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      Maryland was a northernmost slave state before the American Civil War broke out. It was the last piece of land some runaway slaves from the South had to cross before they found freedom in Pennsylvania. Before 1850, slaves who escaped to the north were relatively safe. However, when the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 was passed, things changed. This new law said that all runaway slaves, even those who made it to freedom in a northern state, could be captured and returned to their masters in the South. Slave catchers made a living hunting down runaways and forcing them back to the terrible lives they had escaped.




      




      What if a captured runaway slave from the 1800s suddenly changed places with someone from the present time? Should she go back to her time to free the person who took her place?
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      Chapter 1




      

         

      




      Her lungs hurt, but she kept on running. The woods were deep, dense, and dark, but her arms worked before her, pushing briars and branches out of the way. Her bare feet dug into the pebbles and moss, moving her onward.




      He was behind her, and was getting closer.




      Millie knew her wrist was broken; each time she swung it forward she could feel the screaming of cracked bone. Her head pounded, but she ran. She had no choice. Up through the forest she went, heading in the direction of the North Star. She didn't know how far it was until she reached safety, but if she went any other way, it would be suicide. That she did know.




      There were dogs with the man who chased her. They howled long, eerie songs that made Millie’s blood chill. Dogs could follow her easily, and the man with them was strong and quick.




      But on she ran.




      Through the pounding of her head she tried to remember one of her mother’s songs. She gritted her teeth as her bare feet came down on sharp-edged rocks. And she forced her mind to sing:




      “Freedom, freedom, my child,




      Freedom, freedom, my child




      Gonna have my freedom and the sun gonna shine,




      Freedom is the daylight,




      Lord, I’m gonna be fine.”




      The dogs were louder. They were gaining on her. They had more energy than she did. She had been traveling and hiding for weeks now, with little time to sleep or eat. And now they were after her. Millie’s shin struck the top of a log as she tried to hurdle it, and she went down on her face. Her broken arm struck the ground and she bit back a cry.




      Oh, Lord, help me! she thought.




      She scrambled upward. There was pine silt in her mouth. Her heart hammered in her throat.




      The land sloped downward. Millie could hear the rushing waters of a nearby river. Yes! she thought. Many rivers she had crossed in the last few days had flowed northward. If she could get into the river and move along the shallow edge, the dogs would lose her scent and the pain in her wrist would ease.




      There was a crack of rifle fire.




      Millie shivered violently and ran down the knoll toward the sound of the river.




      A man shouted, “Stop, you little pig! You know who I am!”




      The ground was damper now, and covered with long, sleek grass that made it hard to keep her balance.




      The dogs were very close, perhaps only thirty yards back, and Millie bent over to run faster.




      Then her feet hit a slick spot of grass and she slipped and tumbled down the hillside. Her wrist twisted as she rolled over it.




      The pain made her scream.




      The man behind her laughed.




      She pulled her wrist into her body and tied to stand. She couldn’t. The world was rolling and her head spun. Finally, she managed to get up, but her back remained bent. Her feet shuffled ahead, moving her to the river. The rushing was loud now; the river was, indeed, moving northward.




      “Freedom is the daylight,” she sang, her voice distorted with tears. “Lord, I’m gonna be fine.”




      She could hear the man on the slope behind her, sliding down the wet grass, grunting with his footfalls. Between the dogs’ barks, she heard their chains jingle.




      A few more feet to reach the water! Her bare toes scrambled, pushing her forward.




      Lord, I’m gonna be fine, she prayed.




      And then there was a rifle barrel jammed between her shoulders. A booted foot came down on her back. Millie lost her breath with the blow and fell flat. She gasped, trying to get air, and stared at the rushing waters of the river just beyond her reach.




      The man rolled her over roughly and grinned at her. The two dogs stood by, their job done, sniffing at their master’s legs.




      “Good thing I got you ‘fore you got in that water,” the man said. He was ugly, his teeth rotted stubs, his forehead puckered with a long scar, his mouth and cheeks twisted in hate. There was a long sword in a sheath hanging from his belt. “You know me, girl,” he said. “I’m Randolph Ritchie. Best slave catcher in all of Maryland.”




      Millie closed her eyes. If it was only a dream, she might wake up. But the rifle barrel jammed into her ribs, and her eyes flew open again.




      The man leaned over her. Tobacco-stained spit dropped from his lip to her cheek. “I’m Randolph Ritchie. I don’t never lose no runaway. I’ll kill ‘em before I do. If you’d got in that water, I’d have shot you dead.” He stood and let out a loud laugh.




      The dogs wagged their tails happily.




      “Get up now, little pig,” said Ritchie. “Got a boat waitin’ to take you home.”




      




      

        


      


    


  




  

    

      Chapter 2




      

         

      




      “It’s the cutest thing I’ve ever seen!”




      “It’s not cute. It’s ugly! You need glasses.”




      “Do not,” said Julie Sawyers as she pressed her face close to the glass of the marine tank. “Just look. It’s kind of like a seahorse, only bigger and cuter. See how it hides in the seaweed? I want one for a pet.”




      “You want everything for a pet,” said Anne Ferguson. “You wanted the cow-nose ray for a pet. You wanted the hammerhead shark for a pet!”




      Julie turned her face from the glass and grinned. She was a pretty girl, with dark brown skin and short, curly black hair. At thirteen, she was already five-feet-eight-inches tall. She stuck out her tongue at Anne. “So what? I love animals! Besides, we have a big enough bathtub at home to hold the ray and the shark.”




      Anne, a freckle-faced girl a head shorter than Julie, flipped back a long strand of red hair and rolled her eyes. “I know you want to be a biologist when you grow up. But I can’t see stepping into a bathtub and having one of those things wrap its little spiny tail around my leg.” She pointed at the creature in the tank. “What is it, anyway?”




      “A weedy sea dragon,” said Julie. “The name is right there on the sign. I think it’s totally cool.”




      “You know,” said Anne thoughtfully. “If you get a pet like that, all the guys will want to come over to see it.”




      “Pfft,” said Julie. She made a face. “There aren’t a whole lot of boys in our eighth grade class I would want coming over to visit.”




      “Except for one or two,” Anne challenged.




      Julie looked around to make sure no one nearby was listening, then nodded I agreement. “Except for one or two.”




      “So where is Jerry now?” asked Anne.




      Julie shrugged. Jerry, the cutest boy at Ridgeside Middle School, was somewhere in the National Aquarium, walking around with his friends John and Tim. Although Jerry was very popular, he wasn’t all bratty about it. This was one reason Julie liked him. Also, he didn’t have a girlfriend. That was another reason Julie liked him. She hoped that if she and Anne walked slowly enough around the Aquarium displays, they might run into the boys.




      The students of Ridgeside Middle were on a full-day field trip at Baltimore’s Inner Harbor. They had taken a boat ride, toured the shops of Harborplace, and now were spending the rest of the day at the National Aquarium on the harbor’s shore. Together they’d all watched the dolphin show and now each pair of students, at their own pace, were touring the rest of the place. Some stayed a long time at the beluga whale pool on the first floor while others hurried ahead to see the deep-sea display or to gaze at the smaller tanks full of orange and red sea anemones and brightly-striped schools of fish.




      Julie and Anne moved away from the weedy sea dragon and on to the next large glass tank. Here, starfish with slender legs hugged mottled rocks and blue crabs scoured the sand for tidbits.




      “I really do think I’m going to set up a tank like this at home,” said Julie. “Okay, maybe not with sharks or rays, but I bet I could make a pretty cool saltwater tank.”




      Anne laughed. “Then you better get a part-time job. That’s an expensive hobby. When I wanted to buy a ten-gallon tank for just a couple mollies last summer, it took me a month of babysitting to pay for everything I needed.”




      “So how much do you get for babysitting?”




      Anne crossed her arms. “Five dollars an hour.”




      “Really? That’s all? I’d never work for five dollars an hour. That isn’t even minimum wage. And isn’t that illegal? That’s like being a slave. My services are worth a lot more than that.”




      “I don’t think minimum wage has to kick in until you’re old enough to get a real job. Besides, I’m babysitting for my cousins. I do it to help my aunt, and she can’t afford any more than that.”




      “Well,” said Julie, slowly. Suddenly, she felt bad, as though she’d judged Anne before hearing the whole story. She changed the subject. “What time is it?”




      Anne pulled up the sleeve of her sweater and looked at her watch. “Almost four-thirty. We only have half an hour until we have to leave.”




      “And,” said Julie, “we haven’t even seen the puffins yet!”




      Suddenly, Anne turned and ran over to the balcony railing and peered over and down at the first floor. “I thought so!” she said, looking back at Julie. “I heard Jerry and John. They’re heading for the escalator. They’ll be up here in a minute.” She ran back to Julie, red hair bouncing.




      “And you’re going to look like you’ve been waiting for them,” said Julie. “Geez, just calm down, girl.”




      Anne grinned. Julie and Anne turned their attentions to the next tank. In it, a long, black, snakelike animal swam alone among thick seaweed. The sign beneath it read, “Electric Eel.”




      “Are you going to get one of those, too?” Anne asked Julie. “It’s not the kind of pet you’re going to want to pet.”




      “Ha,” said Julie. “But you know, I like it. It’s really different. Look at its eyes. It looks like it’s saying, ‘Hey, I have something shocking to tell you, Anne! Come closer, come real close.’ ”




      Anne rolled her eyes. “Good thing you’re going to be a biologist and not a comedian.” Then she looked behind her to see if the boys had come up the escalator.




      Julie leaned closer to read the sign that accompanied the eel’s tank. “Listen to what it says here. ‘The electric eel lives in the muddy rivers of South America. It can produce impulses of 200 to 300 volts. This is enough to stun a person or power a small motor.’ Wow. Totally cool. Don’t you think so, Anne?”




      Anne didn’t answer. Julie turned around to ask her again.




      Anne was not there.




      Julie frowned and looked around but didn’t see her friend. Strange, Julie thought. How could Anne have gone to another display out of view that quickly?




      Or that quietly?




      Julie walked to the end of the display hall and looked down the escalator. Maybe Anne had run downstairs to see what was taking Jerry so long to come up to the second floor. But Anne wasn’t on the escalator. Jerry, John, and Aaron were, however, and were nearly at the top.




      Julie glanced back down the hall to the electric eel tank. Anne was nowhere in sight. What was Anne trying to do? Play a trick?




      Duh. Dumb trick.




      Jerry reached the top of the escalator. He was wearing jeans and a long sleeved blue shirt. He carried a bag from the Aquarium gift shop.




      Julie, usually too shy to speak to him, made herself talk. “Hey, Jerry, have you seen Anne?”




      John and Aaron got off behind Jerry. “No, why?” he asked. Then he laughed, a laugh that made his eyes crinkle up. “Is she lost or something?”




      Julie smiled, though she felt awkward doing it. It was Jerry’s laugh that made her feel so shy around him. “I think so. She was here a second ago, and now I can’t see her anywhere.”




      “Maybe she’s really clumsy and fell in the shark tank,” said John. Unlike Jerry, John was a major jerk.




      “No,” said Julie. “But if you see her, tell her I’m looking for her, okay?” And you can ask me to walk around with you, Jerry, if you want to, she added silently. 




      But Jerry only said, “Okay, if I see her I’ll tell her.” Then he strolled away with John and Tim.




      Julie crossed her arms. Anne sometimes went off without saying anything, but today was different. Anne knew the rules; students were assigned a buddy for the trip, and nobody was supposed to go off and leave their buddy alone. What was she supposed to do now? Stand around and wait for Anne to come back from wherever it was she was hiding? Julie pulled her cell phone from her pocket and tapped a text to her friend. “Anne. Where r u?”




      Anne did not send a text back.




      “Anne!” Julie called in no particular direction. “Where on earth are you?”




      Anne didn’t answer, and two older women getting off at the top of the escalator gave Julie a funny look.




      




      

        


      


    


  




  

    

      Chapter 3




      

         

      




      There was sand and dirt in her mouth. She twisted her head up and away so she could catch her breath. What had happened? Had she tripped over something? She didn’t remember the floor of the Aquarium being so dirty. Or so cold.




      She opened her eyes.




      Gasping, Anne sat upright and looked around. She was not in the Aquarium.




      “Julie?” she called softly.




      There was no answer.




      Anne’s head ached. She rubbed her temple. Where was she? This place did not look familiar at all. She was sitting on muddy, rocky ground on the shore of a harbor. The sun was to her right; it seemed to rest on top of the trees of the western woods. On the water were strange-looking boats, old-fashioned ships with sails and crates piled high on their decks. Rough wooden piers led out over the water, and gangplanks led from the piers to the decks of the ships. Behind her, unpainted wooden buildings sat, connected with one another by muddy paths. Littering the ground between the buildings and the water were stacks of crates and barrels with the words, “England” and “France” stenciled onto their sides, obviously waiting to be loaded into the boats.




      A mud-colored frog hopped up to Anne, stared at her with its unblinking eyes, then hopped away. Anne shook her head and closed her eyes tightly. She opened them again. The scene had not changed. She was still outside in the cold, still on a shore she did not know.




      Slowly, she stood up. She brushed some of the loose dirt from her jeans, but the mud streaked, leaving long stains. There had to be some reasonable explanation for what had happened to her. Maybe she was dreaming. Maybe she’d fallen and hit her head and was having a hallucination.




      “This is crazy,” she said sternly to herself. But her heart fluttered in fear.




      She glanced around at the closest building. It was a two-story construction of dark wood and few windows. She could hear singing from inside. It sounded like men’s voices. Maybe they would tell her what was going on. Maybe she’d even see someone she knew, and realize what a wild, amazing trick had been pulled on her.




      Then someone shouted at her, “Hey, girl!” Anne spun about to see a huge man standing on a nearby pier. He wore a filthy white shirt and black vest and scarred boots. At his waist hung a long leather sheath. Beside the man was a teenaged boy, his clothes soaked. The man raised his hand. Oh, good, Anne thought. He’s going to tell me what kind of crazy trick this is.




      But the man was frowning, and his face was twisted and ugly. He began to run toward Anne, shouting, “Come back here, you stinking thief! I’ll teach you to chase off cargo and steal our merchandise!”





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/00002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/00001.jpg





