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PROLOGUE: GRAVE CONSEQUENCES 

June 11, 1876 
 
 “Isaac.”  
 Eunice clucked at the horses as her gaze followed the rutted turnpike up the hill, her hands 
gripping the reins. Isaac had said to be calm with the animals, to give them their heads and let 
them go at their own speed. That sounded fine when he had been sitting next to her holding the 
leather strips. But Isaac needed to drive the wagon up the hill. Why must he sleep now? 
 “Isaac, we’re at the bottom of the hill.” She tried to steady her voice so Ellie would not feel 
her fear. She could not deny that she had a bad feeling about driving up the incline. 
 There was no sound from Isaac in the back of the wagon and she daren’t turn her attention 
from the horses to wake him.  
 “Isaac!” she called insistently. “Isaac, we’re here and the horses are tiring. We’ll lose the 
cart!”  
 The cart was old and of no great value. The metal covered wheels recoiled against each rock, 
nearly bumping her off the bench as it jolted her across its span. She would gladly have jumped 
from the wooden vehicle and walked up the steep hill to Grandfather’s house in Vernon, but 
Isaac was resting on the plank bed of the wagon—Isaac, their two children and all the worldly 
goods they had accumulated during the six long years they had worked in Boston. Isaac, a 
teamster, had driven wagons while she had cooked for a proper Bostonian family. Ellie, a happy, 
smiling child, had been born, then, three years later, Little Isaac had come early.  
 Little Isaac had been small and had cried feebly most of the time he was awake. It had been 
provident that Isaac had added a shift driving taxis, and a doctor had become a frequenter of his 
cab. During one of their late-night journeys, Isaac had confided in the doctor who had then 
insisted on seeing the baby. His face had been full of concern as he examined the child. “He is 
struggling. Weak lungs, frail heart. I’m afraid all I can suggest is that he be moved to a place 
with clean, healthy air and as much to eat as your wife can produce from a good diet of fresh 
food.” 
 There was no decision to make. There was no alternative. Isaac would do farm labor for 
Eunice’s failing grandfather in Vernon, New Hampshire, while Eunice cared for the household 
duties left by her grandmother’s death several winters before.  
 Eunice had numerous childhood memories of the hill-top town on the Second New 
Hampshire Turnpike slightly northwest of Amherst where she had stayed with her grandparents a 
few weeks each summer. Unlike her busy mother, her grandmother would chit-chat with her 
about schoolwork and friends. The visits had been the highlight of her summers—until the year 
Aunt Hillary had decided to socialize her backward niece with a shopping trip to Amherst.  
 Aunt Hillary called the view down the steep hill breathtaking while Eunice had found it 
chillingly frightful. The marsh midway to Amherst often puddled water over the wagon tracks 
even during the summer, creating clouds of mosquitoes. She had sat stiffly in Grandma’s wagon 
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as she tried to avoid scratching the itching bites and the prickling tingle of her well starched 
dress, while ignoring the glances of giggling Amherst girls. 
 Eunice flicked the reins as she looked up the road toward the dreaded hill. “Come on,” she 
coaxed the horses. “You can make it. You can rest at the bend.” She tried to shake her 
uneasiness, wishing Isaac would wake and take over, but he had been tired that morning and the 
horses were still plodding slowly up the slope without hesitation.  
 She could let Isaac sleep. 
 The trip with Aunt Hillary seemed like an ominous omen to this journey. She had longed to 
be back in the mountains then and she longed to flee to the mountains now.  
 Life in the mountains was meager. She knew. Isaac knew as well, but it was far better to 
suffer from over-work and hunger with hope for their son than watch him slowly succumb to city 
air and food. Still, with no horse or cart of their own, it had seemed impossible to take their tiny 
pile of belongings and travel with a sick baby back to New Hampshire. 
 Their solution came unexpectedly.  
 Isaac had taken the doctor to see a prominent merchant on Beacon Hill who, along with his 
driver, a newly immigrated Irish dockworker, was suffering from a high fever. The merchant 
responded to the treatment, but there was little that could be done for the emigrant except to get 
him and his wagon across the Charles River to the crowded buildings where his elderly mother 
lived. Isaac had barely reached the dwelling in time to reunite the two before the old woman’s 
hysterical shrieks confirmed his fear. Clustering neighbors relayed the message the aged woman 
tried to tell Isaac. Her son was gone and she would go soon. She had no need or use for the livery 
or horses that had been their hope for a good life but would only serve as an unpleasant reminder 
with her son gone. She pleaded with Isaac to take them in payment for bringing her son back to 
her one last time. Then, before he could leave, she pulled a ring off her finger and kissed it. With 
a nearly reverent look, she held it out to Isaac, wrapping her small hand around his to close his 
grasp over it. Her translated words were simple: “In thanks, for my son.”  
 He slid the ring onto Eunice’s finger that night. “My wife’s going home with a wedding 
ring.” he said proudly as he kissed her.  
 Eunice, too, had received a gift from the Bostonian family for whom she had cooked. She 
had slid the nearly opaque comb into Ellie’s straight, long hair. Ellie had turned to stand in front 
of her father. 
 “Daddy,” the child had questioned as she fingered her hair, “Is the comb pretty? Is my hair 
pretty?” 
 Isaac picked her up and danced across the room with her. “The comb is pretty, your hair is 
pretty. Your eyes are pretty. Your nose is pretty.” 
 “Oh, Daddy.” the little girl had interrupted him. “You think I’m pretty all over.” 
  Isaac stopped dancing and looked into her eyes. “You are pretty all over. No, you are 
beautiful. Beautiful all over. Like your mother.” 
 He had kissed her cheek then put her down. “Now, I better eat so I can go see to those 
horses.”   
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 The horses were old and decrepit, but Isaac was optimistic—and determined. Eunice smiled 
but made no comments as she saw him slide vegetables from his own dinner plate to take to 
them. 
 “We will go slow, give them plenty of rest and let them graze along the turnpike. They’re old 
and they are used to travel. No bolting or cutting capers on us. Just a good, steady team of 
horses.” 
 “But it will take so long. Little Isaac…” 
 “Little Isaac will be breathing fresh clean air. We’ll swaddle him just as we always do and 
he’ll never know he isn’t rocking back and forth in the kitchen.” 
 “The wagon…” 
 “The wagon is sturdy and with a slow pace it’ll be just fine. And I feel good about this.” His 
face relaxed in the confident smile she hadn’t seen in months. “Eunice, we’re going home. The 
Turnpike will take us home.” He winked at her then paused at her expression. 
 “Are you still afraid of the turnpike? You worried about Vernon Hill?” 
 “I…” she stammered. Thoughts of the turnpike had always given her premonitions—but 
never good ones. 
 “The hill is steep, but we’ll take it slow. We can rest up the horses in Amherst—I’ll buy them 
some extra grain if you want—and wait until it’s cool in the evening. If they get winded we can 
stop and rest at the first turn then again at the bend before the old soldier’s house.” 
 She had tried not to react but, of course, Isaac had noticed her stiffen. 
 “You’re still afraid of the ole’ soldier, aren’t you?” He had picked her hand up with an 
impish grin. “Scary place, there, you know. Wisp arisin’ from the swamp.” He wavered his voice 
into a spooking tone. “The soldier wandering about in search…” He stopped as he looked at her 
face and questioned her, his voice serious. “You are still terrified by the place and that man, 
aren’t you?” 
 She remembered the hill, the swamp, the trip up the steep road with Aunt Hillary driving the 
team of straining horses as they slowed to a near halt. Aunt Hillary had insisted on a long day of 
shopping which left them traveling back to Vernon in near darkness. It had been then that Eunice 
had seen an irregular shadow, then heard the snapping twigs and the slight thump of footfalls 
revealing the movement of a stealthy form in the woods behind the stone wall. Aunt Hillary sat 
on the front bench of the wagon chattering away with Grandma, completely oblivious to the 
observer. Eunice, crouched in the bed of the cart, clung to the side plank, aware only of the man 
who was creeping up the terrain paralleling the wagon. Was she strong enough to resist his 
strength if the shadow—the “ole’ soldier” they’d called him at school—stepped from the 
forested slope behind the stone wall, to grab her from the wagon bed? 
 Her view of the man had been indistinct, but it had been terrorizing. The dim moonlight 
showed the raised rope-like knots of scarred skin that pulled at his cheek and neck, and there 
were unnatural elongations and indentations of the muscle in his arm. Even now the thoughts of 
him filled her with an uneasy fear, a supposition that evil would follow him. She had been too 
frightened to speak that night and her grandmother had been too busy sorting through Aunt 
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Hillary’s purchases to notice her silence as she prepared for bed. She had remained in the house 
the rest of her stay. 
 Autumn, that year, had brought disaster. A tree toppled during a rain storm catching Pa under 
its branches. He never walked again. Ma, worn to bits by the farm work and worry, started 
coughing. She and Eunice struggled with the chores for several years before the cough took all 
her mother’s strength and, despite the protests of her grandparents who were barely able to 
support themselves, Eunice packed her few pieces of clothing and followed the turnpike toward 
Lowell. After working in a textile mill for several years, she had met and married Isaac who had 
driven loads of goods back and forth from Boston in his employer’s wagon. She had moved with 
him to Boston after their marriage. 
 She had not been surprised when the letter came telling that her mother had died or, only 
months later, that her father had passed on. The farm had been sold to pay debts. She had never 
expected to see the turnpike or New Hampshire hills again. 
 But she was looking at Vernon Hill, the steepest hill of the turnpike and the only one she did 
not want to see. She urged the horses forward. 
 “Isaac.” She tried again. Were the horses slowing or was it her fear that made it seem that 
way? Probably it was her own anxiety as she approached the hill.  
 “Isaac!” 
 “Sh, Mommy.” Ellie’s rounded face peeked up at her from the back, her eyes bright with 
surprise and pleasure. “Daddy is sleeping!” 
 Eunice smiled. “Yes, Sweetie,” she said. “We’ll let Daddy sleep a little longer before he 
takes over driving. He has been working very hard.” 
 It hadn’t been like Isaac to acknowledge that he was tired. He had been jovial on the 
Middlesex turnpike as they had traveled from Boston two days before, but quieter yesterday as 
they had followed the Merrimac River. Isaac had decided they should overnight in Nashua rather 
than continuing to Amherst; Little Isaac, the horse and he, himself, might benefit from the extra 
rest.  
 He had missed his usual playtime with Ellie and had been asleep by the time Eunice had 
changed and swaddle Little Isaac before laying him by his father while she prepared to feed the 
baby. Isaac had woken up momentarily with nearly a dazed expression when she lifted the baby. 
“One more day, Eunice, then things will change. It will all be better.”  
 He had moved his head with a slight frown and rubbed at his neck. “Could you throw another 
blanket over me?” He had slept restlessly through the night, tossing the blanket off then pulling it 
back up. Maybe that was why he was sleeping now. 
 Eunice shifted the reins in her hands. The stone wall on either side of the road was beginning 
to angle upward. She could hear the brook over the periodic squeals of the straining wagon. 
“You can do it,” she called to the horses. “There’s a garden full of carrots and an orchard full of 
apples at the top of the hill, and Grandpa will give you all you can eat if you just keep going.” 
 The animals seemed to hear her. They lifted their hooves forward and settled them on the 
path in a steady motion. 
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 Eunice sighed. She could let Isaac sleep. They would be fine. 
 “Mommy?” Ellie pulled closer to her mother. “Mommy, can I hold the comb?” 
 Eunice thought of the ring and the comb she had carefully packed the night before they left 
Boston. Isaac had found a sturdy woven basket just the size to hold the baby in his quilt and she 
had packed them all together.   
 “Remember,” Eunice replied to Ellie, “We put the ring and comb away so they wouldn’t get 
lost.” There was something about them that had touched Eunice’s heart. It seemed strange that 
two small pieces which were both extraordinarily lovely but neither worth a lot of money, could 
give her such a feeling of serenity. For some unexplainable reason, thinking about them made 
her feel peaceful despite her fears for her family and her sick infant that, at other times, nearly 
engulfed her. 
 Ellie smiled at her mother with a conspiratorial grin. “Oh, yes.” She turned her head to look 
at Little Isaac and the basket. “We did.” 
 The horses moved slowly with a rhythmic gait but there was a movement in the woods. An 
animal? A twig shifted by the evening breeze?  
 Eunice smiled weakly at her own fear. Everything was fine she reassured herself. By the time 
it was dark they would be at the top of the hill, spread around the table sipping home-brewed 
root beer or lemonade from freshly squeezed lemons. 
 She glanced back at Ellie. 
 “Why are you smiling?” the child asked when she saw her mother’s face. 
 “Because we’re almost to grandpa’s house.” Eunice spoke with relief. “Can you check Little 
Isaac and see if he is still wrapped?” she asked. 
 She concentrated on the horses until she heard the soft whimper of Little Isaac. Ellie slid 
forward from the cradle. “He is wrapped, Mommy. He was looking at the sky but when he saw 
me he wanted me to hold him. I reminded him about the gifts. He smiled. I think he likes them.” 
 “I do too.”  Eunice spoke cheerfully to her daughter as she felt her fears lighten. All ready 
Little Isaac, who had cried continually for weeks, was beginning to improve.  
 Eunice looked at the road before her. Though the upward slant had been gradual, it was 
becoming steeper as they neared the bend. But Isaac would wake and drive and Little Isaac was 
getting better. 
 She clucked at the horse again trying to get them to maintain their momentum as the grade of 
the hill steepened. 
 The horses strained at their halters but their pace did not pick up and their stride became 
uneven.  
 “Isaac.” She said the word gently, hoping he would wake easily.  
 “Isaac.” She repeated the word, calling them out louder but melodiously, so Ellie wouldn’t be 
disturbed. Little Isaac was beginning to fuss more. Eunice reached behind her back to catch 
Ellie’s attention while she kept her eyes focused on the team. “Can you talk to Little Isaac for 
Mommy?” The child moved back toward the baby. 
 The horses seemed to readjust their cadence although they were still slowing. 
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 “Isaac. Wake up, Isaac.” She thought she heard him move but when Ellie touched her 
shoulder she knew the rustle had been her daughter, not her husband.  
 She flicked the reins hoping to speed the horses. Rather than moving the wagon faster, the 
animals lost the smoothness of their gait once again. The lead horse, straining at the wagon’s 
weight, caught a rock in his horseshoe and it flipped against the leg of his mate which moved 
forward, limping on the impaired limb. 
 Eunice could feel her heart pounding. “Isaac, Isaac! Wake up!” she pleaded in a loud call.  
 The road ahead was steep, but they were nearly to the bend and at the curve there would be 
enough room to pull the horses diagonally across the road on a level grade. She could rest them 
there until Isaac was ready to take over. 
 All she had to do was get the horses to the bend. 
 “Isaac, wake up!”  
 The wagon was nearly at a standstill and the horses were struggling to keep their ground, 
their bodies hunched with the angle of the road. 
 She could not reach back to wake Isaac while she fought to keep the animals moving.   
 “Ellie?” She must make the request sound normal. “Ellie, can you rub Papa’s hand and wake 
him. Tell him Mama needs him now.” 
 The child barely had time to move to Isaac’s side when there was a movement in the woods 
and the horses gave a lurch. Eunice pulled at the reins with all her strength. She heard Isaac’s 
moan turn into a gasping cough. 
 Ellie touched her mother’s taut shoulder. 
 “Mommy, Daddy is making sounds in his sleep.” Ellie spoke cheerfully. “He looks so funny. 
He’s making silly faces and he’s hot.” 
 It had been only a few hours earlier when he’d said, “Why don’t you drive for a while. I’ll 
stretch out a bit. We can trade when we get to the hill.” That had not sounded like Isaac who had 
always been a man to protect and care for his family. But Isaac had not been sounding or, for that 
matter, acting like himself. He had not kissed her that morning, had avoided touching her. 
 Isaac must be sick. Very sick. He didn’t want her to catch his illness—the illness that he’d 
seen take the Irishman’s life. 
 Eunice turned back to the horses. They were barely moving now, their hooves pounding over 
and over into the same prints as their tired muscles twitched under the heavy layer of sweat that 
covered their coats.  
 She wasn’t sure when Little Isaac’s wailing turned into emphatic shrieks.  
 Just to the bend, she told herself as she urged the horses, aware of the pain in her arms. How 
long had she been struggling to keep the horses moving, shaking the reins, tensing her own limbs 
as though her effort would help the horses? 
 The horses wouldn’t move the wagon; they couldn’t. 
 Eunice grabbed the switch Isaac kept beside the bench. 
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 Just to the bend, she told herself as she tried to snap the switch over the horses backs 
knowing even as she twitched the handle that it was useless. They have no more to give, she 
realized.  
 Did Isaac?  
 Did she? 
 “Mommy,” Ellie’s voice was hesitant, softened to a near whisper by fear as she looked at her 
mother. 
 Isaac groaned again, then after a pause, moaned in a near murmur. 
 “Mommy?” the small face that thrust itself across the seat on the wagon was confused and 
frightened. “Mommy, Papa…”  
 There seemed to be silence—silence except for the one sound she had not wanted to hear. 
The gush of air that came from Isaac was unbroken and there was no responding gasp. Just 
silence. 
 No. 
 No, Isaac. She fought to call to him, but her breath was as silent as the air that had suddenly 
stopped moving around her, as the air that had silenced after it gushed from his lungs.  
 She could not stop herself from turning. She had to look at her husband lying behind her, to 
see his chest rise as he pulled air into his lungs.  
 He lay motionless. He did not move. 
 Ellie looked at her mother’s eyes, the tilt of her silent mouth, the uncomprehending 
expression on her face. “Mommy?” The child stood up in the wagon bed, her eyes wild as she 
grabbed at her mother’s shoulder and teetered to her mother’s side. “Mommy!” she shrieked as 
she stumbled on the uneven planks and fell into Eunice’s arm, jerking the reins into a tight bind 
at the horses’ heads.  
 The horses jolted, crashing themselves and the back of the cart against the stone wall. Eunice 
grabbed at Ellie as the child fell back onto the wagon bed screaming. Eunice’s backward glance 
gave her only enough time to see the cradle with Little Isaac tucked in tightly, bounce from the 
wagon. Ellie’s scream and the baby’s shriek echoed in her ears after the basket had disappeared 
off the side of the plank bed and from her view.  
 The horses, terrorized by the noise, immediately flailed their front hooves in the air, backing 
into the front of the wagon, nearly pinning Eunice’s legs between their heavy bodies and the 
warped planks. The weight of the wagon began to pull them backwards into the stone wall once 
again. But this time the wagon dislodged the top stones of the wall, leaving a gap large enough 
for the base of the wagon, but not its wheels to clear. The wagon bed tipped through the air, its 
contents sliding down the side and back of the planks onto the cascading stones. The seat of the 
wagon, still attached to the axle and wheels, bounced against the rocks sending Eunice sideways 
onto the stone wall. 
 As suddenly as the noise had started, it stopped. There was no sound except the rugged 
breathing of the horses. 
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 Eunice tried to lift her head from the rocks to see Ellie but all she could see from her position 
on the stones was Ellie’s tussled hair stretched awkwardly across Isaac’s legs.  
 Help! She tried to call. Someone help my family. Please, she begged, but even she realized 
there was no sound coming from her throat. She could not catch enough air to call the desperate 
words that raced through her mind. 
 She tried to crawl toward Isaac but she could not move; she could not feel any sensation in 
her legs. 
 She could not see the cradle but there was a sound. She knew she heard a stick crack and 
boards hit against each other as the horses snorted where they lay on the edge of the stone wall. 
 She tried to move again, but to no avail. She was getting cold. Isaac had been hot she 
remembered vaguely. It seemed years before, during a different life time, that Ellie had told her 
Isaac was hot. He could warm her and she would cool him. 
 Isaac, I’m coming. 
 But there was danger. There was movement near the horses. Someone was lifting the basket, 
steadying it on the solid end of the emptied wagon bed, smoothing the blanket as the form inside 
it moved. 
 No! 
 She could see him now in the fading light. A man with long, unkempt hair almost covering a 
bulging knot on his neck picked up her baby and held him against his gnarled arm. 
 The man walked to Isaac and Ellie, slowly leaning over them. He gazed down at them but did 
not touch them before he moved toward Eunice. 
 He stood above her looking down into her eyes. Give me my baby. Oh, please, I must have 
my baby! She tried to speak but her lips would not move. His eyes were intent and filled with 
emotion, but they were unreadable. It took all her effort to move her focus to his lips as he 
opened his mouth, but Eunice could not hear what he said as the chill moved in around her and 
slowly, darkness closed her vision. 
 
 Bethany was nervous as she pulled off the road beside the mansion’s mailbox. She’d put off 
telling the Fiskins about the tours the Maine Historical Society had proposed, waiting for a letter 
with answers to a couple of questions and she hoped to intercept it before they saw it so she 
could tell them personally. She didn’t want them to see her and ask question now. 
 The mansion she had inherited from her grandmother was only a few miles out of her way as 
she drove from her visiting teacher’s home to her house at Faunce Cove. She always enjoyed an 
evening working on family research with Grace Winston. When Grace had tucked an envelope 
tonight,” as Bethany was leaving, it had reminded her of the envelope she’d been waiting for 
from the Society. 
 The colors on the bobbing water were lovely and the peacefulness of the forest on North 
Road near the entrance to the Faunce Cove Mansion helped her unwind. She stopped the Jeep in 
front of the granite columns at the entry to enjoy the serenity. It seemed strange to see several 
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trees shaking sporadically in the stillness. Probably, she thought, a deer was getting a late 
evening snack before retiring to feed her off-spring or a raccoon was searching for scraps.   
 The foliage, barely visible in the dwindling evening light, was now calm. Not even the breeze 
seemed to reach inside the clustered branches to move them.  
 When the leaves began to shudder again, Bethany rolled down the window to get a better 
view then quietly opened the door and climbed from the Jeep.  She wedged her way between the 
yews hoping to see the grazing animal that seemed to slowly shift further from the road into the 
edge of the thicketed wetland. She followed the movement trying to catch a glimpse though the 
dim light of the moon which barely touched within the gloomy shelter of the branches.  
 The movement stopped. Perhaps the animal had returned to its home and settled to sleep. 
 A mosquito buzzed around her head threatening to land.  
 Bethany turned, nearly tripping in the soggy grass, and reached out for a tree trunk to steady 
herself. 
 The sound ripped through her ears, flinging shards of fear into her mind as she instinctively 
slipped down to her knees at the bottom of a tree and covered her head with her hands. The 
sharp, explosive sound coming from nowhere splintered a branch above her. 
 Somebody was shooting in the woods and had hit the limb above her. Were they targeting 
her? 
 She was afraid to move. She held her breath straining to hear any sound that might reveal the 
source of the blast. The forest was silent—there were no dried limbs crackling under human 
weight, no footsteps to indicate the approach of a gunman—but neither was there any birds 
singing their evening’s hushed lullaby.   
 She still waited. She could feel her heart pumping as she strained to see a moving shadow or 
hear the faintest sound of a stir within the forest.  
 There had been no movement since the shot. A tree root was poking painfully into her knee. 
Had she waited long enough?   
 The forest canopy completely blocked the night sky and the moon light, leaving only the dark 
outline of the vegetation around her. If someone were watching for her they wouldn’t be able to 
see her in the gloom. But no one knew she was there; why would they fire at her? 
 Maybe she was wrong and it was a forest noise. She’d never heard a gun fired before; she’d 
mistaken the sound.  
 She resolutely stood, shaking the pine needles and dead leaves from her clothes then turned 
and started toward the Jeep. 
 The burst came almost immediately; three blasts in rapid succession just as she stepped away 
from the tree. She dropped flat to the forest floor despite the oozing, damp soil of the wetland. 
She immediately smelled the dank reek of the standing water as it soaked through her clothes but 
that didn’t keep her attention as she became aware of a commotion, a desperate bleating and the 
thrashing of underbrush only yards away from her.  
 She lay perfectly still, barely twisting her head to look toward the sounds. With the small 
amount she could see she couldn’t tell what was happening but she turned from even that as she 
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saw the stock of a gun and she heard one more shot. She got only one look at the figure in the 
light from an open stretch of sky between the tree branches; she could see a silhouetted head. At 
least it looked like a head, but the moonlight caught the gleam of glass or plastic. Was it glasses 
or. . .  Bethany lowered her head to the ground. Someone was wearing night vision goggles and 
had a gun strapped over his shoulder.  
 Branches rustled as a weight was pulled across the forest bed.  
 The sounds moved further away into the distance. The breeze picked up, covering the noise 
until the vague swish of moving branches faded into silence. 
 


