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For many Loyalists during the American War for Independence, the perilous journey to Canada

is just the beginning of a long and arduous struggle to find a new home and a new life amid the

upheavals of war and separation, death and privation. For Elisabeth Van Alen, it also means

finding new strength and the will to survive in a new country. Married to Gerrit, an educated

Mohawk warrior, she is filled with fears when he must go away shortly before the American

rebels force her and her family out of their ancestral home. Thankfully Gerrit finds her fleeing

through the forest with their Mohawk friends and helps her reach Kanien’kehá:ka, the Mohawk

territory in Quebec. Coming to a log cabin tucked away on a wooded island in Montreal is a

great shock for Elisabeth after the life she had known in the comfortable house where she had

been born. Undaunted, she takes on the tasks of pioneer women and keeps her family

together while waiting anxiously to hear from Gerrit who has returned to complete his assigned

task. Against his will, Gerrit is recruited by the British Army for a special mission. Elisabeth

suffers losses and joys, upheavals and peacefulness and her love grows for her adopted

country where being married to a Mohawk is regarded as normal.

Because of the authors' thorough research and lovely language, the vivid locations and

characters come to life on the pages of this story set against the background of the American

Revolution in 1774-77. The separation of Beth Van Alen from her beloved husband leaves her

to struggle and overcome many hardships. The authors take their time setting the time, place,

and characters in this novel, but once that was done, I was caught up in the story. If you are a

historical fiction reader, you will enjoy the "old" language and culture in this sweet novel.Beth

Van Alen is happy with her beloved family in the 1770s of an America sinking into revolution.

Her older brother joins the army, and her father declares them neutral in the fight between

Loyalists and Rebels. But forced to make a choice or have their property confiscated, the Van

Alen's must flee for the province of Quebec. Meanwhile, through her brother, Beth meets a half-

breed named Gerrit and they fall in love. But Gerrit is sent on a dangerous mission that could

tear the family apart.The book starts out slow, yet the romance happens quickly. The authors

write with well-researched details, and Beth is an admirable character. I'm surprised her

parents allowed, with no protest, her to marry a man half-French, half-native. The struggles in

Quebec are starkly told; I shivered with them.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable

edition of this title.
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One1774 - Mohawk Valley, Tryon County, New YorkFriday, June 17At the sound of distant,

cheerful shouts, Elisabeth Van Alen glanced over her shoulder. Movement in the periphery of

her vision sent her heart racing with excitement, and she turned fully to gaze down the rolling

hill toward the river. Newly scythed grass scented the air, sweeter and cooler than the caustic

vapors that wafted up from the cauldron, enveloping her face, filling her nostrils. With the back

of her hand, she wiped away the perspiration running into eyes and, pulses drumming, gaped

at the sight.A boat! Yes, it was a boat, a one-mast scow carried along on the slow-running

current, its slack sail a-flutter on the breeze as its crew scrambled to furl it. The four hands

resting on their oars, along with the man at the rudder, waved and shouted to the two boys on

the north bank. The lads paused in the midst of dipping their fishing lines to wave back and

holler at the men. But their exchange of words was drowned out by the squawks of gulls

circling overhead and the woof-woof-woof of the brown and white spaniel racing up and down

along the bank. Midmorning light glinted off the river’s surface.The expectancy that rippled

through her heart abated the instant she realized the boat drifted downstream. His boat would

be making its way upstream, from Schenectady. She sighed, her sights lingering for a moment

on the hatless, shoeless boys on the wide pier. One was stocky and fair with long, unbound



flax-coloured hair bleached a shade lighter from the sun. The other, rail thin and dark-skinned

with black, woolly hair, stood nearly a head taller. They watched the men float past before

dropping their lines. The dog continued to bark.Disappointment replaced the jolt of excitement,

and Elisabeth returned her attention to the task at hand.The large copper basin steamed on its

three-legged stand over embers of a once substantial fire. Three young women bent over the

vessel, stirring and prodding with sturdy laundry bats at the jumble of bed linens simmering in

the lye solution. Sheets and fine linens—men’s shirts and women’s shifts—having been

scrubbed and rinsed in the nearby creek had been rung out. They now lay stretched out to dry

over shrubs along the creek bank or suspended from lines extended between ample willows,

along with an assortment of aprons, stockings and handkerchiefs. Another girl set an armload

of wood by the depleted pile and crouched low to feed the flames.With the underside of her

wrist, Elisabeth wiped her brow and pushed back the stray wisps of damp brown hair that had

escaped from the linen cap she wore under her wide-brimmed straw hat. She took up her

paddle and resumed the work of agitating the heavy mass in the cauldron.“Fiona,” she said

softly to one of the girls, a short, scrawny lass of about fifteen.The girl looked up with a pained

expression, her face flushed and sweaty, her movements grown sluggish with the heat and

strain of the work. “Aye, Miss?” She blew a stray lock of red, curly hair off her cheek.“Why don’t

you rest in the shade for a while?” Elisabeth nodded toward the stand of willows at the edge of

the creek, then flashed the girl a smile. “I’m sure your sisters will be grateful for the help. Miss

Essie will be out soon with our refreshments.”Fiona gave no quarrel, her ruddy, pockmarked

face twitching into a feeble smile before she dropped an awkward curtsey. “Thank’ee, Miss

Lis’beth.” She gathered up her skirts and tottered off toward two other girls of like features and

close in age by a year or two. They sat deep in concentration on their mending in the grass

under slender, drooping boughs. At her approach, one of the girls wordlessly slid toward her a

basket filled with stockings, shirts and shifts.“Molly, Susie, this one should be done,” Elisabeth

announced to the two remaining girls, who paused to mop their faces and necks with their

aprons. Battling the cloud that enveloped her in a steamy mist, she struggled with her paddle to

separate a sheet from the bubbly mix. She gave it a cursory scan as it dripped from her bat. “It

still needs a good scouring.” She inclined her head toward the creek and the three girls—two

knelt on the sloped bank scrubbing laundry against the rocks, the third with skirts tucked into

her waistband stood knee deep in the rushing water trailing a bed sheet in the current.Molly

and Susie used their washing bats to extricate the sheet. Together they carried it, dripping and

steaming, between them on the paddles.Elisabeth swiped at her face and neck with her sleeve,

then glanced up at the clear blue sky. The day was warm for mid-June, and the hour not yet

past ten o’clock. She sighed again and poked at the unfinished linens in the basin. “That’ll do

for now, Meg.” She turned to the sturdy girl piling wood beside the fire. “You can help the others

with the rinsing if you don’t mind. We’ll see to the rest of this lot after we’ve eaten.”“Aye, Miss.”

Meg arranged four flat irons within a safe distance from the now blazing fire before she

straightened up and clapped her hands together, releasing flecks of wood dust and bark into

the breeze. “But we’re to be home in time for supper, me and me sisters.” She looked down at

her plain black shoes and nudged a piece of wood into the fire with her toe. “That be the

arrangement, ye know…but what with the celebration in two days and all….” Her voice trailed

off.“Yes,” Elisabeth said more to herself than aloud, her mind racing with all that remained to be

accomplished in such a short time, and with little help after today. “I promise you’ll be home for

supper.” Chasing away thoughts of the work still to be done, she coerced a smile. “And we’ll all

be well rested for the festivities by Sunday after church. You’ll be wearing something pretty, no

doubt?”At that, Meg’s round, genial face brightened. “Oh, aye, Miss. And I thank’ee again for



your kindness.” Meg bobbed a small curtsey. “As do me sisters!”The outgrown and outdated

shifts, skirts, and jackets belonging to her, her mother, and young sister were really of no

consequence. Along with castoff garments she’d managed to collect from a few of the more

well-to-do neighbours and their servants, which she and her sister distributed among her

father’s tenants, the McGregars were especially grateful. They were that needy, what with four

nearly grown girls and their mother again in the family way. And poor Mister McGregar unable

to work after a fall from his roof earlier in the spring. And all of them crowded into a small three-

room cabin. It had been a rare pleasure when Missus McGregar’s expression transformed from

careworn to beaming when she accepted the clothes.“Which will it be, then?” Elisabeth

unpinned the bib of her apron, used it to fan her glistening neck, then let it fall over her skirts.

“The blue or the green stripe?”Sucking in her bottom lip, Meg pondered a moment. “I’m thinkin’

I’ll be wearin’ the green stripe, Miss.”“A good choice.” She stuck the brass pins from the bib into

the embroidered cushion at the end of the equipage hanging from her waist. The keys and

scissors on their chains rang with a tinkling sound. “Green brings out the colour of your eyes.” A

mischievous smile crept over Beth’s full mouth, even as she fought to suppress it. “I’m sure

Randal Connor will approve.”A deep blush stained the girl’s freckled cheeks all the way down

her neck to her chest, contrasting sharply with the white of her shift showing under the faded

blue of her jacket. “Aye, Miss…I mean to say…I’m sure he will. That is, we was hopin’….” Meg

met Elisabeth’s smile with a shy but secretive grin and raised her shoulders. “We was hopin’ to

make an announcement on Sunday night at the celebration.”Elisabeth arched an eyebrow.

“Many will wonder why ’tis taken so long.”“Aye, especially now that Randal has his own house

and land, thanks be to your father.”Elisabeth’s smile warmed and intensified as she ran the

backs of her fingers in a caress over Meg’s smooth cheek. “He’s a fine, hardworking young

man. I hope to be the first to offer you both all good wishes.”Meg clutched Elisabeth’s hand in

her two, her smile fading as she sought and held the older girl’s eyes with her own. “An’ I hope

someday to wish the same for you, Miss.”Elisabeth snorted and extricated her hand from Meg’s

grasp. “That will be the day when hogs fly.” Even were there a worthy suitor—a thought she

would not allow herself to entertain—her life was bound to her family. Besides, the present

circumstances did not provide for such frivolous diversions, and at nearly eighteen, there would

be time before she’d resign herself to life as a spinster.“But did I not see Tom Cloete lookin’ at

ye with them big, sad cow eyes o’ his at Christmas last?” Meg sent her a wicked wink.“Bah!”

How like her father she sounded to herself. “Perhaps you did. That does not mean I

encouraged him.” Since his poor mama died some years past, Tom Cloete lived alone in a one-

room log cabin on fifteen acres of the most isolated of her father’s tenant farms. As far as she

knew, he raised pigs and smelled like slop.“Did ye ever hear the tale o’why he limps?” Meg

tittered behind her hand.“Everyone knows that he was drinking grog while chopping wood for

his mama.”“Without his shoes on! Lopped off three toes on his left foot.” Meg let out a loud

hoot. “An’ then there were the time he were scything in the wheat field an’ nearly blinded

himself.”The scar on poor Tom’s cheek left him with a sneering countenance, which left Beth

uneasy. “I have no use for a man like that.”“An’ did’e ever catch a whiff o’ him? I fear he ain’t

bathed since his ma passed away.” Meg pinched her nose.Beth turned her gaze on the

whitewashed three-story frame house at the top of the rise, where dormers with glass pane

windows flashed sunlight. The doors hung open, enabling a view straight through the wide

centre hall and out the back to the gardens. In the kitchen garden, women in bonnets and

straw hats bent low as they gathered peas and beans, lettuces and herbs in their aprons and

baskets. Hector, a white-haired Black man methodically wielded a hoe around the beds. “But

look! Here comes Essie now with our refreshments.”“I’ll help lay the table.” Meg scurried off



toward the new arrivals.Preceded by three pubescent lads—one carrying trestles, another with

the boards balanced on his broad shoulders, the third bearing a pair of long benches—Esther

Freeman strode with a regal but purposeful gait from around the back of the house onto the

gravel carriage path. She bore a pitcher in one hand, a basket of cheeses hung from her arm

and a white linen table cloth over her shoulder. Others followed—young men and women from

the kitchen bore platters heavy with food, stacks of plates, and pitchers of cider. Sarah,

Elisabeth’s young sister, skipped past Essie with a basket of crocks of butter and jam. Her linen

cap sat askew over tangled flaxen hair, her apron smudged with red streaks the width of her

tiny hands.“Is he come yet?” Holding the basket out straight before her with one hand, she

gathered her skirts with the other, and hopped on one foot toward Elisabeth. “D’you think he’ll

remember me, Lis’beth?”Elisabeth stooped over to relieve the four-year-old of her basket. “I

think he’ll be hard pressed not to notice how you’ve grown.” She captured Sarah’s hand, which

was sticky with something resembling cherry preserves, traces of which smeared her chin and

the edges of her mouth. “I see you’ve been helping Miss Essie.”“We made bread this morning.”

She rubbed her large gray eyes with grimy knuckles and stifled a yawn.“And you couldn’t wait

to join us before eating it all up by yourself?”“Not all of it,” the girl said with a frown. “Actually,

there’s plenty left.” Sarah wriggled free of her sister’s restraint and bounded toward the flat,

shady spot above the creek where the boys had set up the table and benches and were laying

out the repast. Hands on hips, Essie supervised.With a forbearing smile, Elisabeth followed her

sister, and swiped her hand on her apron to remove the viscous residue. She shook her head

as Sarah skipped up behind Essie and wrapped her arms around the servant’s legs. Essie

whirled about and, with a subdued but joyful shout, swooped the child up into her arms. They

both laughed.By then the girls from under the willows and those at the creek side had begun to

queue up at the table, cups, knives and spoons in hand—along with the old women filing

around the side of the house from the garden and men from the fields—all chattering in an

incoherent buzz. Elisabeth set the basket on the boards, removed the crocks, and arranged

them beside warm, yeasty loaves and platters of sliced cold meats. She whisked away a fly

with designs on the preserves.Essie sailed by—Sarah in her arms. “Been awake since well

’fore sunrise,” she said in a whisper. “Too much ’citement I ’spose. Your mama’s tea…though I

’spect she won’t be thinkin’of it as such…” She winked knowingly, “… is on the dinin’ room

sideboard. I’m goin’ to put the princess in her bed fo’ a while…after a good scrubbin’, ain’t that

right, Princess?”The little girl made an inaudible comment, her head lolling against Essie’s

neck.“Hasn’t Mama been down yet?” Elisabeth straightened Sarah’s cap.Essie rolled her eyes,

a wry pout on her lips, and glided back up the rise toward the house; the child in her arms

yawned and rubbed her eyes with her fists.All around her, happy girlish voices, mixed with the

masculine sounds of boys and muted hum of the old women and men, rose and fell amid the

clink of knives on crockery and the gurgle of cider being poured into horn cups and mugs. She

gathered her skirts and followed Essie. Once inside, she untied and removed her hat and

dropped it on the table just inside the open door.The house was quiet, even as Miriam, a young

black girl, squatted on the stairway polishing the bannister with beeswax. Marian her twin—a

pail of vinegar and water at her side—scrubbed the floor by the entrance to the parlour on her

left.“’Mo’nin,’ Miz Li’beth,” the girls chimed in unison.“Good morning,” Elisabeth replied with a

smile. “There’s food outside. I suggest you get some before it’s gone.”Needle beams of light

seeped in golden mote-filled streams through the shutter slats over the dining room windows

and fell over the long, newly polished oak table. The warm scent of linseed oil mingled with the

perfume of lavender and roses. On the newly dusted mantelshelf, a delft ewer held a bouquet

of freshly cut flowers, artfully arranged with sprigs of green leaves and fragrant herbs. A silver



tray on the spotless oak sideboard held a delft tea set, small cake of sugar and tongs, plate of

toasted bread and butter, folded linen napkin and a spoon.She threw open the shutters and

muttered under her breath as the light poured in.* * *With her mother’s breakfast tray balanced

against her hip, Elisabeth knocked on the bedroom door. “Mama are you awake?” As there was

no response, she jiggled the knob. Finding it unlocked from within, she slowly opened the door.

Stale, humid air swamped her in a nauseous wave, close and heavy with a stench of

unwholesomeness.“Is that you, Lena?” Her mother’s voice was a croaking sound from within

the gloomy confines of the room, referred to the housekeeper, who also served as her personal

maid. “What’s taken you so long?”“It’s me, Mama. Lena’s helping Essie in the kitchen today.”

She paused in the doorway until her eyes adjusted to the darkness. Then she focussed on the

tester, its curtains tied back against the bedposts, her mother propped in a sitting position on a

mound of pillows.“Ah, yes. I’d nearly forgot.” Catrina Van Alen turned to her with an eager gaze,

her sunken eyes glistening. “Has he come?”“Not yet, Mama, but I’ve brought you your tea and

toast.” She set the tray on the low table before the hearth.“He said in his last letter that we

should expect him by the fourteenth.” A note of disappointment coloured her mother’s soft,

husky voice. “That was three days ago if I’m not mistaken.”Elisabeth poured out a cup of the

camomile brew through the strainer and drew one of the two upholstered armchairs closer to

the table to accommodate her mother. “Come, you must eat something.” She strode to the

closely drawn drapes at the south-facing side of the room and threw them open.“Oh, Beth, the

light!” Mama rolled her head away from the sudden brightness.“This darkness is unhealthy, as

is the closeness in here. ’Tis stifling.” Through the distorting window panes, smudged with dust

and grime, she could barely see the blur of willows, where the small crowd partook of their

midday meal. The view of the river was nothing more than a dull ribbon of gray. She undid the

latch and pulled up the sash. The sweet scent of new-mown grass greeted her affronted

senses.“You’ll let in the flies!”“‘Tis a lovely day, Mama.” Undeterred by her mother’s protest, she

filled her lungs with the freshness of outdoors. “The sun is warm, but the air is dry, just the way

you like it. And look how blue the sky is this morning. You’ve always said there’s no sky like a

sky in June.” She swept her gaze over the sloping lawn toward the river, where one of the boys

hauled in a fish. Its wriggling struggles caught shimmers of sunlight over its silver length. The

dog shook himself after a swim, spraying water every which way off his ample coat. There was

no sign of a boat travelling in either direction. Her heart sank.“When you’ve eaten and dressed,

I’ll accompany you into the garden. The roses are blooming and the lavender smells

heavenly.”“What could be keeping him?”“We’ve two days until the party.” Beth turned from the

window. The sight of her mother’s withered face under the white of her nightcap made her

shudder. “If he said he’ll be here, Mama, he’ll be here. Samuel is a man of his word. Now, get

up and drink your tea while it’s still hot. Might as well wash the bed linens while we have the

girls for a few more hours. I’ll send one of them up to clean in here while you take in the fresh

air.”“Give us a hand, will you, dear?”Beth made her way around to the side of the bed where

her mother lay. On the bedside table, a half-filled cup and a vial of laudanum alongside a jug of

water sat on a small silver tray; even through the amber-tinted glass, it was plain to see that the

vial was empty. She tore her gaze from the items and took her mother’s boney hand. “There we

go.” She helped the older woman to the edge of the bed. Her mother then slid her feet from

under the quilted coverlet, over the side and into her embroidered silk slippers.After she helped

her mother into her dressing gown and sat her at the table, Elisabeth began stripping the bed,

when her mother’s startled gasp compelled her to turn.“What in heaven’s name is this?” A look

of revulsion transformed her face.“We’ve used up the last of the China tea, Mama. You know

how scarce and how dear it’s become since those Sons of Liberty dumped it into the harbors in



Boston, New York, Philadelphia…and elsewhere. Until we can afford another supply, Essie has

promised to brew what she can with what we have on hand. ’Tis not so bad. I’ve had some,

myself.”“‘Tis vile and unsavoury!” Mama set her cup on the saucer with a loud clink.“Why don’t

you sweeten it with some sugar?”“’Twould be a waste of good sugar.”“Then don’t drink it,

Mama. Would you prefer coffee?” She dropped the wadded bundle of sheets onto the braided

rug. “We still have a small supply. I’ll go down to the kitchen and boil some for you.”“No…no,

dear, don’t trouble yourself. You know I’m not partial to coffee.”Beth expelled a breath and

finished sliding the pillows from their cases. She gathered up the sheets from the floor. “I’ll take

these down and send Grietjen to help you wash and dress.”“Not Grietjen,” her mother whined

and took a dainty bite of toast. “She’s old and has clumsy hands, and she constantly pricks me

with the pins.”“I’m afraid it will have to be Grietjen, Mama. There’s no one else to spare

today.”“Why don’t you help me, Beth?”Her mother’s look of pleading and distress caused her to

wince as a shiver of anguish worked its way through her heart. But an equally powerful impulse

drove it down. The urge to lash out in anger, to berate her mother for neglecting herself—as

well as her duties to her husband and children for the past two years—to stamp her foot and

protest the unfairness of the situation that had been foisted upon her shoulders, making her no

more than a servant in her own house, was almost too strong to suppress. She closed her

eyes, drew in a quick but calming breath. “I’ll be back as soon as I take these down.”“You’re

such a dear.” Her mother delicately wiped her mouth with the napkin. “Whatever would I do

without you?”Although a stinging retort flashed through her mind, she bit her lower lip. “I’m sure

you’d manage, Mama.” She forced a smile and made her way past her mother, the bundle of

linens in her arms. Once out the door, she allowed herself the release of built-up tension with a

softly exhaled puff of breath and continued toward the stairway.The quiet click of a door at the

opposite end of the wide hall drew her attention to Essie, who signaled silence with a finger to

her lips. She tiptoed across the hall through slanting beams of sunlight through the window at

the front of the house. “Didn’ take long for the little princess to nod off,” she whispered. “She’ll

sleep fo’ a while, I b’lieve.”Beth glanced at the door to her mother’s bedroom, then gazed up

into Essie’s imperturbable dark eyes. “Would you mind terribly…?” She didn’t need to finish the

question. “I’ve got to get these done before the girls—”“Ain’t no problem, Miss Beth. When

she’s dressed, I’ll take the missus out back fo’ her constitutional.”“Thank you.” Beth’s eyes filled

with tears, which she quickly blinked back, then managed a grateful smile. Where would she be

without Essie? She made her way down the stairs as the sharp rap-rap-rap of Essie’s knuckles

sounded on her mother’s door.* * *“They’s a boat comin’! He comin’!”Eleven-year-old Tobias

Freeman—arms flailing, his unshod, stocking less feet tearing up the turf—raced up on the

grass alongside the carriage path from the river road.Barely conscious of the voices around

her, Beth handed off the bundle of bed linens to Meg McGregar. All her being focussed on the

stretch of water to the east, beyond the stand of elms winding down along the creek, past the

patch of long grass where a small herd of cattle grazed, Beth strained for a sight of the boat.

And then, labouring against the current, it came into view: a two-mast flat-bottom craft with a

crew of six. Men’s voices were torn away by the sudden gust of wind and screeching gulls.

Voices buzzed and swelled around her like a swarm of bees, but the boy’s piping report gripped

her in the thrill of expectation.“It’s him!”Heart pounding with anticipation, Beth gathered up her

skirts and strode to intercept the boy. Tobias paused and bent over, hands on knees to draw in

a breath, his half-open unbleached linen shirt flapping and untucked from his breeches, his

slender body glistening with sweat.“Are you sure?” she called out to him with a glance down

the slope toward the water.“Yes’m,” he choked out and straightened himself just barely enough

to point in the direction of the skiff. “He done called out, he did. No mistakin’ it was him.”She



drew alongside the boy who peered up with owl-like eyes through the magnifying lenses of his

pewter-rimmed spectacles. “Go run to the carriage house.” She placed a trembling hand on the

boy’s narrow shoulder. “Find Mister Zacharias. Tell him to harness Blossom to one of the carts

and fetch their baggage. And hurry!”“Yes’m, Miss ’Lisbeth.” And off he scampered.By then the

flat-bottom boat had cleared the line of trees and was turning toward the shoreline and the

wooden pier that jutted out into the river. Six polemen guided her to the exhortations of the

crew master, the whooping of the tow-headed boy on the shore, and the woof-woof-woof of his

dog dancing and splashing in and out of the water. Before the boat hit the pier, a man not of the

crew leapt from the craft and splashed up to the riverbank in high black boots, while men on

the craft tossed out ropes to secure it to the dock. He caught the boy in his arms and swung

him around until he staggered, then hunkered, still swaying, to receive a jubilant welcome from

the dog.“Samuel…?” Beth’s voice escaped in a rush of breath and delight but barely carrying a

sound.He looked up. Across the distance, her gaze met his. He smiled his beaming, golden

smile, then leapt to his feet. She barely felt herself propelled across the distance separating

them, and in the next instant they collided into an embrace.“Ah Bethie, let me look at you.” Her

brother held her at arms’ length. “I can’t believe what I see. You’ve grown an inch or two,

and �”“It’s so good you’ve come.” She hurled herself back into his arms and buried her face in his

shoulder. He smelled of clean linen, fresh air, and spirits newly imbibed. “We’d almost given up

hope.”“I said in my last letter that I would come.” And then he teased, gray eyes twinkling with

roguish glee, “How dare you doubt me?” Again he held her away, hands on her shoulders,

meeting her eyes with his. His smile grew uncertain. “How is Mama?”Beth fought back tears, an

aching in her chest. “She’ll be much better now that you’re home.”“And Papa?”“He and Abel

Freeman have gone into Johnstown on business but will be back in time for supper. Essie has

everything planned…all your favourite foods and �” Tears threatened to spill. She swiped them

away with her finger tips. “He’s so proud of you, Sam. We are all so very proud.”Sam tensed,

then turned his head toward the boat. “Hey Gerrit,” he called, “quit your dawdling.”As she

followed his gaze with her own, Willem, her eleven-year-old brother, bounded into view up the

incline from the river, the spaniel at his heels. Like Tobias, he wore no hat, shoes or stockings,

and his half-open linsey shirt billowed around him. A leather satchel slung crosswise over his

chest banged against his knees. The breath caught in Beth’s throat at the resemblance

between her brothers; they were the same, except for their size. The same sandy-colored hair

and gray eyes, the same full-lipped mouth, the same stocky build and square jaw, like their

father. But while one wore homespun, the other dressed himself in a finely tailored forest green

worsted coat with facings in a cream color, as were his breeches, matching waistcoat with

brass buttons, high leather boots—new and polished to a high shine—his linen shirt a blinding

white in the sunlight.Beyond Willem, sailors passed trunks and baggage from the boat and

piled them up on the dock. A tall young man jumped from the boat onto the pier and struggled

into his coat. He tossed a look at Sam and waved, as if to say he wasn’t dawdling. His gaze

locked with hers, and his dark eyes transfixed her.“‘Tis heavy, Samuel!” Willem's voice dragged

her attention from the young man as the lad drew alongside his siblings and slipped the satchel

over his head. It dropped to the ground with a clatter. The dog sniffed it, his long, feathery tail

wagging. “What did you bring for me?”Sam bent to retrieve the satchel and tossed it over his

left shoulder. “It’s probably broken now.”He laughed and tousled the boy’s unbound hair. “I’ll

show you later when we go inside.”“It’s heavy, Samuel!” The boy drew up alongside his siblings

and slipped the satchel over his head. It dropped to the ground with a clatter. The dog sniffed it,

his long, feathery tail wagging. “What did you bring for me?”Sam bent to retrieve the satchel

and tossed it over his left shoulder. “It’s probably broken now.” He laughed and tousled the



boy’s unbound hair. “I’ll show you later when we go inside.”He put an arm around his sister’s

shoulders and started up toward the house. Before they reached the top of the incline, a swarm

of girls and boys, all chattering and shouting greetings, impeded their progress and flocked

around them. Sam, in his inimitable fashion, smiled a warm smile and thanked each and every

one for their welcome-home. He shook hands with the older men, slapped backs of the young

ones, and even remembered everyone’s name. Girls blushed and giggled as they curtseyed;

boys offered to help with his satchel and the rest of the baggage. Beth informed them that it

was unnecessary. She pointed at the farm cart pulled by an aging mule and guided by a middle-

aged, paunch-bellied man making its way down the gravel carriage path toward the

river.“Samuel! My Sam!” Mama’s voice, strong and filled with excitement, floated down from the

second-storey window. “I won’t be but a moment longer.” She ducked her head back inside.“Let

me be alone with her for a while,” Sam said in a low voice to Beth. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.

Then, Will, I want you to show me where the best fish are running.” Again he ruffled his

brother’s hair. As he strode the remaining distance to the house, he furtively pulled a silver

flask from the pocket of his coat, unstopped it and took a long swig.“All right then,” Beth called

out, clapping her hands. “Everyone finish up and get back to work.”* * *Hatless, his dark,

shoulder-length hair tossed by the breeze, Gerrit helped the boatmen unload the trunks, boxes,

and satchels and arrange them with care onto the cart. When they had piled everything onto

the conveyance to his satisfaction the men reboarded. Playfully taunting laughter rose above

the babble around Beth as the young man bent into the boat’s stern and strained mightily until

the boat slid from the bank away from the landing and back into the water. When he

straightened up, the men waved, and he watched, arms crossed over his broad chest, as the

skiff floated out onto the river, the men taking up their poles to guide it into the current before

the sails unfurled and filled on a resurgent breeze from the west.He ran his hands through his

hair, pulled a black ribbon from the pocket of his brown coat and tied it back into a queue. He

picked up a brown tricorn from the grass, clapped it against his thigh and settled it onto his

head. For a moment longer, he watched the boat disappear around the bend in the river, then,

with a deep breath, he turned and strode up the rise, soon overtaking the cart and straining

mule.Beth pretended not to notice his long, muscular legs, or how his duffel coat conformed to

arms and broad shoulders more suited to sports than to scholarly pursuits. The memory of

images she had seen in books of naked ancient Greek wrestlers caused her face to burn.

Gerrit Bosch, her brother had written, shared rooms with him at King’s College and considered

him his best friend in New York. “You’ll like him,” Sam had insisted, “and you’ll be surprised by

his ‘secret past’.”At the time, she hadn’t given a second thought to her brother’s words. But

now, as Mister Bosch approached with long-legged strides, her curiosity rose, along with an

unanticipated quickening of her heart.“This iron’s hot, Miss.” Meg’s voice jolted her from her

observations. She turned as Meg spit on the bottom of another of the heavy implements. It

sizzled. “This one, too. Shall we begin?”The table had been cleared and wiped clean, folded

cloths and bowls of water left for the ironing. Dried linens, piled in baskets, had appeared

without her being aware, lined up and ready to be pressed.Beth fanned her face with the bib of

her apron and repinned it. She regretted leaving her hat in the house, for the sun had risen to

its highest point in the sky. “Let’s get started before the irons cool. I left Fiona to take care of

Mama’s bed linens. That seems to be the end of the washing for today.”“Come on, Patch!” her

young brother called. The dog barked in a joyful cadence. In high-pitched voices, Will and

Tobias shouted and raced back down to the river. Girls chattered and giggled. Young men

laughed, and the older people shuffled off in twos and threes talking amongst themselves. Beth

shook out one of her own shifts from the basket, set it on the table and sprinkled it with water



as Meg applied her iron with a thumping sound to a sheet at the opposite end of the boards. A

shadow fell across her side of the table and she looked up.The sound of her heart thundered in

her ears. Her mouth went dry. Despite the cool breeze, a strange heat rose inside her. Looking

up into the young man’s face, she trembled. A curious sensation.As if he’d suddenly

remembered something of vital importance, he doffed his hat, revealing raven black hair that

reflected the glare of the sun. His eyes, the softest shade of brown she had ever seen—clear

and steady and flecked with gold, fringed with thick black lashes—fixed on her in a manner she

would have deemed impertinent if not for the fact that he seemed equally ill at ease, shifting his

weight from one foot to the other. His high cheekbones, flawless tanned skin, and pliant mouth

sent her pulses racing. An inexplicable light headedness threatened her balance.She

swallowed hard and struggled to find her voice…and her composure. As she averted her gaze

from his face, she noticed his coat was clean but faded and frayed around the cuffs. One button

on his waistcoat, a contrasting tan to his brown outer garment, an imperfect match to the

others. “I…I presume…you are Mister Gerrit Bosch.” She extended her hand.“And you must be

Miss Elisabeth Van Alen.” He took her hand by the fingertips and bowed over it, a graceful

gesture for a man of his size.She pulled her hand free and covered it with the other over her

apron. “My…my brother wrote that you would be accompanying him from N-New-York. He s-

said you’d be s-staying for a few days.” How foolish she sounded. How entirely without self-

control, stammering and tripping over her tongue.“Samuel speaks often of your great virtue.”At

that she let out a half-laugh, half–snort. She could not help herself. Giddy, like a young girl,

without the slightest sense of decorum. Dear Lord! What must he think of her? She fought to

bring herself under control. “Sir,” she said after a quick breath, “a wise man once wrote that

pepper in small quantity is great in virtue.”He stared at her in confusion; perhaps her ridiculous

outburst had prompted his discomfiture. His seductive lips curled into an appreciative smile.

“Ah, you have read Plato, Madam.” He stepped closer and spoke softly for her ears only. “Let

praise be given to…women who have been distinguished in virtue.”His misquote was no

accident. The roguish gleam in his eye and lopsided grin gave him away. Could it be he flirted

with her? “One can only presume, sir,” she said, forcing a wry smile, “for you have only my

brother’s word on that count, and you know how he loves to tell tales.”“That same wise old man

also said that virtue is a kind of health…beauty and a—”The smell of burning cloth brought

their attention to the table and smoke rising from the neglected shift. Mortified, she grabbed the

iron by its wooden handle and gaped at the scorch mark marring the fabric. “Oh, ’tis ruined!”He

quickly removed the garment from the table and dropped it onto the grass. “No harm done

there.” He glanced at the boards with an abashed grimace, as if that would assuage her.“But it

is ruined….” How foolish she must seem to him, bemoaning the loss of a simple shift.“I fear it

was my fault.”“Oh, no, sir. You are not to blame. I should have been paying closer attention.”

From across the table, Meg caught her eye and, making an “o” with her mouth, raised her

eyebrows, which Beth chose to ignore. Mortified, she righted the iron on its end and knelt to

rummage through the basket. “How utterly stupid of me,” she muttered to herself.The sound of

Zacharias’ voice snapped her gaze from the pile of dried laundry to the circular path at the front

of the house. The old servant dropped Blossom’s lead and hiked up his breeches over an

ample gut and moved away from the cart. The wind picked up. Zacharias glanced to the west

where dark clouds formed over the hills in the distance. “Looks like we’ll be in for a storm

before long.”More agitated than concerned, she glanced up at the sky.“If you tell me where you

want these put, Miss Beth,” the man continued, “I’ll send over Dan and Gabriel to carry ’em

inside.”She rose from her crouch, thankful to escape further engagement with the young man

who caused her head to spin. “Wait until Master Samuel comes out.” Stumbling



uncharacteristically, Beth kept her focus on the cart, even as she felt Mister Bosch follow close

behind. The heat from his body engulfed her in a disconcerting wave.“Allow me, Madam.” Gerrit

steadied her with a large hand under her elbow. “I will see to my belongings…if you will direct

me to where I’ll be sleeping.”Anyplace but near me, she said to herself as she slipped her

elbow from his hand. “How long will you be with us, Mister Bosch?”“I had not planned on

staying more than a day or two. If it’s no trouble, I’ll be comfortable in a barn or the stables. My

needs are simple.”His smile, warm as the sun, touched her, even as she refused to look at him.

“That would be out of the question, sir.” Forcing herself to assume a dignified bearing, she

quickened her steps. “We Van Alens pride ourselves on the comforts of our guests. I’ll have

one of the girls make up a bed for you upstairs in the loft…as soon as the sheets are fit for

it.”“That is most kind, but I assure you—”“Zacharias,” she called out. With quick strides, she

extended the distance between herself and Gerrit. “Send over Dan and Gabe and have them

take Mister Bosch’s baggage to the loft. While they’re here, they might as well put Master

Samuel’s things in his old room.”* * *The storm struck just as the last of the laundry had been

ironed, folded and carried inside. It passed during supper, a succession of lightning strikes that

lit up the windows, and rumbles of thunder that barely competed with the sounds of talk and

merriment around the table. As evening progressed, the clouds gave way to a starlit night and

waxing crescent moon on the rise.To top off the evening, the family and Mister Bosch

assembled in the parlor around Mama’s old spinet. Giving in to encouragement, Beth played a

few songs in a studied manner, growing more confident when Samuel and Mister Bosch lent

their voices to hers. They ended with a raucous rendition of the round, “In Summertime when

Flow’rs do Spring,” with Sam, singing in falsetto, which had all holding their sides with

laughter.Late that night, as she lay in bed, the long evening niggled, the merriment having

slipped from her mind. Conversations, silences, laughter. Mama’s sparkling eyes betraying the

life that had withered for so long, her hand caressing Sam’s on the table top; Papa’s look of

pride each time his gaze settled on his son. Sam’s face flushed with wine, his manner charged

with heightened exuberance, his slurred speech. Toasts with the reserve of wine kept for

special occasions went on seemingly forever. And him…Mister Bosch, who had sat opposite

her during the meal, polite but reserved, speaking when spoken to, whose gaze caught hers

each time she glanced his way, a smile on his sensual lips. The prickly discomfort he stirred up

with nothing more than a glance.After tossing and turning for what felt like hours, the incessant

song of a mocking bird in the elm tree outside her open window finally drove her from her bed.

The room was warm, even with a breeze ruffling the curtains. She threw on her robe and

carefully tip-toed barefoot into the hall, careful not to disturb Sarah asleep in her truckle bed

and closed the door with a muted click behind her. She padded down the darkened stairway

toward the sconce at the top of the stairs. The candle guttered, nearly burnt out, but with

enough of a flame to light a taper she found on the table, which she placed in a pewter candle

holder. Shielding the flame with her hand, she descended the stairway, intent on a few

moments out back in the garden to soothe her rattled nerves.A faint light—no more than the

dim flicker of an oil lamp—seeped around the outline of the partially closed door to her father’s

study at the rear of the house. Someone else, it appeared, shared her insomnia.At the sound

of groaning hinges, her papa glanced up with surprise from writing at his desk pushed against

the wall in the long, narrow room. He removed the spectacles from the end of his nose and

looked up at her in the doorway. “Bethie, what are you doing awake at this late hour?” He

rubbed his eyes with a thumb and forefinger.“I was about to ask the same of you.” She slipped

through the door and inhaled the scent of leather-bound ledgers and ink, a pleasant smell that

lingered, even when the room stood vacant. “I couldn’t sleep.” She set her candle on the corner



of his desk, strewn with papers and an open ledger.“I was just finishing up here.” He cracked

his knuckles.“Couldn’t that wait until morning?”Her papa folded the spectacles and laid them,

along with his goose feather quill on the page he’d been working on. “I was calculating a few

last minute expenses for the party. All is as I anticipated. Now I will prepare for sleep.” He

turned in his chair and eyed the divan, where a folded blanket and pillow awaited him,

prompting her to let out a sigh. “Your mama, it would appear, sleeps alone again tonight.” He

smiled sadly, rose and stretched. His shadow wavered on the wall above his desk in the

flickering light.“Oh, Papa….”“No matter, I’ve grown accustomed.” He cast her a weary

smile.Without a word, Beth spread out the blanket and plumped up the pillow. “Still, I imagine

this old thing isn’t doing your back any good.”“It suffices.” He cracked his knuckles again,

setting her already jangled nerves on edge.“Papa…?” She sat on the edge of the divan, hands

clasped in her lap.Cornelis Van Alen removed his waistcoat and draped it over the back of his

chair. “Hmm?” He loosened the stock around his neck.She paused before continuing, unsure of

what it was she wanted to say. “How good it was to see Mama enjoy herself tonight.”“Indeed.

We all had a bit of enjoyment, eh?” He removed his dark, unfashionable wig—relieved to do so

—and tossed it on the desk. His closely cropped, graying head glistened with perspiration as

he vigorously rubbed it with the handkerchief from his side pocket. When he turned, his

expression changed from weary to one of concern. “You look worn out, Bethie. Why aren’t you

asleep?”She shrugged. “It’s been a long day. Even though we accomplished a great deal, there

is still so much to be done.”Her father sat beside her and slipped his arm around her shoulders,

drawing her close. “You work too hard, my dearest. ’Tis no wonder you’re overwrought.” He

placed a kiss on top of her head. “You know, I’ve been pondering on this whilst working on the

expenses.” He tipped her face to the light. “Come fall, when the wheat and maize harvests are

in, if my calculations are in order, what would you think if I hired on some additional help

around the house, eh?”She could not prevent her wide-eyed response. “Can we afford it?”He

rubbed her hands. “I don’t see why not. We made a good profit on the cherry preserves. Sold a

crate of it to a merchant in New York, in addition to our regular customers in Schenectady and

Albany. Think about it, you would have more time to pursue your interests. I haven’t seen you

with a book in—”“But what of the money you borrowed from Sir William Johnson?”The loan

was not common knowledge; at least he’d never broached the subject with her. She’d

discovered its existence while compiling household accounts one afternoon when her father

was away and never brought it up for discussion. For Papa was of the mind that money and

politics were not the concerns of women.Papa cleared his throat and, let her hands slip from

his. “Did I mention that I stopped by to see Sir William on my way home? He sends his regards,

as does Molly Brant. He’s doing poorly, in constant pain…the old wound, among other issues…

I don’t know how he gets on. And now with all this Indian uproar in the Ohio Country, he’s

besieged with questions and concerns from the local Mohawks and their Six Nations allies.

Where’s the protection the king had promised, they want to know. Poor man. Used to be so

vigorous and full of himself….“He offered his regrets, by the bye. Seems he and Miss Molly

won’t be able to attend the party after all. But Sir John and Lady Johnson will be here, if her

condition permits. Said they’d be only too happy. Oh, and Guy and Polly Johnson. Pity Mister

Claus and the other Johnson girl…What is her name again?”“Her name is Ann. She’s called

Nancy.”“Ah yes. Nancy. Why do I never…?”“At any rate it will be good to see them.” She

absently watched the candle flutter, her thoughts centered around more serious matters.Of

course he wouldn’t answer her question about their finances, although everyone knew they

were in arrears for two years on improvements to the house and the grist mill upstream on the

creek that had never been completed. But his mention of the current hostilities between the



natives and settlers on the Virginia Frontier and the Ohio Country, which had filled the

newspapers of late, sent her mind racing with words Sam had spoken during

supper.“Papa…?”“Hmm?”“Do you think there will be a war?”“Where did you get such a

notion?” A hint of dismissal tinged his tone.“Sam…he was a bit in his cups, I’ll admit, but he

seemed to believe—”“Ah, Bethie! You said so yourself. He drank more wine than was good for

him.”“Not just that, Papa. He spoke of all that’s been happening in New York, how the Sons of

Liberty put up their liberty poles as fast as the authorities can take them down…to outwit the

British there and anger them.”“Ruffians. That’s what they are.”“And the blockade of Boston

Harbor after the so-called Patriots threw all that tea overboard last year…and the Germans in

Stone Arabia have been talking of their support for—”“Who told you all this?” Her papa clucked

his tongue as if she were a child.“It’s all around us, Papa. People are taking sides.”He sighed.

“People grumble because they can’t have their China tea and other commodities. A temporary

inconvenience and one that is hardly worth all the rancor. Everyone must make due. We

manage.”How like her papa to over simplify the situation as though she were deaf and blind.

There was no point in continuing the conversation, even as more local indications of a coming

crisis raised fears in their neighbors hearts. Such as the wretched Sheriff White imprisoning

Whig sympathizers in the Johnstown gaol without due process and threatening to hang them.

“As you say.”“But come.” He stood and pulled her to her feet. “What do you say to a nip of

spirits before bed, eh? Sir William was most kind to gift me with a case of some very fine

canary wine…for the party, of course, but I thought we’d have a taste. Perhaps it will help us

both to sleep.”Chapter TwoSaturday, June 18After a restless slumber, Gerrit Bosch rose in a

sweat from the lumpy feather bed in his corner of the loft and stretched his arms toward the

rafters. He doused his face and head with tepid water he poured from the jug into the basin on

the small washstand and vigorously shook his head to clear it of the fog of sleeplessness. His

long hair splattered drops around him. Then he dried himself with the huckaback towel.

Through the open window, not even the hint of a morning breeze eased the heat of the room.

Although the sun had risen over the hills, casting golden light over the treetops along the

creek, darkness yet enveloped the room. Birds sang. The house below remained

silent.Rummaging through his satchel on the floor, he found a small cake of Castile soap

wrapped in paper and a clean, neatly folded linen shirt. He pulled on and buttoned his

breeches and tossed the shirt over his shoulder. A quick dip in the cool rushing stream would

help stimulate his sluggish senses.But why had his sleep been so unsettled? Despite its

lumpiness, the bed was soft—perhaps too soft—its linens freshly laundered and crisply

pressed. He’d slept on far worse and arisen more refreshed, his mind clearer. Sweltering heat

had never kept him from his rest, even on the steamiest of summer nights.Elisabeth…. He’d

known women in his life—shy women, young and old. Some he remembered fondly, others not

so. Women who were a credit to their sex, others not so much. Women endowed with great

beauty, women plain as dirt. Rich women, poor women, women of leisure…. From the time he

was no more than a boy, they had been drawn to him by his exotic good looks, to teach him or

to use him; he cared not at the time. And he had learned that most were not to be trusted. But

Elisabeth…. As a devoted and adoring brother, Samuel sang her praises and read her frequent

letters aloud. He’d been intrigued from the first. A young woman with an independent mind who

read Plato and Milton, Shakespeare and Locke, who worked tirelessly without complaint and

acted the surrogate to her young siblings for the mother who had abdicated that responsibility.

Admirable qualities for one to consider in a potential wife.He stopped himself on the landing,

astounded that such a word should enter his thoughts. Why would he even contemplate a wife?

At his stage in life, with neither wealth nor property—not a roof to call his own—he was mad



even to think it.Besides, she looked upon him with a countenance bordering on derision. Or

had he been mistaken? Or perhaps he frightened her in some indefinable way. Had she not

trembled at the sight of him? At the table over supper had she not her lowered eyes at his

glances, avoided the exchange of words?Sounds of stirring behind closed doors along the

wide corridor quickened his steps down the flight of stairs. Smells wafting up from the kitchen,

of freshly baked bread, fried bacon and coffee prompted a growling in his stomach as he stole

out the front door into the cool mist rising off the river. The short grass, damp with dew

between his toes, tickled his feet as he strode to the stand of willows along the creek bank.* *

*Beth started awake to the rat-a-tat-tat of a tabor and shrill, discordant notes of a penny

whistle. A chill seized her heart and animated her listless senses, propelling her from the bed

to the window overlooking the east side of the house and the creek. Sam’s words and the

conversation with her father the night before about an imminent war flooded her mind. Relief

coursed through her veins as Will and Tobias came into view, a scattering of boys and girls in

their wake—little Sarah among them—all shouting for a turn on the drum while Patch leapt and

bayed.’Twas nothing but the boys playing with the gifts Sam had brought for them, she

reminded herself, and not some army of unwashed Sons of Liberty—as her brother called them

—come to demand fealty to their cause.She yawned and stretched, her back aching from

yesterday’s work and the ensuing restless night. Morning appeared well-advanced, the sun

having risen above the hills and halfway to its highest point in the sky. How long had she lain

abed? Far too long by the look of it. But she could ill afford such luxury—though nothing would

please her more than to curl up again under the sheets—when tasks remained uncompleted

and few would be available to help this day.Sarah’s truckle bed was a tangle of blankets; her

young sister could not trouble herself to straighten up before hurrying off. Beth smiled in spite

herself as she made her sister’s bed then pushed it back under her own, for it was a rare

morning when the child did not wake her at the first sign of daylight. She tidied up her own bed,

washed at the basin and hurriedly dressed in plain, undyed linsey-woolsey skirts and a blue

checked jacket over her shift and stays.In the dining room, Mama, Papa, and Sam lingered

over breakfast, the table cluttered with empty and half-full plates, cups and saucers. Papa

occupied his usual place at the head of the table, Sam, sitting close to Mama at the opposite

end. A quick scan of the room revealed no sign of Mister Bosch, at which she sucked in a

breath, uncertain whether it was out of relief or disappointment. Her heart fluttered a conflicted

beat.“Well, well,” her brother said as she inspected the picked-over remains on the sideboard of

what appeared to have been a hardy meal. “Our sleepy-head has decided to join us today.”She

helped herself to a bowl of cold suppawn and a cup of lukewarm coffee.“Leave her be, Sam,”

Papa scolded in a half-hearted manner while Mama sipped from her cup. “No one deserves it

more than our Bethie.”
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Brides of Banff Springs (Alberta) (Canadian Historical Brides Book 1), His Brother's Bride:

Ontario (Canadian Historical Brides Book 2), Romancing the Klondike: Yukon (Canadian

Historical Brides Book 3), Barkerville Beginnings: British Columbia (Canadian Historical Brides

Book 4), Pillars of Avalon: Newfoundland (Canadian Historical Brides Book 5), Fields of Gold

Beneath Prairie Skies: Saskatchewan (Canadian Historical Brides Book 6), Landmark Roses:

Manitoba (Canadian Historical Brides Book 7), Fly Away Snow Goose ~ Nits’it’ah Golika Xah:

Northwest Territories and Nunavut (Canadian Historical Brides Book 8), On A Stormy Primeval

Shore: New Brunswick (Canadian Historical Brides Book 9), The Left Behind Bride: Nova

Scotia (Canadian Historical Brides Book 10), Envy The Wind: Prince Edward Island (Canadian

Historical Brides Book 11), Where the River Narrows (Quebec) (Canadian Historical Brides

Book 12)

TainaRead, “so rich in history. Where the River Narrows takes the reader from the heart of the

American War of Independence to the banks of the Saint-Laurence River in Quebec, Canada,

where so many Loyalists fled. At first the heroine, Elisabeth, and her well-to-do family do not

think they will have to leave their home in the Mohawk Valley. They are doing everything right,

but they are forced out with few possessions, just enough to survive the long trip to safety in

Canada. The author in this part brings the reader a rich history and details of life in the

Mohawk Valley, as well as a glimpse of the political turmoil of the time.The harrowing journey

takes them through dense forests. From this point to the end of the novel, the second author

shares with the reader her extensive knowledge of the environment and how to survive in the

wild, until Elisabeth finally leads her family to the province of Quebec in Canada. Pioneer life

confronts Elisabeth who, while worrying about her soldier husband, has to take on the burden

of settling down in a strange land and learn a new language. After a life relying on servants in a

large and comfortable home, the change to a log cabin comes as a rude awakening. The

author vividly shows a woman’s daily tasks under primitive conditions, such as the way our

female protagonist has to slide down the steep river bank to break the ice and haul a bucket of

water back up... with many difficulties.This is the twelfth fascinating book of the Canadian

Historical Brides series.”

Janet Walters, “Courageous Heroine. What a wonderful story about Elizabeth and her

struggles when her family is forced to leave their home during the Revolutionary War and travel

to Canada. Through all the trouble she remains strong and is able to marry the man she loves.

Both a great story of courage and a good romance,”

Anita Davison, “No 12 of the Canadian Historical Brides Series. In the Mi'kmaq and Algonquin

languages, the name of the Canadian province of Québec translates as “where the river

narrows.” In the late 1700’s, Elizabeth lives with her family in Mohawk Valley, New York, coping

with her depressed mother who likes to be an invalid, possibly because she has borne and

buried several children, but comes alive when her beloved son, Samuel returns from a trip,

bringing with him Gerrit Bosch, a Mohawk warrior.Elisabeth is immediately attracted to Gerrit

and they conduct a gentle, poetic courtship. However when they marry, Samuel is forced to



leave home and their whole future is thrown into uncertainty when her country attempts to

break away from British Rule. Eisabeth’s father declares himself a neutral in the coming

conflict, but no one can be untouched by war. From being ordinary citizens carving a future for

themselves in their native land, they are on the wrong side in an unwanted fight.Uprooted from

their comfortable home, they travel north to forge a new life in a strange land Beth is also

separated from Gerrit and her misery is compounded by her worry as to whether he will ever

return to her.Elisabeth and Gerrit are both complex and engaging characters. Ms Fischer gives

an insightful portrayal into the lives, of all the women and girls forced to leave their homes

through no fault of their own to survive in a strange country. An informative and enjoyable story.”

Joan M. Cummings, “Excellent histoty. Ideal book to read before a trip to historic Quebec.”

TainaQ, “Very rich in history. Where the River Narrows takes the reader from the heart of the

American War of Independence to the banks of the Saint-Laurence River in Quebec, Canada,

where so many Loyalists fled. At first the heroine, Elisabeth, and her well-to-do family do not

think they will have to leave their home in the Mohawk Valley. They are doing everything right,

but they are forced out with few possessions, just enough to survive the long trip to safety in

Canada. The author in this part brings the reader a rich history and details of life in the

Mohawk Valley, as well as a glimpse of the political turmoil of the time.The harrowing journey

takes them through dense forests. From this point to the end of the novel, the second author

shares with the reader her extensive knowledge of the environment and how to survive in the

wild, until Elisabeth finally leads her family to the province of Quebec in Canada. Pioneer life

confronts Elisabeth who, while worrying about her soldier husband, has to take on the burden

of settling down in a strange land and learn a new language. After a life relying on servants in a

large and comfortable home, the change to a log cabin comes as a rude awakening. The

author vividly shows a woman’s daily tasks under primitive conditions, such as the way our

female protagonist has to slide down the steep river bank to break the ice and haul a bucket of

water back up... with many difficulties.This is the twelfth fascinating book of the Canadian

Historical Brides series.”

The book by Kathy Fischer-Brown has a rating of 5 out of 4.9. 7 people have provided

feedback.



Language: English

File size: 5885 KB

Text-to-Speech: Enabled

Enhanced typesetting: Enabled

X-Ray: Enabled

Word Wise: Enabled

Print length: 375 pages

Lending: Enabled

Screen Reader: Supported

Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

