
Olivia followed him outside, but hung back by Silly Sally. Someone had begun 
clanging the fire bell, and by now there were thirty or forty men, many of them wielding 
farm implements, and more kept coming. Three white men broke away from the crowd 
and hastened toward Mr. Faraday. The four of them stood apart, heads together, and Mr. 
Faraday seemed to be doing most of the talking. Then one of the white men, a pasty-
faced redhead in a grimy buckskin shirt, slapped Mr. Faraday on the back and 
disappeared up the alley between the stores. Olivia was curious to know what the fuss 
was about, but more concerned about how she was going to get past all those ill-tempered 
men. She took hold of Silly Sally’s reins and led her to the other side of the street, toward 
one of the knots of women. 

“What’s all the hubbub?” she asked one of them, though she doubted anyone could 
hear her above the shouting. Olivia caught only fragments of what the men were yelling – 
“I been giving my hospitality to these lying bastards – Take your stinking carcasses back 
down south – You ain’t going nowhere but to jail for kidnapping – Oughta tar and feather 
’em.” 

“Private agents.” A white woman in a blue poke bonnet answered Olivia, nodding 
toward the two men in white hats, who by now were surrounded by the increasingly 
unruly mob. “Come up here looking for runaway slaves.” 

A second white woman clasped her friend’s arm. “I heard they’re chasing after poor 
Caleb and Maribelle Greenstreet.” 

“The Greenstreets? Why they been living here for I don’t know how long. It must be 
five years now, going on six.” 

“I know. Imagine coming after them now, after all this time. Their little Josiah just 
had his fourth birthday. Maribelle was in my shop, wanting red ribbon for his present.” 

“Josiah been born here, so that boy be free even by their account,” a young black 
woman said. “What they think, they gonna drag his parents back to their plantation, leave 
him here all by hisself?” 

“You bet they gonna try and take him too,” a second black woman said. “Another 
two-three years, they got him in those fields, twelve hours a day.” 

Olivia caught bits of what the men in white hats, who appeared surprisingly unafraid, 
were shouting back. “Private property ... the law clearly obliges you ... have the lot of you 
arrested ... I want all of your names.” One of them removed a small notebook from his 
coat pocket. 

A coarse-looking white man in workman’s clothes shoved his face in that of the 
agent. “Put mine right at the top of your cursed list, in capital letters. G-O-R...” 

“So there really is such a thing as slave-catchers,” Olivia said, more to herself than to 
the women. 

“Sure as they’s vipers and jackals,” the black woman said. 
Olivia took Silly Sally and tried to edge around the crowd, but someone pushed 

someone and the mass of bodies surged toward her. “Back,” she said softly to the horse 
and retreated a few dozen paces down the street. She looked back and guessed that by 
now there were over a hundred people in the street.  

The red-haired man in the buckskin shirt who had slipped up the alley returned and 
whispered something to Zachary Faraday, who nodded. Then Mr. Faraday looked down 
the street behind him. His eyes fixed on Olivia for a moment before he turned back to the 
circle of men. 



Olivia considered trying to find another road that went around the town, but decided 
she’d best look for a quiet place to wait it out. She hitched Silly Sally to a post far from 
the mob and returned to Mr. Faraday’s store, hoping he wouldn’t mind her sitting in the 
straight-backed chair he kept just inside the door. Then she heard gunshots and leapt to 
her feet to look out the window. A tall man was waving a pistol in the air. He had a badge 
pinned to his coat and seemed to be trying to calm things down. Mr. Faraday was on the 
sidewalk, hurrying back to his store. 

“I saw you come in here,” he said. 
“I just wanted a place to sit. I hope you don’t mind.” 
“No, of course not. But I need to talk to you.” He paced. “Sit back down. Please.” 
She obeyed, and he stopped in front of her, hesitating before he spoke. “I assume 

someone out there told you about the Greenstreet family?”  
“One of the women said those men in the big hats are slave-catchers, looking to take 

them back down south.” 
“That’s right. Those two villains have been in town for weeks, claiming to be land 

agents of the Michigan Central. Said they were mapping out a route to lay down track 
and looking for people willing to sell their land for a good price. They went around 
knocking on every door, and everyone in town talked their heads off to them. There’s 
another one of their like, been pretending to be a census taker. So he came knocking too, 
wanting to know who all is living in every house and for how long. All they were doing 
was making sure the Greenstreets are who they thought they are, before they arrest 
them.” 

Olivia shook her head in dismay at the evil of men, but had no idea why he was 
telling her these things. 

“Terrible what people can find the heart to do to one another.” She got to her feet to 
look out the window, where she saw the crowd beginning to disperse. “Looks to be over. 
I guess I can be on my way to the Abbot place. Thank you for the directions. I hope this 
...” she waved her hand, “... works out all right. That poor family.” 

“Can I ask you to sit down again, Miss Killion? For just a minute.” 
She reluctantly obliged. 
“The Greenstreets are safe for the next few hours. Our lawyer convinced the Sheriff 

to arrest those slave-catchers for assault, battery, housebreaking, and attempted 
kidnapping, but he won’t be able to hold them for long. The law is on their side. Our 
lawyer will take his good time arguing to the judge that public sentiment is above the 
law. It won’t hold water, but it will give us time. An hour or two. Longer if the Sheriff 
can be convinced to jail those devils for their own protection, considering the way they 
got folks so riled up. That gives us time to get the Greenstreets out of town. All we need 
is someone to drive them to Detroit.” 

“Oh, I’m glad to hear that. I’d hate to think of those awful men trying to tear parents 
away from their child.” 

“Well, folks down in Carroll County, Kentucky are of a different mind about colored 
families. The reason the Greenstreets ran away in the first place was because their owner 
was planning to sell Maribelle off to another plantation, three counties over.” 

Olivia shook her head, still with no glimmer as to why he was telling her all this. 
“Someone has gone to bring a wagon to the road outside town. It won’t be but a few 

minutes before it’s there, ready to take them.” He paused and stared at her. “Problem is, 



none of us can drive it. The minute those slave-catchers are out of jail, they’ll be 
searching every road and trail out of here. Them being on horseback, they’ll catch that 
wagon up in no time. And after two weeks of them pretending to take their census and 
trying to buy land, they know every face in this town. The minute they spot anyone from 
Backwoods, they’ll take that wagon apart splinter by splinter.” 

So now she knew. She stared at her feet, knowing she couldn’t do this. She had to get 
to that Abbot farm and couldn’t risk ending up in jail. 

“Why don’t the Greenstreets go to Detroit by horseback?” she asked. “They’ll have a 
good enough head start.” 

“We can’t know that there aren’t more agents, already out there watching the roads 
toward Canada. The Greenstreets will be well-hidden in the wagon, but I can’t drive it. 
Neither can anyone else from town. But a nice white lady like you,” Mr. Faraday 
continued, “a nice white lady they’ve never seen before, who doesn’t live anywhere 
around here, a nice white lady carrying a wagonload of goods with a bill of sale showing 
purchase in Everson this morning? All they’ll do is ask her if she’s seen anything.” 

“I’m sorry, I wish I could help, but I can’t go to Detroit now. I have to go ask about 
my friend and then be on my way to Ann Arbor. Anyway, I couldn’t make a trip like that 
in a wagon.” She got to her feet as she searched for excuses. “What if I lost a wheel? I 
don’t know how to repair anything on a wagon. I don’t even know how to manage a team 
–” 

“That’s why your younger brother will be with you.” 
“I don’t have a younger brother.” 
“We’ve got one for you. Nice young fella from Everson. We’re lucky he happened to 

be in town this morning. He’s only thirteen, but that boy is strong as a horse and handles 
a team better than any of us. And he knows the way. You won’t go direct. He’ll take you 
to the southeast first, get on a different road, so by the time they catch you up, it will look 
like you started out from Everson. It’s a better road, too. You’ll only have to worry about 
the mud for the first ten miles or so. There’s a plank road after that.” 

“If you’ve got this nice young fellow who knows how to do all that, you certainly 
don’t need me.” She reached for the handle of the door. 

“A boy that young, on the road alone. It doesn’t look right.” He stared at her for a 
long moment and then turned his gaze out the window. “All right.” He turned away. “I’ve 
wasted too much time here. I can see you don’t want to help us out. You’re too busy, 
looking for that colored friend of yours.” 

She froze, and they were both silent for a moment before he spoke again, this time in 
a softer voice. “There’s some danger in it. I won’t try to tell you there isn’t. You could be 
arrested, but no judge around here is going to put a young white woman in jail for that. 
He’ll give you a fine, maybe a large one, but there are men here in town, wealthy men, 
who have already said they will pay that fine for you.” 

“I’m sorry. I would like to help you, but I just can’t.” 
“All right.” He raised both palms and took a step back from her. 
She hurried out of the store and back toward Silly Sally, rationalizing her refusal. I’ve 

already made one horrible mistake, leaving Little Boy at that church. I’m not going to 
make another one and take the chance of missing Mourning. I know how awful those 
plank roads are. You could lose a wheel every five minutes. And with the weather so 
unpredictable? Anything could happen. And why me? They’ve got a whole town full of 



people. He can’t tell me those slave-catchers remember every single one. And they’ve got 
that boy from Everson. It isn’t fair to ask me. Why is any of this my problem? 

She had walked only a short distance when she suddenly felt as if a physical presence 
were holding her back. She could almost see Mourning standing in front of her, Little 
Boy in his arms. At first he simply glared. Then his voice was in her head, scolding. 
“You gonna go and make another horrible mistake, just so you can boohoo ’bout it later? 
Ain’t you learned you don’t get no second chances? You gotta do the right thing when it 
be there in front of you, begging to get done. How you gonna feel, you don’t help these 
folks? You wanna be the reason someone else’s child got dragged off to slavery? Or left 
alone like me? Like Little Boy?” 

She stopped short and shook her head. What am I thinking? How would I ever face 
them? She turned on her heel and strode back to Mr. Faraday’s store, almost bumping 
into him on his way out. 


