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PROLOGUE


Hot wind blew through the open casement window. Hannah tossed on the bed, her legs tangling in the quilt. “Mama,” she whispered. Was that her voice—hoarse and painful? Where was Mama? She wanted so much to curl up in her mother’s lap.

“Your mother is gone,” a voice said. “Don’t you remember?”

Hannah opened her eyes. Aunt Phoebe was standing over her, her black hair pulled into a bun that made her dark eyes seem cold and sharp.

Then Hannah remembered.

Her mother had died of the smallpox. Mama was gone—like Papa. They were both gone forever.

Hannah pulled away the sleeve of her shift. Through the tears that blurred her vision she saw that her arm was covered with angry pustules. Sores oozed and burned with each movement of her body. She had the pox too! She closed her eyes as Phoebe pressed a cold, wet cloth to her face. “Thank you, Aunt Phoebe.” She spoke painfully. The sores from the smallpox crusted on her throat.

Hannah turned her face to the window to see the green pasture rolling across the Salem hillside. Her black gelding, Promise, was grazing near the old elm tree. Promise had been left outside all summer. Since Aunt Phoebe was afraid of horses, there was no one to put him in the barn. Hannah wondered if she would ever ride again with the wind in her hair and Promise beneath her.

With her fever, headache, and terrible sores, days and nights intermingled. There were fleeting visions of Aunt Phoebe standing over the bed.

One morning when Aunt Phoebe brought Hannah her usual tea and slice of molasses bread, she said, “You’ve passed the crisis. You’ll recover, Hannah.” Aunt Phoebe then bathed her with herbs, shaking her head over the number of scabs on Hannah’s body. “At least your face has been spared. Only this one scab embedded on your cheek will leave a scar. It will serve as a reminder that outward beauty is only vanity,” she muttered.

When Phoebe left the room, Hannah turned to the open window. Promise must be out there waiting for her. She could hear a lark singing from the common pasture, and she could see Farmer Anderson’s cows. But Promise was not in his customary grazing place.

Hannah threw back the quilt and climbed out of bed to get a better look. Her legs felt as weak as bent reeds as she made her way unsteadily to the casement window. Pushing the window open wide, she thrust her head outside. “Promise!” Usually, at the sound of her voice, Promise would stop grazing, prick up his ears, and look around eagerly to see where Hannah might be.

Hannah scanned the entire pasture. Promise was gone!

“Aunt Phoebe!” Hannah called. “Where is Promise?”

Aunt Phoebe, her hands folded in front of her, was standing in the doorway, her face without expression. “I sold the horse.”

“No! You didn’t! Promise is my horse—Papa’s gift to me.” Hannah’s knees buckled and she fell to the floor. Through a sea of tears she looked up at her aunt, who now towered above her. “Please, Aunt Phoebe,” she sobbed. “Please tell me you didn’t sell my horse.”

The woman took hold of Hannah’s arm and pulled her to her feet. “Get back to bed,” she said.

“No!” Hannah pulled away. “Tell me what you’ve done!”

Aunt Phoebe took a deep breath. “I cannot afford to keep a horse. Farmer Anderson has helped me take care of Promise since you and your mother got sick, but I cannot ask him to continue feeding that animal for you. In a few months it will be winter. Who will pay for oats or hay?” She smoothed her apron. “It costs enough for both of us to eat, without feeding a horse as well.”

“But Promise helped with plowing and the carriage…” Hannah stopped. She knew only too well from the way Aunt Phoebe’s eyes narrowed and her lips tightened into a thin line that the matter was settled.

Aunt Phoebe continued. “I’ve taken care of you and your mother until my back is broken. The least you can do is be grateful and not complain about the decisions I make.” She headed for the doorway.

Hannah climbed into the bed and closed her eyes. Tears squeezed out from under her lashes, stinging the still-red pockmark on her face.

“Dear Lord,” she prayed. “Please help me to be grateful. Please help me to be strong. And please, please bring Promise back to me.”



1
SECRET MEETINGS


after she recovered, Hannah visited her mother’s grave nearly every day. It had been almost two months now since that dreadful day in May when her mother died. The morning fog was lifting as Hannah brushed her hands across the granite headstone with its ugly skull. Once again she read the engraved words:

Here lieth Luvena Andrews, wife and mother, who awaiteth the resurrection trumpet

Born 1740 Died 1774

Hannah knew about the resurrection, for Mama, who came from a Puritan background, had diligently read the Scriptures with her. The minister, Thomas Barnard, reminded Hannah that Elijah, Elisha, and Jesus raised people from the dead and brought them back to their families. Mr. Barnard said that God would raise her mother, too, but not until the resurrection trumpet sounded on the “last day” spoken of in the Bible. It seemed like a long time to wait.

A rooster crowed in the distance and a horse neighed. Hannah saw a boy galloping across the meadow. Until recently the meadow had been a muddy marshland due to the heavy spring rains. But the hot July sun had dried the soil, and today, as the sun broke through, the damp marsh was transformed into an emerald sea of grass where sparkling wildflowers became rubies and topaz. On a day as beautiful as this, Hannah longed to race across the fields with Promise. But Promise was gone.

Now Hannah rejoiced at the sight of the boy riding bareback through the meadow, his sun-streaked brown hair blowing in the breeze. That horse he was riding looked so much like Promise! She scurried to the stone wall that marked the common pasture and the town graveyard, then ran alongside it, her attention on the ebony horse.

Hannah scrambled over the wall and onto the field, waving her hands and calling, “Promise! Promise!”

The horse stopped suddenly, then turned, his ears twitching. Startled, the boy almost slipped off, and he yanked the reins angrily. The horse reared and headed in Hannah’s direction. “Stop! Stop, Midnight!” the boy yelled, trying to turn the horse back. But the animal continued to make his way to Hannah.

“How dare you frighten my horse!” the boy yelled as he came closer. “Don’t you have a brain? I could have been killed!”

“Promise is my horse,” Hannah retorted as she ran and threw her arms around Promise s neck. “Nothing could keep him away from me.” Hannah stroked the horse’s shining mane. “I have missed you, my darling boy.”

“He’s not yours,” the rider said. “My father bought him for me.”

Hannah drew herself up tall to look up at the stranger. “My father gave me this horse, and his name is Promise. He knows my voice. That’s why he stopped when I called him.”

“Ah, perhaps that’s why the horse has been so skittish. He misses you. He hasn’t been eating much either.” The boy slid off the horse. “We bought this gelding from that Andrews lady. She said the horse was hers.”

“That Andrews lady is my aunt Phoebe,” said Hannah. “My name is Hannah Andrews.”

“I’m Will Samson. We moved into the farm over near the willows.”

So this was why Aunt Phoebe had explicitly told her not to speak with the new family that moved into that farm, Hannah realized angrily. Aunt Phoebe didn’t want her to know that Promise was somewhere in Salem.

“We paid good and true money for this horse. So he’s mine now.”

“How much did you pay?” Hannah was curious.

“Eighty pounds sterling.” Will cocked his head. “Didn’t your aunt tell you?”

“No.” Hannah stroked Promise, who nuzzled her arm.

“If this horse is yours, then the money is yours.”

“Aunt Phoebe will keep the money, I’m sure.”

“Where did you ever get a name like Promise?”

“Papa brought him to me when I was ten. Papa said, ‘I promised you a horse of your own.’ Right then and there, I named him Promise.” Tears welled in Hannah’s eyes, and she turned away.

“Where’s your papa now?”

“He died two years ago.” Hannah paused, recalling mornings riding behind her father along an Indian trace by the Merrimack River in Chelmsford. They’d stop to pick daisies for Mama while Promise grazed in the meadow. “We came to live in Salem after he died. Now my mother is dead too.”

“My pa said that lots of families around here were struck with the pox. Is that what happened to you and your ma?” His gaze fixed on her cheek.

Hannah flushed and pulled a strand of hair over the pockmark. “Yes. Mama was the first to fall ill. Then I got it and almost died too. Sometimes I wish I had.” She nodded toward the burial ground. “Mama’s grave is over there.”

“I’m right sad to hear that,” he said. “You must be greatly sorrowed.”

Hannah nodded, but then smiled. “To see Promise again is a joyful thing.”

Will stroked the neck of the horse. “He’s a beauty.”

The horse seemed to sense that they were talking about him and tossed his head. Hannah stroked his black neck again. “Aunt Phoebe told me not to speak with your family nor trespass on your land.”

“She probably doesn’t want you to know where the horse is, or how much we paid for him. She’s a fox when it comes to money.” Will shook his head. “And she’s not a pleasant woman—in fact, if she’d been living here in Salem a hundred years ago, she’d have burned as a witch.” His lips twitched into a grin.

Hannah stifled a laugh, then said solemnly, “Aunt Phoebe was good to us when we were sick. She tells me often how”—Hannah wrinkled up her nose and mimicked her aunt’s self-righteous speech“‘I’ve given up everything to help you and your mother! My whole life has changed. And not for the better, I might add.’”

“You sound just like her!” Will said with a laugh. “But why are you here talking to me and disobeying your aunt’s wishes? If she finds out, she’ll give you a whipping.”

“When she sold Promise, she hurt me more than any whipping.” Hannah put her arms around the horse’s neck. “Will, perhaps you should keep his name Promise. He’s not used to Midnight.”

“I’ll do some thinking on it,” Will agreed.

“I hope you’re good to him.” Promise nuzzled his soft nose into Hannah’s face and nickered softly.

“Of course I’m good to him.” Will smiled. “Would you like a ride?”

“Oh, indeed I would!” Hannah exclaimed.

Will held his hands together for Hannah to mount, which she did in a flash, pulling her skirt above her knees.

Will handed her the reins and was about to climb on the horse behind her, but Hannah clicked her heels into the horse’s flank and yelled, “Giddap, Promise!”

As the horse bounded away, Hannah waved at Will, who was left behind, his hands on his hips. She and Promise galloped across the meadow, around a stand of white birches, and to the top of a small hill from where she could see the sapphire Atlantic Ocean sparkling in the distance. Down the hill they flew, into the north fields, where they came across a rapid brook. Promise slowed momentarily to keep his footing, then splashed through the water. Hannah laughed as the cold water splattered on her bare legs. They darted back across the meadow to the stone wall where Will was waiting.

Before Will could speak, Hannah pulled the reins and slid off the horse. “Thank you for letting me ride my horse again.”

Will’s mouth opened and shut in astonishment. “You ride like a wild thing!” he finally said. Promise nudged Hannah with his nose, as if inviting her to ride again. “He likes you,” Will said.

Hannah stroked the horse’s neck. “He loves me.”

“Would you like to ride another day?”

“Oh, yes!” Hannah nodded eagerly. “I visit my mother’s grave every morning.”

Hannah’s gloom diminished over the next few weeks, and sometimes she even sang as she helped Aunt Phoebe in the gardens and around the house. Hannah could sense her aunt watching her closely.

Almost every day she secretly met Will at the graveyard wall and rode Promise.

One late July morning they sat on the stone wall and talked. “I’m going to ride into Boston one day soon” Will told Hannah.

“Why?”

“I want to help the cause of freedom in Boston Town. Haven’t you heard about all that’s happening there? England has been unfairly sticking taxes and laws on Americans.”

“Everyone’s heard how Bostonians masqueraded as Mohawk Indians and dumped all the tea into the harbor rather than be taxed on it,” Hannah broke in.

“It’s not that Americans won’t pay taxes,” Will explained. “It’s that we don’t get representation. Parliament over there in London doesn’t give an owl’s hoot about us. They’ve left us alone all these years, and they’ve suddenly realized that we’re thriving and they’re in debt. Now they want our money—and we don’t get a say about anything!” Will’s voice rose. “They’re even forcing Bostonians to quarter redcoat soldiers in their homes—to feed them and give them beds.”

“It sounds dreadful in Boston,” Hannah said.

“I want to help the Whigs work toward freedom from England.”

“We have Whigs here in Salem, don’t we?”

“Indeed we do. My father’s a Whig. Whigs are trying to work peacefully with England for our rights,” Will told her. “But lately most want freedom from England.”

Hannah had heard Aunt Phoebe speak with loathing of Whigs and Patriots. She spoke of herself as a Loyalist.“What do Loyalists want?” Hannah asked.

“Loyalists want America to stay loyal to King George and England,” Will explained. “They’re also called Tories.”

“Aunt Phoebe is a Loyalist—a Tory,” Hannah said.

“I heard tell that General Gage is heading back to Boston.” Will went on. “He’s the one who closed off Boston Harbor so no ships or supplies can get into that town. That’s why Salem’s the main port for shipping now. But people say he’s in danger living around these parts, so he’s moving back to Boston to keep order there. He’s not well liked, no matter where he goes.”

“I would think he’d be in more danger in Boston,” Hannah said. “Especially after the Boston Massacre.”

“Right. Can you believe British soldiers killed five Bostonians in that riot? One of them, Christopher Seider, was just a boy. Bostonians have never forgotten it.”

“I wouldn’t want to go to Boston if I were you, Will. Besides,” Hannah added hesitantly, “I’d miss you.”

Will’s face flushed, and he looked down. “Oh, you’d miss the horse, not me.”

Aunt Phoebe suddenly came up behind them. “So this is what you’ve been up to, you ungrateful child! I saw you astride that horse with your skirt up and bare legs showing!” She pointed a long finger at Hannah. “I’m not putting up with this!”
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PACKED UP AND SENT AWAY


it was only a matter of days. Aunt Phoebe stood with her hands on her hips and said, “I’ve arranged to send you away.” Her thin lips stretched into a half smile. “You will be working for the Gages, the most important family in America. General Gage and his wife will be moving back to the Province House in Boston.”

“Oh no, Aunt Phoebe, please don’t send me away!” Hannah was trembling. “You promised Mama on her deathbed that I could stay here in this house. You promised!”

“I assured your mother that you would be well taken care of and that I would be your guardian. I’ve kept that vow.” Aunt Phoebe pulled a rag from her pocket and began dusting the furniture.

“But this house is my home.”

Aunt Phoebe scowled at Hannah. “No, this house is my home. My father built it! When you and your mother came to live with me two years ago, I opened it up to you both. Then I nursed you and your mother through smallpox—with no fear or thought for my own health. But now I’m done with that. I intend to go on living in this house until I die.” Aunt Phoebe dusted faster and faster as she spoke. “Besides, you’ll be clothed and well fed at the Gages’ for the next seven years.”

“Seven years?” Hannah felt tears of hot anger rising up. “You never once asked me if I wanted to go to Boston, or if I wanted to work for the Gages.”

“You didn’t care about what I wanted when you disobeyed me. We will not discuss it again. It’s been arranged for you to leave tomorrow.”

The next morning Hannah stuffed a carpetbag with the few items of clothing she owned.

She should have known this might happen. Aunt Phoebe had said many times that she was too old to care for such an “unruly” child. Hannah lay across her bed for the last time and pounded her fist into the pillow. Just because she liked to ride Promise didn’t mean she was unruly. Aunt Phoebe could never understand the joy of sitting tight in the saddle with Promise s powerful muscles under her thighs. When Hannah rode Promise, they were not separate beings; they were one with the wind and the sky. Now Aunt Phoebe had taken Promise from her and was sending her to Boston, where she knew no one.

She sat up and glanced around the room she had shared with her mother. There were many things here that Hannah loved, but Aunt Phoebe had said she could take only one item to Boston. What she wanted to take most of all was Mama’s wedding ring, but Aunt Phoebe had taken it and put it in a box by her own bed. “You’ll only lose it. I’ll keep it here.”

An ivory brush on the bureau still held wisps of her mother’s raven hair, and on a little table by the window was her hornbook. Mama had been so proud when Hannah learned to read. How could she choose just one item when so many connected her to the past?

“Hurry!” Aunt Phoebe called from the kitchen. “Get your bag and be on your way. The carriage will pick you up at the general store at eleven o’clock.”

Hannah stood, gathered up her carpetbag, and headed for the door. Then, with sudden determination, she ran into Aunt Phoebe’s room and retrieved her mother’s ring, stuffing it into the pocket in her skirt.

In the kitchen, Aunt Phoebe was trimming the wicks on the oil lamps. “Now, you remember your Christian upbringing and get yourself to a church in Boston. You’re only fourteen and you must—”

Hannah had a strong urge to imitate her Aunt Phoebe’s sermonizing words. Instead she asked in an accusing voice, “If you’re so concerned about my upbringing, why are you sending me away?”

“You’ll be just fine if you stop your mimicking and making fun of people,” Aunt Phoebe stated. “I’ve heard you impersonate people in your brazen and disrespectful way. And don’t go riding on horses with your skirt up above your knees. A proper young woman would only ride sidesaddle.”

Hannah swallowed back an angry answer and started for the door, only to be blocked by a neighbor, Sarah Tarrant.

“Phoebe, you are making a mistake sending Hannah off to Boston,” Sarah said. “There could be an uprising in that town. The Whigs and Tories are so close to a confrontation—it’s not safe for a young girl.”

Aunt Phoebe cut her short. “She’ll have a good home with the other servants at the Province House,” she said virtuously. “And she’ll be among firm Tory Loyalists!”

“Firm Tory Loyalists, indeed. Yes, shell be among those who would make this entire country slave to the Crown.” Sarah’s face was flushed, almost matching her red hair.

“At the Province House shell learn to be a loyal subject to her king. I’ve been patient and kind to her, but she’s unthankful and disobedient. Loyalty! That’s what she needs to be taught.”

Sarah gave her a withering look. “Oh, I know the real reason you’re sending her off. The Gages—”

“Stop!” Aunt Phoebe cast a meaningful glare at Mrs. Tarrant that was not lost on Hannah. “It’s for her own good.”

“It’s for your own good, you mean.” Sarah’s eyes narrowed as she faced Hannah’s aunt. “Everyone in Salem knows.”

“Whist! Hush!” Aunt Phoebe warned. “Everyone in Salem should commend me for all I’ve sacrificed for Hannah. Moreover, this is no one’s business but mine.”

“It’s Hannah’s business!” Sarah left, shutting the door loudly behind her.

“What did Mrs. Tarrant mean?” Hannah asked. “What does everyone in Salem know?”

“They know that you’ll be living at the governor’s mansion with General Gage and his wife. What more could a girl ask for?” Aunt Phoebe opened the door. “You need to get to town right away. It’s almost eleven o’clock.” She took Hannah by the shoulders, turned her around, and peered into her eyes. “Be grateful for all I did for you and your mother. You’d probably be dead if it weren’t for me.” She took a loaf of bread from the cupboard, wrapped it in brown paper, and shoved it toward Hannah. “Here’s something to eat on the way. Now kiss me good-bye and be gone.”

Hannah tucked the parcel under her arm and pecked her aunt’s thin, wrinkled cheek. “God be with you, Aunt Phoebe.”

Hannah walked down the street toward the center of town. The village was quiet, and the August sun was hot and oppressive. As she approached the village green she heard someone call her name.

“Hannah!” Will was riding Promise and heading her way at a full gallop. Hannah waited, glad to see Will and Promise once more before she went off to Boston.

“I have something for you.” Will pulled the reins, and Promise stopped smoothly. He reached down and handed her a small bouquet.

Hannah smelled the flowers. “Mmm. Lilies of the valley,” she said. “Thank you, Will.”

“Your aunt Phoebe is cruel to send you away. Why doesn’t she want you to ride Promise?”

“She doesn’t want me around, and my riding the horse was just an excuse. ‘No lady rides a horse like that. You are so brazen, exposing your bare legs for everyone in Salem to see!’” Hannah imitated Aunt Phoebe’s berating words.

Will’s worried expression softened into a grin.

“I’m to meet Mrs. Gage’s carriage downstreet at eleven.” She reached up and stroked Promise’s nose. “I’ll miss you, Midnight,” she whispered. “Be a good boy for Will. You are Midnight now. We must forget that you were my Promise.”

The horse nuzzled her neck and whinnied softly as if he knew they were saying good-bye.

“No, Hannah,” Will said. “His name will continue to be Promise. That’s the name he knows best. And he’ll always belong to you in his heart.”

Hannah blinked as the tears she had been holding back cascaded down her cheeks.

Will coughed and looked away. “I hear they’re looking for stable boys to help out with the king’s horses. Maybe I’ll see you in Boston.”

“You’d be right good as a stable hand,” Hannah told him, the horse leaning against her. “No one knows horses better than you. And no one rides better either.”

Will grinned. “Except you, Hannah.”

“What will your folks do if you go to Boston?”

“Father has lots of help at the farm.”

“But you’re their only son,” Hannah reminded him.

“If I can work with the Boston Whigs in their pursuit of freedom from England, Father would be right proud.”

Hannah squinted at the sun, which was almost overhead. “I’d better go. Come to Boston and find me, Will.” She climbed off the wall and picked up her bag.

“I shall,” Will promised. “God be with you, Hannah.”

“And with you.” Hannah walked away, but as she crossed the village green she looked back once more. Will, sitting tall on Promise, was still watching her.

“Good-bye, my sweet horse. We will be together again. That’s my promise to you.”



3
AN OMEN


Hannah sat on a bench outside the general store, where she was to meet the Gages’ carriage. She inhaled the fragrance of the flowers Will had given to her. It wasn’t long before a wagon drew up and stopped. Two women were seated together in the back seat.

The driver climbed down. “Are you Hannah Andrews?” he asked.“Yes, sir.”

“I’m Isaac Monroe. I work for General Gage. We’ve come to take you to Boston.” He tossed Hannah’s carpetbag in the back with some other luggage. “Climb aboard.”

Hannah took the only empty place, behind the driver, facing the rear.

Back in his seat, Isaac clicked the reins, and the carriage moved down the hard-packed dirt street. The bouncing dray and the horses’ hooves seemed to beat out the rhythm of Mrs. Tarrant’s words over and over again. Everyone knows the real reason … the real reason …the real reason…

One of the women sitting opposite Hannah nodded stiffly. She was a large-boned woman with dark auburn hair and a long, thin nose that came to a point precisely at the bow of her top lip. “I am Lydia Perkins, the one who arranged for you to come with us to Boston. I am an old friend of your aunt Phoebe. General Gage employed me while he was living at the Hooper House in Danvers and working in Salem. I am the household overseer, and now I will be in charge of all the servants at the Province House.”

Hannah nodded and smiled faintly.

The other woman leaned over and touched Hannah’s hand. “Catherine Squires is my name. I was a cook for the governor at the Hooper House, but now I’ll be working at the Province House.” She was plump and soft-looking. She gazed at Hannah with kind gray eyes. “Is this the first time you’ve been away from home? You seem so young.”

“I’m fourteen.”

“She’s old enough to be indentured,” Lydia snapped defensively. “I would have never arranged this if she were under fourteen! We need someone who is old enough to work.”

“Oh, of course you wouldn’t, Miss Lydia,” Catherine said quickly.

“What do you mean, I’m ‘indentured’?” Hannah asked.

Catherine gasped. “Oh, my! Didn’t your parents tell you?”

“My mother and father are both dead. I have only an aunt. She’s the one who arranged all this.” Hannah looked down at her hands.

Lydia frowned. “You are under obligation to work for General Gage and his wife for seven years.” She reached into a satchel and pulled out a packet of papers, which she thumbed through. Then she thrust one at Hannah. “Read this. You can read, can’t you?”

“Of course I can read,” Hannah said hotly. She unfolded the document. The contract is between Miss Phoebe Andrews, guardian of Hannah Andrews, a niece and minor destitute orphan having no estate for her maintenance and education…

Hannah looked up. “Destitute? Having no estate? Does that mean I have no money?”

When Miss Lydia nodded, Hannah said, “But my father left money for my mother and me. Aunt Phoebe knows that, and when Mama was dying, she said Aunt Phoebe would take care of me! What did she do with that money?”

“That’s no concern of mine,” Miss Lydia said. “Your aunt said you had no money.”

Hannah frowned and read on…. between Miss Phoebe Andrews, guardian of Hannah Andrews, a niece and minor destitute orphan having no estate for her maintenance and education, and Miss Lydia Perkins, overseer of the household of His Excellency the Governor of Massachusetts.

Her eyes skipped over the legal terms such as witnesseth and aforesaid and focused on does hereby put, place, and bind Hannah Andrews to Lydia Perkins to learn the art of housekeeping, cooking, washing, ironing, sewing …

“Why do you need to teach me these things? I already know them!”

“Not to the satisfaction of your aunt, evidently,” Miss Lydia said. “If you keep reading you’ll see where it says, ‘until she reaches the age of twenty-one.’ Now you understand. You are fourteen and you are indentured until you are twenty-one.” Miss Lydia pointed to the next paragraph. “Read this part.”

Hannah read again. During all of which time the said Hannah Andrews shall well and faithfully serve the household of Governor Gage and everywhere and at all times obey his lawful commands. She shall do no damage to General Gage, nor willfully suffer any to be done by others. “What kind of damage could I do to General Gage?” Hannah asked.

“Steal. Lie. Shirk your duties,” Miss Lydia said sourly.

Hannah read on. She shall not absent herself from the service of her master, but shall in all things behave and conduct herself as a good and faithful servant during the term aforesaid.

“This is all well and good for the Gage household and for Aunt Phoebe, but what advantage is it to me?”

“Such impertinence!” Miss Lydia snapped.

“Don’t you feel that’s a fair question?” Catherine asked.

Lydia gave Catherine a cold look. “Keep reading and you’ll see that you will be well provided for.”

Hannah continued, this time reading aloud: “‘And Lydia Perkins, as household overseer for Governor Gage, does hereby promise and agree to teach and instruct the said Hannah Andrews or cause her to be taught and instructed in the art and business of housekeeping as well as in reading, writing, and arithmetic, and to well and faithfully provide sufficient meat, drink, clothing, lodging, and all other necessaries during the seven years of Hannah Andrews’s servitude.”

“You see?” Miss Lydia said haughtily. “You will be well provided for. And you will gain an education by working in the Gages’ household.”

“I already know how to read and write and sum,” Hannah said.

“Then things should go easier for both of us,” Lydia said.

The document was signed by both Lydia and Phoebe and dated August 10, 1774—only one week ago. How Hannah’s life had changed in such a short time!

“No one asked me if I wanted to go away and learn the ‘art of housekeeping,’” Hannah said. “I didn’t sign this document.”

“Of course not,” Miss Lydia snapped. “You are a child, and your aunt is your guardian. She signed this indenture and received fifty pounds as a fair binder to seal the contract.”

Fifty pounds? So that was the real reason Aunt Phoebe did this. That’s what Mrs. Tarrant had meant! Aunt Phoebe had sold Hannah just as she had sold Promise, and she was keeping the money for herself.

“Am I a slave?” Hannah asked.

“Of course not! This is a business arrangement, and there are many benefits. You will have a place to live, food to eat, clothing, an education—and you will work for General and Mrs. Gage until your time is finished.” Miss Lydia snatched the document away from Hannah and folded it back into the packet. “Then you can do whatever you want.”

Catherine reached over and patted Hannah’s hand. Hannah looked away. She wanted to cry. She reached into her pocket, pulled out her mother’s ring, and placed it on her finger. It was comforting to wear it.

Catherine seemed to read Hannah’s thoughts. “God is watching over you, Hannah. Be strong, and he will help you and show you the way.”

As they passed through the town, Hannah saw the carriage maker, Mr. Skidmore, whom everyone called “Old Skid,” talking with Parson Barnard. Hannah had played with his children. He and the parson looked up as the carriage approached.

“Good-bye, Hannah,” Old Skid bellowed. He pointed to Hannah and said something to Parson Barnard.

“God be with you, my child,” Parson Barnard called.

As they came closer to the bridge that crossed the North River, Miss Lydia pointed to a cannon on a grassy knoll. “I hope that cannon will never turn against our mother nation, England.”

Mrs. Tarrant lived in the last house before the bridge. As the carriage neared her house, she ran out with a bundle. “Here, here! Stop!” she called out to Isaac, who pulled back on the reins. She handed the bundle up to Hannah. “For you, my dear,” she said. “To eat on the way.”

Isaac clicked his tongue and the horses started up again. “Thank you, Mrs. Tarrant. Good-bye,” Hannah called. She opened the muslin and found slices of plum cake, which she offered to the women in the carriage. Miss Lydia took a portion and ate it daintily, but Catherine declined the cake Hannah held out to her. “You keep it. You may be hungry later,” she said.

Hannah broke off a piece of the heavy cake, but even the luscious plums seemed bitter to her.

They rode along in silence for a long while. “What did your father do?” Catherine asked.

“He was a fine cabinetmaker,” Hannah answered proudly. “He made lovely tables and chests, and his work is well known in the colony.”

“I’ve never been to the Province House, but I’ve heard the building is quite glorious,” Catherine said.

“It is magnificent indeed,” Lydia answered. “It was built a hundred years ago.”

“I suppose Governor Gage will be having formal dinners and parties,” Catherine said.

“General Gage is the governor as well as a general?” Hannah asked, attempting to sort out General Gages position in her head.

“He is the royal governor of Massachusetts, appointed by the king,” Miss Lydia said, “as well as commander in chief of British America. Don’t you know anything?”

Hannah slouched into her seat. Don’t you know anything? She was tempted to imitate Lydia’s nasal voice but knew better than to provoke the woman, whose tongue seemed as sharp as her pointed nose.

Instead, she watched fences, milestones, forks, and signs, trying to seal them in her memory. Someday she might escape and find her way back to Salem and to Promise. She listened for a time as Lydia chatted idly to Catherine about Mrs. Gage. Margaret Kemble Gage was American, born into a wealthy family in New Jersey. Even though Mrs. Gage was married to General Gage, who was a British nobleman, the British repeatedly gossiped about her. And the Americans often belittled her husband.

“I’m sure it’s difficult for an American to be married to a British general,” Catherine commented.

Hannah yawned and leaned back. The warm sunshine, the clomping of the horses’ hooves, and the swaying of the wagon soon lulled her to sleep.

The sun was at a different angle when Hannah felt someone nudge her. “Wake up,” Miss Lydia ordered. “We’re going to be taking the ferry. From now on, don’t think you can nap whenever you wish. Laziness will not be tolerated.”

The wagon wobbled its way across a bridge to a cluster of buildings.

“This is Charlestown,” Isaac said. He pointed to the sparkling river. “And that’s the mouth of the Charles River. Boston Harbor is just over there around the bend.”

Hannah felt a prickle of excitement. Large frigates and longboats lined the harbor and bobbed on the blue waves. She smelled the open sea, and she could see the roofs of houses and the spires of churches on the other shore.

“Take a look at what’s ahead, but don’t cringe.” The driver gestured to a rusting iron cage at the side of the road. “If you’re afraid, then Boston is no place for any of you!”

A black crow cawed, and its shadow fluttered over them.

“What is it?” Catherine peered across the road at the cage. “Good Lord!”

“It’s an evil omen!” Lydia gasped.

As the horses brought the wagon closer, Hannah strained to see.

On the floor of the cage were the white bones of a skeleton!
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“that skeleton was once a slave who ran away from his master,” Isaac explained. “He was hanged and his bones remain here as a warning to others who might try the same thing.”
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