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For my dearest H.,

who yet again endured a return to the

eighteenth century with patience and love.

Dear Reader:

We read much of the glory of the achievement of U.S. freedom. The perspective of American loyalists, who did not want to see the thirteen colonies break from the British Empire and form an independent country, gets much less attention. The latter having ultimately lost, to have been an American struggling from 1775-1783 to keep the colonies British was to earn oneself the label “Tory” and even “traitor.”

What follows is a mixture of fact and fiction in order to bring that time back to life on these pages. In doing so, you will also read views on many subjects that are dated and even decidedly ugly. The unapologetic racism – to say nothing of outright slavery – and sexism of the 1770s-80s are, to our sensibilities, among the most appalling visible aspects of it and an author should not attempt to minimize such.

This novel attempts not to judge these characters, most of whom are fiction, as if they are of our time. When outright fiction, I strive to write of them with the eye of the historian as if they were historical individuals. If you cannot in reading this easily always separate fact from the fiction, I feel I have then fully achieved my storytelling aim.

There is one tantalizing question underscoring it all that will never be answered because history went another way: What might North America look like today if the loyalist Americans and Great Britain had defeated George Washington’s army and crushed the rebellion?

R. J. Nello

Dartmouth, Devon, England

July 4, 2025

Since the Americans have discovered that they can make a parliament, whence comes it that they do not think themselves equally empowered to make a king?

~ Samuel Johnson, 1775.
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“Rebels are in the area,” he called out from his horse. “There may be slavers with them.”

“I am a free woman,” she declared from hers as she passed going in the opposite direction.

Hearing that, he slowed and turned his horse around to catch up to her. Pulling up beside her moments later, he explained as she stopped too that he had merely wanted to offer her a warning. Even a free Negro woman riding alone faced a great danger no white woman did: abduction and sale into slavery. She was especially at risk of such even here on the New York frontier if her only proof of being free was her word.

“And, uh, why should I not be afraid of you? Maybe you are one of them. Maybe you seek to trick me?”

That petulant response surprised him, and he decided to be blunt: “If I am a rebel slave catcher, you need to be greatly concerned then. But I am not.”

Not wanting to say more about his identity or his unit in the event that she was not who she seemed, he simply stated he was with the King. He said also that he was opposed to slavery, as were his loyal comrades.

“Then, I am with your king too,” she said.

He glanced around as she said that and sought to make certain he was not riding into an ambush. After all, this Negro woman could be a planned rebel distraction, even bait, for a trap. He could find himself captured by rebels rushing on him from the trees.

“You are there telling me that I ought to be afraid,” she continued. “You, sir, are in the uniform. You should look to yourself. I’m guessing you don’t know the rebels have a fort ahead.”

“No, I did not know that,” he said as he removed his cocked hat and ran his right hand back through his hair and studied her. “But I’m here to find out things like that. Thank you for that. It is most useful to me.”

“I am merely talking with you, a man I meet. I am no spy.”

By now, he sensed there were no enemy immediately present, so she seemed to be on her own and no threat to him. Feeling safe enough by now to reveal this much, he stated that he was just scouting. While this area was mostly loyal to the King, yes, there had been reports of rebels, and in dense woods it was difficult to tell friend from rebel foe.

Giving a tall appearance seated atop her handsome brown horse, she seemed, he felt, to be around his age of nineteen. He noticed her making firm eye contact with him as well, and in that displaying confidence he had not seen in Negro women of his acquaintance; they tended to look down or away in deference when a white man spoke to them. From a distance, she had also seemed more like a white woman with her curly brown, shoulder-length hair, but up close now, she was plainly a Negro.

“So you fight to keep us with the King of England?”

Putting his hat back on, he replied, “He is America’s king.”

He gazed around again seeking to glimpse any sign of activity in the woods before a foe might have seen him. He was relieved there still seemed nothing human nearby. Looking down again at the road, he saw weathered footprints and similar horseshoe prints, but no indication that carriage wheels, and especially not gun carts, had been on this rocky road recently.

“To where are you headed?”

She shook her head, replying, “Why should I tell you?”

“Only so that if I might accompany you there for your safety, I shall.”

She softened and seemed now to him less defensive.

Suddenly, he heard voices. Worse, they sounded as if they were coming closer. Alone and with only his loaded pistol, he knew he could not put up a fight if the men walking this way were rebels.

“Seek cover,” he pulled his hat off his head again and directed her to follow as he urged his horse up a side path and into the trees.

“I have done no wrong,” she replied, and stayed where she was in the middle of the road.

Having gotten up the hill, he dismounted and tethered his horse to a tree. After grabbing his musket from its holster tied to his horse’s side, and additional ammunition, he dashed a few steps higher up into the trees and got to ground among underbrush. Holding his pistol and musket, as well as having pocketed extra shots, he concluded it was indeed a rebel group of some half-dozen men.

The woman for some reason not having followed him up the hill occurred to him now as a good happening – for himself, at least. The men could hardly have missed her in the road as they approached on foot and did not. One shouted to her to stand still, and none seemed next to have any interest in anything possibly up in the woods away from the road.

It was no shock they were as taken aback to see her on her horse as he had been. With them around her now, he could hear conversation, but with everyone’s voices now softer, it was impossible to make out the substance of their exchange. What was easy enough to understand, though, was when her voice began to sound increasingly agitated and he saw her dismount.

He was also sure he remained unseen. After all, if they knew he was here, he would know that by now. Placing his hat on the ground next to him, he realized if he stayed hidden like this and if she did not give him away – that second being a big “if” – they would likely not find him.

He had fought in his loyalist group for over a year now often alongside allied Senecas and other Indians who despised the rebels, too. In doing so, he had learned a lot about soldiering. He and his unit had become especially skillful in fighting from ambush in the woods – the Indians’ specialty.

These rebels struck him as inexperienced. Tellingly, they were carrying their muskets so indifferently that they seemed to be unloaded. They were clearly confident they had nothing to be concerned about other than the black woman and were unprepared for an attack coming at them from these woods.

Deciding he had better be ready, as quietly as he could, and lying down on his back, he loaded his musket – and loading a musket while lying down was not easy. Done, he had two shots at the ready to use against those six men if necessary. After getting off those two shots, he might even perhaps get his pistol reloaded at least once if any ran at him up the hill. For any last defense, he had his sword at his waist.

As he watched the men further, he suspected they had no stomach for actual fighting. In fact, increasingly he became convinced they would flee if he fired and shouted as if there were more men on this hill than just him – especially if he conveyed that “the attackers” coming down included Indians. (“Kill them! Take scalps!”) These looked like local rebel militia, probably farmers or farmhands who too often seemed to play at soldiering, and nothing terrified their type more in his experience than an Indian attack. 

However, now he heard what he had also feared. One of the men grabbed her horse’s reins. She followed by shouting that she was not going anywhere with them and demanded they give her back her horse... it was not theirs!

A second man shoved her just off the far side of the road and held her against a tree. Another man rushed behind her, grabbed her arms, yanked them back, held them to the sides of the tree, and was now apparently tying her wrists together. This was now getting ugly and brutal: there was no decent reason to tie any unarmed woman to a tree.

He decided time had run out. He pointed his musket at the man who had just tied her wrists behind her and roped them around the trunk of the tree. There was always a danger in shooting downhill that one might overshoot, so aiming low, he fired.

That man fell.

Placing his musket on the ground, with his pistol he shot a second man on the near side of the road, dropping him, too. 

It turned out he did not even have to yell and act as if there were Indians charging down at them. Of the four still standing, and clearly having no idea from which direction the deadly shots came, carrying their muskets they plainly did not intend to use three ran for their lives up the road in the direction from which they had walked so nonchalantly not long before. The fourth surviving man managed hurriedly to mount the black woman’s horse and galloped off ahead of his three fleeing comrades.

The sight of cowardly rebel backs running away always raised in him a sense of accomplishment – that he had just made some small further contribution to winning the war. From his sniper’s spot, looking down the hill again at the Negro woman he saw that she seemed visibly unharmed. As she stood motionless, perhaps frozen with fear, with her wrists still tied and held to the sides of that tree, he thought that whatever those rebels had been planning for her, however, would now not happen.

He reached out, picked up his hat, returned it to his head, and carefully got to his feet and stepped over to his horse. He leaned the empty musket briefly against the tree, placed the empty pistol into its pouch on the horse’s right side, and then untied the horse. After picking up the musket once more, and then double-checking the road and the direction the men had fled, satisfied they were gone he walked around the horse, slid the musket back into its holster on the horse’s left side, and then slowly walked the horse down the slope.

At the road, he saw up close the two rebels he had shot. Lying about twenty yards apart, in plain and grisly view, they were not the first men he had killed in the war. He remembered every man he had hit, and he was sure, especially given the circumstances, he would not forget these men in particular.

“What’s your name?” he asked her as he tethered his horse to a nearby tree.

“Uh, Sarah. Miss Sarah Freeman.”

To get behind her, he stepped over the body of the man who had tied her to the tree.

“Are you harmed, Miss Freeman?”

“No, sir.”

Hurriedly, he untied her wrists. After she was free, he dashed across the road to the other dead rebel, got to his knees, shoved, and rolled the man off the slightly elevated road down the side into some tall grass. From there, the man’s remains would be far less visible to anyone passing – especially on horseback. 

“I suppose you trust me now,” exasperated, he said. With no time to bury the dead men, he decided at least to try to hide them somewhat. Getting back to his feet, he gathered up several downed and leafy branches and placed them over the man’s body.

“You understand that it would have been foolish of me to trust you at only your word, sir,” she said as she grabbed some branches to help him by covering the body of the man who had tied her to the tree. “Maybe you were a rebel pretending to be with the King, or a slave catcher?”

“I suppose you were right to be cautious, of course,” he acknowledged as he rushed back to her side. He assisted her in locating and leaving additional leafy branches on that second dead man.

“I do thank you, sir.”

Deciding both dead men seemed reasonably concealed enough to enable them to get away long before anyone found them, he introduced himself: “I am Sergeant Robert Hemborough of Butler’s Rangers. I presume you accept that I am no danger to you, but we are in danger here. Those are surely not the only rebels near and those men who ran may be informing others of what happened here as we speak. We must depart.”

He rushed back over to his horse.

Hurrying to keep up, she followed.

After he untethered the animal from its tree and quickly mounted it, he instructed her, “Sit behind me.”
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A large minority of Americans had not wanted separation from Great Britain. As a result, although the rebels had their way with their treasonous declaration in 1776, the war that developed between Great Britain and the independence-minded rebels that went on until 1783 was in many ways a civil war, with the rebels often battling not British regular soldiers but loyalist Americans, possibly even neighbors. The rebels liked to call themselves “Patriots,” while those opposed to independence referred to themselves as “Loyalists.”

In 1777, British General John Burgoyne had sought to win control of the Hudson River from the rebels, reach British-controlled New York City, and thus split the rebel colonies in two. Unfortunately, he was defeated and forced to surrender after the battles at Saratoga in October of that year. The rebels having defeated him convinced France to join the rebel side. 

Great Britain feared France might seek to win back its lands in Quebec and elsewhere in North America that had been lost to Britain in the 1763 treaty that had ended the earlier war in North America. Knowing they had a massive fight on their hands, the British recruited loyalists as well as Indian allies, with the aim of fighting the rebels along especially the western frontiers of the rebellious colonies.

One Robert Hemborough had been born to John and Susan in Brookhaven, Long Island, New York, in 1760, into what would become a family staunchly loyal to the Crown. In 1773, just before the war began, his mother’s brother, twenty-two-year-old Jeffrey Bowden, who had lived nearby, relocated to the western part of the New York colony, where land was cheaper and easier to obtain. Having much respected his only slightly older uncle who was in many ways more like an older brother, then thirteen-year-old Robert was saddened to see him leave Long Island for good.

Five years later, however, shortly after his eighteenth birthday on January 12, 1778, his uncle had written to Robert urging him to come west to join the fight. Robert did not hesitate. Thrilled at the chance to serve the Crown alongside his uncle, he made his way west, where he joined now Lieutenant Bowden in the loyalist Butler’s Rangers, which battled the rebels on the New York and Pennsylvania frontiers. Founded by Connecticut-born Colonel John Butler, the Rangers had become a formidable force in alliance with the Seneca Iroquois, and especially Mohawk chief Joseph Brant who led mostly Mohawk Iroquois.

That June, Robert, a private serving under his uncle, was present when Butler and various allied Indian chiefs conferred at an Indian village called Tioga. Butler and the Senecas decided to strike the rebels in the Wyoming Valley in northeast Pennsylvania. The Mohawks were to attack rebels to the valley’s north.

In defending a fort, the rebel militia in the Wyoming Valley proved inept and incapable of standing up to the combination of Butler’s Rangers and the Indians. It was an easy victory. At the cost of a few Indians and a couple of Rangers, they had killed or captured hundreds of rebels as well as non-combatants.

Butler and the Rangers spared those who had not fought – especially women and children. Colonel Butler afterward declared that he had had the sincere satisfaction of knowing that not a single person was hurt other than those who bore arms. However, to those latter the Indians gave no quarter, and rumor had it that the Indians took over two hundred rebel scalps.

Robert never forgot witnessing the fate of a rebel colonel taken prisoner. Days after his capture, some Indians decided his personal effects would be of more value than he would. Away from the captured fort, in a field, they killed him, with one Indian taking his scalp and sword, and a second his coat and cocked hat with feather. One of the Indians located his captive wife within the fort and taunted her with his clothing.

With the destruction of their militia, most rebels fled the Wyoming Valley. The refugees spread the story of the American defeat, which contributed to a panic on the New York and Pennsylvania frontiers. Some rebel newspapers produced unsubstantiated tales about the burning of women, children, and wounded and surrendered militia inside the fort immediately after the battle – which were simply false. In the aftermath, speaking with his uncle, Robert agreed with the older man that the entire effort had been thoroughly mistaken. Many Americans, who had not yet taken a side between remaining loyal to the Crown or choosing independence, saw “the massacre” by the Rangers and the Indians as a reason to support independence.
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Robert had spent three years fighting the rebels, rising eventually to the rank of captain in the Rangers. He could recall during his entire service killing or wounding at least a dozen rebels, but he felt he had always fought according to the accepted rules of warfare. He was never comfortable with the reputation his unit had developed for ruthlessness and especially even massacre, and not only at Wyoming Valley, but also later at the September 1778 attack on German Flatts, on the Mohawk River, west of Albany, New York.

His last action was at Johnstown, New York, in late October 1781, where rebels defeated Butler’s force and killed Butler’s son. At Johnstown, Butler’s Rangers had also fought their last fight. After the catastrophic British defeat at Yorktown, Virginia by George Washington’s combined American-French force earlier that same month, it was clear the war was now lost. 

Jeffrey Bowden was already in a New York forest grave by then, having become ill and dying in 1780. Robert and his now dead uncle – who had lived only to twenty-nine – had fought for the King, and done their best, but they had been defeated. The United States of America was now an independent country.

Robert did not have an easy journey home at Christmas 1781. If they had caught him in the civilian clothes he wore, the rebels would have almost certainly deemed him a spy and probably hanged him. After managing to slip across to British-controlled Manhattan, and then more securely ferry over to British-controlled Long Island, he sought on Long Island to resume his pre-war Brookhaven life as quietly as he could. He managed to convey the lie to skeptical “patriot” neighbors that he had never fought for the British; that he was actually just a “failure” in having not succeeded in making a living on the frontier with an uncle. Fortunately, some neighbors were also loyalists and they too were similarly doing their best to try to stay on in what was now the independent United States.

However, his mother became ill and died during 1782. With her death, he could see his father’s health, too, starting to fail, until his father died the next year. Having now inherited the family’s Brookhaven farm, he was also essentially alone in the world.

With peace officially at hand, in the late summer of 1783, Sir Guy Carleton, the last British commander in America, received orders from London to withdraw from New York City. He informed the U.S. Confederation Congress that he could not provide an exact date for the departure, but was leaving as quickly as practicable, for he had not only to embark his soldiers and sailors. He added that as word of the imminent British departure had circulated, the number of loyalists entering the city had increased dramatically; nearly 30,000 had crossed into the city hoping to escape the victorious rebels’ likely vengeance and he would not abandon them.

The British would also refuse to carry out the peace treaty demand that they return escaped slaves to their masters. About 3,000 blacks, mostly former slaves, left for territories the Crown still controlled in the Americas and even for England itself. A small force of black “Tory” soldiers allied with the British was among the last of the King’s troops to leave New York City.

The final noteworthy British contingent left on November 25, 1783. With them went the loyalists’ last protection. During 1783-1784, most other well-known local Long Island loyalists left their homes for various destinations outside of the United States. Having no desire to try to lie for the rest of his life that he had not been a loyalist soldier, and not wanting to live under the rule of the rebels, the now twenty-three-year-old Robert concluded there was no future for him in his New York birthplace and decided like thousands of others to depart for British Canada.
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Having sailed to Halifax, Nova Scotia, stepping ashore Robert was again on land loyal to the Crown. Immediately he found himself among many others who had earlier fled, or been chased from, the United States and he breathed easier. Life could begin again here.

Within months, though, Halifax proved not nearly enough to satisfy him. Among so many other loyalist refugees, he felt adrift. More importantly, he also believed there was too much deluded talk about the United States failing and intelligent men emerging to lead it back into the British Empire; that London would compensate them fully for their stolen homes and possessions; and that, above all, they had a right to return and that they would return...

Unlike so many other United States refugees, having sold the family farm to a rebel-supporting family for a decent price, as well as possessing further money his father had left him, Robert was not without means. Still, he needed to make a living if only because there had to be some purpose to his life. Yet his choices were limited.

He was uninterested in seeking a position in the British army: he would probably find himself a private all over again. He did not want to go to sea: he knew little about ships. He had no interest in land speculation: he knew little about that either. 

The British did offer loyalists such as him free lands, but he had little appetite either for the idea of trying to farm a virgin area where it appeared he needed to fell a forest. He had never seen so many trees in his life, including in western New York. Nova Scotia seemed to be woodland from Halifax all the way to Louisburg.

About half of the loyalist refugees who arrived in Canada settled on Prince Edward Island and in Nova Scotia; in the latter’s largest town, Halifax, Robert learned that the arrivals of the thousands of loyalist Americans had created a new English-speaking aspect to life in what had been largely French-speaking areas. Others went to Quebec. Feeling abandoned by what they had considered their British compatriots, a small minority, especially from southern states like Georgia and South Carolina, left British dominions completely and ventured even to Spanish Florida.

Slavery remained legal in British Canada. Troubling to Robert, a few loyalists from particularly the southern colonies – now, states – had brought their slaves with them north to Canada. However, there were far more free black loyalists in Canada, having won their liberty by fighting for the British or crossing from rebel territory to that of the Crown during the war.

Robert had always considered it heinous and hypocritical that among the most vocal of the rebels who sought independence, as well as what they called “liberty,” were also men who had no difficulty enslaving men and women and compelling them to serve as little more than beasts of burden. George Washington, the top rebel general who owned many slaves, was a major example. Robert knew the British received no credit for emancipating so many enslaved people simply because slave drivers would never feel pleased about losing their human property.

His thoughts increasingly drifted to finding his paternal uncle’s family in England, which seemed where he would need to go if he were to make truly a new start. Finally, he concluded that was his best hope and he was hardly alone in that choice. Since 1783, a few thousand loyalists had sailed all the way to Great Britain itself to seek refuge.
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Locals cautioned twenty-five-year-old Robert that the journey from Plymouth up into the Devonshire hills would be a challenge. He could not help but find that almost amusing. After all, he had survived over three years fighting on the frontier, then a refugee year in Halifax, and then safely crossed the Atlantic.

Although he had never received an answer from his uncle to his letter of months earlier from Halifax stating he wished to remove to England, he had decided he was heading for England regardless. Having been careful with his spending while in Halifax, he still had much of the money from the sale of the family’s Long Island farm. If he discovered his father’s English relations had unexpected problems and could not assist him, or even perhaps deemed him an unwelcome near stranger, if turned away at least he would not be destitute.

What he longed for most of all was not wealth, but not to live in the past. Halifax had not been unwelcoming, but the looks of perpetual dejection on many refugees’ faces were not what he wished to endure going forward. Crossing the ocean, he had resolved to put as much distance between him and those despairing and even still angry people who yearned for a return to a British America that was now gone.

Thus, England it would be. When one ship appeared at Halifax in the early spring with its captain stating he would within weeks return to Plymouth, Robert decided he had found his ship. As it sailed, while he stood on the deck and looked back at the town and coastline receding in the distance, he also realized that he would probably never see North America again.

Four weeks later, in May, approaching southwest England heading for Plymouth, the captain sailed south of, and not through, the Isles of Scilly, off Cornwall. Robert learned from a couple of crewmen that experienced sailors tried to avoid those waters not only because they could be rough, but even more because they also contained numerous, dangerous, hidden rocks. He realized he was already fortunate he had avoided seasickness, so was certainly pleased also to have avoided those waters; and so were fellow passengers who had been often disgustingly ill. As for spending an extra day at sea in order to navigate around those rocky waters where the ship could have been sunk only a short distance from England, all were even more pleased the captain had decided on that course.

At last, the captain, who hailed from Plymouth, guided the ship safely into his birth city’s harbor. Robert decided he had had enough of the sea, so instead of locating some ship heading the short distance to Dartmouth, opted for the overland route. Traveling by a couple of hired carriages, he reached Kingsbridge, about twenty miles up the road, the next day. At the quiet estuary town, he found a middle-aged driver willing to take him for a surprisingly reasonable price all the way to Dartfield itself – in exchange also for a room and a meal that night there. In agreeing, Robert went one better, laughingly promising him even a morning meal as well.

“The roads where you wish to go, sir,” the driver related to Robert, “are not easily traversed at times.”

Having departed Kingsbridge not long after dawn and aiming to cover the ten or so miles in about four hours, they reached a place called Halwell. At a stop at the village’s Old Inn to water the horse and, indeed, in a manner of speaking, water themselves too, talking with the landlord Robert explained his relationship to the owner of the estate at nearby Dartfield. Stunned, the landlord said that he hoped Robert might return and allow him and his family to show him proper hospitality.

Robert thanked him and said he would certainly be back as this area was to be his home now. After that break, the last part of the journey was short and finally he reached his relations’ Dartfield front door, a mile or so above the port town of Dartmouth. As the driver halted the carriage, the sight of the majestic house of three floors stunned Robert. Having never seen such a home in New York, he took an extra deep breath as it struck him that this was also the home where his father – a younger brother – had been born and lived in his youth before emigrating to New York.

A butler appeared, and Robert explained who he was and asked about overnight accommodation for his driver. The butler turned to the driver, who was about to manhandle Robert’s two large trunks – containing all the possessions he had remaining in the world – to the gravel ground, and asked him first to move the carriage to the far side away from this, the house’s main entrance. He added that he would return after he had seen Robert to his uncle and would have a footman take charge of Robert’s trunks. He concluded by telling Robert that he would also see to it that the driver got a guest room used by household help and something to eat.

Robert followed the butler through the reception hall, and past a magnificent staircase over which hung portraits of relations and cherished landscapes obviously much prized by his uncle and family. Walking on around a corner and along a long corridor, the walls decorated with further art, suddenly the butler stopped at an open doorway. Given its location, Robert guessed it marked the entrance to a drawing room.

The butler beckoned to Robert to wait here, and then the liveried servant stepped inside of the room. Unseen from where Robert stood, he heard the butler say, “Sir, there is a young man in the hall who states he is your nephew and wishes to see you.”

At that, Robert chuckled to himself at the butler’s apparently not being entirely convinced Robert was indeed who he had said he was.

“My nephew?”

“Yes, sir, a Robert Hemborough, of, uh, New York.”

“Good God, man! Of course let him in!”

At that, the butler obediently stepped back, directed Robert to walk by him into the room, and proceeded formally to announce him: “Mr. Robert Hemborough, of New York.”

Next, the butler introduced all of those in the room. Suddenly, Robert was face-to-face with not only his uncle, Sir Charles Hemborough, 3rd Baronet, but also with his aunt, Eleanor, Lady Hemborough. All three of his cousins, all girls in their middle to late teens, were here, too: Barbara, Emma, and Maria.

His uncle was in a comfortable armchair before the fireplace, with a book in his lap. His aunt and three cousins were on various sofas. They all appeared to have been reading and otherwise socializing until Robert had interrupted them.

He did not know what to say. Despite knowing them only through letters, during the long journey he had thought of them often and had tried especially to picture them in his mind. Now, he was actually among them: This afternoon, gathered in this room, were all of the known family he had remaining.

As his uncle stood up, Robert shuddered at his uncle’s resemblance to Robert’s late father. His aunt, who appeared rather younger than his uncle did, smiled his way. Of his three cousins, Robert noticed the one who appeared to be the oldest got to her feet first as she smiled at him, too.

“Robert... uh, may I address you so?” his uncle asked as he stepped forward and shocked Robert in offering him a hug.

“Certainly, sir,” unsure if he should hug his uncle in return, Robert replied.

“I am so pleased you received my letter!” his uncle’s voice boomed. “Your letter was so hesitant! Did you actually imagine I would write to tell you not to come here?”
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“I must tell you that William Tryon was a beast and my father had said so,” seated across the desk from his uncle, Robert remarked softly as they again spoke privately in his uncle’s library. “As a lad, I never understood why Father was so adamant about that. In time, though, what I had learned about him led me to understand better. That royal governor of New York, and who during the rebellion ordered raids across the Sound on Connecticut rebel towns, was a disgraceful man. After all the destruction he had caused, and all the people he drove into the arms of the ‘patriot’ cause who had not been enemies of the Crown, when at Halifax I had no desire to make his acquaintance. I learned there he remained with the British army in Canada. Aunt has told me of Cousin Barbara and that young officer...”

Feeling he was going perhaps too far, and showing too much emotion, Robert stopped. He did not go on to reveal that he was disheartened when he had learned from his aunt that his cousin had been just fifteen when introduced at Plymouth to a naval officer in his twenties who was of a family acquainted with Tryon. Robert would not tell Barbara that it was likely for the best the officer had died at sea in 1782, a scant year later, so she was unable to marry him. She was not only very young then, but far worse was how he had served with Tryon.

From his chair behind his desk, his back to the window opening onto the rear lawn that rolled down and away from the house, his uncle replied, “So your aunt has told you of her acquaintance with the gentleman who served with Tryon. It was now some years ago, of course.”

Robert nodded as his uncle continued.

“Robert, most here have always been here. Devonshire and Cornwall are not places that see many settle. New faces hereabouts are few. Thus that is why your new face will certainly attract attention, especially also given your place now here as my ‘son,’ shall we say.”

“This place is new to me as well, as you well know, sir,” Robert smiled.

“You have seen more of this world than most here you will meet,” his uncle replied. “Even the seafarers have not been to places as have you. New York, Halifax, and such to nearly all here are difficult to imagine. As for frontier locales such as, uh, Wyoming in Pennsylvania, they are almost legend. Your cousins see you, I believe, as one who has descended upon them from another world. To talk of the gruesome fighting, whilst Barbara knows of such more than most, that is from reading and from a few foolish young gentlemen about to embark for America who imagined the fight there glorious. To Emma and María especially, America is certainly not entirely real to them.”

After pausing respectfully at his uncle’s seriousness, he sought to reply lightheartedly. “I am pleased I have discovered at last that she is ‘Ma-rye-ah’ and not ‘Maria’ as pronounced in the Italian or the Spanish.”

“We are not Italians,” apparently unprepared yet for levity, his uncle said. “Do not frighten young ladies with tales of red Indians you saw take rebel scalps.”

Now Robert turned serious. “Such memories as those I too wish I could forget. Often, I do wonder, I killed men and saw some things so terrible, such as homes burned and people made to flee. I try not to think of such, or I hate myself greatly. I cannot undo what I did. I do think of rebels I have killed, and wonder if God will ever forgive me.”

Now his late-fifties-age uncle sought to reassure him. “You did what the Crown asked. You fought gallantly. You did not engage and kill men who were unable to defend themselves. Remember, they would have killed you had they been able. You fought properly and have no reason to feel in any way guilty in attempting to keep America under the Crown. It is they who caused the war, and the killing, not you. You have much impressed us all.”

Robert thanked him for his kind words. His uncle had much impressed Robert as well. Until actually meeting him, if not a stranger he was certainly one who had been greatly distant, known to Robert only through letters and from what family had related to him as a child in New York.

Indeed, Robert sensed his uncle appeared to know more about him than Robert did about his uncle. However, that made sense. His father had written to his elder brother in England regularly – or at least he had until the rebellion had made letters from America to England more uncertain.

Uncle Charles, Robert had felt from the outset on meeting him just days ago, not only resembled his late father especially in the face, but also was decidedly good-natured in much the same ways. The numerous books on the shelves behind his uncle distracted Robert. Spotting a copy of Sterne led Robert to recall how, after he had ceased to be a child, at thirteen or fourteen, his father reading from that rather comical book...

On the fifth day of November, 1718, which to the aera fixed on, was as near nine kalendar months as any husband could in reason have expected,—was I Tristram Shandy, Gentleman, brought forth into this scurvy and disastrous world of ours.—I wish I had been born in the Moon, or in any of the planets, (except Jupiter or Saturn, because I never could bear cold weather) for it could not well have fared worse with me in any of them (though I will not answer for Venus) than it has in this vile, dirty planet of ours...

Clearly, Uncle Charles also felt sadness at the death of his younger brother.

As for his wife, Aunt Eleanor was all Robert could have expected as well, indulging him he felt almost as a childless woman entrusted with an orphaned boy does her best to help him cope with being alone in the world.

Their three daughters, Barbara in particular, were charming and attractive. Those cousins had virtually overnight become not only Robert’s near-sisters. With each passing day, increasingly they were his friends.

“I hesitate to ask this, as I believe I know your views. On slavery in America. I know my brother was much opposed. I suppose you were as well?”

“Absolutely,” Robert replied.
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Not yet in England for a month, on the cloudy, but at least not cold, first day of June, as Robert reached the end of the well-trodden footpath near the top of the promontory, he gazed for a time out at the English Channel below. After sitting and resting on a large rock for a time, shortly after beginning his walk back down a local elderly man appeared from the cottage Robert had passed earlier a few hundred yards down the slope. After each of them introduced themselves, within the pleasant conversation that followed the man revealed to Robert the cliff top’s name: “Start Point.”

Now sitting beside Barbara on this bench in his uncle’s splendid garden, recounting that happening of days ago and aware of her biblical knowledge, Robert suggested that it had felt to him as possibly vaguely similar to that of the experience of the Apostle Paul: a “Road to Damascus” moment of his own. For hearing its name from the man, Robert said that caused him to reflect to himself on how “start point” might well have applied to him in having started here, in a sense, once again.

Barbara smiled and said she could certainly understand why he might think so. However, she also said that she felt she had to point out that in all probability the word “start” there merely came from the Anglo-Saxon steort, meaning a tail. It may also have come, she said, from songbirds common to the area, especially the redstart.

After she explained the likely source there for “start,” Robert chuckled and said that given that fact he felt a bit silly for his overly romantic view of those words as somehow possibly applying to him.

She laughed at his admission, also remarking that she admired his thoughtful opinion regardless.

He kept to himself the thought that whatever “Start Point” meant in such a way, it would always to him personally mean his new start in this land. Moreover, he believed he may have even seen it from the ship as it approached Plymouth.

After silence between them for some seconds, more seriously, he moved on. “I think such because as you know, I come from a country that does not want those such as me. Yet I sense some English here, in the land of my forebears, do not truly wish my presence here either. It is as if this land wishes to forget America. I cannot say I blame them for that wish, as I too much wish I could forget.”

At that, Barbara replied, “I wish you to stop speaking so. I think that is mistaken. You are now here with us, as my father has made plain; and of what the country thinks, I know not, nor care. I think of you now as my brother. I had always wished an elder brother.”

“That is most kind of you to state,” he smiled.

“I am not being simply most kind in saying so. I consider it fact.”

Their talks did help alleviate some of Robert’s sense of melancholy at being entirely on his own because she demonstrated with such words that he was truly not. He knew he had to do his best to become one of their close family. Barbara, some six years younger, was indeed correct in that his uncle, aunt, she, and her two sisters, were his family now. 

Again, he forced himself to be thankful for how fortunate he was in this way. Most like him had had to flee the rebels with but little and to start anew in distant places. He too may have sailed from Halifax with only a couple of trunks of clothes and a few family possessions, but he had at least known his father’s older brother and family were here, and, fortunately, they had not turned him away when he had appeared unexpectedly at their front door.

“I repeat to you,” Robert said, “what I have told your father, that upon my taking up the duties of his son, although I am but a nephew, that none of you shall be inconvenienced by such in any way. This shall be your home for as long as you all wish, just as now.”

“He has told us,” she smiled. “Such is a great relief, you understand.”

“I understand,” he continued, “exactly how one may feel having lost their home or compelled by unfair laws to relinquish it to another. If you state I am to see your family as mine, I reassure you that you are family to me. So, such is settled. If I ever marry, you shall all remain here as you do if that is your wish or what life demands upon you. The loss of the man you loved in the war...”

Barbara looked down and interrupted him, “...I presumed Mother or Father had by now told you of him...”

“Your mother did,” he remarked softly. “Yes, she told me of what happened to him.”

She cleared her throat and said, “He did his duty as a man must do. He served England bravely. It was not your fault in any way that he perished in the war for America.”

The June sun, a welcome sight here in Devonshire, beating down on her face caused her to reposition her bonnet, prompting him also to straighten his cocked hat, as she said, “I shall make it, Robert, if you would permit me, of course, my duty to see to your becoming acquainted with suitable young ladies.”

Robert was naturally pleased at the high esteem in which his English relatives all evidently held him. With Barbara especially, given she was the nearest in age to him of his cousins, he had been hoping in recent days to try to introduce even greater closeness into their by now virtually brother and sister relationship. Yet when she abruptly changed the subject from that of that dead gentleman, he feared he had blundered there into a far too sensitive issue.

His hat dealt with, and dropping his hands into his lap, he did not know how to respond, so merely smiled and nodded.

Having gotten her bonnet better angled to keep the sun off her face, she stretched her left hand out and took his right hand. Now smiling too, she then looked directly into his eyes and declared, “Oh, yes, cousin, it must be a new start. We must not dwell in the past. You, me, nor any of us. How exciting it all may be for us all! Yes, there are United States Americans here in England now too, but we ought to forgive. The Lord would wish such, though I know how difficult it may be for you. But ’tis important as a Christian to consider.”

After glancing down at her hand, and then looking up again directly into her eyes, he replied, “I have told your father and mother that I hold no grudge against those, uh, ‘patriots’ of the United States I may encounter here. I say such to you, too. It is, you understand well, difficult for me, but as I am of here now, and not there, I hope it shall be easier for me when the day comes when I meet any here.”

Releasing his hand, she said, “I respect your view on such, as I know do all of the family, as you lost your home to them, and not we.”
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