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PROLOGUE: GRAVE SECRETS 

November 3, 1640 
 

She held the burning twig against the candlewood, impatiently waiting for it to flare before she 
brushed the chunks of bark from her long, russet skirt.  She glanced at Thomas, then turned to 
the room feeling a deep satisfaction as the smoky flame spread a glow across the plank wall.  
The mixture of moss and mud Thomas had filled into the chinks had dried, and she had lined the 
wall with barrels of dried and pickled food.  Finally they were living in a house, not a bark 
wigwam.  They had a home.     

The room was quiet except for an occasional cough from the baby and the sputtering samp that 
simmered over the hot coals.  Her expression turned to a slight frown as she studied Thomas, 
then stirred the cornmeal porridge. 

She normally felt peaceful in the evenings when Thomas, having finished his outdoor work, 
removed his knife from its leather casing and hung the holder near the door.  He would sit on his 
stool by the Indian-fashioned birch-bark cradle Nasset had made for Samuel, swaying it gently 
with his knee while he whittled on a spoon or cup until supper was ready.  The evening routine, 
the three together settled securely in their home, was the most contented time of the day for her, 
but tonight she felt an inexplicable uneasiness. 

Perhaps it was Thomas’s unusual behavior that was niggling at her. Thomas had lingered outside 
gazing into the forest before coming in for supper.  He had not spoken to her, just quickly 
washed his hands then sat rigid on the stool, his knee tapping the cradle in determined pulses 
which, rather than soothing the child, seemed to lull him into a whimpering sleep.  Thomas still 
had his knife case fastened around his waist while he gripped the weapon, obviously forgetting 
the rounded, partially hollowed cup in the other. 

She carried a trencher of samp to the table and watched as he slipped his knife back in its case 
and moved silently to the table. 

His worry was clearly evident.  His tan forehead was wrinkled and damp; his eyes squinted in 
concentration.  What was the matter?   

Maybe he was thinking of the winter and the child.  She, too, was concerned about Samuel who 
was young and vulnerable to the winter air.  Even with the chinks filled, the cold weather could 
bring back his choking cough and the feverish nights.  Since Chief Shabanah and his people 
moved inland for the winter, the three of them were now isolated with no one to help them in a 
crisis. There was always the possibility of a devastating storm, an accident, or dwindling winter 
supplies.  She took a deep breath, forcing herself to calm.  Perhaps Thomas was merely troubled 
because he had lost another day of hunting before the storms set in. 
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She lifted the spoon but could force herself to do little more than nibble at the golden paste as 
she considered their visitors of the afternoon.  Their arrival had been unexpected, and Thomas 
had wasted his afternoon—and a slab of venison—feeding them.  Perhaps it had been their 
peculiar mannerisms that had made her uncomfortable. Their voices had been loud and 
boisterous, their gestures bold.     

Suddenly her mind stilled and panic welled up in her throat.  That is why Thomas wants silence!  
She drew in a quick breath of fear, feeling her own brow suddenly bead with moisture as she 
fought to swallow the thick samp.  He is listening for the Indians. 

Looking down at the trencher she closed her eyes in silent prayer.     

The baby coughed.  She jumped, her nerves set off by the sudden sound.   

Thomas’s reaction was even more intense.  His eyes jerked open as he reached for the knife at 
his side.  Realizing the noise had come from the baby, he took a deep breath before scooping his 
spoon next to hers in the trencher.  She knew it was as impossible for him to swallow the food as 
it was for her, but it seemed important that they pretend.  Their spoons touched as they lifted 
them, full of the thick mixture. 

It was then that they heard the birdcall. Their spoons clattered to the table, and she felt the skin 
on her arms erupt into goose bumps and the hair on the back of her neck bristle. 

 Thomas’s head rose, cocked like a trapped animal judging the nearness of his predator, as 
he heard an echoed response.  His expression told her more than his brief explanation. “They are 
back, and it won’t be for food this time.  We’ve got to go.  Now.”  She turned from the fireplace 
to catch up the baby in his blanket as Thomas stepped to the door.  He simply said, “I’ll draw 
their attention.  You hide in the woods while they follow me.”  

 She glanced at the musket leaning against the corner of the doorframe.  The slight shake 
of his head confirmed the thought she was already considering.  For him to load and carry the 
musket would only slow him down for six the Indians creeping about, ready to bawl out their 
war hoops.   

Or even three Indians.  Or less, if she could distract more of them. 

 There was no time for indecision.  She knew what must be done.  “No, Thomas, I’ll draw 
their attention.  You take him.  You have a better chance of outrunning them than I.”  She thrust 
the baby into his arms, not allowing herself to think of the face covered by the blanket or the 
burbling sounds of his limited vocabulary. 

 Thomas raised his head to protest, but did not speak.  The look on his face showed the 
torturous conclusion they shared.  His lips barely grazed her forehead as she swung past him, 
their eyes clinging for the instant before she pushed on the door.  She felt the cold air slip past 
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her, heard the fire roar as the air from the opened door fanned it.  Then all the comforting 
elements of her existence were replaced by the chill—and a shrill, irregular birdcall.  

The calls of the savages alerted her to their proximity, as they raced toward her through the 
woods.  She darted into the forest, terrorized as the screeching, but invisible, huntsmen seemed 
to circle around her.  She made her way up and down the steep hillside indirectly moving toward 
the path which led to the ocean, listening for the occasional birdcall, judging the movements of 
the savages. 

 She knew immediately when Thomas left the house—the night awakened to the calls of 
the Indians, the wrestling of tangled leaves, the cracking of branches.  The stillness was 
punctuated with movement, and she knew Thomas was in danger. 

 She could hear the baby’s frightened cry fading into the forest. 

 Several Indians’ birdcalls hovered near her, but the other sounds were distancing 
themselves, moving back into the forest where Thomas must have gone.  She hid in a thicket 
listening to the sounds still audible above the thundering of her heart. The nearest calls slowed 
and moved back and forth around her until finally she could see the movement of the brush and a 
dark figure.  She stood silently shaking, shadowed by the evergreens, praying that the hunter 
would not see her.  She caught another glimpse of his movement in the basin below her.  She 
held her breath, hoping her quivering legs would not rustle the branches around her.  The dark 
shadow moved on.   

She relaxed and lifted her long skirt to step over the brush and out of the concealment of the 
trees. In terror she froze when she heard a twig snap on the hill above her.  She closed her eyes 
and waited, praying the Indian had not seen her movement.  She stood perfectly still, her muscles 
aching from the restraint.  She must wait. 

Would they never give up?  What was Thomas doing?   

The birdcalls near her had ceased, but she could hear uncomplicated trills moving away from her 
into the forest.    

 They were all following Thomas and the baby. Her heart clutched with dread. 

She quickly moved toward the clearing, ignoring the noise she made as she broke twigs and 
branches, dislodging a stone from the hillside which then rolled into another, making a dull thud.  
She heard repeated warbles moving toward her again.  She slowed and gulped before stepping 
into the opening she had before avoided, knowing she would be fully visible to the Indians.  
Surely her appearance would divert their attention from Thomas—and from Samuel.  She ran, 
pulling her skirt high above her ankles, trying not to stumble over the uneven ground as she 
scanned the edge of the clearing for the boulder that marked the top of the trail.   
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Had they followed her?  Were they watching her?  She pulled herself behind the rock, her throat 
dry, her breath coming in gasps.  She crumpled at the base of the stone, gulping in crisp air as 
she listened.  She knew what she must do and she pulled herself to her knees. 

Please, help Thomas.  Let them come after me.  Please.   

 She tried to slow her breathing so she could hear beyond her gasps.  There was only 
silence. 

 Please, she prayed again.   

 Stillness surrounded her.  The thin clouds of the earlier evening had thickened.  The 
darkness seemed impenetrable.  She was unaware of the occasional snowflake that melted in the 
dark strands of her hair, unaware of the brittle twigs that tore at her skirt and scratched her arms.  
She listened, willing herself to hear something, anything so she could know they were safe, but 
the forest was noiseless, hushed except for the quiet murmur of waves on the beach below her.   

 She looked at the path again.  Not yet.  She knew the trail; she would need her strength 
and every bit of wit she possessed to traverse it in the dark with the savages chasing her.   

 The silence was complete.  She waited, her breath still too ragged.   

 She looked at the path again.  Soon.  I will go soon. 

 The birdcall shot into the darkness around her, nearby but not close.  The answering 
echoes were scattered in the forest.  Four of them.  

 She would not allow herself to answer the question that she could not block from her 
mind as she stood unsteadily, then looked toward the cove.   

 It was time. 

She looked with dread at the path she had to follow and its steep descent to the water’s edge 
below.  Direct my steps.  Please guide me.   

 The darkened night spread around her.  The soft pellets of scattered snow had thickened.  
She stepped from the boulder onto the steep slope, grabbing at a tree trunk as the pine needles 
under her feet began to slip.  She pulled herself to the center of the path where the needles had 
blown clear and started down the incline, hunched forward to catch at the branches as she 
carefully descended the path.   

 She heard the Indians calling back and forth again, this time much closer.  She had to go 
faster even at the risk of stumbling.  She pulled herself erect and started down the hill, only 
catching at the branches around her on the steepest stretches.  She stumbled once, catching 
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herself on her hands and a knee.  The abrasive rock scratched her knee, but she ignored the sting 
as she pushed herself up and struggled down the trail.   

She knew her pursuers were getting closer.  She could hear the breaking twigs and, occasionally, 
sliding rocks.  Soon they would be able to see her on the lengths of straight path between the 
curves.  Were they carrying bows?     

She tried to steal a quick glance behind her as she came to a bend but she caught her foot on a 
tree root and nearly tripped.  It took her only a moment to regain her balance, but in that instant 
an arrow flew past her.   

She would not get away unless she gained ground on them. 

She thought about the path in front of her.  After a few turns it leveled for several rods before it 
twisted tightly through a section of trees and brush.  Then it went down a steep slope before 
leaving the woods to meander between large boulders until it reached the sandy beach.    

 She was tiring.  Again it was hard to catch her breath and her legs ached.  How can I ever 
outrun the savages?  And why try?  Why are so many chasing me if they caught Thomas with 
Samuel?  And Thomas would not allow them to capture Samuel while either of them was alive.  
Why not simply allow herself to be taken too?   

 Weariness overtook her.  Her pace slowed.   

 Then she heard the sound.  The soft wail could have been made by a tree moaning in the wind or 
a distant coyote, even by an Indian, but it could have been the distant cry of a child—and if there 
were any chance that Samuel was alive, she had to survive.  She would not let them capture her. 

 But she was tired.  She needed to rest if she were to try to outdistance the Indians. 

 If she could just get to the twists in the path.  She paced herself with deep breaths until 
she turned the first curve, then increased her speed and lengthened her stride, though her lungs 
felt as if they would burst and her legs felt weak and unsteady.  By the second turn she could tell 
from the noise that she had gained distance on the unsuspecting pursuers.  By the time she 
reached the twists she was certain they could not see her.   

She silently eased herself behind a bush still covered with browning leaves, then lowered herself 
to the ground until she could only see the path through the bottom twigs. 

 The Indians followed the path, striding confidently as they came out of the turn.  They 
did not seem alarmed when they did not see her; they did not change their gait nor look out into 
the brush.  Perhaps at this point capturing her was needless.  Maybe they already had their prize.  
Would they just leave? 
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 She lay on the ground breathlessly waiting.  The snow had quit and the clouds seem to be 
clearing, opening the sky to cloud-dulled moonlight.   

She had begun to believe that she was safe until she heard the birdcalls spreading out from the 
sand below her, starting to move rapidly back toward the mountainside.  She was immediately 
up, fighting her way through the tangled limbs that hid her from her trackers, skirting the path 
and the boulders.  She knew where the boulders would shield her from their view and offer a safe 
course to the beach.  And she knew where she would go for safety. 

 She slid down behind a boulder, ignoring the stiff twigs that jutted into her skin as they 
tangled in her skirt and pinned her against the hard rocks.  She wedged her way slowly through 
the boulders, around the base of the cove, listening with satisfaction as the calls moved past her 
back up the mountainside.   

 Thomas had to be alive.  The cry had sounded so much like the baby, and she knew her 
baby’s cry.  Thomas would have outwitted them.  He knew the area.  He knew the trails.  They 
had given up trying to find him and had come to capture her, thinking that would draw him out.   

It had to be that way.  Her family had to be alive.   

She would trick the Indians too, and tomorrow night their family would cuddle  

securely together in their house. 

 She was more confident now.  She could see the path that wound between the boulders to 
the beach.  She would be there soon, and her family would all be safe. 

 The birdcalls were spreading back down through the forest now.  They were getting 
closer and she needed to hurry.   

 She brushed against the boulders, skinning her arms, bruising her legs, but it didn’t 
matter.  Thomas had to be alive. 

 She was nearly to the beach now.  There were still risks, of course.  There was a space 
where the boulders were nearly submerged in the hardened soil and she would be visible.  Then, 
once she got to the sand it would be difficult to run, and if the Indians spied her, there was 
nowhere to hide until she got to the cave and the ocean water.  Surprise would be her only 
weapon.   

Surprise, and their fear. 

Nasset had shown her the tidal cave worn on the outer rim of the cove and told her the Indian 
legend about the jealous sea god who destroyed any who entered its opening.  No native would 
dare go into it for any reason, Nasset had assured her.  
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 She slipped past the boulder into the open.  Please, let the tide be weak and ebbing. 

 She ran from the split between the boulders, through the short brush that grew between 
the rocks.  The uneven surface twisted at her feet and she felt her ankles weaken.  Straggling 
stocks and tall grass caught at her skirt and nearly sent her sprawling until she lifted the fabric so 
high she could hardly see where she was running.  She did not listen for the calls; Thomas and 
the baby were alive and she had to survive to be with them. 

She was running on the loose sand, nearly to the cave entrance when the moon’s light broke 
through the clouds. 

 He appeared as a specter only yards down the beach, coming out at the edge of the boulders just 
as she had.  His darkened face was highlighted with slashes of white, which seemed to distort his 
features even more than the feral look in his eyes.  His whoops were no longer disguised by bird 
songs as he screeched to his companions.   

 She reached the wet, hard-packed sand just as he did.  He was closing in, but she could 
get to the cave before he did—she had to.  He reached to his back for an arrow.  The shot went 
wide and he dropped his bow, scooping his knife from its casing. 

 She dashed into the water in front of the cave opening, her skirt swirling in the undertow 
like broadcloth drying in a snowstorm.  She turned to look at the savage to avoid his grasp. 

 She saw his face then, and his expression, which was filled with utter depravity and 
savagery.  She realized that Thomas could not have survived this brutality.  Thomas could never 
overpower this fury and ferocity, the barbaric nature of this man and the others with him.  But 
had Thomas somehow saved Samuel? 

 She saw him raise his weapon, saw the look of elation on his face as he sliced it toward 
her.  She also saw the surge coming behind him and felt the wave sweep her into the dark 
confines of the rock, away from the sharp blade. 

 She was submerged in the water that nearly filled the cave and sent her bubbling to its 
surface.  She clung to a ledge inside the cave as the wave washed back out, leaving her shoulder 
deep in the water.  She wiped at the liquid that flowed down her face so she could breathe, then 
watched for the Indian’s silhouette to cross the cave entrance.  The sounds of lapping water 
covered any noise from outside the cave.  Another wave washed over her. 

She stood silently waiting, holding firmly to the ledge as she shuddered.  She bowed her head.  
“Please, let the Indians be afraid,” she begged desperately. Then with faith momentarily 
overcoming her fear, she remembered to whom she addressed her plea. “O Father, let the sea 
crest and the tide ebb.  Let me see the dawn and have strength to follow its light.  Let my child 
live and raise his own children.  Father, please, let me be with my family again.”   
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Even as she spoke a wave filled the cavern and crashed against her as she clung to the slippery 
rocks. 

 “Please—”    


