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Chapter 1

 


One day, in the spring of 1816 Sam
Sievers sat beside his sister Sarah on a log not far from his
house. Every once in a while he’d get a whiff of the lilac bushes
near the back door.

Anyone who didn’t know the Sievers
would think they were an odd match. Sarah resembled her father,
Lucas, a white man who was wild and as dangerous as his Indian
friends. She was half Cree with brown eyes and long brown hair. Her
skin was on the pale side. At thirteen, Sarah was becoming a
strong-minded woman. She dressed in pants and worked with the
animals, preferring to be outdoors than working in the
house.

Sam couldn’t help but notice how dark
his skin colour was compared to Sarah’s. He was half black with
wavy dark hair and blue eyes. His skin colour leaned toward the
white side of his heritage. Most of the white people treated him as
a black man and the black people claimed he was too white. Women
were attracted to him.

His wife, Sophie, left him just after
Thanksgiving last year. She found out he was cheating on her. Sam
once loved her delicate features, small nose, and mouth. Her hair
was almost white, her pale skin dotted with freckles. Now he didn’t
know what he felt about her.

At thirty-one Sam was a single father
of two boys. His boys took after Sophie in looks. Their skin colour
was ten times lighter than Sam’s.

“It must have been scary being a
slave. Was it, Sam?” Sarah leaned her head on his shoulder. He
wrapped his arm around her.

Sam had told no one except his father
what he experienced during the War of 1812. His wife only knew a
small part of his ordeal. He did tell her that he was a breeder,
had sex with several women to get them pregnant, stressing the fact
that he was a slave. Their marriage hadn’t been the same
since.

The Americans had captured him and
sold him into slavery. Several times he changed owners, the price
jumping higher each time, reaching seventy-five dollars. Robert
Spencer had been his last master and the only one Sam wanted to
kill.

“It was,” Sam said as he gazed at the
goats in the nearby pen. He knew that whatever they talked about
would stay between the two of them. Sometimes Sam thought of Sarah
more as a daughter than his sister. And sometimes he wished she
were older so he could talk to her about adult stuff.

Sarah lifted her head and looked at
him. “You don’t talk about it. What did you do, work in the cotton
fields?”

“No, I was too slow.” Sam shifted
uncomfortably. He didn’t want to think about his time as a
slave.

“Well?” Sarah nudged him.

“You heard why Sophie left
me.”

“Yes. You have a mistress.”

“That’s what I did when I was a slave.
There was a big black man with the brains of a pea who made sure I
performed every night.”

Sarah was smart enough; she’d get it.
“Oh,” she said after a bit, her face turning red. “I heard Dad tell
John that they whipped you,” she blurted.

“Yes, they did.”

She leaned into him again. “I’m sorry,
Sam.”

 


***

 


Lucas Sievers watched his other
daughter, Sarah’s twin sister, as he stood by the back window of
his house. Amy kneaded dough for bread at the kitchen workspace.
She was taller than Sarah and had dark hair and green eyes. Amy
resembled her mother, with her high cheekbones and red
skin.

He glanced out the window at the cross
that marked his wife’s grave, then quickly turned away. He didn’t
want to dwell on her any longer. Winda had been the only woman he
had ever loved. Lucas still dreamed about her every night, seeing
her laugh, smelling her lavender-scented hair. He missed her
council, her wit; and holding her. Lucas wiped his eyes with his
hands then watched his grandsons at the kitchen table.

Ben, eleven, looked up at him with
inquisitive blue eyes. His brown wavy hair curling around his ears.
“Is this how you spell ‘leverage’ Grandpa?”

‘Grandpa’, a word that he loved when
the boys were born. Now it only proved how old he was. Lucas noted
how grey his hair and beard were getting, the stiff joints in his
knees. He glanced down at the slate in front of Ben. “Yes, it is.
Do you know what it means?”

Ben studied the word, squinting. “It’s
like when Grandpa Pete and his men use poles to shove logs down the
river. The poles give them leverage.”

Lucas placed a hand on Ben’s shoulder.
“That’s right. But remember that Pete doesn’t work for us
anymore.”

“Why did he quit? Why did he have to
take Mom away?” Tears filled his eyes.

Cody watched his brother from across
the table. The eight-year-old was working on his arithmetic. His
hair was darker than his brother’s, his eyes a blue-green mix.
“Cause, he’s mad at Dad.”

“So?” Ben said. “He could have just
quit. He didn’t have to take Mom with him.”

Amy covered the dough with a cloth
then turned to face them, wiping her hands on her apron. Lucas
cleared his throat then said, “Your dad did something that she
can’t forgive him for.”

“No, he didn’t,” Ben
argued.

Cody wiped his answer off the slate
with his sleeve then sat back glaring at the ‘14 + 6 =’ that Amy
had written for him to solve. “Yes, he did. Mom said he had another
girlfriend. You’re not supposed to have another girlfriend when
you’re married.”

“No, you’re not,” Amy said.

Lucas recollected the conversation he
had with Amy last night. He’d told her, “He had a good reason for
cheating on Sophie.”

Amy turned to face him, scowling. “A
good reason to cheat on your wife?”

“You know that Sam was sold into
slavery.” He waited until she nodded. “His job was to …” He changed
what he was going to say, instead, coming up with, “have other
girlfriends. If he didn’t, he’d be whipped, maybe even
killed.”

Amy glared at him. “And that gives him
the excuse to cheat on her now?”

“Grandpa?” Ben said, bringing Lucas
back to the present. “Is my dad a bad man?”

“No, he’s just a man who did something
wrong is all.”

Lucas sat down and leaned his elbows
on the table. “I’m just glad he is home.”

Amy put her hand on his shoulder. “I
don’t blame Sam. I blame the blasted war.”

“The war has taken a toll on us,”
Lucas said. “We all carry scars from it, both inside and
out.”

 


***

 


Twenty-three-year-old John Sievers
left his dad’s house and went across the bridge that spanned Black
Creek to his uncle’s place. He smiled as Ben and Cody dashed out
the back door and ran toward their own house. He didn’t knock but
walked into the kitchen. The aroma of bread baking in the oven made
his stomach growl. John sat down at the table and read the word
scrawled on a slate with chalk. “Leverage,” he said.

“Ben’s schooling,” Amy told him as she
set a cup of coffee in front of him.

John dropped in a spoon of sugar and
stirred, all the while watching his uncle stare into space. “Dad
wants you and Sam over at his place sometime today.”

Lucas nodded, took a sip of his coffee
then set the cup down. “What does he want?” He finally looked at
John.

“It’s about Adam,” John
said.

Lucas nodded. “Still haven’t heard
from him?”

“No.”

John saw the worry lines on his
uncle’s face, the sorrow in his eyes. As much as he loved Aunt
Winda, John hoped that Lucas would get over her death soon. Lucas
had aged considerably since her passing. He shivered at the thought
of whooping cough and how it travelled through the region. Winda
had been one of the seventeen people who died from the
disease.

He watched Amy. She had whooping cough
and managed to fight it. She still looked pale and tired easily.
Amy did her best, cleaning her dad’s house and watching Ben and
Cody when Sam was working the farm.

They drank their coffees in silence
for a bit, then Lucas said, “I’m going to tame more wild horses
tomorrow.”

John nodded but wondered why an old
man like his uncle still insisted on getting thrown around on a
wild horse. He said nothing as he drank the last of his coffee then
stood. “Thanks for the coffee, Amy.”

“You’re welcome,” she said as she
picked up his cup.

“Meet you over there in twenty
minutes,” Lucas said.

John brushed the brown hair out of his
eyes and headed toward the door.

 


***

 


Grant Sievers was the head of the
family and older than Lucas by three years. He had a bald spot on
top of his greying head that seemed to get bigger every day. At
forty-four he had just begun to walk again. He had fragments of
buckshot in his legs and was brought home from the war in a
wheelchair. Not long afterward he found out that Carrie was
cheating on him. He tossed her out of the house.

Grant hired Rose In The Water of the
Algonquin tribe as a nurse around that time and married her shortly
after he divorced Carrie. She showed him what real love was. Grant
had never been happier. Rose didn’t put him down all the time, she
praised him and encouraged him. She looked after him and the house
without complaint. Rose smiled at him when their eyes met. She
never refused his advances. Carrie had been selfish and never
missed a chance to run him into the ground.

He had just returned from a long walk
with Rose. They had gone down to the pasture where five new foals
kicked up their heels in the warm sunshine. Now his legs felt weak
and wobbly. But he was walking more every day, his legs getting
stronger.

Last week’s frost killed the barley
they had planted. This week they were re-planting. He watched his
workers for a bit then looked up at the cloudy sky and hoped the
weather would warm up soon.

Grant poured himself a brandy, sat in
his favourite chair in the parlour and lit his pipe. While he was
in the barn earlier, he had made Sly Morgan the new foreman for the
sawmill, replacing Pete Brown. He lifted his brandy in a salute.
“Bye, Pete.” Although he trusted Pete with doing a decent job while
under his employment and paying the men fairly he didn’t trust Pete
in other areas. For starters, he pretended to be a reverend and
married Carrie to an outlaw who took full advantage of this, raping
Carrie even though he was married to another woman. Grant blamed
that man for the way Carrie turned out. And although Grant had been
gentle and tried to show Carrie the difference between just having
sex and making love, love was never going to happen. At least when
it came to him. He wished her new husband good luck.

Grant closed his eyes and shook his
head, flinging Carrie out of his mind. He opened them again and
puffed on his pipe.

His twelve-year-old daughter bounced
into the room, sat on his lap, and kissed him. “Love you, Dad.” Her
reddish-blonde hair was tied back into a ponytail. Her brown eyes
looking into his tired ones.

“Love you too, sweetheart. To what do
I owe this?”

Megan smiled. “John gave me a new
horse today. Said I’m getting too big for Spots.”

“Good.” He thought she was too big for
that horse a year ago. “What are you going to name the new
horse?”

“Well, it’s white with black on its
legs.” She watched him smoke his pipe. “I’m going to call him
Spirit.”

“A gelding then?”

“Yes. He’s three years old. Sam broke
him in. I’ve ridden him. He’s gentle.”

“I’m glad you like him.”

Megan jumped up. “I better get back
outside and help Rose. She’s planting cucumbers today.”

Grant smiled as he watched his
daughter skip out of the house. His smile faded when he thought of
how Megan took after the Sievers side of the family. He knew it was
one reason why Carrie treated her indifferently. And because Megan
was his daughter.

 


***

 


As Lucas went next door to get Sam, it
crossed his mind what his brother wanted. “I hope he’s not going to
send Sam to find Adam.” There was still too much planting to be
done, trees to chop down, a new well to dig, fences to mend. And
Alfred, their foreman, was getting on in years. Soon he’d have to
talk to Sam about Alfred’s replacement.

Lucas was so deep in thought that he
didn’t remember trudging through the trees that separated his house
from his son’s place. As he stepped out into the open, he watched
Sarah take a drink at the well. Lucas paused for a second and
studied his daughter. Sarah had never acted like a girl. She wasn’t
feminine like Amy. She didn’t fuss with her hair except to tie it
back out of her way. Sarah didn’t like fancy dresses, preferring a
new pair of cowboy boots or moccasins instead.

Winda used to worry that Sarah was of
two spirits: acting like a man and preferring women. But he had
seen Sarah flirt with the young men working their farm and felt
relief settle in. He smiled as he approached her.

Sarah turned, her eyes lighting up
when she saw him. “Hi, Dad.” She hung the ladle on the end of the
well then stepped up to him. “You need me for
something?”

“Looking for Sam. Know where he
is?”

“In the house. Cody scraped his knee.
Sam’s putting salve on it.”

“Thanks,” he said then turned toward
the house.

Sarah called after him. “I’m heading
down to the valley to check on the horses.”

“Good,” he yelled back. “Be
careful.”

Lucas walked into the house to hear
Cody crying.

Ben stood in the kitchen and said, “He
hurt his knee on a rock when he fell.”

Lucas eyed his grandson. “Was he
running?”

Ben looked away then
nodded.

“You were chasing him, weren’t
you?”

Ben bobbed his head. “We were playing
chase.”

“Were you? Or were you being mean to
him again?”

Tear-filled eyes glanced up at him.
“No. We were playing.”

Cody stopped crying. Moments later Sam
walked into the room, shaking his head. “You’d think it was the end
of the world, the way he carries on.”

Cody followed his dad then sat at the
kitchen table with a cloth wrapped around his right knee. His face
was shiny and red. Sam wet a cloth at the pump and wiped his son’s
face. Cody shuddered then fell silent.

“Um,” Lucas began. “Grant has summoned
us to his place.”

Sam grimaced at his boys. “I can’t go
now.”

“I could have asked Sarah to stay with
the boys, but she’s halfway to the big valley by now.”

Sam set the cloth down. “Why don’t we
take the boys with us? Maybe we’ll come across Megan. If not, then
I’ll take them to Marian.”

“Marian has enough with her own
kids.”

Sam took his sons’ hands. “I’ll only
ask her as a last resort.”

 


***

 


After John talked to Lucas, he ran
home for a quick lunch. “I better get going,” he told his wife as
he stood and handed her their infant son. Jack had been born three
months too soon. He was still tiny and feeble. John didn’t think
this son would survive much longer, despite Marian’s
efforts.

Marian took her sleeping baby and
received a kiss on the cheek. “I love you,” John told
her.

“I love you too.”

John looked past her. Ten-month-old
Thomas stood by the settee, grinning. He took a hesitant step and
left the safety of the settee. Thomas stumbled toward
John.

“Look,” John said as he squatted down
to take Thomas in his arms. “You’re walking,” he said as he lifted
his son in the air and twirled around.

Thomas laughed then bounced and kicked
John in his side.

John spun around.

Thomas started kicking again. His
laughter contagious.

“No. I can’t do that anymore, I’ll get
dizzy.” He set Thomas down then kissed Marian once more.

Marian was smiling. “He’s just like
his father, impatient.”

John rubbed his infant son’s cheek.
“You be good for your ma. Hear me, Jack?”

“Go,” Marian told him. “So I can put
these boys down for their naps.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

John walked through the trees and down
the hill to his father’s house with a sad heart. Jack had to get
better. He had prayed every day since his son was born for him to
grow strong and healthy like Thomas. Jack hadn’t gained much in the
two months of his life. And he sounded like a kitten when he cried,
as if he didn’t have the energy to live and was waiting to die. Had
he gotten Marian pregnant too soon after Thomas was born? “Fight
for me, Jack. Fight for your mother.”

A chilly rain made John tightened the
collar on his jacket. He saw Sam and Lucas talking to his
sister.

Megan said, “Sure, I’ll watch them.”
She steered them toward the barn. “Want to see my new
horse?”

As John watched them go, he thought
about how Megan was only a year older than Ben. And that Sarah and
Amy were a year older than Megan. The women were more mature for
their ages than the ones in town. And he knew that Sophie had
babied her boys. Maybe Sam would make them grow up now, take on
more responsibility.

Sam and Lucas turned as John joined
them. Lucas led the way into the house.

 


***

 


Sam refilled his uncle’s glass with
brandy and poured three more. He handed one to John and one to his
father. They sat around in the parlour sipping on their drinks,
waiting for Grant to begin.

Grant tapped out his pipe then eyed
them one at a time. Sam became uncomfortable. It wasn’t like Grant
to look so worried.

Grant said, “I fear something bad has
happened to Adam. I would like you, John, and you, Sam, to go find
him.”

“Not now,” Lucas said. “Not in our
busy season.”

Grant waved his arm. “We can spare
them. We have enough men to run the farms.”

“I need a babysitter,” Sam said. “Amy
and Sarah are too young to look after the boys
fulltime.”

“He’s right,” Lucas said, frowning at
Grant. “Amy is still recovering from whooping cough. And we need
Sarah elsewhere.”

“And Marian won’t be able to handle
them all,” John said.

“I wouldn’t even think of unloading my
kids on her now,” Sam told him. “Not even if Megan helps
her.”

Grant studied Sam for so long that Sam
shifted in his seat. Finally, Grant said, “What about your
mistress?”

Sam glanced around the room. “Aw,
she’s black.”

“So?” Lucas said.

“You mean, nobody will mind if I bring
her home, to watch my boys?”

“It makes sense to me,” Grant said.
“If you’re serious about this woman.”

Sam nodded as he looked down at the
floor. “Her name is Telsa.”

“Tell them what else,” Lucas
prodded.

“I have a daughter.” Sam glanced at
his uncle. “Her name is Alice.”

“Wow,” John said as he sat forward.
“How old?”

“Six months.”

“Well,” Grant said, “In that case
she’ll have other kids to play with around here. And I’m sure that
Marian and Rose will help her.”

Lucas shook his head. “You had this
all planned out from the beginning, didn’t you?”

Grant just smiled.

 


 



Chapter 2

 


Twenty-year-old Adam Sievers
walked up and down the docks in Halifax Harbour looking for
the Tenderhook. He
had missed it last year, him being delayed so much before it
sailed. Daniel Wentworth had promised to wait for him but didn’t.
“That ship is half mine, Daniel,” Adam muttered as he once again,
came up empty.

He and Daniel inherited the ship from
Captain McCabe after he died last year. Daniel had all the
paperwork and he had been out at sea before. Adam had never sailed
on anything bigger than a canoe. But he knew the bones of ships,
having worked on them during the war. He had been stationed at
Discovery Harbour as a carpenter.

Adam stomped the snow off his boots,
stared out toward the Atlantic Ocean and sighed. It was June 6, and
winter was still upon them. They had gotten a foot of snow during
the night. “Where did you go, Daniel? When will you be back?” Then
after a bit he added, “I miss you.”

He glanced at the hazy sun behind thin
clouds and felt his stomach rumble. It was time he went for supper.
Adam brushed his dark hair away from his deep brown eyes and headed
toward the nearest restaurant on Lower Water Street.

After his meal of rice and pork, Adam
bought a pinch of tobacco and some opium. At home---a sparse room
above a hat store--- he mixed the two together and sat in his chair
smoking. His aim was to forget what he had become. It never worked
though; but it lessened the shame. And he had to make a living.
Adam couldn’t find a decent job, there weren’t any.

When he deemed himself sufficiently
high, Adam left his room and went down the street to the tavern. He
undid his shirt and opened it up; bit his lips to make them puffy.
A fake smile and swinging of the hips completed his
character.

As soon as he sashayed into the
tavern, catcalls and derogatory remarks were aimed his way. A big
man said, “There’s the whore of the wharf.”

Another one said, “The deviant is
back.”

Adam pretended he didn’t hear them.
Instead, he made his way to the back corner where he usually sat
and found a table. He ordered a whiskey and waited. It didn’t take
long when one of his regulars approached him.

Harry Anderson the Third was back in
town for a few days. He was three years older than Adam and
wealthy. His family shipped opium throughout the world. Harry owned
four ships of his own. And he paid Adam well for his services, some
of it in opium.

Harry pulled out a chair and joined
Adam. His blond hair touched the top of his collar. He wore
tailored breeches and a white shirt with ruffled sleeves. “Well,
whore, I see you’re still in business,” Harry said as his gaze
travelled down Adam’s body.

“Let’s face it,” Adam said as if the
word ‘whore’ didn’t faze on him. “You’d miss me.”

Harry leaned in and whispered. “You
aren’t the only whore in town, you know.”

“But I’m the one you want, aren’t
I?”

Adam ran his tongue along his bottom
lip and watched Harry’s eyes. He read the lust and desire in
them.

Harry sat back. In a husky voice he
said, “Hurry up and finish your whiskey.”

 


***

 


An Ojibwa warrior, Night Wind walked
around inside the corral leading a black mare. His long hair was
all grey now, him being the same age as his blood brother, Lucas.
It surprised him at how fit he felt. Until nighttime when the aches
and pains settled in, keeping him awake. He watched the horse’s
front leg to see if she was still favouring it. Finally, he patted
her then led her to the pasture. He unhooked the rope around her
neck, then turned to see Sam and John riding toward him. By the
time his guests dismounted the mare had joined the herd grazing in
the meadow.

Sam looked around then said, “Your
village has grown.”

When Night Wind settled here last
summer, it was with the understanding that the people who joined
him were to work on Lucas’s farm. After all, this was his land. Now
there was a mixture of Ottawa, Huron, Algonquin, and Cree, joining
the Ojibwas who had followed Night Wind.

“Yes,” Night Wind said as he led the
men toward his wigwam. “The war has unsettled the tribes. Several
of them are in a mess.” He waved a hand to include the new wigwams.
“These people are searching for a new home. They have become
disappointed with their leaders.”

“Like you did,” John said.

“Like I did,” Night Wind smiled. “They
are calling me chief now.”

John squinted at him. “You are a
chief.”

Night Wind grunted as he opened the
flap to his home and stepped inside.

Morning Flower was pouring water into
a pot. She smiled at him. “What is it, my husband?”

“Sam and John are here. Bring them
coffee.”

“I will,” she said and found four
cups.

Night Wind went back outside and sat
with Sam and John by his fire. He had acquired a taste for coffee
from hanging around Lucas so much. He in turn had gotten Morning
Flower hooked on it.

Sam spoke first. “Me and John are
going to Halifax to see if we can find Adam.”

“Dad is worried about him,” John
added. “We should have heard from him last fall.”

“I see,” Night Wind faced Sam. “You
wish for me to watch over your father?”

“Well, yes. He’s still mourning over
my mom.”

Night Wind nodded. “Me
too.”

Morning Flower handed them each a cup
of steaming hot coffee. Then she joined them with her own cup,
sitting a little behind her husband and off to his right. Night
Wind watched her take a sip then close her eyes, savouring it. He
smiled then turned back to his guests. He pointed to the small
wigwam next to theirs. “That is for Sarah. To give her privacy when
she stays with us.”

“She’ll like that,” Sam
said.

The one on the other side of it
belonged to Lucas. Sometimes he stayed there for weeks at a
time.

“Lucas said you’re going to be taming
more horses soon,” John said.

“Yes. He is to come tomorrow.” Night
Wind regarded Sam. “What will you do with your sons?”

“I’m going to have someone there to
look after them.”

“Which he needs to ask her sometime
today,” John said as if to urge Sam to hurry up and do it. “We will
be leaving in two days.”

Morning Flower set her cup down then
stood. She chanted as she walked around and touched Sam and John on
the tops of their heads. When she finished, she said, “You will
have a long journey.”

Morning Flower wasn’t a shaman but she
seemed to have a six sense about things.

“Will we find Adam?” John
asked.

“You will find him,” she answered.
“But he will not be the Adam that you know.”

 


***

 


There was a lot for Sam to do before
they left. Most pressing, he had to convince Telsa to move into his
house.

After he left Night Wind, Sam took a
trail that hooked up to the road Telsa lived on. Shady Creek was a
small village occupied with mostly blacks. It was the reason he had
bought the little log house she lived in. And, he thought, far
enough away to keep his wife from finding out about her.

Sam dismounted and went inside. Telsa
was changing Alice’s diaper. She looked up then said, “I thought
you would come yesterday.”

Sam smiled down at Alice and talked to
her. “You’re growing up to be a big girl. Yes, you are.”

Alice cooed to him, waving her arms as
if reaching up to him. When Telsa was done he picked Alice up and
walked to the window. “I need to ask you something, Telsa.” He
turned around and faced her. “I’m going on a long journey, to find
my brother. I’m hoping you’ll consider moving into my place at the
farm.”

She looked at him suspiciously.
“Why?”

“I need someone to look after my
boys.”

Telsa narrowed her eyes. “No. I live
here. This is where I want Alice to grow up.” Sam started to say
something but Telsa cut him off. “We go to church here. My friends
are here. I do not want to move.”

“Please, Telsa. Alice can play with
her brothers. You’ll have family who will help you when you need
it.”

“You told me you were adopted. What
else do I need to know?”

“Well, I have twin sisters who will be
fourteen this fall. And I have two brothers, John, and Adam. My
father’s brother adopted them. It’s not as complicated as it
seems.”

“The three of you had the same father
but were adopted into two families?”

“Yes.”

Telsa shook her head. “Your family
will not accept us, Sam. We’re black.”

“Oh, yes they will.” He held out his
hand. “They accept me and I’m part black.” He set Alice down in a
chair and walked toward Telsa. “They don’t care what colour your
skin is, Telsa. All they care about is your character.”

Telsa looked at Alice then back at
him. “I’m sorry, Sam. This is my home.” She turned and walked into
the bedroom, shutting the door behind her.

 


***

 


“Have you ever been on a ship?” Marian
asked John.

“No,” he replied as he picked up a
shirt, rolled it, then set it into his sack. “None of us have.” He
finished packing, setting his sack in the corner. John took Marian
into his arms. “Me and Sam are going to stop at the bank on our way
and take out some money. I’ve asked Dad to give you an allowance of
thirty dollars a month. If you need more, just ask him.”

“I will.”

John kissed her. “I’m going to miss
you and the boys.”

Marian wrapped her arms around him.
“I’ll miss you, John Sievers. Be careful.”

“I will.”

John sighed. “I hope Sam doesn’t delay
us too much.”

“Why would he do that?”

“He’s asking his mistress to move into
his house, so she can take care of Ben and Cody while we’re gone.”
John stepped back then walked into the parlour and sat down on the
couch. Marian joined him and held his hand.

“We will all help her. I hope she
knows that.”

John kissed her. “I love
you.”

“I love you too.”

They heard the back door shut. Moments
later Megan walked into the room and plopped down between John and
Marian, making John scoot over. “I don’t want you and Sam to go,”
she said as tears sprouted in her eyes.

John put his arm around her shoulder.
“We have to, Sis. You know that.”

She laid her head on his shoulder.
“Amy says you’ll be gone over a year.”

“Possibly,” he said as Marian gave him
a worried look. He kissed the top of Megan’s head. “I have an
important job for you to do while I’m gone.”

She tilted her head to look into his
eyes. “I know what you want. You want me to help Marian. I already
help her.”

“Yes. But now she’s going to need you
more than ever. And so will Dad.”

“I help Rose all the time.
She’s teaching me how to make Kinnikinnick.”

“Have you smoked it?” Marian
asked.

Megan made a face. “No. It’s for Dad
and Uncle Lucas.” Then she added, “And Night Wind when he
visits.”

 


***

 


Lucas sat in his parlour,
waiting for supper, reading the Upper Canada Gazette. “It says in here,” he told Sam as his son walked into the
room, “that they are still experiencing winter in Halifax. They
can’t plant any crops this year.”

“In
Halifax? I thought their
climate was the same as ours.”

Lucas set the paper
aside. “It is, generally. But not this year.”

“Then
I better pack my winter
coat.”

“I think
it’s best to be
prepared.”

Sam sat across
from his dad. “Telsa won’t move.”

Lucas
furrowed a brow. “What are you going
to do?”

“I guess I’ll
go into Blackman Falls tomorrow and see if I can hire a
nurse.”

“Come and get
it,” Amy called from in the kitchen.

Lucas and Sam
walked into the other room and
found their seats. Ben and Cody were already sitting at the table.
Sarah set a big bowl of stew down. Amy took off her apron and sat.
Lucas said a short prayer.

Amy passed the
bread. Sarah dished stew out for the boys then herself. She gave the bowl to Lucas.
Lucas dumped stew onto his plate. “Sam’s mistress isn’t coming,” he
said.

“That’s too
bad,” Amy said.

“Yeah, well.”
Sam took the bowl from his dad. “I’ll find someone.”

After the
meal, Lucas and Sam stood
outside and watched the sunset. Lucas smoked his pipe while Ben and
Cody played with wooden horses in the dirt. Lucas led Sam a few
yards away so they could talk in private. “If worse comes to
worst,” he said, “the boys can move in here. Between me, Sarah and
Amy, I’m sure we can cope.”

“You all have
other stuff to do. No; I will
find someone. Thank you, anyway, Dad.”

“I think you
should talk to Sarah. I know
Adam confided in her a lot. Maybe she can tell you more about this
ship he was bragging about that he was going to work
on.”

“I
will, after the boys are in
bed.”

“I’d ask her
myself, but she’s more than
likely to open up to you.”

Sam leaned
against the corral and watched
a mother and filly. “I worry about Adam. What he’s going
through.”

“You mean him
being a deviant?”

“Yeah.
It’s got to be hard on
him.”

Lucas placed a
hand on his son’s shoulder. “I
worry more about you, son. The things you go through because of
your skin colour.”

“I can look
after myself, Dad. There isn’t anything anyone can do to me that hasn’t already been
done.”

 


***

 


Sam asked
Sarah to check on Cody’s knee
before the kids went to bed. Ben pointed out the big dipper as they
walked across his yard and into the back door. Sarah unwrapped the
cloth around Cody’s knee and inspected the wound. “This looks good,
Sam. No infection.”

“Good,” he said as she
re-wrapped it. “You boys get ready for bed now.”

The boys
trudged off to their rooms then came back into the kitchen wearing their nightclothes. They
kissed Sam and Sarah, sitting at the table, before going to
bed.

After they
left Sarah said, “What’s on
your mind, Sam?”

Sam
leaned his elbows on the
table. “I know Adam told you things. Things that might help us find
him.”

“He asked me not to tell
anyone,” she said in a clipped voice.

“Please,
Sarah. All we know is that
he’s looking for a ship.”

She thought for
a few seconds then eventually
nodded. “Okay. I’ll tell you.” Sarah sighed. “When Adam was
stationed in Discovery Harbour, he met this other boy named Daniel
Wentworth. They became lovers after Josh Holmes was shipped off
somewhere else.”

Sam remembered
how Josh Holmes had followed
Adam home. His mother had caught the two of them one time, lying in
a field of grass, naked and touching each other. It wasn’t long
after that the rumours started about the two of them. Sam couldn’t
prove it, but he was certain that Uncle Grant hired Pete Brown to
kill Josh. Adam lost it then and tried to commit suicide. John and
Megan found him dangling from a rope. Adam still had the scars on
his neck.

Sam touched his
own neck. He had the same
scars from being hung and whipped when he was a slave.

Sarah’s voice
brought him back to the
present. “Adam and Daniel inherited a ship called the
Tenderhook from a Captain McCabe.”

Sam leaned in.
“Thank you, Sarah.”

 


***

 


Sam left early
the following morning and rode
ten miles south into Blackman Falls. He didn’t know how to find a
nurse. He stopped at their lawyers and hoped for an appointment
that morning. Barclay Simpson had run for Governor of Upper Canada
last year but lost interest in politics halfway through the
campaign. He stayed in Blackman Falls and opened his law office
between the livery and butcher shops. He was originally from the
city of London and never married. Although Sam knew he was dating
the sheriff’s daughter, the reason he quit politics.

The
male secretary told Sam that Barclay
was at a meeting in the town hall and wouldn’t be back until after
lunch. Sam thanked him then wandered down the street. He stopped in
at the hardware store and asked Mr. Smith. Mr. Smith went into the
back to question his wife. He came back then said, “Ask the
minister at the Presbyterian Church.”

Sam thanked him
then crossed the street. As he passed the restaurant,
he decided to have an early lunch. He
sat by the window and took off his hat, setting it on the seat
beside him. The waitress took his order of ham and scalloped
potatoes. He drank coffee while he waited and watched out the
window.

He wondered if
he should head back the other
way, go around the corner to the boarding house. Pete had been
living there with Hazel. She had inherited it from her late husband
some years ago. Sam wondered if Pete was still there and if Sophie
was living there as well. It bothered Sam that he didn’t miss
Sophie. He knew he should, her being his wife for eighteen
years.

It was the war. It had
changed him too much.

Sam had
cherry pie for dessert then stepped
out into the sunshine. He passed the bank, a few houses then the
doctor’s house --- the third doctor in as many years. For some
reason they kept dying on them. Sam hoped this doctor would last a
long time.

Sam
walked by the general store then
turned the corner. He stopped halfway down the block and stared at
a small log cabin set in between two larger houses. That was where
Sam had grown up. His grandfather had raised him in that cabin. He
remembered living there with Winda and how Lucas found her there
after they had been separated for a year.

The cabin
looked smaller than it did
back then but was in good shape. A young family lived in it now.
Sam inhaled a deep breath then continued down the block. He stopped
at the corner church and went inside, swiping off his
hat.

It was midweek
and the church was empty
except for the organist. It smelled musty as Sam made his way
toward the front. A woman was playing the organ, no doubt
practising for the Sunday sermon. She was Sam’s age, with dark hair
and green eyes. She wore a blue dress and black boots. When she was
done, she turned to face him.

“Sam
Sievers. What are you doing
here?”

Sam smiled.
“Afternoon, Ms.
Collins.”

“Stop that. I
told you many years ago to call me Abigail.” He used to call her by her first name when they
were growing up. He started calling her Ms. Collins after they had
become adults. It just seemed fitting.

Sam
bowed, hiding a grin. “Abigail. I
need to ask you a question. Me and John are going to Halifax to
find our brother, Adam. I need a nurse to watch my two boys while
I’m gone.” He sat in the front pew.

“And what
happens when you return?”

Sam hadn’t
thought that far ahead. “Um. I
imagine that the nurse could stay on if everyone involved is
agreeable.”

Abigail stood
and joined Sam on the pew. “I
will do it.”

Sam
blinked several times.
“Why?”

Abigail lifted
his hand and played with his
fingers. When he didn’t react, she pressed his hand to her breast.
“I have always liked you, Sam. A lot.”

 


***

 


“She did
what?” John snickered later
that day when Sam told him what Abigail Collins did. They were
walking from John’s house toward Grant’s place.

“Yep. Right
there in church
too.”

“You’re one
lucky man, Sam. All these
women chasing after you.” John glanced behind him to make sure
Marian hadn’t heard him, even though they were closer to his dad’s
house than his. He nudged his brother. “Are you going to move her
into your bedroom?”

Sam smiled. “It
would seem to be what the lady’s intentions are.”

“What about
Telsa?”

“What about
her?”

“You keeping
her too?”

“Yep.”

They stepped
into Grant’s house to find him and Lucas playing chess
in the parlour. Rose was
sitting quietly by the window, darning socks.

John dropped
down into a chair and watched his dad make a move on the
board. “Sam found a nurse for
the boys,” he announced.

Lucas looked over at Sam.
“Who did you get?”

“Abigail
Collins,” Sam said.

“Fine
family,” Grant said as he
waited for Lucas to make a move. “Her father has been the
blacksmith in Blackman Falls for over twenty years.”

“We know,
Dad,” John said. “And Abigail
is the Presbyterian Sunday school teacher and the
organist.”

“I
don’t hold that against her,” Lucas
said.

“Just because
you don’t believe in religion,” Sam said.

Lucas
grinned. “I believe in
religion, just not churches.”

“It stems
from his upbringing,” Grant
teased his brother.

Lucas
squinted at him. “What upbringing?
Mom and Dad were both gone by the time I turned
fifteen.”

“And who looked
after you then?”

Lucas left his
chair, went over and hugged Grant. “Why you did, big brother.” He kissed Grant on the cheek
then sat back down. “And I’m mighty grateful.”

“Bullshit,”
Grant said. Then he burst out
laughing.

“I’ll pick
Abigail up in the morning,” Sam told his father.
“And I stopped in at Barclay
Simpson’s, he’s writing up my petition for divorce. Said he’d get
Judge Tillman to sign it before we leave.”

Lucas patted
his son’s leg. “Good, get it
over with.”

John faced his uncle. “I
thought you were helping Night Wind today?”

“I sent him a message,
telling him I’ll be delayed for another day or so. I want to see
you boys off.”

Rose stood and
faced Sam. “You
eat?”

“Yes, Rose,
I had supper at
John’s.”

“You
want apple tart?”

“Sure. Thank you,
Rose.”

Rose faced
John. John nodded then said,
“Thanks, Rose.”

Grant
watched her leave the room. “Aw, what
about us?”

“You and Lucas
had two pieces. The rest is
for the boys.”

 


***

 


Adam
leaned against the wall,
holding his breath until the man was done with him. Then he pulled
up his pants and turned around. His customer handed him a few coins
then left him alone in the alley.

He looked down
at the money in his hand, it
wasn’t enough to buy supper. All he could afford was a glass of
beer. He pocketed the coins. Adam sighed as he left the wall and
trudged toward the street. He jumped when the back door to the
restaurant opened. One of the cooks dumped rotting food into a
barrel. Adam waited until the man went back inside then inspected
the food. He took out a half loaf of bread with mold on it, scraped
off the mold with his knife then ate the rest.

Adam wished he
had opium. He needed the high
to keep doing what he was doing. But he would have to endure
tonight without it. The chills had started, he felt nausea and his
body ached.

Harry hadn’t
been around after that one
night. Even though Harry degraded him, he was Adam’s favourite
customer. He was also Adam’s supplier; the man who got him hooked
on opium.

He went into
the tavern and drank a beer.
No one seemed interested in him, so Adam made his way along Morris
Street. He counted three taverns within sight of each other. He
knew he was out of his jurisdiction, but he needed opium. Adam
walked back and forth in front of the taverns, looking the men in
the eyes who stumbled out of them, inviting them with a saucy look.
Propositioning them for a few coins.

Near midnight
a well-dressed man stepped out
of the middle tavern and stood on the stoop as if waiting for
something. Adam approached him, noting the Roman nose and
brownish-grey hair. The man put on gloves as a carriage pulled
up.

“Sir,” Adam
said just as the man was
opening the carriage door. “I can give you a good time, for enough
money to buy me supper.”

The man eyed
Adam, scratching the stubble
on his chin. Finally, he said, “Get in.”

Adam was
grateful to get out of the
cold and hopped into the carriage. The man joined him then told his
driver to head back, wherever that was. The man sat back, undid his
pants then told Adam to get down on his knees. Adam did, thinking
this was going to be easy money. As he was getting back up later,
something hard smashed against the back of his head. He blacked
out.

 


***

 


Grant gave his
son a quick hug before John got onto his horse. “Take care, son.”

“I will,
Dad.”

Grant stepped
back and waited as Lucas said goodbye to Sam. They stood beside each other and watched their sons
ride down the road.

When they were
out of sight, Grant turned,
put his arm around Rose then headed back into the house. He stopped
by Marian, who was crying. Grant did not know what to say to her
that he hadn’t already, so he continued on.

Abigail stood
beside Amy with Sam’s boys at
her heels. She too had tears in her eyes. Sarah had argued with him
earlier because he was taking Sam away from her. Megan begged him
to keep John home. But he had listened to his own heart. Adam
needed to be found. He had money in the bank he didn’t know about.
Money that he inherited from an uncle. Grant simply wanted his son
back home.

Everyone joined
him in his parlour. Lucas
poured the adults whiskey and they sat around as if at a wake.
Grant drank his whiskey down then demanded a re-fill. Lucas topped
up his glass then sat back down.

Conversation
was light and sparse. Even the
kids stayed quiet and obeyed Abigail when she asked Ben to sit on
the floor so Sarah could have a seat. She lifted Cody up onto her
lap and told him to stop sniffling.

Amy and Megan served
pound cake. Grant ate his slowly, finding it hard to
swallow.

 



Chapter
3

 


As the
two of them headed down the road
toward Blackman Falls, John grinned over at Sam. “You took a
long-time showing Abigail around this morning.”

“So?”

“I bet she got
a good look at the inside of
your bed.”

Sam smiled and
nodded.

“Damn,
Sam.”

“You
jealous?”

“Yep.”

Sam turned and
checked the pack horses behind
them. He and John both had one, packed with everything they needed,
he hoped.

Their
first stop was at the bank
where they took out some cash. Sam tucked his money into a billfold
and stuffed it in his shirt. He saw his brother do the same thing.
They had been taught to guard their money well.

As John
went into the general store
for last-minute provisions, Sam headed to the lawyers. He was taken
right back into Barclay’s office. Barclay stood and shook hands
with Sam. He was in his thirties, with dark hair and a moustache
that had been waxed. Sam found a seat as Barclay opened a file and
glanced at it; he was smiling.

“I had a real
good talk with Judge Tillman,” Barclay said. “He’s seen Sophie in town, knows she’s living in
Hazel’s boarding house.” His smile got bigger as he handed Sam a
piece of paper. “He granted you your divorce, Sam. Claiming she
deserted you and your boys.”

Sam felt a
tinge of guilt. Pete had moved
Sophie out of his house so fast that Sophie had no time to pack up
the boys and take them with her. Her father had never liked him,
and Sam knew that Pete was just waiting for an excuse to get his
daughter away from him.

“He wanted to know if she
saw them at Christmastime,” Barclay said.

“Yes. She
brought them gifts. I let her
stay with them for two hours.”

“Mighty nice of
you, considering.”

Sam paid
Barclay then stood, waved his
papers. “Send my dad a copy of this.” Barclay nodded. Sam stuffed
his divorce papers in his pocket. “Thank you,” he said.

“Have a
good trip, Sam.” Barclay offered his
hand again. Sam shook it then stepped out into the
street.

 


***

 


Lucas stood in front
of his wife’s grave. “He’s gone, Winda. Don’t know when he’ll be
back.” He wiped his eyes with the back of his hand.

“You’re
gone and now Sam’s gone. If it
weren’t for the girls, I don’t know if I could carry on anymore.”
He set a lilac down in front of her cross. Winda loved the smell of
lilacs.

“Nobody else knows this,
but Grant has been complaining about chest pains lately. I fear
he’ll have a heart attack one of these days.” Lucas blew his nose
in a hanky then shoved it back into his pocket.

“And I see the
deepening lines on Night Wind’s face.” He shifted on his feet.

“We are all
getting old, Winda. Sometimes I feel like lying down next to you and just give up on this
world.”

Lucas
sniffled. “You have always been a
good listener, my love. I hope you’re happy where you are, up there
in heaven. Someday soon I will be joining you. Wait for
me.”

 


***

 


Lucas
heard Amy talking and left the
graveyard wiping his eyes with his sleeve. He had become more
emotional since Winda died. The doctor in town told him it was
normal that he’d get better with time.

Amy was walking
with Abigail and the boys, heading toward Sam’s house. He joined them, nodding at Abigail. “I
hope you’ll come to love it here, Abigail.”

“Thank
you, Mr. Sievers.”

“Please, call
me Lucas. We aren’t formal around here.”

“I will. Grant
has already requested that I call him by his first
name as well.”

“I’m going to
show her where everything is,” Amy said. “And give her
a list of the boys’ chores so they
don’t think they can get away from not doing them.”

Lucas watched
Ben scowl and smiled. “Yes, good idea.” Cody looked up at Abigail with his mouth hung open.
Lucas held in a chuckle. The boy was smitten.

Abigail
stopped and looked at Sam’s
house. It was a one-story log house, like Lucas’s. The back door
led right into the kitchen and the parlour faced the road with a
big window. The bedrooms were off the hallway. And like his father,
Sam had added a commode and bathtub in his dressing area. Everyone
in the house used this room to bathe in. It was heated from the
bedroom in the winter, making it warm and cozy.

As they stepped
into the kitchen, Abigail
said, “This is such a grand house, so modern.” She lived with her
father in a small house near Hazel’s boarding house. They still
used an outhouse for their main bathroom. Here, they used the
outhouse when they were outside. “A person could get used to such
luxury,” she said, smiling wistfully.

“It’s not a
mansion,” Lucas said, “But we
are comfortable.”

Amy headed
toward the sideboard. “Here is where Sam keeps his silverware,” she
said as she opened a drawer.
“Sam and the boys eat at our place several times a week. It will be
up to you when you want to come over. Just let me know. And we’re
expected to have dinner at Grant’s place every Sunday.”

Lucas left them
at this point and wandered
back outside. He was sure that Abigail was going to fit in with his
family quite nicely.

 


***

 


No one knew
what to call Night Wind’s
assortment of tribes he was gathering. His village was becoming big
enough not to be ignored. The British had noted this and sent
Colonel Matthew Brubaker to investigate.

As soon as he saw the
redcoats Night Wind sent a message to Lucas. He was sure that this
wasn’t going to be a friendly visit. He had heard that the British
patrolling parties had been attacked on several occasions. Most
often than not they blamed the Indians.

One of the
requisites of joining his village was that they had
to be peaceful. Night Wind was strict
on this policy and kicked out anyone who caused problems for his
village or the Sievers. He had enough of war to last the rest of
his life.

A
column of twelve redcoats
stopped in front of Night Wind’s wigwam. Colonel Brubaker got off
his horse and walked up to Night Wind. He introduced himself as he
looked around, his eyebrows rising when he saw the small wigwam
between two bigger ones. Night Wind just stood there. It wasn’t
Brubaker’s business who that wigwam belonged to.

Night Wind
invited the Colonel to sit by
his fire and brought out his peace pipe. He took his time lighting
it as he gaged how much of a threat these troops posed. The British
were supposed to be their friends. Most of the men in his village
fought beside the British during the war.

After smoking
his pipe for a bit, he handed it to Brubaker. Brubaker took
two puffs before handing the pipe
back. Night Wind smoked for a bit then set the pipe aside. “To what
do I owe this visit?”

Brubaker
smiled. “You speak English
very well.”

“I
speak English every
day.”

“Good. Then we
don’t need a translator.” Brubaker watched Morning Flower as she
went about her business. Morning Flower ignored him.

Night Wind
scowled at the white man. “You have interest in my wife?”

Brubaker sat
back, his face turning red. “I
aw. She reminds me of someone. No offense there, Chief.”

 


***

 


It
had taken them two weeks to reach
Kingston. By then John was looking forward to a hotel bed and a
long bath. He had noticed that the wheat wasn’t as high as it
should have been, and that the corn crops weren’t as robust as they
were in years past. Several fields remained unplanted, the farmers
deeming them too wet to plow. The further east they rode the worse
the crops looked.

They stopped at
the first hotel they saw, and
Sam got down off his horse. John stayed on his. He glared down at
the sign in the front window. “No Blacks or Indians.”

“Aw,
Sam.”

Sam
glanced up at his brother. John
pointed to the sign. Sam looked at it then swore.

“I’m
sorry, Sam.” John hated that
his brother had to face this kind of thing all the time.

“It’s all
right.” Sam got back up on his horse. “I’ll find somewhere else to bed down.” He turned his
horse to go down the street.

John
followed. “It ain’t right,
Sam. And I won’t stay in a hotel that won’t let you in.”

Sam stopped and stared at
his brother. “That would be nowhere, John.”

“Well yes, come
‘on. We found that one in
York, didn’t we?” It had been a rundown hotel on the edge of the
slums.

“Look; you
stay here. I’ll find a place
where I don’t have to worry about getting shot in my
sleep.”

“No, Sam. Let’s
keep going. I’m sure we’ll find a place.” John kicked his horse into motion.

“Why don’t you
look for your mother? Maybe we
can stay with her, even if I have to sleep on the front
porch.”

John pulled a
piece of paper out of his shirt pocket and read, “Mrs. (Carrie) William Potts, 24
Agnew’s Lane.”

They kept
riding until they ended up on
Princess Street, asking several people where Agnew’s Lane was.
Finally, a stout woman pointed northward. “Go down King Street here
about four blocks.” She turned and ambled off.

“Thank you,” John called
after her.

Agnew’s Lane
was a small, dead-end street filled with clapboard houses that needed paint. They
hitched their horses on the post in front of number 24. John wiped
his hands on his pants as he walked up the stoop and knocked on the
door. He noticed how Sam hung back and urged him to join
him.

His mother
answered the door, let out a
squeal and took John into her arms, kissing his face all over.
“John, where did you come from?” She pulled him inside. “Let me
look at you.” She placed him at arm’s-length. “My, you sure have
become a handsome man, I must say.”
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