fancied such things. What we did have in common was our stubbornness. Abigail had it, too. Mother proudly said that it had to do with our Irish roots. I could not agree or disagree with her. Wherever it came from, I was not accustomed to facin’ it from someone of Bess’s station. I feared that together, we were both a blessin’ and a curse.

			With Bess in my life, I had learned to make excuses—different excuses—not the way I did when I pretended not to care about childish things. With her livin’ on the top of the world and me at the bottom, our differences were many. At times, I felt admiration, and then there were flare-ups of unexpected resentment. It is a miracle that I still have a tongue after havin’ bitten it so many times.

			We managed to sit in her garden and share stories of our lives—who we were, who we were not, and who we might have become had we not been wickedly separated at birth. I thought of how excruciatingly poor those of us who lived in the tenements were. We dragged ourselves to and from the mills each day, washin’ up in common sinks, standin’ in line for the outhouse, and eatin’ food barely fit for the pigs’ trough. I could not conceive of our vast differences. Therefore, I asked God to shine His light into this darkness that had all but promised to swallow me. I begged for the strength to overlook her privilege.

			Then, there was Abigail. Although Bess had never met her, she was still of her flesh and blood. And to think that Abigail had no means to lift herself up from her wretched circumstances when our mother perished. Her letters, filled with false hope to spare me from worry, did no such thing. I knew that they ate warmed bones, gruel, and scraps. Her meals were probably similar to mine when I was in the tenement. How fortunate we were to have moved and for August to have secured a better position with the City Department. Gardenin’ in our small patch did help to fill the cupboards and our stomachs, but Bess would never know hunger, as did her sisters and mother’s family back in the old country. In many ways, she was not part of us, our family. I had to work it out or fail beyond reason.

			I lacked the gumption to mention it, but it may have been her driver who nearly killed me a few years before when he recklessly plunged into a deep puddle, leavin’ me drenched in mud. He looked eerily familiar, and I remember a flash of eyes lookin’ upon me, much like peerin’ into the lookin’ glass. It did no good to set it straight, and August said it wasn’t worth mentionin’. On the outside, I agreed. Secretly, I decided that one day, I might bring it up to relieve myself of the burden of not knowin’ but suspectin’ so. I wondered if I had it in me to demand an apology. It would be another mystery to remain unknown until it happened, if it ever did.

			How odd that she envied us mill girls for bein’ able to run freely, draggin’ our skirts about in the mud and smokin’ cigarettes. I had not smoked for some time. But I offered to get her a smoke if it meant so much to her. At first, her eyes sparkled, but she quickly scolded me for even thinkin’ that a lady like herself would ever do such a thing. When I told her that I preferred a cigar, I thought, and devilishly hoped, that she might faint.

			It was so amusin’ to see her face when I told her I played in the Fall River Cornet Band. But you are not a man! She exclaimed while fannin’ her face frantically.

			An answer was not required after she pieced it all together.

			You did not dress as a man, did you? She paced and fanned harder.

			Again, no answer was necessary.

			She could not accept such a story. It was only when I tucked my hair up into one of August’s hats and played a perfect rendition of the Nellie Gray Quickstep that she knew it was true. It took time for her to realize that for those beneath her station, playin’ music on such a level for a woman was not always possible. The opportunities remained hidden in the shadows.

			So, I prayed for that as well. I asked God to guide her in knowin’ me without judgment. It was a lofty vision on my part, but it was vital if we were to bond. Perhaps it was impossible. I promised myself that I would not lose hope.

			Through all of this siftin’ and sortin’, August was pleased. He’d been listenin’ to her play the piano for a long time. And when dispirited, just like in earlier days, it inspired him. Although never seein’ her face, it seemed that he knew her. We were meant to meet when the time was right, he said more than once. I tried to brush away jealous thoughts as they arose. I found solace in knowin’ that he loved me in my worst possible state. Others would have turned away from my misery and sharp tongue. I gave thanks for the softenin’ of my heart.

			I only wished that August and Bess could have met Abigail. I often woke up in the middle of the night, soaked in sweat. The most plaguin’ thought was that I had lost one sister and gained another, and they would never meet.

			Although it was generally difficult to comprehend, when the child within moved about, the thought of Mother losin’ her child stirred much darkness in my heart. Until Bess came into my life, I never knew such anguish to be possible. How could this have happened? How could Mother not have mentioned it? No one ever did. But then again, I did not know the depth of the secret. We would find out more, but there would be nothin’ that could take away the sheer horror of your child bein’ taken away from you.

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter 3

			Samuel Hodgdon II

			Ossipee, New Hampshire

			July 26, 1878

			 

			Her tears washed over me like heavenly rain. It was odd to love somethin’ so peculiar as another’s salty tears, but there was no time to question what I knew to be love. It had only been a short time since Death came for Mamma, but it seemed like it happened so long ago.

			She pushed me back at arm’s length. “You are such a beautiful boy. I should have expected as much, but seein’ and touchin’ you is not what I expected,” Aunt Sarah said.

			I wondered what she expected in a boy and if boys beyond the fence were that much different from me. My cheeks heated up. I didn’t see him, but I heard the watcher chuckle from the safety of a nearby branch.

			“If you’re Aunt Sarah, then who is that?” I asked, pointin’ to the other woman who looked just like her.

			They both laughed, and the other woman came forward. “I’m your Aunt Bess,” she said.

			“Aunt Bess?”

			“We have so much to talk about, dearest,” Aunt Sarah said.

			Suddenly, as if appearin’ out of nowhere, Silas was behind me. I cringed when he touched my shoulder and turned my sights to Jessie, who stayed safely behind, likely unable to face it all.

			“Silas?” Sarah’s voice fell flat.

			“Hello, Sarah,” Silas said. “How was your train ride?”

			“It was neither here nor there,” she said. “Just another train ride.”

			The woman who said she was my other aunt stepped in and extended her hand. “So, you’re Silas. I’ve heard all about you,” she said.

			No one responded. We stood in a restless circle, beggin’ to be broken. Aunt Sarah clearly searched for a word but came up with none.

			“Look!” I pointed at Caesar and the old woman as they walked away from the folks and clatter. “That must be Tempy.”

			Both aunts gave me the eye. If only Mamma were there. She would have known that it was Tempy, too, and that all those stories Caesar told us were true. Of course! There was another sister and someone named Tempy, after all. They must have been who he wanted us to find. My feet wanted to rush over to Caesar and give three cheers for bein’ right and true, but I thought better of it.

			One by one, and with the watcher in the lead, the crows that had filled the tree branches earlier flew overhead. Callin’ and flappin’ the way they had a mind to, they found another tree close enough to see while far enough away to gather safely.

			“Did you come up from that dreadful place called Massachusetts?” I asked.

			Everyone laughed, ’cept for the one called Aunt Bess. She looked away and then cleared her throat.

			“Of course, it’s dreadful in Fall River, but Boston is lovely. We came from Fall River, and I will not be returnin’ there too soon.” She stiffened right up when she spoke.

			The two men who’d been laggin’ behind entered into our circle. The shorter one with the kindly face spoke first.

			“Hello, Samuel. I’m August. I s’pose you could say your Uncle August. Your Aunt Sarah’s my wife. I heard all about you,” he said while shakin’ my hand a good one.

			“Hello,” I said.

			“And I’m Joseph Carver. Pleased to meet you.” The other, taller man took my hand away from August and shook even harder, but he didn’t look me in the eye.

			“So, you must be Mr. Bess?” I asked, wishin’ that I wasn’t so scared. The only one that felt right was Aunt Sarah.

			Everyone laughed. I wondered if we would be there forever. Where were we gonna go from there? I met them, and for me, it was time to go back home. I wasn’t goin’ to Massachusetts, and unless they were comin’ to the Farm, there was nowhere left to go.

			“I arranged for a late luncheon with Aunt Iris. She’s expecting us. The stagecoach will be here to fetch us in half an hour,” Bess said while lookin’ at a shiny gold timepiece that, like Jessie, she kept hidden in a secret pocket.

			“Another Aunt?” I asked. My heart rushed ahead of my thoughts. How would I do it—remember so many new faces and names?

			Again, everyone laughed. Only Silas did not. He looked over at Jessie, who was scowlin’ while inchin’ her way towards us.

			“Silas, do come and join us. And this must be your lovely wife?” Bess asked.

			The timin’ couldnta’ been better. Jessie heard her kind words and gushed, “Well, hello, everyone.”

			I looked up when the crows flew back overhead to yet another tree, this one closer to the platform. The watcher cocked his head to the side as he did when he didn’t want to miss a word.

			“Silas, where are your manners?” Jessie asked.

			Jessie glowed when he went through all of the names, stumblin’ on August. I hadn’t seen her so charmed since the first time I laid eyes on her.

			“Thank you for invitin’ us, but I’m sure you have a lot of catchin’ up to do,” Silas said.

			I looked straight at him, thinkin’ that I might cry. I couldn’t let Silas get away. He was my way back home. If I went with my aunts, I mighta’ never got back. They could have tried to keep me forever.

			Jessie’s face was redder than an apple. While keepin’ her smile fixed, she jammed her elbow into his side. “There must be many stories you would like to share, too,” she said.

			“Come on, Silas,” I said. My voice cracked, and I mighta’ sounded a bit scared. “Please?”

			“Son, there’s a lot to be done at the Farm today,” he said.

			“No, Moses gave you time off to take me here. That’s not so,” I said. I was thinkin’ of callin’ him a big ole liar and maybe even kickin’ him in the shins. He was scared of somethin’ or someone. Why did he want to run away from Aunt Sarah? They knew each other their whole lives.

			“Samuel is right, dear,” Jessie said. “It’s a lovely day. I would love to accept their generous offer.” That was the first time I felt as if Jessie and I were on the same side of things. It wasn’t like her to be kind to me. I didn’t dare trust her, though. I was smarter than that.

			“Well, you two sort it out. Please know that you are welcome to come to the lakehouse for the afternoon,” Aunt Bess said.

			“Lakehouse? Oh, dear, Silas, it has been ages since I visited the lake. May I ask which lake?” Jessie was quite pink in the cheeks.

			“The big lake, of course—in Wolfeboro,” Bess replied. “That’s where we’re staying for a short visit. Then, it’s time for us to move back to Boston, where the people are cultured and civilized, and the city is clean and organized.” She scowled at her husband, who pretended not to notice.

			“If that’s what you want to do, Jessie,” Silas said.

			Aunt Sarah put her hand on my shoulder. “Have you been to the lake before, Samuel?”

			“No. I’ve only seen it—” I stopped myself just in time. It woulda’ been a mistake to mention my tree.

			“It’s settled then. Where on earth is Tempy?” Aunt Bess crossed her arms.

			“She’s with Caesar! They went over there into the woods.” I smiled at the thought of them bein’ together at last.

			“Old Caesar?” She laughed. “I haven’t thought of that silly old negro for a long time. I suppose he is one of the poor, feeble folks at the County Farm now?”

			For a second, it was too quiet. Then, all by herself, Jessie laughed. She didn’t giggle or cover her mouth with her fan. She laughed long and hard.

			“Ayuh, he’s an inmate at the Farm,” Silas said. “He’s a good, honest, hard-workin’ man. I wish more was like Caesar.”

			Jessie put her hand over her mouth to hold in the laughter. She and Bess exchanged a look that made me think that Mamma might have whispered in my ear, don’t mind the likes of them, son, for they know not what they do.

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter 4

			Caesar

			Ossipee, New Hampshire

			July 26, 1878

			 

			“I din’t know if you’d ever come back,” I said.

			She wiped a tear from offa’ her cheek. “Course, I be comin’ back.”

			“I always hoped you’d return. I din’t know where you was. I ain’t heard a word. Nuthin’. Every day, I jest go out and dig.”

			“What you be diggin’?”

			“I still work wid hosses, but jest do muckin’. It ain’t like them ole days,” I said.

			“Some time ago, Miss Iris wrote a letter sayin’ you weren’t capable no more, and she sent you off to the Farm,”

			“I’m jest as capable today as I was ten years ago. She jest ain’t goin’ nowhere and don’t need a stable full of horses. Since Doc died, she stay put,” I said.

			When she looked at me, I ’bout fell down. She could still do to me the same as she did the first time, all ’em years back, when the doctor brung she and her mamma back to the house. I ain’t never seen nobody so pretty. I was thinkin’ ’bout pickin’ her up and never lettin’ go.

			Tempy Bailey was the prettiest woman I knowed. Course, her mamma, Addy, weren’t gonna let me git too close. That woman was mean. She glared at me and all the other men while she smoked her long-stemmed pipe.

			“What’s goin’ on in that head of yours?” she asked.

			“How you still be the prettiest girl in town,” I said.

			“You jest say it ’cause you want to be on my good side,” she said.

			I took her hand— small, warm, and wrinkled. We din’t have a word. Jest touchin’ her was enough. How many years it’d been, I couldn’t count.

			“Ayuh, I do. I do wanna be on your good side for the rest of my days,” I squeezed her hand.

			“I won’t be here forever. I don’t know how—”

			“—don’t be sayin’ nothin’ ’bout leavin’. Ya jest got here,” I said.

			“Maybe I shouldn’ta said nothin’.” She pulled her hand away.

			“Course ya had to tell ’bout comin’ North,” I said.

			She looked away.

			“What ’bout him?” I couldn’t wait no longer. I squeezed a tight fist.

			“Him?”

			“Don’t play possum,” I said.

			“Davis?”

			“Course, Davis. He ain’t never taken his eyes offa’ ya.”

			“Well, he tried more than once to get his way, but I shooed him off. Even the missis tole me that if I wanted to marry him, we’d have to come up with other ’rangements, but she’d try to help. I ain’t never married no one,” she said. “Specially your brother.”

			“Now that I seen ya again, Tempy, I don’t know if I can go on,” I said.

			“We ain’t got no choice, Caesar. This is why I din’t tell you before. There’s nothin’ we can do. I tried to get the Adams’s to take you ’stead of Davis, but he was their pick. Mister Adams said he didn’t want no one-eyed nigger,” she said.

			“Well, I can do jest ’bout anything that anybody else do. I do more when I hafta’. That din’t change nuthin’.”

			We didn’t say a word. We jest liked bein’ able to touch. But knowin’ that it was only for a bit, done kilt me. It was like dyin’ again, like that day when she left for Boston. I ain’t never gonna forget the way he be lookin’ at me when they drived off. He won. Davis won. Thoughts of him layin’ with my Tempy made me wanna kill my own kin.

			I don’t know what I knew or why, but the huge crow that always come ’round, flew right in front of me, landin’ on the fence. I weren’t good at knowin’ what he say, but Samuel talked to ’em a lot. That boy was bright.

			“I was thinkin’.” Tempy stood up.

			“What you be thinkin’, woman?”

			“Bess talks ’bout movin’ back to Boston. She was never happy in Fall River. With all them strikes and folks risin’ up, she wants to hightail it back to Boston. She’s waitin’ for an excuse. Course, her husband would jest a-soon stay put. But Bess won’t stop ’til she gets her way.”

			The aged woman in front of me paced, but in my eyes, she was still the one that stealed my heart back in the day.

			“What?”

			“Pay ’tention, Caesar Logan,” she said. “I think they’re goin’ back to Boston.”

			“What good does that do me?”

			“They might need help movin’ and settlin’ in,” she said.

			I thought ’bout leavin’ the Farm, bein’ in the service of white folks again in the outside world. I didn’t like the idea of waitin’ on ’em, but if it meant bein’ wid my Tempy, I had to do it. I’d no longer be muckin’ but doin’ somethin’ else. Then there was my brother.

			“Bess is the missis now and has been for some time. She listens close to my words. I’d find a way,” she said.

			“What will you tell her?” I asked. “She don’t know nuthin’ ’bout me.”

			“But, Miss Iris does, and like I say, Bess trusts me,” she said. “They both do.”

			The ground shook when the next train came. After three blasts, folks started rushin’ down the hill. Samuel stopped and looked our way, prolly tryin’ to find Tempy.

			“What now?” I stood up, pulled her to her feet, and hugged her too tight. I ain’t never felt so good for a long time. I weren’t sure if I could let go.

			“Now?” She stepped back, givin’ me the look.

			There weren’t e’en one word I could say.

			“You let go for now, and then never give up,” she said. “You hear?”

		

	
		
			 

			Chapter 5

			Agnes MacKay

			County Farm, Ossipee, New Hampshire

			July 26, 1878

			 

			It sounds like a splendid thing—bein’ born in a place called Freedom—but from all that I’d learnt, it weren’t nothin’ more than Mamma’s hell. Even if I thought that she’d stuck around, I’d never return to Freedom. As I seen it, there were different types of freedom. You either had someone or you didn’t. And if you didn’t, you were free ’cause nobody cared whether you lived or died. My name is Agnes, and I was that kind of free.

			They said my father was a scrappy, no-good man by the name of James O’Keefe. Accordin’ to Mrs. Maxwell—one of the Farm grandmothers—I had no reason to be ashamed. Not everyone had a chance to know their father, and it weren’t my fault that mine joined the railroad to lay down tracks for the good of the country. If anything, I should have been proud of him.

			As far as anyone knew, he might not have been my father at all and didn’t know that I walked on this earth. My true, blood grandma said that my mamma, her own daughter, was nothin’ more than a whore. And me? I coulda’ been the spawn of a dozen men in town, and I’d never know.

			In spite of hearin’ that old story about James O’Keefe and how he might not have been my father, I chose
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