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Dedicated to my Grandmothers


My maternal great-great-grandmother Catherine St. John arrived at Montreal, which is an island in the St. Lawrence River, with none but her sister. Her sister got separated and was never seen again. Alone, she settled next to Devine Creek, which connects to the Bonnechere River which feeds the Grand River.



My maternal great-great-great-grandmother, Mary Johanna Kissane, who lost her husband came to the area with eight children. They settled near the Bonnechere River which feeds the Grand River.



My paternal great-great-grandmother, Margaret Dunne, left her husband, with a promise to meet him on the other side. She, unfortunately, died en route. Their daughter died at sea, she on an island across from Quebec City, and her husband in Ireland. The women died of cholera, and he likely of typhus. Three remaining children and an aunt settled in the township of Templeton, near to London Oxford’s promised land. They settled next to the Blanche River that feeds the Grand River.
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“....in the end nature does not belong to us, we belong to it.”

Tales of an Empty Cabin

by Wa-Sha-Quon-Asin (Grey Owl)

“Disobedience is the true foundation of liberty.

The obedient must be slaves.”

Aesthetic Papers

by Henry David Thoreau

​PART 1: Pulling Roots
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The blood-red eyes of the loon were captivated by shadowed wisps lit by the sunset’s tangerine glare.

Maybe they're gone, he thought.

There hadn’t been any lines of flying wings overhead for days. It was true enough that the nights were too long, breath steamed in the morning cold, and there was a fear he would be lost without them, but still, he hesitated.

Because they wouldn’t be coming, he pouted.

But there was the taste of perch and crayfish from this special spot—easy pickings. And then there was a muskellunge to consider—wasn’t there?

The loon fed in a small cove upriver from a cascading, cauldron-like waterfall. They had stopped here for several seasons. It was at the torrent of the river’s edge where they lost her.

An outline of something near the surface caught his eye, so he dove for it. He returned to the surface and took a breath, enjoying the moment. He moved his head back to let his squirming catch slide slightly. As he bit down, he felt the small fish nervously pulsate.

Such an inviting taste—that long and slippery, he thought.

He plunged it into the water and drew down on it tight. Below the 

surface, he released his grip, and his meal twisted, trying to pull away.

With a wiggle and another bite, he swallowed it headfirst. Despite the fat belly and prickly barbs, he gulped it whole. Returning to the surface, he felt the small bass slither within his gorged neck. With a last, big gulp, he swallowed it away.

The loon raised his black head with the long, sharp beak, puffed out his white chest, and fluttered grey, white-spotted wings. His tongue savoured the lingering flavour of the smooth, fishy slime.

Alluring, he thought.

Reflecting on his next delectable preference, he wondered, A little musky or maybe a long, wily pike. Either. Why not?

A gentle kick enabled a turn. Not quite finished with his last course, though, he regurgitated, and a wiggly tail tickled his gullet. With a rise of his beak, he swallowed again.

The sheen across the water made him want to sing, so that’s what he did.

He fixed on a spot to dive, but hesitated. A nearby island caught his attention. That’s where he noticed the flutter of her wings. It was her place. It appealed to her because she believed it was safer and better. But he preferred where he and their chicks were. He liked to dive for what was in the deep and the weeds. She had ignored him for many sunrises.

That day when she fluttered, he remembered thinking, Not right. She’s nervous.

He called her, but she continued to ignore him. Still, she flapped wildly.

He had been so distracted by this that the small eel he had in his beak managed to wiggle away. Without saying anything to him, she had flown away.

He saw some men-creatures behind tall shoreline grasses. Afraid she wasn’t being careful, he reluctantly decided to follow and warn her. He called a predator warning to the chicks, telling them they needed to keep close.

He drove into the wind, racing his feet across the river and flapping his wings with all his might to catch up to her. Once in the air, he followed her arc east to follow the line of the river shore. Having a full belly meant he had to flap hard.

He watched men follow her flight path with raised sticks in their hands. When she passed overhead, he heard a series of loud, repeating cracks.

Her flight twisted left, but she didn’t glide out. She rolled, and the 

spinning continued into a fall. Shocked and stressed from flapping to reach her, he levelled his flight and watched her disappear into the river.

The men with smoking sticks standing onshore made crowing-like sounds. From one, he heard—“What?” It was like the echo of a raindrop into a shallow, stone-cupped pool. Above him, there was something even stranger.

Men high in broken trees flapped their arms, and there was a sound of . . . “all mine.”

They walk. They don’t do that, the loon thought. They don’t fly.

“Thar,” one of them said.

The figures continued to make babbling sounds.

“Damn you. He got it,” said one.

“Mister Wright!” another yelled.

“Leave it,” a tree walker croaked as he again motioned like he had a broken wing.

After circling, he caught sight of her motionless body being dragged by the steady-moving current to the end of the river. Flapping closer, he watched for ripples that a muskellunge makes before showing their teeth and terrible eyes. She looked so helpless.

When he passed across the cauldron waterfalls, he tasted the mist and felt the river’s spirit echo across his body. He flapped back as he saw her pass over the river’s edge. He flew round and round, but nothing came from the froth and the falling sound.

He was horrified and wanted to know where she had gone.

The loon called and called. He waited and waited. Where was she?

He remembered returning to the cove where his chicks were. From there, he called, called, and called. His distress song echoed long after the tree walkers left.

Now, the loon dunked his head in the water and blinked. Again, he pondered—a little musky or maybe a long, wily pike? Both were risky. He would have to swim among the weeds for a pike and into the black depths for a musky. The little ones he could have, but the big ones, without difficulty, would devour him.

The loon remembered witnessing another thing that haunted him. It was not many sunsets after he lost his mate.

It was at the same feeding place but on a different side of the cove. As ripples washed through the tall shore grasses, a swarm of shadow creatures emerged from the water. They appeared and moved like a flock of black ravens. They were tall, thin, two-legged, human-like, and screeched strangely.

He recalled witnessing his chicks rush back to him in a hurry. He had quickly tucked them under his wings and paddled back with them into deeper waters. When he gave a distress call to warn her to stay away, he had forgotten she was gone.

The shadow creatures hurried up the riverbank and attacked something. “Wìsakedjàk,” the creatures repeated. It was a human they called to until he was taken down. When the victim’s feet stopped moving, the attackers relaxed. The swarm of them drew close to the body. The loon licked his lips. The sight of uneaten food made him hungry. The oldest chick with light brown downy chest feathers managed to swim away from his protection.

A couple of beasts stumbled forward. The human, who was severely beaten, managed to get up, and again the shadows chattered loudly. They moved about quickly beyond the river shore’s shrubs. When he rose, he stood taller than some shrubs. It had become something different and, judging by the others’ wails, must have been monstrous. It began smashing the black things against rocks with their limbs twisting and cracking in ways they weren’t supposed to. One was thrown and rolled back into the river. Others had holes punched into them.

The loon quickly paddled in front of his chick and hurriedly attempted to nudge it away from shore. When he turned around, he saw that all the remaining shadow creatures had fallen. The dreadful thing seemed to shrivel. When it squatted on the shore, it looked like a human being again. He remembered it staring at him.

He tightened his wings around the chicks and quickly paddled away from shore. When he turned, a fish in the air magically appeared. He was caught by surprise and let it go. He noticed that the creature had waded into the water and was bent down and staring into the water. The human—the Wìsakedjàk—threw him another small perch. He scooped it up before it wiggled away. When he looked back, the man had disappeared.

A day after seeing the shadow creatures, the loon witnessed what haunted him most. He saw the huge, sharp teeth first. His long, slender tongue licked 

the side of his beak. And then came its big eyes. The muskellunge took the little ones. The loon remembered attacking and defending. Without his mate to help protect them, it got all of them.

He called out again. He called. He called and called. To hear his echo over and over again was all he could do.

And now, in this new season, with darkness descending, he still recalled that sweet taste. The human being threw it to him, and he got it. Throughout the night, the loon dreamed of the Wìsakedjàk destroying what had taken his mate and imagined a day when he would swallow that muskellunge.

x

From the blackness within Missa Wright's barn, London Oxford stared at the bright, vacant roadway beyond the property line.

“They’s leaving,” London whispered as he heard someone slam Missa Wright's entrance door.

The barn was behind Missa Thomas’s house. The front door was on the other side.

The silhouette of London’s son, Abner, stopped at the barn's entrance. “What’s that, Poppa?” he asked.

“Nothing. I was just remembering something.”

“Like what?”

“Just don't feel like myself,” London said as he hung the horse’s breast collar harness and bridle on the wall.

“Momma says you need to come in.”

“I hear yah. Just finishing up is all.”

Abner kept staring.

“I's all right. Just leave me with her. I'll be in when I'm done.”

After his son left, he wiped the horse down. With the brush in hand he wiped sweat off his thick black eyebrows and woolly hair. With his forearms resting on the back of the horse, he stared at his dark forearms.

To get muscles to sling an axe and rip things out, that would be different, wouldn’t it? he wondered. Telling folks and knowing things was right and good, but 

to stretch these arms for more and build them so he could hold on to what he had would be better. Just like them Wrights—to have a place of his own and sow what he could own. He wiped his scruffy beard with the back of his hand, and then his nose.

There was a hunger in him, and he desperately needed to get out of that house. It made him feel like he was going to starve.

He caressed the horse and then bent down to pull back a blanket. The horse’s ear twitched. London grabbed some hidden carrots.

“Thought I forgot,” he said, as he looked her in the eye and gave her some.

“If she’s going to escape first, we’ll have to fly off after her, won’t we?” he asked as he grabbed another to munch on for himself.
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Thomas took another contented suck from his father’s long clay pipe. He wore a buttoned brown frock coat with a black tie around his white linen collar. His woollen breeches and stockings that reached just below the knee were light-coloured. He was in his mid-thirties, which was a year older than his brother. His sister Elizabeth, being their father’s favourite, of course, had two years up on him.

His wife, Mary, sat in a chair next to him. Her gown was light brown. The sleeves reached just below the elbows. A cotton kerchief with a mix of cream, red, and light brown streaks that was tucked in at the front of her gown gently draped around her neck, and she wore a ruffled linen cap. She impatiently waited for things to settle so that they could begin distributing the food.

It was early afternoon in the fall of 1796, and the Wright family was gathering together to discuss their father's will. Thomas Wright Senior had died the year before.

The Woburn family household was less than ten miles from Bunker Hill, which overlooked Boston Harbour. Only eight years had passed 

since Massachusetts joined the American Union and thirteen years since the American Revolutionary War ended, and the Wright boys were discussing leaving.

Thomas’s sisters, Elizabeth and Eleanor, sat across from their brother on the living room sofa. Elizabeth wore a black gown, a silk bonnet, and laced boots that covered her ankles. Eleanor, who was the youngest by a couple of years, was dressed in dark green, along with a white linen cap that was similar to Mary’s.

The group waited impatiently for their brother Philemon. He had returned from an exploratory excursion to the north country. Thomas Jr. laid out their father's will on a table next to his chair as his servant, London Oxford, escorted his brother and his wife from the front door.

x

In the kitchen, Jane Oxford eyed a cluttered counter and asked, “Where is that man? He’ll be the death of us yet.” She squeezed one-year-old Rachael as she removed freshly baked loaves from the fireplace. Lacking space on the counter, she put them on the kitchen table.

London, her husband, escorted Philemon and his wife past the kitchen toward the rest of the family. From the hallway, she overheard Missus Abigail ask, “London, have you talked to Jane about leaving?”

“Uh, no, Missus Wright. We’re serving biscuits in the sitting room,” he replied, and tried to rush them ahead.

Jane backed up and bumped her tea. The cup and plate spun off the counter and smashed into pieces on Missa Thomas Wright's kitchen floor.

Filled with a rant of curses but muffled by her daughter's inquiring stare, Jane was forced to take a deep, unsatisfactory breath. She set Rachael down against the wall so she could pick up the broken porcelain.

Annie, who sat at the kitchen table in the centre of the room, was stunned by the crash. She had her hands by her cheeks. Her mother put a finger to her lips, and Annie twisted to check the entrance to the hallway.

Jane knew her son, Abner, heard the crash, but he had pretended not to. Only the tail of his shirt and a bent leg in the door opening were visible. He 

was watching his father serve food to the Wrights down the hall. Likely wondering if he’ll sneak another biscuit, she thought. And if he can get more from him, too.

She placed the broken pieces of the teacup on the counter and put a towel over it. After picking up her little girl, she took a tempting sniff of her fresh baking.

“Are we going to get it? Is Missa Thomas—” asked three-year-old Annie.

“You finish what’s in front of you,” her mother replied.

“Can I have some?” Annie asked as she stared at the fresh loaves placed in front of her.

“It’s for the drawing room. It’s for Missa Thomas, his brother, and sisters. Nothing else if you don’t eat what’s in front of you. You know that.”

Jane sat back at the table and tried to feed Rachael another spoonful of mush. The daughter, like her mother, was distracted.

“Abner, you come here now and settle yourself down. Do you hear?” Jane ordered.

“In a minute,” Abner replied. He was eight years old, with a mop of black hair, and had a boundless craving for testing limits.

Rachael grabbed porridge from the bowl and licked it off her hand.

“If you’re going to have your supper—to the table, now!”

Jane looked down. Rachael stared up at her.

“Don’t you make a happy face. No, no. No happy face,” she taunted as she put the spoon down, grinned, and wiped Rachael’s hand on the cloth draped across her shoulder.

Abner stepped back into the kitchen door frame. “Yeah,” he said while unsuccessfully trying to pluck a bit of tree sap off his fingers.

“Don’t,” ordered Jane as Annie pivoted in her chair toward her brother. “He’s coming.”

Leaning his back against the kitchen doorway, Abner continued to stare down the hall. “No, he’s not. I can see him. He’s still setting the table,” he said.

“Come on in here,” ordered his mother.

“Missa Thomas is telling his brother and sisters something about a 

drunken cow,” Abner said.

“It’s his brother, Philemon,” Jane said as she gave Rachael another spoonful of porridge.

“No, it’s not. How do you know?”

“If it was Thomas, you’d hear the high-pitched voice of his sister Elizabeth. She’s louder than anything. For the younger brother, not so much. She knows enough to mind.”

“I can hear the hollering all the way from here,” said Annie.

“Missa Philemon is having a fine time, isn’t he?” their mother said. Looking at Rachael, she said, “And if it were you, I wouldn’t put it past you,” and laughed. “You’d love to tell everybody your mind.”

Rachael turned her bowl to her mother to show that it was empty as she stared at the trays on the counter.

“Your father’s coming for those. Bread and some nice apple jam is what I got. Like some?”

Rachael stared up at her mother, who, in turn, lightly flattened her nose and placed some bread in her bowl. With her hand, she beckoned Abner to come in.

The boy backed out into the hall, and his father, London, rushed past him into the kitchen.

“The tea and trays—just give me a minute,” he said as he left out the back door.

“London, where are you going?” Jane said. “Abner, you get here this minute.”

“It’s the mare,” London said, and the kitchen door quickly closed behind him.

“Abner, set yourself down,” Jane ordered.

x

Thomas didn’t get up when his brother and wife entered the living room. London took their gloves and Philemon’s hat.

Philemon wore woollen grey breeches and an unbuttoned frock coat. Abigail wore a ruffled linen cap similar to the other women. Her linen gown 

was blue. The skirt reached above the ankles, revealing matching stockings and leather buckled shoes.

Thomas pointed to the sofa where their sisters were seated. Once the couple was settled, he asked, “Did you check the mine?”

“You know I just got back. Can't keep the girls waiting, can we?”

“Don't be presumptuous, Philemon,” Elizabeth said.

“We could go out for a walk in the bush and take a look if you like,” Philemon added.

“Boys, try to be civil, for once,” said their sister, Eleanor. “Let's get on with this.”

“Captain Symmes and my Job are with the children outside, in case you were wondering.”

“It’s the horses. They want the horses,” Thomas said. Feeling Elizabeth’s eyes drill into him, he added, “London's in the kitchen. Let's have some patience.”

She anxiously looked toward the hallway, then asked the ladies, “How’s the new deacon?”

At that point, Thomas watched his brother get up and start a walkabout.

x

After wiping her nose with the back of her porridge-spoon hand, Jane waved the spoon at Abner. “That’s enough,” she said. “I don’t want to have to come over there. Come here and finish your breakfast.”

Abner stepped through the kitchen doorway but got distracted by the screaming and hollering behind him. The commotion came from beyond the house’s front door. As Abner stepped back, the front door slammed open, and a cacophony of twisting figures stormed in.

Philemon’s children tried to tear past Missa Thomas’s eight-year-old, Polly. A six-year-old smashed Abner against the wall. As she bounced away from him, her five-year-old sister squeezed her way between.

The six-year-old, with a green bow wrapping a ponytail, rushed until she crashed into the kitchen table, causing Abner’s cup and dinner bowl to 

fall, break, and splatter across the floor.

Polly tried to hop over the mess but plowed into Annie’s chair hard, slipped, landed on her butt, and cut her hand on broken porcelain. She leaped up and pushed her tall, thin older brother out of the way. Holding his jacket’s lapels, the dazed boy took another breath and headed out.

Once Abner found his balance, he heard Missus Elizabeth Wright's nine-year-old, Betsy, groan, “Useless,” and then, “Coon, out of my way,” as she elbowed his head against the kitchen door frame. Cousin Abigail, who was in pursuit, laughed. Betsy avoided the mess on the floor but followed the ones ahead, yelling, “No chance.” She reached for the tails of the boy’s black wool jacket, but he pulled away.

Abner spun around, groaning. Standing in front of him, three-year-old Ruggles told him, “You’re it.” He laughed and chased after the others.

Abner was crying and holding his head when Missus Elizabeth Wright, who almost tripped on him, lifted her skirt as she pounded in.

“What in tarnation?” she said as she stared at the line of porridge on the floor. “What’s wrong with you people? This looks like a barn. If my father were alive, no way would he put up with this.”

Annie pushed away from the table and ran after the others.

Philemon Wright, who had followed his sister, stared at Abner, who had slunk to the floor and was grasping his knees.

“That’s no way to handle this, Abner,” Philemon said. “Go get some air. Ruggles. Yes, go take care of Ruggles. Make yourself useful.”

“But—” he said.

“No. No, Abner. It’s best. Your ma has things to deal with. Now go. Go before I find some real work for you.” He waved him away and pointed to the kitchen door.

Jane Oxford looked on but was distracted by a bawling Rachael.

As Abner headed outside, wiping his tears, Missus Elizabeth asked, “Where are the other trays, girl? Really. I don’t know why my brother keeps you people here.”

Pointing, Jane said, “It’s right there on the counter, and there’s two trays of sorted meats and breads next to the tea set.”

“A firmer hand is what’s needed,” Missus Elizabeth complained as she lifted one of the food trays. “And that London. No sense at all. Really.”

After she left, Rachael’s handful of mushy porridge splattered onto the shoulder of her dress. “Maybe I should get your father to do this,” Jane said as she tried to feed her another teaspoon of porridge.

The kitchen door opened, and her husband came in. “What’s Abner doing outside?” London asked.

Jane pointed the spoon with porridge at him like a weapon a couple of times. Her lips mouthed the words—Don’t you.

When he stepped back, he found something mushy stuck to his foot.

“Don’t get up. I’ll get this.” He hobbled toward the garbage bin and wiped his shoe. On his knees, London quickly grabbed some broken pieces and bits of apple bread.

She saw a reflection of the kitchen fire in his eyes as he mischievously gobbled a small piece of bread. “You’ve got to go. It’s that Missus Elizabeth,” Jane said.

London cut himself as he quickly picked up more pieces. He dropped what he collected into the garbage and sucked at his cut. He attempted to pick up a food tray and a tea set.

“Just a minute,” Jane said. She pulled a cloth out from her décolletage. She wrapped some biscuits and pastries in it and handed the bundle to her husband.

He looked stunned. “But—”

“They’re not all for you,” she said, gently rocking Rachael. “Abner hasn’t eaten.”

“That’s fine.” He kissed Annie and told Jane, “I’d rather have a taste of where they’re from, anyway,” then smiled.

“Don’t let them see,” she ordered.

With a look down, he nodded. After wiping his cut with a piece of the cloth, he slipped the wrap into his shirt above his belt. He primly buttoned his jacket and subconsciously licked part of his lip.

Jane bobbed Annie on her knee as she watched him pick up the prepared trays again and march off again towards the Thomas Wright's drawing room.

x

What did I miss? London thought as he placed another tray and a tea set on the dining room table. Jane was mighty riled. The boy not having something to eat; that’s hard to imagine.

As he sorted the plates and cutlery, he looked at the Wrights in the adjoining room. They were gathered in a modest drawing room. Small, pastoral oil paintings hung on the walls. Philemon and his wife sat on the couch under the windows. The window view overlooked the Wright's harvest.

Elizabeth shooed Eleanor out of their mother’s chair. Eleanor reluctantly sat on the couch next to Philemon and his wife, Abigail. Thomas sat in his father’s chair. His wife, Mary, sat in a chair at his left. Elizabeth’s chair was on his other side but close to the couch. The three chairs angled away from the guests on the couch so they could face the lit fireplace on the far wall. A large, half-circle oak table was centred in the middle. Thomas tried to scratch something off the ankle of his boots.

“You’re going to wear a hole in it,” Elizabeth complained. “Put on some bootblack. Father wouldn’t be amused.”

“Elizabeth. Don’t,” Thomas replied.

London noticed Philemon eyeing something on the dining room table. Cream or cheese. That’s it. There’s none. Any moment he’s going to bite into me.

“Why isn’t Sarah here? Did you ask her?” asked Eleanor.

“Eleanor, Eleanor,” complained Thomas.

“And?” she added. “Not interested, I suppose,” Eleanor said. “Our half-sister, I’m sure, exchanged goodbyes at the funeral. She got what she wanted from the will. So now there’s just the four of us. Isn’t it time to move on?”

When London returned with another couple of food trays, Philemon was presenting a tray of assorted meats to his sister, Eleanor.

“Philemon, what are you doing?” asked Elizabeth. “Where’s—”

“I’m right here, yessum,” London replied as he placed an assortment of cheeses, preserves, and tarts on the dining room table. From there, he brought over a tray with an assortment of breads, fruit slices, chutneys, and jams to the guest’s table. Next, he placed the teapot and tea settings on the table. He poured her some tea.

“That will be fine, London,” she told him. “Take care of that young lad of yours, will you please?” and scooted him away with the back of her hand.

“Elizabeth, don’t,” said Thomas. “I’m sure Jane can take care of it.”

Philemon grabbed the teapot and asked Eleanor, “A little more?”

She nodded.

“London, let Jane know you’ll be out when you’re done,” said Thomas, and casually waved the back of his hand.

London brought some folded napkins to the table. As he was leaving, Philemon put the teapot down on the table.

“What was that about?” Thomas asked.

His wife got up out of her chair and poured him his tea.

“Philemon’s children were rather rambunctious. One of them bumped into young Abner. Got a bad bash. Philemon made a mess of things, as usual.”

“Elizabeth, you’re being rude and definitely not fair,” Philemon replied.

“For Lord’s sake?” Thomas asked. “It’s a lot of nothing. Leave it, please.”

London, who stood in front of the entrance to the hall, tightened his fist and bit the side of his lip. “Damn,” he softly muttered. He went back to the kitchen and, without saying a word or looking at his wife, returned to the sitting room with a tray of warm fruit pies.

After tasting another biscuit, Elizabeth added, “Well, boys, you’re going to tell us about your investments, aren’t you? Since Philemon got back, he’s been pacing about like a proud peacock.”

“Six hundred pounds sterling,” Thomas said.

“Ahh, fresh pies,” said Eleanor.

“Three waterfalls and more land than you can imagine,” interjected Philemon. “We’ll live like lords. We’ll be masters of our own personal—”

“Kingdom?” asked Elizabeth.

“Fiefdom, maybe,” said Philemon.

Eleanor pointed to her plate, inviting London to give her some pie.

“He told me, that he saw it from the trees,” Thomas said.

“You’re not one for climbing trees, Phil,” Elizabeth said.

“I had my men cut some in half so we could walk up the angled tree fall. Quite safe, actually. The white pines in those parts are unbelievably huge. I was able to see above the trees on the other side, to the horizon. 

The land is on a powerful river not far from Montreal. It’s a modern city, I’ll have you know. I saw all of it, the falls, where we can build a town, and our pasture lands for miles and miles in many directions.”

London served Eleanor and Philemon. He had to lean toward Philemon to serve his wife’s plate. Philemon tripped him as he backed away. London stumbled and recovered, but the tray and the remaining pies fell to the floor.

“Terrible. Terrible. Eleanor, that almost landed on your dress,” said Philemon.

“Now, Phil, that was just an accident,” she replied.

London turned to look at Thomas.

“Get on with it, London,” he ordered. “And have Jane heat up a couple more. Phil, what were you saying?”

As London scooped the mess off the floor, Eleanor said, “They’re French, you know.”

“I said it was near Montreal. Not in it,” said Philemon. “Some speak French, but gentlemen speak English, and the crown rules, even there.”

“So, it’s somewhere cheap and in the middle of nowhere,” said Elizabeth.

“It’s on the Grand River,” said Philemon. “It will be a powerful place, and it won’t be nowhere. As long as we’re willing to put shoulders to the plow, we’ll make of it whatever we want.”

“Here, here,” demanded Thomas. “And it’s an exaggeration to say that the place is in the middle of nowhere. Settlers from these parts have already built towns and villages along the St. Lawrence River. The land is less than a three-day march north.”

“How do you know if it’s safe? What about savages?” asked Eleanor.

“Eleanor, they’re not the Iroquois, and it’s not the Mohawk Valley,” Thomas said.

“But don’t tell me there aren’t savages there.”

“On any uncultivated land, there’s going to be Injuns somewhere,” Philemon replied.

“Frightful,” Eleanor replied.

“We will be well-armed, and they won’t bother us as long as we do God’s work,” said Philemon. “And there’s enough fish, birds, and game for everyone. Besides, where we will be, no one else will care.”

London returned to the kitchen with the remains of the splattered pies. 

To Jane, he said, “Philemon.”

“What’s that?” Jane replied.

“Three more,” he said. “I need three more, and I’ve got to go.”

“Fine,” she said. “If Rachael settles down, I’ll bring them in. Well, don’t just stand there. Go. Get out,” she ordered.

London returned to the drawing room. He topped up the teacups of Thomas and his wife and offered more apple bread and cheeses.

“I told you that my husband has more important things to do,” said Elizabeth.

“If Captain Symmes persuades other men in arms to join us, wouldn’t that alleviate some of your concerns, Eleanor?” asked Thomas.

“That’s pretty presumptuous of you,” said Elizabeth.

“Elizabeth, I meant nothing . . . I was—”

“My husband and I are satisfied where we are. I understand you want more land for the boys, but with a captain’s pension and my inheritance, I don’t see how it would be something we’d consider. And, if you buy up the land, how are you going to make a profit?”

“We’ll get a percentage of what they grow and sell it,” said Philemon.

“Will they pay rent?” Elizabeth asked.

Philemon fiddled with his watch. “We’re working out the details.”

“Personally, I am more confident when we manage our own investments,” said Elizabeth.

“Elizabeth, don’t look at me like that,” said Eleanor. “Job and I just got married. Phil, it’s foolish that you boys would expect us to go along with this frightful idea. No interest from other families, and you’re asking us to just get up and go.”

“What are you talking about? I—we . . . Eleanor, you don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Phil, don’t be like that,” said Elizabeth.

“Eleanor, he knows what he’s doing,” said Abigail. “He has it all planned out.”

“Of course he does, Abigail,” said Elizabeth, who took another bite of a biscuit.

“Thomas, are you going to bring the dogs?” Philemon asked.

“No. They won’t be able to keep up,” his brother replied.

“Are you going to leave the coloureds, too?”

“Phil, that is none of your concern,” Thomas said. He gave his wife a quick look and then stared blankly toward the fireplace.

“Boys—” Elizabeth said.

“Where’s that tea?” demanded Philemon, and got up and left the room.

As his wife got up to follow him, Eleanor waved the palms of her hands down and told her, “Leave him alone. He’s out of sorts; that’s all.”

As London brought over more apple bread and cheeses, he heard the front door slam.

x

After the guests left, London placed a pile of trays on the counter and placed a hand on his wife’s hip.

“Stop it,” Jane protested. “Don’t touch me.”

London backed away.

An unfed kitchen fire was fading into cinders, and the candle on the table didn’t light up much else. She ignored the cup of tea by her clenched fist. Rachael was asleep in the basket on the table next to the wall. Staring at the toddler, she said in a quieter voice, “He was going to go to bed without a bite. What was that about?”

“Well—”

“And you didn’t give him the biscuits and cakes.”

“But, Jane, I couldn’t. They had me—”

“Didn’t want to make them think you’re getting fat?”

“But Jane—”

As he tried to touch her again, she told him, “And don’t you Jane me.”

“I’ll bring it up—”

“He’s asleep, and I took care of it already. And when you heard the holler’n, why weren’t you there?”

“I didn’t. I was outside. And they had guests. What was I gonna do?”

Jane went to take a sip of her tea, but gave a sour face. In a low voice, she said, “And those damn Wrights . . .”

Before she could finish, he said, “Jane,” then looked both ways to see if 

they were overheard. “Girl—you keep that cussing to ya'self.”

“Don’t you tell me what I can and can’t do. I know my own mind.”

“That’s the problem.”

“That Philemon . . . The child smashed his head real bad. And what did they do? Sends him outside without even a bite or a good word. Not a bit of sense.”

“Jane—”

“Don’t you Jane me.”

“I’ll talk to him in the—”

“T’wasn’t him. It was them. What are we going to do?”

“I got to talk to—”

“I mean they’s going to leave,” she interrupted. “What we gonna do?”

“What do ya mean?”

“Did they even tell you if we are going with them or even if they want us? Sure sounds like Missus Abigail wants us to leave.”

“I just figured Missa Thomas is a good man.”

“Philemon and his sister, they’re something else.”

“Jane, there’s worse. We knows there’s lots worse. I could ask Missa Thomas if he could ask another farmer if he needs help around here. Might not be able to do all we do around here.”

“Where are they going?”

“I wonder if they know themselves. They bought someplace for a big heap of money. After buying it, only one of them looks at it. Their sisters are afraid of Injuns.”

“Philemon,” said Jane, “that one has no sense.”

“There’s work on the docks in Boston,” London said, “but is it safe?”

She looked up at her husband and said, “Don’t know. Sometimes you got a head like a block of wood. They might just knock it off, and that wouldn’t be good for me.”

“Maybe not.” He scratched the back of his head. “But there’d be coloureds for the children.”

“Not many like us on Sundays. Be different there. There’s that,” she said.

“So, if they take my head, y’all feel right ’cause you can pray on it. That right?”

“You go talk to Thomas. More I think on it, the more it’s clear those boys have no sense. All those children. Think of that,” said Jane.

“You’re back to that Missus Elizabeth again? She’s got eight.”

“No. I mean, like, the oldest of those boys is Phil Junior, and he’s only thirteen. Five children for Thomas and six for Philemon. That’s a handful to bring to Injun country.”

“You thinking of our children living with Injuns?”

“The Godforsaken? Of course not. But I have heard there are coloureds up there somewhere.”

“Some folk say it’s not like the South,” London said.

“I do believe those Wright boys need us. Do we need them? That’s the question.”

“Are you coming?” asked London.

“Leave me to my tea. I have to clean up.” She shooed him away.

Realizing he had just gotten out of having to help her clean up the kitchen, he quickly slipped away.

While taking a quiet sip, Jane mulled some more about how she was going to bury Missa Wright's broken dinnerware without getting caught. For our broken kitchen dishes—no matter, she thought. But for their nice dinner dishes, Lord Almighty—there’ll be hell to pay, and they’d be unforgiving.

x

London followed the hallway to the children’s bedroom. When he raised the lantern in hand, he saw the reflection of fiery red eyes on his dark face.

Missa Philemon is telling them all about how good the land is that he is promising to get them, thought London. He knows as well as I do that he doesn’t own any of it. The deed is worthless. So why is he trying to fool all these folks?

In the children’s bedroom, he saw that Abner and his sister were still but breathing gently. The moonlight emanated into the bare room from the sides of a thick blanket that covered the window. Sparse shadows stretched across small, scattered shoes, a floor mattress, and clothes hung on nails.

Their father crouched down. He was hesitant with guilt. London was supposed to say something, but couldn’t or just didn’t want to. He couldn’t 

own whichever was true.

Wasn't right they was picking on him, he thought. And her sending him out without having something to eat. Won't things ever change?

Feeling the food in


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
2 ~
MISCHIEF MAKERS,; BOOK 1

DWA]L@‘A!ING -

LAWRENCE

P=eo=BRTEN





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





