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PREFACE
 
On a dreary March afternoon in the quiet town of Ossipee, New Hampshire, I encountered a place that would forever change me. Sprawled out in long, meandering rows on a snow-covered hillside, were 298 numbered gravestones. When I learned that this was a county pauper cemetery, I was inspired to discover who lie in the earth beneath the shadowy graves. I decided that this would be the subject of my culminating study at Vermont College.
Initially, I was advised by several people not to bother with my research because the records burned in a fire. Although I have lived in Carroll County and in other parts of the state for most of my life, I faced resistance. I was new to the Ossipee region and was considered to be an outsider. My questions raised suspicion, and many others had little or no interest in the paupers. Meeting with these obstacles fueled my own fires. I had no choice but to follow my instincts and unveil a somber truth.
My research led to a comprehensive, painstaking account of life in rural New Hampshire in the late 19th century, which carries with it dramatic lessons about a nation torn by the devastation of a civil war and economic depression. I quickly realized that this significant part of our past was essentially omitted from traditional history books.
Some of us may have heard references made to the Poor Farm in jest, but we do not comprehend the depth of its meaning. I believe that it’s worth knowing what it meant to be a pauper in the late 19th century and what it means today. It’s a part of our story.
Following the days of auctioning off the poor to the lowest bidder (yes, the lowest bidder), came the 19th century county poor farm. Sometimes known as almshouses or poorhouses, these farms were large complexes intended for people of all ages, character, and circumstances, to be housed together, resulting in wretched conditions.
Contrary to what we may have heard, a poorhouse was not a debtor’s prison. A person with debt, but able to meet his needs and the needs of his family, would not be required to go to the poorhouse. The plight of the paupers was affected by the unsustainability of a rural, post war society. When they became a burden on the community, it was the county poor farm that offered relief. Their crimes were that of poverty, old age, vagrancy, mental and physical disabilities, being orphaned, or being pregnant and unwed.
I focused primarily on the life and death of the paupers, also referred to as inmates. The question that continued to motivate me was, “What did it mean to be a pauper?” However, in order to fully comprehend the complex nature of the county poor farm, it was necessary to expand my investigation to include a cross section of others associated with the institution, such as overseers, workers, townspeople, the religious community, and those who found relief at the facility by checking in voluntarily during hard times. From their multi-faceted perspectives, I was afforded a glimpse into the foundation of America’s current welfare system.
Ongoing societal change, reform, and local and state laws brought about many changes within the county farm complex. Separate institutions such as hospitals, correctional facilities, orphanages, nursing homes, and agricultural extensions emerged. The roles of charitable and religious organizations regarding the poor and disadvantaged were redefined, bringing about the field of social work, which was and has continued to be invaluable in promoting quality care, adequate placement, and the protection of human rights.
In New England, many of the aforementioned facilities are situated on the very same grounds as the original county farms and are somewhat, if not completely, operational. Some of the historic buildings currently standing are partially or fully renovated, and they serve a variety of functions, while other buildings are crumbling. In many cases the land is used for local agriculture, community action programs, and working farms in connection with correctional facilities.
When you see a sign marked “County Farm Road,” it is certain to lead to a current or past site of a county farm dating back to the 19th century. We do not deny the existence of these farms, but what we know about them are merely remnants of information scribbled in handwritten records, yellowed newspaper articles, fragments of dwindling stories passed down from our elders, or what we have read in popular Victorian literature. The paupers themselves are no longer visible.
After careful thought and deliberation, I decided that Etched in Granite would be a work of historical fiction. The personal narratives of three individuals with diverse backgrounds and connections to the Poor Farm are woven together to tell a story of tragedy, courage, and lost love. Any resemblance to real people is coincidental.
The narrators are: Abigail Hodgdon, a young woman who through unexpected events becomes an inmate at the Poor Farm; Nellie Baldwin, an Abenaki Elder and healer who shares her rich story of immigration from Northern Vermont to New Hampshire during a time of racial intolerance; and Silas Putnam, a young farm boss and the object of Abigail’s affection. He offers a male perspective, illuminating the administrative or “other” side and how being in a position of authority often brings conflict.
The aftermath of the Civil War is clearly defined in this story, as both Abigail’s and Silas’s fathers served together in the 6th New Hampshire Volunteer Infantry. Like so many others, Abigail’s family endured the loss of the male head of the household when her father was killed, and Silas’s father returned home with a wooden leg, an affinity for whiskey, and Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder.
Although veterans received pensions and had access to rest homes, the casualties of war left many orphaned and widowed. A substantial number of those who survived returned home with physical and emotion wounds, unable to sustain a healthy, functioning family unit. These conditions resulted in insurmountable stress on the family structure, leaving it both economically and emotionally unstable for generations, adding to the ongoing burden of pauperism and general dysfunction.
My experience as a Civil War Music Historian was of great worth. The research required to ensure a historically correct performance, sifting through archives and participating in living historical events, broadened my comprehension of the era, providing insight into details that may not have been included.
The process of gathering information, opening a dialogue, and sharing the names of the paupers, is a story in itself. I became keenly aware of the collective fear and shame regarding the secrets of our past. I believe that acknowledgment and acceptance bring healing.
To preserve the integrity of native language and dialect, a handful of Abenaki terms are used throughout the narrative. A glossary is provided.
It is my mission to give voices to those silenced, to evoke images where they have been erased, and to replace numbers with names. During the early stage of exploration, I discovered the identities of more than 260 souls. They are listed at the end of this book.
 

CHAPTER 1
Abigail Elizabeth Hodgdon – June 30, 1872
Ossipee, New Hampshire
 
The thick, grey stones hid like timid children in the field beyond Papa’s grave and the splintered fence. Quite void of spirit and life, they went almost unnoticed, yet they begged for attention.
I pressed up against the giant white pine, grippin’ the rough, swirly bark with my red stained fingertips. My mouth went dry as I peered through the tight curl that encircled my eye like a monocle. I strained to hear a man’s voice over the gravedigger’s shovel as it kept time with my moist, throbbin’ temples.
“Dig a little more.” Ben Wallace, a thickset man from Water Village, grunted and spat a brown, sticky wad of tobacco from the side of his mouth. Mother said that while most other folks were puttin’ in a good days work, he swilled down hard cider behind the feed store with the likes of Liam McDonald.
“I’ll keep on diggin’, but he ain’t goin’ nowhere.” Charles Spencer rolled his eyes and squealed like a sow at feedin’ time. He always wore a crumpled, brown hat and a simple half smile on his long, thin face. Some folks said he wasn’t right in the head and that he beat his children in public. I never trusted a man who hated children or animals.
I turned to catch sight of a figure that I would never mistake. I swallowed. Why was he not down at the County Farm? Silas Putnam stood tall. His sandy, blonde curls tumbled onto his shoulders.
I ran my tongue over my parched lips, tastin’ sweet remnants of nature’s merries and blushin’ at the mere thought of kissin’ him. I resisted the urge to run, unsure of which direction I would flee. I bit my lip and watched as he whistled that song he learned from the men in the Sixth.
He paused, jammed his hands into the pockets of his trousers, and glanced towards me. I ducked behind the tree. I couldn’t swallow and struggled to breathe. Droplets of sweat trickled between my breasts. I clenched my apron and squeezed my eyes shut, wobbly at the thought of his limitless blue eyes and dimple set perfectly in the middle of his chin. Nothin’ compared to his musky scent and the feel of his strappin’ arms wrapped around me. Surely, under those circumstances, my heart would be overwhelmed.
My cheeks burned in the afternoon sun, bringin’ my thoughts to Mother, who never missed a thing. She’d notice the fresh crop of freckles on my nose and ask me what was a doin’. She always had a word. She said Silas’s folks were no good and he wasn’t the marryin’ kind. She didn’t take into account that at nearly sixteen years of age, I could tend to the affairs of my own heart.
The whistlin’ started in again, blendin’ with the afternoon bird chorus. The chickadees’ song persisted over and above all else. I stared at the vivid dandelions by my earth-blackened toes. They seemed to be lookin’ at me, wantin’ to exclaim my presence, but remained loyal.
Silas turned away. I could barely see him as he ran his dirt-caked hands through his hair. Finally able to exhale, I slid down, scrapin’ the tiny pearl buttons on my blue and white checked dress against the jagged bark.
The wheels on the rickety cart squeaked when the immense horse stirred. His leather harnesses flapped, and his muscles twitched as he swished his tail at the relentless flies.
“Simmah down.” Silas’s voice sliced into the muggy stillness.
The downy carpet of brownish-green moss felt cool against my skin. I turned and watched the three men grapple with the crude pine box that had a gap in the side from poor workmanship. It wasn’t too awful big. A child? Where are his folks? Again, I wanted to flee.
They perched the box onto the edge of the freshly dug hole. Silas looked my way. I whipped around, pressin’ my back into the wide trunk with my heart poundin’ in my ears.
Finally, I peeked out from behind the tall pine. My curl trembled, framin’ the trio perfectly. My spirit almost fainted within me when the shovel struck a rock as if it collided with my own heart.
Ben Wallace spat again, displayin’ a brown-toothed grin with foul, stringy liquid seepin’ onto his whiskers. They lowered the box into the ground. I dabbed my brow with the only handkerchief that I ever sewed myself, seein’ I would rather manage untamed colts than do needlework.
Silas and Charles Spencer shoveled dirt back into the hole while Ben unbuttoned his shirt, revealin’ a hairy belly that extended over his trousers from consumin’ too much salt pork and liquor. He grinned and leaned on his shovel as the earth swallowed the pine box.
Their obscene laughter came in short bursts, echoin’ off the stones. The berries churned inside of me. Would they never leave? At last, Ben and Silas climbed onto the cart. Charles Spencer rushed along beside them, takin’ long strides with his skinny legs, and his head bobbin’ like a dim-witted rooster.
I waited until the whistlin’ and the jangle of chains and harnesses faded into the road dust before headin’ down the grassy hill. The deep yellow sun hesitated over Brown’s Ridge. The trees cast wiry shadows on the small granite stones. The smell of dirt choked my airways, and the familiar giant hand pressed down on my chest. The delicate roots of the buttercups were in a heap beside a granite stone etched with the number 46. I walked down the long row of stones readin’ the numbers – 47, 48, 49…
I wandered back to the child’s restin’ place. “I suppose you are number 50.” My voice cracked. I knelt down and dug a shallow hole with my hands, quickly foldin’ the wilted flowers into the earth by the head of the fresh grave. I wiped my hands on my apron, bowed my head, and tried to ignore the agitatin’ mosquitoes that swarmed around me.
“Heavenly Father, I come before You, meek and lowly in heart, to ask earnestly that You accept the soul of this innocent child to be safe in Your arms. Without faith, it is impossible to take comfort in these times. I pray for his or her folks and that You will bless them in their hour of need. And I pray for life everlastin’ and all that is good. A-men.”
The song of the hermit thrush spiraled down from the trees as salty tears mixed with a tinge of strawberries and fresh earth. A twig snapped. I heard rustlin’ in the trees as a creature scampered towards the river at the bottom of the hill.
The sun lingered long enough for hope, leavin’ the day and all its secrets inside of a patient, violet cloud. I took one last look at the spindly flowers layin’ face down on the soil, tucked my wayward curl into my bonnet, and set out for home.
 
***
 
The usual scent of baked beans and salt pork drifted out from the kitchen window and hung in the dense ochre twilight. I dipped the ladle into the rain barrel, hastily bringin’ it to my dry lips. The cool water splashed down my chin.
“Is that you, Abigail?” Mother always asked, even though she knew.
“Yes, I’m home.” I wiped the water from my chin onto the sleeve of my dress, bent over, and yanked a few chives from the herb garden, somethin’ particularly irritatin’ to her.
“Where have you been?” She stepped onto the back porch. Considerin’ she was no thicker than a birch saplin’ standin’ less than five feet – her resonant voice alarmed me. One would not expect such a response from a seemingly gentle woman like Mother. Before the war she was quite pleasin’, a blushin’ rose, indeed. Like all else, her smile faded along with her red hair that she wore in a braid twisted into a bun at the nape of her neck.
“Out pickin’ berries.” My reaction disappointed me as I trembled like a child caught stealin’ from the cake box. It didn’t matter if I was innocent or not; it was our way.
“Never mind.” She folded her arms and looked up as though she might pluck the next word from the sky. “We’ve already had supper. Couldn’t wait for you all night, young lady.” I waned in her shadow as it lengthened in the last light of day.
“I’m sorry.” The words stung my throat like a bite of fresh rhubarb.
“Why can’t you be more like your sister and stay close to home?”
My cheeks reddened as if she had slapped them. It was true. I wasn’t Sarah. We were sixteen months apart, with Sarah bein’ the eldest. I had my share of freckles and an abundance of rebellious mahogany curls, impossible to stuff into a snood. Sarah’s skin was milk-white, and her silky hair was like Papa’s, as black as a starless night.
Sarah was disciplined; she did her schoolwork; practiced her cornet every day; and managed to play beautiful melodies on the skeleton of a piano in the barn. I was the one who pricked her finger and stained the fine linen with her blood; who rode too fast on Old Gray Mare with her skirts flyin’ about; and who laughed aloud in church. Papa liked me that way and never wanted me to change. I could have been dull and proper, but I preferred boyish games.
As different as we were, nothin’ would ever divide us. We were bound together like bees to clover.
I went into the kitchen, leaned over his chair, and ran my fingers over the smooth, worn wood, tryin’ to conjure his spirit. Although some years had passed, I still longed to hear his voice. He would have spoken on my behalf, for this I was certain. The room wavered through tears that threatened to trickle. That vivid November day in 1861 seemed far away.
I remembered gatherin’ at the train station. The wind blew the last of the brittle, orange leaves from the unbendin’ trees, and the sky spat icy rain. God Himself was furious. Papa mustered with the men of the Sixth New Hampshire Volunteer Infantry, all puffed up with pride and filled with the fightin’ spirit. It was oddly festive for such an unfortunate event.
I watched the short, plump man in the brass band. The dimpled bell of his peculiar long horn rested on his shoulder – a perfect fit. His crimson cheeks bulged out like the shiny frogs in the pond behind the feed store. He swayed from side to side while they played “Yankee Doodle.” As always, the sound of a brass band sent Sarah’s spirit flyin’ and was possibly the reason that she became a fine cornetist a few years later. Some folks sang along. Not me; I didn’t feel much like singin’.
I took notice of the men folk when they returned, lookin’ straight past me with their hollow eyes and drooped shoulders. Mother said that their bodies came back, but their spirits were left behind with their fallen brothers. Amos Weeks lost an eye durin’ a battle at a place called Bull Run, while Hiram Putnam came home with his leg missin’, of course he got a wooden one. Silas said he took to the jug, never to be the same.
I squeezed Papa’s rough, beefy hand with all my strength, unwillin’ to let go. He dabbed my tears with the one handkerchief that I embroidered myself. “Don’t you cry. I will be home,” he promised.
The band played “Red, White, and Blue.” A chorus of men sang out as Papa placed a partin’ kiss on my forehead and then Sarah’s before takin’ Mother into his arms. How were we to know that this farewell kiss would be the last?
Sarah and I locked our gloved hands together and watched as he joined the other men on the train car. I craned my neck to see through the thick forest of blue frock coats, kepis, muskets, swayin’ hoop skirts, and carriages that lined the rutty road. We stood by and waved our handkerchiefs until the train was out of sight, ‘til the light and life of our beloved Papa vanished with a regretful train whistle.
We returned home, and I dashed to my bed, embracin’ the doll that Papa gave me our last Christmas together. She was made of such tidbits as cornstalks, cattails, and beads. I thought it queer that she had no face but was intrigued with her jest the same. I had begged Papa, “I must have her. Please?”
“Abigail, we are here for necessities and then off to the feed store.” He did not waver. He was a man of his word.
When we left the store, I looked over my shoulder at the doll upon the shelf, knowin’ that she was not to be my own. On Christmas day but a few months later, I was delighted when I saw her on our table amongst the Farm Sweet apples, mittens, and merries. I named her Hope.
Durin’ the war, we worked all day and into night, always waitin’ for Papa to return. I believed I heard him callin’ me from the hayfield, and I would run towards his voice. I finally owned up to the truth. My own will and desire created him in the wind.
It was not until early April that we would receive news of Papa. The stench of thawin’ rot and earth burned my nostrils as it always did that time of year. I held tight to the egg basket and stood starin’ at my footprint in the last patch of brown, speckled snow in front of the barn door. Rattlin’ metal and beatin’ hooves interrupted the lament of the cardinal and the rush of the swollen stream out back. I slipped into the shadows of the barn and watched George Wood descend slowly from his carriage and mosey up the path. His gnarled hand wrapped around a shiny oaken stick fashioned into a cane, makin’ it impossible to know where his hand began and the stick ended.
I found it difficult to breathe. George Wood wasn’t a family friend. He was the official type, a man about town. Even though he couldn’t stand upright, he had an air about him. He wore a fancy black hat and a long frock coat with polished brass buttons. He flipped his pocket watch about so that it glimmered in the sunlight.
Filled with dread, I leaned against the door while Mother greeted him with an edgy, unnatural voice, like someone other than our mother. Sarah, her face flushed and braids comin’ undone, rushed towards me holdin’ two fuzzy black kittens. I put my finger to my lips.
The kittens fell to the floor with a thud and frolicked about her ankles as she stood motionless. I wrapped my warm hand around her icy, pink fingers. The sun slipped behind the ridge. The chickens cooed and murmured, settlin’ in to roost. The day we feared had finally arrived.
I could feel my heart throb over the hushed tones comin’ from the kitchen. We strained to hear from the back porch, but couldn’t make out the words. I will never forget Mother’s anguished cry. It was a cry that could only be born of the pain of losin’ one’s other self.
Although we knew that Papa was gone, we were afraid that if we approached Mother, somehow it would be real. After several hours passed, we finally gathered the courage to go to her and face the dreadful news. Papa was dead. He was shot straight in the heart while breakin’ up a rebel camp at a faraway place called Roanoke Island.
Mother didn’t speak of him often. She kept his chair at the table and his boots set inside the barn door. Was it possible that Papa occupied the vacant chair? I believed it to be so.
Sarah and I entered into the efforts of the farm with all possible strength. Grampa Wills helped until his death jest one year after losin’ Papa. Fences needed mendin’, and the roof needed patchin’, but we did a fine job keepin’ up with it.
Mother kept us in line. “You girls get out here and help. You don’t want to end up like them folks at the County Farm, do you?” In rain, snow, and in the heat of summer, we collected eggs, milked the cows, fed the pigs, cows, and chickens, and we even stacked wood.
We knew that the County Farm was a place to fear, but we didn’t know for certain why. Silas wouldn’t speak of the goin’s on. Rosie Wiggins told us that they beat the women and children and chained up the men like animals. Some folks who went there never returned, while others went for the winter and came back in the spring like nothin’ happened. It was a wicked place meant for the weak minded and sinful. We would not end up there, not if we could help it.
Mother stormed into the room, stopped in front of me, and glared. My breath reeked from the silky, green chives. I stood very still with my eyes fixed on Papa’s chair.
“Look at you!” She grabbed a hold of my hands and inspected them. “Go inside and clean up, and then get some suppah for goodness sakes.” She shook her head, plopped down in Grampa Wills’s old rocker, and she started in rockin’.
The smell of beans gnawed at my stomach. Beads of sweat burst out on my forehead and over my top lip. Mother squinted her green eyes, emphasizin’ the deep creases at the corners. “Girl, you better not have been down by the County Farm again. It ain’t no place for a young lady.”
“No, ma’am.” My eyes rested on the spider web that spanned between the bookcase and the ceilin’. “Like I said, I was out pickin’ berries.” The spider scurried to the center of the web.
Her look softened in the amber glow of the lantern. She started in rockin’ again. Her small feet dangled jest above the floor. The chair creaked harmoniously with the banjo frogs from outside the window. “There’s nothin’ but trouble down there. Now go eat.” She jabbed the needle through the garment that she was mendin’.
“Yes, Mother.” I went into the kitchen and wiped the back of my neck with her faded blue dress that was draped over the chair. I pressed it to my face and inhaled her unique, peppery scent. The crock on the back of the cook stove was barely warm. I picked up a spoon and poked at the beans. I was hungry, but not for that.
I gripped the chair until the urge to heave passed. I sat down at the rickety maple table. The image of numbered stones invaded my thoughts. Who are they?
I pushed the beans around in the dark, almost black liquid. Silas knew. I dropped the spoon, walked over to the brick mantle and fetched the lantern. My distorted shadow flickered on the wall. I looked away to avoid feelin’ faint and then tiptoed across the wooden planks, hopin’ that Mother wouldn’t hear me. I stood in front of the stove and listened to her hum in unison with the frogs and her creakin’ chair.
The juice spattered onto my apron when I dumped the beans back into the crock. I peeked under the frayed, green cloth that covered the basket in the middle of the table. My mouth watered when I set my eyes on fresh cornbread. I broke off a rather large end-piece and smothered it with butter. I admit, I fussed when I had to do the churnin’, but it was quite merry on cornbread. I took another crumbly piece and devoured each speck, not wantin’ to waste and not wantin’ to hear Mother accuse me of mussin’.
The soothin’ breeze intermingled affectionately with the night chorus. Shadows of pointed oak fingers trembled on the wall, as the timid moon gazed through the openin’ of the heavy winter curtains that hung despite Mother’s constant fussin’.
Sarah slept soundly. Her dark hair spilled onto the tattered, gray pillow and her cornet was on the floor beside her with a rag stuffed inside of the bell to keep Mother from complainin’. I sneaked across the room. The floorboards protested noisily with each step. She stirred. I held my breath until she muttered and rolled onto her side with her back to me. I fiddled with the buttons on my dress.
“Abby?” She sat up and rubbed her eyes.
“Sorry. I tried to be quiet.” I pulled my nightdress over my head, secretly hopin’ that she wouldn’t invite me to talkin’.
“Where were you?  I was lookin’ for you to help in the garden.” She yawned and fell back onto her pillow.
“Sorry, time simply escaped. I found the most pleasin’ strawberry patch down by the County Farm.” Images of granite stones emerged.
“You must have been in the chives again.” She pinched her nose and sat up, drawin’ her knees to her chest. “Did you go lookin’ for Silas?”
“It’s no secret that I love chives,” I said. “And no, I wasn’t lookin’ for Silas. I was jest out walkin’.” We both knew that I was lyin’.
“But why were you way down there? We have plenty of berries here.”
Her eyes pierced right into my thoughts like she had a way of doin’.
“What are all of these questions?” I yanked my thick braid over my shoulder and started untanglin’.
“Everyone knows that you fancy Silas. You don’t hide it well.”
“That’s not true. I do hide it. And what business is it of anyone’s?” I wound my hair ribbon around my finger. “I confess that I have given him my whole heart. We have affection for each other and know that it must be kept within bounds.”
“Well, we can’t have folks talkin’. No good ever comes of it,” she whispered. “It is high time for you to get married.”
I sighed. “He hasn’t spoken of marriage yet. I–”
“And at the dance, you were away with him for some time.” She smiled, knowin’ that I would try to wiggle away from the truth.
“That is nonsense.” My eyes watered when I tugged the brush through my snarls. “Well, I don’t mind. Let them wag their tongues.”
The curtains flapped. I waited for her to push more, to probe for the answers that were locked up inside. I vowed not to give in to her. Not yet.
“Abby?”
“What?” I continued brushin’.
“I heard Rebecca and Mercy Porter talkin’.” She always cleared her throat when she was about to say somethin’ unpleasant. “They’re leavin’ for Fall River – Fall River, Massachusetts. They’re goin’ to work at the mill.”
“Shhh. You must whisper or Mother will stir. Now… what? Why are they doin’ that?” I welcomed the change in our conversation.
“Because, they’re leavin’ Ossipee. They’re goin’ to work, earn their own wages, and live away from home. Isn’t it excitin’?” The moon appeared, makin’ the room almost as light as day.
“Why?” I nestled into the soft part of my bed that sagged a little.
“Don’t you understand? No more farm. No more chores. It will be a new life, away from here. A chance to see the world.”
“I don’t think that I would want to go there. I heard that Massachusetts is a dreadful place…” A barred owl from the edge of the woods interrupted with throaty confidence.
“Abby, you jest don’t want to be away from Silas.” She tucked her blanket under her chin. “I think it’s a good idea.”
“Don’t get any notions. We’re quite fine here. You, Mother, and I… we’re fine.” The thought of bein’ alone with Mother was unacceptable.
“I always have notions. You know that.” Her voice trailed off.
I closed my eyes only to see thick, small stones lined up with an occasional cluster of buttercups. Sleep was impossible. I squeezed my eyes shut tighter. When the white spots on the inside of my eyelids cleared, I saw him standin’ near the pine box in the cart with his hands jammed in his trouser pockets, whistlin’ that old, sad song like he always did.
 

CHAPTER 2
Nellie May Baldwin – June 30th, 1872
Carroll County Farm, Ossipee, New Hampshire
 
I walked to where tall grasses meet the garden. I rejoiced with bare feet upon the breast of Our Mother. The voices of men and beasts flowed quiet with the wind. I plucked a strand of grass and chewed; sweetness brought a smile.
I was at the edge of the day, a place of truth. I moved swiftly into the shelter of the trees. The white men’s laughter came from the road behind me. They carried the dead and planted them in the stone garden. I held tight to the handle of my sweetgrass and black ash basket. Because it was Nokahigas, the berries were plentiful.
I blended with light, leaves, and ferns. I watched. A young white woman was at the burial ground, away from the safety of the pine grove.
She crouched on the earth and talked to her god. Her hair was the color of maple. I saw her on the footpath with the kind, young boss.
I closed my eyes to see the faces of my ancestors and the mask of the good dance. The small black and white birds searched and took me to the highest part of the tree, where I could hold the world in my eyes. Crooked River called. I longed for her. I soared on the wings of the red-tail to her banks.
A branch snapped sending birds in flight. I followed the sloped land until it reached the broad, familiar river bottom.
 
***
 
My thick, black braids – no longer white and silver – fell from my hat. From the Other World, I heard the spirit of my mother, Kchi alakws, call out to me. See how fast you can run, Nanatasis!
I lifted my skirt and ran. Laughter rose from my heart, releasing the overflowing spirits and the fire that burned within.
Crooked River sang. I was safe in her current, flowing over smooth, gray rocks and yellow sand. Crickets chanted, always heard, never seen.
I shed my clothes and my hat. The wind caressed my skin. I sat on the warm rock and slipped my feet into the waiting water, quenching the dry earth of my spirit until the bite of cold surrendered.
I remembered my mother at Bitawbagok in summer. I went with her to draw water three times each day. She was sad and silent.
When I asked of her sadness, she looked without blinking. You mustn’t ask of my tears. Now, let us fetch water. She motioned for help.
The sun struck her lined face. Her brown eyes were round and wise.
When I asked if I could play, she hushed me. Now there is work to do.
After we filled the jugs she spoke. Her sadness lifted. Take off your clothes. Bitawbagok invites us to bathe in her spirit.
I opened my eyes under the water, like a fish, like my father’s brother, Wnegigw. He was strong; he could swim from one shore of Bitawbagok to the other. He did this as an elder.  Grandfather told me that our fathers before us were happy with the Creator. When rivers were born, they jumped into their currents and transformed into fish. I would not be a fish, but instead, kasko, the great blue heron.
I turned onto my back and swam away from the Other World and my people. Clouds flew swiftly across Father Sky.
I swam over to the steep bank and climbed onto her shores. I took the pouch from my belt and found the juniper oil.
After bathing, I gave thanks and ate red berries from my basket. Mother taught us to make baskets with black ash and sweetgrass. Father prepared the black ash. Her baskets were of many, and she sold them to the white man. I did this too. I liked making dolls more.
I climbed upon the flat rock to rest. The cry of my friend the crow aroused me. The sun moved. It was time to depart before the song of the night bird filled the inner sky. I would bring my hook and line the next day. The fireflies had arrived.
The wind changed.
I walked until a thunderbolt fell upon me. Again, my braids fell from my hat, hurrying from black to silvery white.
 
***
 
Sadness in dark brown eyes looked towards the white woman’s stick. The powerful beasts, once far away, were close. Sweat covered bronze.
The stick hit, first soft and then hard. “Move along, old woman.” She smiled… not a smile to warm, but a smile to make cold in my spirit.
I swallowed the remains of grass that grew bitter on my tongue. I walked away from where the truth lay in waiting, leaving Nanatasis’s laughter at the banks of Crooked River.
She pointed to the other side of the field. “Git over there with the other idiots. Go on.” She pushed against my back with the stick. “Ain’t you ever got nothin’ to say?”
I looked to Father Sky. The small black and white birds searched. All hushed as the red-tail made great circles. I waited for him to depart.
I walked to the gathering place of the elders, women in yellow, and those with words that had no meaning. One laughed and the other wept. At nightfall, I slept on the banks of Crooked River under the shelter of stars.
 

CHAPTER 3
Silas Putnam – June 30, 1872
Carroll County Farm – Ossipee, New Hampshire
 
When I picked up the coffin, I got a good sized sliver in my thumb. I licked the blood to keep it from drippin’ but figured there weren’t no sense in fussin’. I’d be diggin’ dirt before too long.
I took to whistlin’ quite loud, so to drown out Mahitable’s wailin’ comin’ from the house. I thought ‘bout her clingin’ to her boy. She hollered and carried on. It took three of us to pull her away. I wish she’d simmah down. Listenin’ to her made the fist in my chest clench up tight.
I turned away from Benjamin Wallace, Big Ben, so to avoid his stench. He was a hefty sot and didn’t take to bathin’. And Charles was a scrapper by Jesus, a wisp of a man whose shirt sleeves wasn’t long enough to cover his scrawny arms. He groaned and his face turned redder than a tomato when we hoisted the small coffin onto the cart. He ‘bout keeled over when we lugged a full grown man.
It weren’t even noon, and my shirt was soaked. We had a hot spell that week, and some folks still burnt up with the fever. Luckily, we had plenty of coffins stacked up.
I pictured Josiah all wound up in the cloth inside of the box. Ayuh, Daddy was right; dyin’ was jest a part of livin’. My goat died when I was ‘bout ten. I cried somethin’ wicked. He told me, “son, if you have a farm, there’s gonna’ be livestock, and there’s gonna’ be deadstock.” I took the shovel and buried my goat behind the barn and never cried at the likes of deadstock again.
Josiah weren’t much older than eight. I knew he was gonna’ die. The fever struck him hard, and he had it longer than most, but he put up a good fight. He was a damn good boy, and he never tried to hide from his chores, always wantin’ to do men’s work.
From the first day, he watched out for his mamma. He spoke with a deep voice, makin’ like he was a rouser, ready to take on the best of us. He even stood up to Moses Blake, the big boss, the superintendent of the Carroll County Farm. Everybody laughed, even me. But inside I respected him for tryin’ to be a man. He raised his fists and used fightin’ words while hangin’ on to the leather pouch that held his daddy’s chisels. We put it in the barn with the other snippets they bring with ‘em, in case they strike out on their own. There was no use fussin’.
Mahitable refused to cooperate with Polly and Miss Noyes. Josiah fought em, cussin’ and wailin’ his arms. Miss Noyes didn’t spare either of ‘em from her sharpened oak stick. They was in lock-up for a day with no food, jest water.
I carried no guilt. I done no wrong. I’d been takin’ care of my own folks for a good six years. It was a dark day when Daddy come home from the war. I wanted to go with him and fight them Rebs… course I was too young and promised to tend to Mamma. Then he came home with jest one leg, so I tended to him too. Only problem was he took to the jug. It didn’t matter what was in it; he drank himself into a stupor without missin’ a day.
Moses Blake got me workin’ on his own farm; he lived down the road apiece over to Brown’s Ridge. After provin’ my worth, he took me on at the County Farm to oversee the poor folks. Most of ‘em were from right here in Ossipee, but there was folks from other towns too like Effin’ham, Wolfeboro, and Wakefield.
The feeble-minded was sent to the County Farm along with old folks who couldn’t take care of themselves. Others fell on hard times after the war, ‘tho the veterans got a pension and such; it hit us all in some way or another. There was plenty who wound up there durin’ the long winter months and a few folks like Gil Smith after he lost his arm at the mill.
Girls who wasn’t married went there to have their babies if a man didn’t own up to bein’ the daddy. They was a disgrace to their families, church, and town. They was the ones who wore yellow dresses. They could keep their babies there ‘til a family stepped in and took ‘em into a good home. Seein’ a babe ripped away from its mother was an awful sight. Nothin’ like a mother protectin’ her young. There weren’t too many children there over three years old, but like all rules there was exceptions.
Then there was the old Indian woman, Nellie, who didn’t talk. Some said she was deaf too, but I thought she could hear fine, and it was her own choosin’ to keep quiet. She took to wanderin’ about. She picked berries and plants and used ‘em to make potions for folks who was sick. They said she was a witch. I didn’t think so.
Nellie tended to the old and feeble folks too. They stayed together all slumped in the Great Room day after day, starin’ straight ahead, waitin’ to die. There weren’t nobody to cling to ‘em when it was time for the pine coffin, like poor Josiah.
Sweat stung my eyes, and the flies tormented us. Usually when we went to dig graves, Big Ben and Charles rode on the cart, and I walked along beside ‘em. Movin’ around helped me when I got all jittery. It was quiet ‘cept for the steady thumpin’ hooves, cussin’, and occasional spittin’ into the dust. I whistled to keep from catchin’ the habit of cussin’.
I took a gander down Brown’s Ridge Road and thought of my pretty Abigail. Well, she weren’t mine really. I used to meet her in the field behind the Blake’s farm. I weren’t a church goin’ man, but Abigail liked to talk ‘bout God and nature. I tried to tell her that she didn’t need the likes of no preacher to talk to God, but she never missed so much as one church meetin’.
She was a proper girl, but it kept gettin’ harder to resist her. Her touch got my heart to poundin’, and I nearly lost my wits. We came close many a time, ‘til them fires inside got burnin’ too hot, and there was no turnin’ back.
Goin’ up to the hayloft invited temptation. Then after, down at the river, she was tearful and claimin’ to be a sinner. I was a man of honor, not sin. I promised myself that I would not get familiar with her, but I lost my way, somethin’ that altered our lives in unthinkable ways.
I weren’t ready to have all them troubles that came with a woman and her folk. Abigail was from a good family, but I needed to keep workin’ on the farm a spell longer. Then I could get us a nice home with all the fixin’s.
Once the cart was settled, Charles and I got to diggin’. The ground was still soft from the week before when we buried Hattie Perkins. That ole lady weren’t right in the head, and she never spoke a word that made any sense. Heck, she had more whiskers than both me and Charles put together. She showed off her toothless grin while she laughed and rocked back and forth on the stump by the barn. Poor thing was grinnin’ when I found her cold stiff body fixed on the stump leaned up against the barn. Moses said he thought that woman would live to be a hundred.
We lowered the box into the hole. I removed my hat and stood ‘til the bugs got too thick. I whistled a song I heard at the train station. Somethin’ ‘bout “Comin’ Home to Die.” Abigail thought it to be morbid. Daddy sang it nearly every night after the cider set in. Charles took his sweet time, but I rushed to throw the dirt back into the hole. I started whistlin’ again so I could leave my feelin’s behind. Moses said I needed to get hardened to be a good farm boss.
 

CHAPTER 4
Abigail – July 21, 1872
 
I hesitated on the stairs while Mother and Sarah bustled into the store. I pretended not to notice Silas watchin’ me from across the way. He helped Mrs. Cobb load a sack into her carriage. Our eyes met. He nodded and then turned away. I secretly hoped for him to speak with me.
I ran my hands over the new calico skirt that Mother worked so hard to sew. When she was fixin’ the last touches, she fussed and jest about pricked me with the needle. “Abigail, you must stop eatin’ so much corn bread. By the time I finish your skirt you’ll have outgrown it.”
I admit that I wiggled as I had a mind to do, and I tried to hold my breath to avoid hearin’ her complaints. I was not one to suffer in the likes of a corset, like Sarah, who relished wearin’ hers. She begged me to tie it so that her waist all but disappeared. Surely a man came up with the idea. A woman would never create such a thing.
I twisted my mitt, coverin’ the hole by my thumb. Why is he takin’ so long? Mother stood by the door. “Hurry up and come help your sister.” Her green eyes darted across the way to Silas and then back at me. I followed her into the store, where Sarah counted lemon drops one at a time. She fancied sweets, while I preferred to eat straight from the garden, yet that day my mouth watered for lemon drops.
I heard his footsteps above the chatter. Should I turn around? Do I dare look into his eyes? My cheeks burned as I struggled to open my fan. Sarah tied it together where a piece was missin’.
Since Papa died, Mr. Tibbetts showed a great deal of affection for my mother. Every time we went into the store he invited her to talkin’. I could tell by the way she laughed that she was quite fond of his fussin’, but she said that he was nothin’ more than an annoyance. He was an agreeable fellow, but no one would replace Papa.
The three of them stood beside the cheese wheel discussin’ the weather. No one really cared about the weather, but around here it seemed to be the topic of discussion, a way to avoid the things that really mattered.
I broke a sweat at the sound of footsteps behind me.
“Aft’noon Abigail.”
I whipped around, knockin’ a jar of honey off the shelf. I watched it roll towards my feet and disappear under my skirt. “You startled me.” The chatter about the weather stopped, and all eyes fell upon me.
We both bent over to fetch the honey. I snatched the jar away from him. “You shouldn’t do that. The next time it might break, and we’d have quite a mess,” I said as a curl fell from my bonnet.
It was the most unpleasant scene. I knew Mother was frownin’, jest as I knew that Sarah was holdin’ in laughter. I placed the jar on the shelf.
“Never mind.” I straightened my skirt as my heart withered.
“I was hopin’ to see you in town,” he whispered, coverin’ his mouth with his hand while lookin’ over his shoulder.
The words scattered about my head in graceful confusion. “I must go help Mother.” I stumbled across the room precisely when Mr. Tibbetts lifted the cheese cover. The scent washed over me. I pinched my nose and weakened. I waited for Silas to reach the front door before I ran to the back room, threw open the door, and vomited.
I could not recall feelin’ as poorly as I did that day. I emptied the contents of my stomach, and continued heavin’ ‘til there was nothin’ left.
“Abigail?” Mother came out with Sarah and Mr. Tibbetts close behind her. She rubbed my back. “Oh dear! Come on. Let’s get you home.” Her fingers pierced into my elbow.
Mr. Tibbetts fumbled as he wrapped the cheese and handed it to Sarah. “Don’t worry. You can pay me next time.”
I climbed into the back of the cart, relieved that Silas was nowhere in sight. I held my head in my hands as we swayed from side to side, tryin’ to ignore the smelly cheese. I hung over the side and heaved once more. I reached into the crumpled sack and took out a lemon drop. At the first pucker I thought it to be a mistake, but as my mouth watered I felt better.
I jumped off the carriage and winced at the sight of my soiled skirt. Washin’ clothes was a chore that I detested. Mother often complained that I did not scrub hard enough, while she scrubbed down to the bare threads.
“Come here now,” Mother ordered in her edgy, yet carin’ manner. “I’ll make some ginger tea, and then you lie down.”
“It was the heat. I’m fine.” I watched a blue jay flicker from branch to branch while she pressed her small, cool hand on my forehead.
“You don’t feel warm, yet you’re flushed. You need to rest.” She spun around and marched into the house with her burgundy dress draggin’ across the grass.
“What is wrong with you?” Sarah stood before me holdin’ a sack of coffee. “I’m worried.” Her black eyebrows curved in question.
“Don’t fret. It was the heat and excitement. Perhaps when I see Silas my stomach flutters.” I dipped the ladle in the rain barrel and took a long drink.
“That is such foolishness.” She rolled her eyes. “You ate somethin’ disagreeable.”
“I had the same as you and Mother – eggs, salt pork, and beans. You’re both fine. It’s a passin’ illness.” I shook my head. “I must wash my skirt.” I walked away, leavin’ Sarah by the rain barrel.
Mother sang out from the kitchen, paintin’ a picture of the false angel who I sought endlessly, even though I knew she had long since disappeared, never to be the same after Papa died. I stood behind the weedy barn clad in my pantaloons and camisole, shiverin’ in spite of the heat. Why did I react in such a way? I have given him my whole heart for some time, but to become ill?
Mother stopped singin’. The porch door creaked. “Abigail? Your tea is ready.”
I didn’t care for tea, but Mother had a mind to peck. “After I fill the wash tub.” Gray clouds rushed over the top of Brown’s Ridge, posin’ a threat to the boastful blue sky.
“Don’t dilly-dally around,” she said.
I had dilly-dallied all my life accordin’ to her, and I could never quite put my finger on exactly what happened when one dilly-dallied. It must be good, or I wouldn’t have bothered with it. To her it was awful, and of course, Sarah never had a mind to dilly-dally.
The thunder in the distance closed in, rumblin’ right on down to my feet. I had hoped that it might rain.
 

CHAPTER 5
Nellie – July 21, 1872
 
I carried the sorrow of men, women, and young ones upon my shoulders to where the shadows of trees divided the light. I looked to the spirit of the mountain for calm.
A red-tail soared above in the inner sky, making circles and hunting for small creatures. Soon the tall white man with much hair would come. He carried his stick to move me to the gathering place of the elders and those with no wisdom.
I found my place to rest, closed my eyes, and faced the north wind. Seasoned fingers caressed soft moss that became fur. Day became night. Old became young.
 
***
 
I clawed at the fur beneath. Mother looked into my brown eyes with hers. Nanatasis, do not fight. Be calm. She stroked my face.
Pain struck like the claw of the black bear. I did not hear the words of my mother. My screams filled my ears. I looked at the circle of women around me. When I closed my eyes, I saw the face of the one who hunted me, the white man with blue eyes and corn silk hair. His spirituous liquor burned my skin. It was a dark, moonless night when he thrust himself inside, bringing shame upon my spirit, bringing life where there was none.
The flow of water and blood came, and the rising and falling of harsh pain brought forth the child. My screams stopped when her cries began. Then silence. In the stillness of twilight, the one from my womb looked upon me. The violet flame from the Other World flickered in her eyes. Mother held her. You have a daughter. You will not be the same.
First, I feared her. Mother pushed her closer to me. I took her into my arms, pressing her warm body against mine. She was wet with our blood – a baby bird, searching. She found my breast. When she turned her head, I saw on her neck the mark of Mamijôla, the butterfly.
She is Mamijôla, my daughter with a mother and no father. I will protect her. She will not know how she came to be.
 
***
 
Tears became the rain that washed away Mamijôla and the spirits of my ancestors. I gave thanks to the great white pine for medicine.
The soft orange pine needles upon the forest floor gave way to grass in the open field. I walked with no shoes. The weight grew as I neared the place where many were without hope.
The long shadow of the white man and his stick moved towards me. I looked to Father Sky. My friend the crow watched from the leafy limb as thunder fell from the gray clouds, silencing the crying child.
 

CHAPTER 6
Silas – July 21, 1872
 
His shockin’ red comb flapped each time he jerked his head. He scuttled down the path with his wings drawn back. His pace quickened. I glared, ready to take on the ornery bastard – the Rhode Island Red that we got from Leavitt’s farm as a fuzzy yellow chick. It was the last time he would screech outside my window, invitin’ me to scrap.
Every damn time I went to fetch the eggs, he come runnin’ after me with them spurs, achin’ to fight. This mornin’ was no different. It weren’t a problem for me; I could kick him, but Mamma didn’t have the nerve, and chances are she’d get hurt.
My fingers slipped over the smooth walnut stock of Daddy’s rifle. I pressed it into my chest. Red took to flutterin’ about in the yard gettin’ all the hens in a tizzy. I closed one eye and looked down the barrel tryin’ to predict his next erratic move. I took a shot. Rusty brown and white feathers burst from the center of the flock, followed by a hush. Then they all got to scurryin’ around him. His pupil damn near disappeared into that yellow eye of his when he jerked his head above the crowd, mockin’ me, and thinkin’ I wouldn’t spare a hen. I blasted him. He got what he was fixin’ to get.
I propped the gun in the corner by Daddy’s old, cracked saddlebag and wiped my hand on the leg of my trousers. Damn chicken blood was sticky. With his nostrils flarin’, Major pushed his head out of the stall and stomped into the dirt. I stroked the white patch on his nose.
“Damn it, boy… help me out!” Daddy wailed as he clomped out from the kitchen draggin’ his bad leg across the floor. “Where’s my chair?  Goddamned thing ain’t where I left it.” He banged his cane on his wooden leg, supposin’ that his chair would appear, or worse, to make me run to him.
“Comin’ Daddy.” I punched my hand on the bar post, shreddin’ the skin on my knuckles. He weren’t tryin’ to git me mad. He jest didn’t wanna’ wait is all. The hens clucked and scattered away from my feet when I passed ‘em on my way to the house. I lugged the chair out from the kitchen, resistin’ the urge to heave it down the steps.
Daddy watched closely as Mamma teetered out with coffee spillin’ out of the cup. He squirmed, his eyes flittin’ here and there, thinkin’ of somethin’ nasty to say. They rested on me. “What was all that ruckus this mornin’? Ya didn’t shoot Old Red did ya?” He jammed his stubby thumb into the bowl of his pipe. His nose made a whistlin’ sound with each slow breath. His wispy, gray beard nearly hung down to his trousers.
I stumbled on the steps and ran to the barn. A handful of red feathers drifted past my boots when I snatched the dead bird by his golden feet and swung around. “Ayuh, I shot him by Jesus, no more battles. Damn thing won’t be crowin’ outside my window no more neither.” I dropped him on the ground. His dead, yellow eye looked up at me.
Daddy’s wiry eyebrows merged into one. He gurgled and struggled with a match.
I went to my workshop in the back of the barn. I liked workin’ with wood. I eyed the box that I was fixin’ to give to Abigail for her birthday. It took two weeks jest to carve the box into the shape of a heart and another week to make the cover fit perfect. I steadied my hand and carved the bottom – A.E.H. + S.J.P.  Nov 10 1872.
I blew the wood shavin’s onto the floor and smiled. I had the most pleasin’ hopes to fashion a ring from a horseshoe nail.
I decided to ride to the store for a swig of cider. I hoped to catch Abigail and her folks when they stopped in after church, and if Old Lady Cobb was there she’d give me somethin’ for loadin’ up her cart.
The dust kicked up, and Major jerked his head away from the hitchin’ post. “Simmah down.” I tugged on the reins and watched Old Lady Cobb wag her tongue at poor Mr. Tibbetts.
“Can I help you with them sacks, Mrs. Cobb?” I paused when I tasted blood under my fingernails. Tibbetts, hunched over and fretful, escaped into the store.
“That would be fine, young man.” She waddled to the back of the cart with her puffy eyes dartin’ about. She wasn’t one to look me in the eye.
I loaded the sacks and heard laughter that had a way of ticklin’ inside my chest. Although her voice was joyful and childlike, she also spoke soft like a woman. I turned, removed my hat, and wiped the sweat line from my brow. I helped myself to the sight of Abigail sittin’ in the back of the cart, danglin’ her legs, smilin’, and lookin’ at me with them brown eyes.
I couldn’t stop the grin. Damn if she didn’t look away, actin’ like she didn’t see me. Like every woman I knew, she changed with the weather.
They kept chattin’ and carryin’ on while Mr. Tibbetts hitched ‘em up to the post. Old Lady Cobb glared from behind them little, round glasses pinched on the end of her long nose. “You stop down for some strawberry rhubarb pie. I’m fixin’ to do some bakin’ this afternoon.” She gripped my hand and hoisted herself onto the wagon. She didn’t quite reach my chin, but she weighed as much as a small cow.
I turned in time to see the last of Abigail disappear into the store. I cleared my throat and slowly walked up the front steps and into the store. She stood with her back to me. I tried to think of somethin’ to say. I figured there weren’t no harm in talkin’. I stepped towards her, touchin’ the rim of my hat. “Abigail?”
She twirled around and knocked over a jar. Everyone quit talkin’ and stared. We scrambled to pick it up, nearly bumpin’ heads.
I started to apologize in front of her mamma, who I knew would be fitful, and her sister was holdin’ back laughter. Abigail slammed the jar on the shelf. I flinched.
“Never mind.” Her face was red as an apple. She was pretty, even when she was mad.
“Well, I hoped to see you in town.” I squeezed my hat and ignored ‘em watchin’ me.
“I must help Mother.” She cinched the sides of her skirt and stormed over to the cheese wheel.
I waited for a bit. I had a notion to get some sugar for Mamma but thought otherwise when I caught sight of the clouds. Major got spooked when it thundered.
 

CHAPTER 7
Nellie – July 22, 1872
 
Mother came to me. When the time of fishing has passed, we will prepare for the hunt. The light of the new day showed lines of knowing on her face.
I know this. I bent down towards Bitawbagok to drink.
We must make ready for winter snow and winds. Brown eyes to brown eyes shared sacred wisdom.
My breath hurried from coldness.
Mamijôla was three winters. Her hair was black, and her blue eyes held questions to be asked. She was quiet within the remains of the dream world.
The others awoke. The boats on the shores would go to deeper waters for fishing. The women prepared food, made clothing, and some would make baskets to sell to the white man. I went into the woods to gather pine, roots, and plants for many medicines. I no longer carried the cradleboard. Mamijôla walked by my side.
 
***
 
Sharp pain struck. The large woman with hair the color of a fox stood above my bed sack. “Git up, Old Squaw. Come git your gruel ‘fore it’s all gone, then you’ll go without.” Mamijôla and Mother returned to the spirit world. My feet were not cold from Bitawbagok but from being with age.
I was slow to rise. Another day was before me. I did not hear the cries, laughter, or senseless words of the others. When it was time, I would go to the banks of Crooked River.
“Don’t you ever say nothin’?” She jabbed me with the stick. “Git up.”
She left my room to follow the scream. It was Bella. It was not like other days. It was the cry of birth.
The woman with hair the color of a fox spoke with anger. “Stop yer damn hollerin’!”
Bella screamed more.
I pulled the board from the floor – my medicine place – to get hemlock needles, raspberry leaf, and yarrow.
Silence followed the mother’s birth cries. I looked to Father Sky. Great Spirit let us hear the cry of the child. The stillness brought darkness.
The first cry was weak. My eyes were wet. A mother’s love is joy. A mother’s love is strong. The woman with the hair the color of a fox spoke. I waited for cries of the child while cups and spoons from down below drummed with the falling rain.
The first cry was the last. The woman with hair the color of a fox carried the dead child.
“William!” Bella called for her husband. He worked in the fields with the great beasts. He was strong, his ways quiet, and his hair was black like my people.
We saw the young men from afar. Only elders could live as husband and wife. Those who spoke words with no meaning were amongst us as well.
I entered Bella’s room. She looked but a child herself upon the straw bed. Her face was pale with shadows beneath her eyes. Her yellow hair was wet and pressed against her face. The pile of cloth beside her was red with blood.
“My baby is dead.” She pulled the blanket to her face. She moaned like the sorrowful wind. “I had a son.” She shook with tears.
I placed my hand on her heated face as Mother did to me upon the birth of my daughter. I held her close to my breast while her blood flowed. It was time for nourishment of body and spirit. I released her. Healing must begin.
I went down below, where people waited for food. Polly was not there. The strong, young one named Silas spooned the heavy gruel into my bowl. I pointed at the steaming kettle.
“What do you want?” He questioned.
Again, I pointed at the kettle and then to the only tin cup on the shelf.
“Speak up.” He frowned and looked past me to the next one.
I beat my spoon on my bowl and pointed once more.
“I ain’t used to the kitchen.” He poured the water.
He did not see my smile. He tried to be like the others, but his spirit was good.
I went swiftly to Bella as she cried softly. I packed the hemlock, raspberry leaf, and yarrow into my pouch, crushing them to release medicine into the water. It would slow the blood and bring about calm. Medicine would not completely heal the loss of her son. It would remain with her until their reunion in the Other World.
I took

OPS/toc.xhtml
		ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS

		PREFACE

		CHAPTER 1

		CHAPTER 2

		CHAPTER 3

		CHAPTER 4

		CHAPTER 5

		CHAPTER 6

		CHAPTER 7

		CHAPTER 8

		CHAPTER 9

		CHAPTER 10

		CHAPTER 11

		CHAPTER 12

		CHAPTER 13

		CHAPTER 14

		CHAPTER 15

		CHAPTER 16

		CHAPTER 17

		CHAPTER 18

		CHAPTER 19

		CHAPTER 20

		CHAPTER 21

		CHAPTER 22

		CHAPTER 23

		CHAPTER 24

		CHAPTER 25

		CHAPTER 26

		CHAPTER 27

		CHAPTER 28

		CHAPTER 29

		CHAPTER 30

		CHAPTER 31

		CHAPTER 32

		CHAPTER 33

		CHAPTER 34

		CHAPTER 35

		CHAPTER 36

		CHAPTER 37

		CHAPTER 38

		CHAPTER 39

		CHAPTER 40

		CHAPTER 41

		CHAPTER 42

		CHAPTER 43

		CHAPTER 44

		CHAPTER 45

		CHAPTER 46

		CHAPTER 47

		CHAPTER 48

		CHAPTER 49

		CHAPTER 50

		CHAPTER 51

		CHAPTER 52

		CHAPTER 53

		CHAPTER 54

		CHAPTER 55

		CHAPTER 56

		CHAPTER 57

		CHAPTER 58

		CHAPTER 59

		CHAPTER 60

		CHAPTER 61

		CHAPTER 62

		CHAPTER 63

		CHAPTER 64

		CHAPTER 65

		CHAPTER 66

		CHAPTER 67

		CHAPTER 68

		CHAPTER 69

		CHAPTER 70

		CHAPTER 71

		CHAPTER 72

		CHAPTER 73

		CHAPTER 74

		CHAPTER 75

		CHAPTER 76

		CHAPTER 77

		CHAPTER 78

		CHAPTER 79

		CHAPTER 80

		CHAPTER 81

		CHAPTER 82

		CHAPTER 83

		CHAPTER 84

		CHAPTER 85

		CHAPTER 86

		CHAPTER 87

		CHAPTER 88

		GLOSSARY

		APPENDIX

		ABOUT THE AUTHOR






