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PREFACE 

  
This is the story of Daniel Dawsen, a young boy who grew up during the 1700s in 

America.   
 

Daniel Dawsen is not an actual person who lived at that time.  He and his family were 
invented by the author.  Through this story, it is hoped readers will experience the feeling of 
living in the bewildering, exciting and dangerous 1700s.  The adventures that happened to the 
Dawsen family really did happen to colonist families in America over 250 years ago.  If tyranny 
ever returns to the United States, similar scenes could be repeated. 
 

George the Third of England was crowned King at the age of 22.  This young, handsome 
king was well-liked, and a majority of the citizens who lived in the English-owned colonies in 
America respected him as their sovereign leader.  
 

 King George the Third was actually the first king in many, many years to be a true 
English king.  His father and great-grandfather were from Germany and had shown little 
interest in the affairs of England.  Neither of them could even speak English!  So when George 
the Third was born and raised in England, people felt they would have a true and loyal ruler 
who understood the ways of the English people. 
 

But, as the reader will soon discover, something went very wrong.   
 

Our story begins in the year 1760, when young George the Third has been King of 
England for only a few short months.  In America, George Washington was a surveyor for the 
king and was 28 years old. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

1760 — THE DAWSEN FAMILY  
Boston, Massachusetts 

 
Mr. Thomas Dawsen set the quill pen back into the inkwell and wearily rubbed his 

eyes.  Squinting up towards the orange glow on the window he was surprised to realize it was 
so late in the evening. Mr. Dawsen pushed the open record book to the far edge of the desk 
and stood up, stretching.  
 

“Good to have that done!” he remarked to himself.  Reaching over, he parted the thin 
window curtain.  Reflections of the October sunset shimmered on the Saint Charles River and 
dark clouds hung heavy on the horizon, promising rain.  
 

Past the distant shipyard docks, he could still see silhouetted against the darkening sky 
the huge mast of one of his two ships.  It was the Coronet.  She rocked gently, like a huge black 
skeleton swaying upon the quieting waves.  Mr. Dawsen was pleased to be the owner of two 
ships.  This one had arrived today loaded with cargo from the West Indies.  His other ship, the 
Callais, was due back in a few days from Holland. 

   
Muffled shouts of sailors beginning their nightly enjoyment at the pubs echoed from the 

docks.  Torches outside the distant taverns revealed shadows of their passing figures. 
 

Mr. Dawsen turned from the chilly window and reached again for the record book. The 
columned numbers and figures looked good.  He puffed across the page to make sure the ink 
had dried, and then closed the book, smiling at the thought of another prosperous year 
ahead.  “As long as the taxes don’t go up any higher,” he murmure, “my little ships will surely 
bring goodly prices this year.  Captain Blake will see to that.” 
 

A knock at the door startled him.  “Papa?  Mother says supper is ready!”   
 

 “Coming, Daniel,” answered Mr. Dawsen.  He locked the green record book in a 
cupboard and placed the key in its usual place inside the desk drawer.  Then he closed the 
window, picked up the candle and climbed down the attic stairs.  Delicious scents of supper, 
warm and inviting, enveloped him instantly. 
 

A curly-headed little girl came bounding toward him.  “Papa!  Papa!”  Setting his candle 
on the mantel above the cook-fire, he picked up the little girl and twirled her around.  “Now 
what has my blondie been up to today, eh, little Missie?”  Her slender arms slipped around his 
neck.  “I been helping Mama.  I always do!  You know I do!” 
 

Her older brother Daniel rolled his eyes, thinking about all that so-called help.  He didn’t 
know how his mother had such patience. 



 “And you are a good girl for helping.”  Mr. Dawsen set her down and kissed her pretty 
forehead. 
 

Mr. Dawsen’s wife Abigail set steaming baked potatoes on the table.  “You look tired,” 
she said to her husband.  “You’ve been up there all day!” 
 

 “Ah, those record books,” replied Mr. Dawsen.  “Every month when I tally what we’ve 
made and what we’ve lost–well, you know how long that takes.”  
 

 “And you are still thinking of buying that other ship?”  Abigail glanced at him, hoping he 
would say that he really wasn’t going to go further into debt after all.  “Then it will take you 
weeks up in the attic with those books!” 
 

Mr. Dawsen looked at her but changed the subject. “Daniel!” he said.  “Did you check on 
the goods that came in today?” 
 

Young Daniel stood behind his chair, waiting as he and his sister always did until their 
parents were seated at table.  “Yes, sir,” he smiled.  “And I wrote down everything that was 
unloaded from the ship.  Our records match Captain Blake’s exactly.” 
 

 “Good!  So all the lumber made it to the West Indies for trade?” 
 

 “All of it!  And as usual Captain Blake traded the lumber for molasses and sugar before 
the ship sailed to old King George.” 
 

 “Old King George?  You watch your tongue, lad.  Old King George is still in charge of the 
colonies here, and we owe him our loyalty.  Anyway, he’s not old, he’s young.” 
 

 “I know, sir, but we keep losing money.  Why do we have to sail our ships to England 
before they come here?  Why can’t they just come here so we can make a profit?” 
 

 “Daniel, you and I have argued about this before,” retorted his father.   “Now keep 
quiet about it, do as you are told, and I might allow you to go to town with me in the morning.” 
 

“Yes sir!” smiled Daniel. 
 

HIs father looked at his wife.  “I will be buying -- no Abby dear, not a ship, just 
supplies.”  She gave him a doubtful look.  “And,” he continued” I need to see Captain Blake and 
pay him.” 

  
Daniel’s eyes sparkled.  “I’ll be ready to go, I promise!” 

 
 “Come to the table,” remarked Abigail, wiping her hands on her long, white 

apron.  Daniel’s parents took their places, each seated at one end of the table.  The two 



children then sat down, their stomachs growling almost as loud as the chair legs scraping across 
the wooden floor.   Daniel’s mouth watered at the delicious fragrances steaming from the 
English porcelain bowls on the table.  Besides the baked potatoes there were buttered beans, 
summer squash, and a big plate of cornbread rolls with freshly-churned butter.  He reached for 
a roll. 
 

 “Let us pray,” said Mr. Dawsen, with a keen eye on his mischievous son.  Daniel 
retrieved his hand sheepishly and all heads bowed.  Except for the crackling fire, all was silent 
and reverent.   
 

“Our Father,” Mr. Dawsen said in a low voice, “we thank thee for thy bounteous 
blessings upon this family.  We thank thee for food and raiment.  We pray for protection and 
that Thy countenance will shine down upon us.  Forgive us our trespasses this day, as they are -- 
most assuredly -- many.  God bless the King.  God bless the governor.  God bless this house.  
Amen.” 

   
The silence continued during supper, as the children had been taught to not speak at 

table.  And while they ate quietly, Mr. Dawsen studied each member of his family.  They 
seemed especially precious today for some reason.   
 

He looked fondly at five-year-old Becky, always so happy to see her Papa, golden hair 
bouncing, pretty brown eyes sparkling.  He knew she liked to think that she was already a lady, 
and loved to practice her curtseys in front of him, and pretend to be a grand duchess dancing 
the minuet.  His eyes twinkled when she drank her cup of milk with one little finger up-raised as 
if she were royalty at a banquet. 
 

Then he looked at his growing young son.  He knew that even at eleven years old, Daniel 
was pleased to do a man’s work at the docks.  He had a good head for math, so had received 
the assignment to keep records of the goods being shipped in and out.  In addition to that, Mr. 
Dawsen had taught his son how to hitch up the team of horses to the wagon, care for and ride 
his own bay mare.  Daniel had even helped raise the mare from a colt, and trained her.  
 

 Mr. Dawsen smiled at the name Daniel had chosen for his horse -- Shawmut -- an old 
Indian name given to the lush green peninsula where they lived – Boston, Massachusetts.  He 
had watched him learn to be a good rider as were most boys his age, and it was pleasing to Mr. 
Dawsen that Daniel helped provide for the family by taking his dog Springer along for a good 
rabbit hunt or even a turkey-shoot with his friends.  Mr. Dawsen was also glad he had taught his 
son how to handle the long musket and was pleased at Daniel’s abilities and growing strength. 
 

Sopping up the last of his gravy with a piece of cornbread, Thomas Dawsen felt gratified 
and he looked over at his wife Abigail with affection.  She had left everything in England to 
come to the American Colonies with him.  They had both left their parents and families in 
England and sailed west for an adventure in the New World. Childbirth nearly took her life 



twice, and it was God’s gift to him that all had lived–and that barely.   How he appreciated her 
devotion to the land, to his work, to their family.   
 

Most colonial families had very large families -- often ten or twelve children to fill up a 
house and a home.  But Mr. Dawsen was grateful for the family that he had.  In satisfaction he 
leaned back and looked around the homey kitchen.  He hoped now that with this shipping 
business growing, he could provide well for the rest of their lives.  Actually, he did hope to 
invest in that new ship someday soon, but he wasn’t about to tell that to Abby yet.  He would 
surprise her.  And someday he was going to build a large brick home with white columns 
supporting a long front porch.  Maybe some servants could be hired to… 
 

Suddenly, Mr. Dawsen’s thoughts were interrupted by a berry pie.  He smiled at Abigail 
and squeezed her hand affectionately as she passed by his chair.  This was the good life. 
 

Unknown to all who surrounded this bountiful table, their innocent trust in Mr. 
Dawsen’s prayer for safety and peace in their home--would be severely tested. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 



1761 — FORCES OF FEAR 

Boston -- January 
 

Howling winds blew the month of October right into November.  The welcome tradition 
of Thanksgiving found the Dawsen family visited by winter and several relatives who enjoyed 
good company and good times on the day of the feast.   
 

Although Daniel attended a small school about a mile from their home, but snow and 
ice, chores and ships, often kept him from attending.  But he was very glad when school was let 
out for the Thanksgiving feast. Then when Christmas came, he and Becky had a joyous time of 
playing, singing and gift-giving -- in between hauling firewood into the house for the cold days 
and nights.   
 

Now it was January.  Every week, Daniel and Mr. Dawsen rode together to the docks to 
hear the latest news and to write down in the record book all the goods coming in and going 
out when one or both of their ships arrived in port.  Their friend, the wooden-legged Captain 
Blake, was the overseer of it all.   
 

One cold morning, the day of record-checking at the docks, Daniel bounded down the 
wooden attic stairs, buttoning the cuff on his long-sleeved shirt.  He smiled to think of the day 
he would get to spend with Papa in town.  He sniffed the air.   The delicious scent of hot 
cornbread met his nose as he rounded the corner into the kitchen.  He was surprised that his 
father wasn’t there.  Before coming downstairs, Daniel had looked in the attic study next to his 
small bedroom.  He wasn’t there either.   
 

 “Mother!  Where is Papa?” Daniel asked. 
 

Looking up from stirring a pot in the fireplace, she said, “Good morning, Daniel.” 
  
 “Is he out doing the chores already?  I hope he didn’t go to the docks without 

me!”  With a frown at that thought, Daniel sat down on a wooden bench near the warm fire to 
lace his shoes.  Just then, Becky came into the kitchen rubbing her eyes. 
 

 “Good morning, Becky dear,” said Mother. 
 

 “Good mowning,” yawned Becky.  “I’m hungwy!” 
  
 “Mother!” insisted Daniel.  “I asked you...” 

 
 “Daniel, your manners speak poorly of you this morning.” She looked at him sternly.  It 

seemed that her almost 12-year-old had forgotten his lessons of patience and respect -- 
especially lately. 



 “I’m sorry, Mother.  I just thought he would be here.  Need to get those chores done so 
we can get down to the docks.” 
 

 “Me, too!  Me, too!” cried Becky, clutching her favorite doll.  She plopped in front of 
the kitchen fireplace to warm her toes.  “Me an’ Belinda, we want to go see the ducks!” 
 

“Docks, Becky, not ducks!” cried Daniel.  But he couldn’t help smiling.  “Is that where 
Papa went – I mean, to see the ducks?”   
 

Daniel’s mother chuckled.   She put the corn biscuits and porridge on the table.  “Yes, 
he’s at the docks. The shipment came from Holland earlier than expected.  He was about to 
wake you, but Mr. Williams came by with an urgent message from the shipyard.  They left 
together in haste.” 
 

 “Oh, that’s why he left without me!  What was the message about?”  Daniel finished 
tying his laces and moved his wooden chair up to the table.   
 

 “Come quickly, Becky, and put on your frock,” said Mother.  “Breakfast is ready, and 
you need to be dressed.  Daniel, tuck in your shirt.”  Becky set her doll Belinda carefully on the 
rag carpet to keep warm and stood up while mother dressed her hastily.  Then they all took 
their places at the table. “Let us offer thanks,” she said. 
 

During breakfast Abigail explained the urgent news from Mr. Williams. “It was not very 
good news, Daniel,” she said.  “It appears there will be higher taxes and more controls on 
shipping.”  Daniel had noticed the increased number of British soldiers in the streets.  Today, his 
mother explained, a large fleet of ships docked in Boston harbor.  And, according to neighbor 
Williams, more British soldiers came on shore.  The rumor was that soldiers were searching all 
incoming ships for smuggled goods 
 

“And that includes our own ships -- the Coronet and the Calais?” exclaimed Daniel.   
 

His mother remarked, “They are both in port today.  Your father was quite worried 
about that.” 
 

Daniel stared with wide-open eyes. “Mother!  You mean, the soldiers are searching our 
very own ships for smuggled goods?” 
 

 “What’s so bad about sm-smuggled?” interrupted Becky.  “Me an’ mama, we smuggle 
ev’wy night!” 
 

Daniel laughed right out loud.  “You are so funny, Becky!  The word is smuggle, not 
snuggle.  It means to ship things secretly so we don’t have to pay taxes on them.  But we don’t 
snuggle -- I mean SMUGGLE, do we mother?”  Daniel gave Becky a look when she giggled at him 
for missing the word.   



“Of course not,” replied Abby. 
 

Daniel continued.  “I wager they’ll be looking at the records to see if the taxes were paid 
on everything.”   
 

She glanced at him and set a buttered biscuit onto Becky’s plate.  “I imagine so.” 
 

“Well, then, we’re safe!” Daniel sighed satisfactorily.  He put the last bite of corn bread 
in his mouth.  Looking up at the ceiling, hands clasped behind his head, he said 
proudly.  “Father always...” 
 

 “Do not speak with your mouth full of food, Daniel!” his mother commanded.  She 
watched until he obeyed.  Then Daniel took another corn biscuit and began to plaster it with 
butter and strawberry preserves. 
 

 “Anyhow,” he continued, “As I was saying, Father always pays the taxes!” The big blob 
of butter scattered crumbs all over the table.  “I write down all the goods that come in and all 
the goods that go out.  He pays the right amount to King George.  Every time.” 
 

 “Well, I certainly hope your records are cleaner than this table!” she responded sternly, 
but with a smile.  Daniel scraped the remnants of his biscuit into his hand, threw back his head, 
and tossed the crumbs into his mouth.  His mother just shook her head.  Becky giggled.  She did 
not understand all this talk of taxes and smuggles, but Daniel always amused her. 
 

After swallowing, Daniel asked, “So, Mother, is there some kind of problem with those 
soldiers down at the docks?  I mean, fighting or something?”  
 

“Your father was hoping that the merchants could tell him more about what is going 
on.  Mr. Williams said something about a meeting at the Town Hall later this morning.” 

  
 “May I be excused now?” asked Daniel, anxiously, the last biscuit bulging in his 

cheek.  Becky giggled again.  Daniel gave her a questioning look, wondering what was so funny. 
 

 “Daniel, chew your food!” sighed his mother.  “And when you’re finished, take your 
plate, please.” He guzzled the rest of his milk, gulped down the biscuit, got up and placed his 
plate into the wash pan.  Watching him, Abigail shook her head again at her son’s never-ending 
energy.  Then she reminded, “You must do your father’s chores as well as your own this 
morning.  He didn’t expect to be back before noon.” 
 

“Yes, mother.”  Daniel looked out through the small kitchen window.  “The sun is 
coming up and the clouds are turning reddish.  I hope father returns before it snows again.”  He 
grabbed his coat off the hook and rushed out the door. 
 



It took all morning for Daniel to feed and care for the animals.  He forked hay to the 
cow.  Old Betsy munched contentedly while Daniel sprayed warm milk into the milking 
pail.  After pouring the steaming milk into the wooden crock and covering it carefully with 
cheesecloth, he lifted water from the well and washed out the pans and pails. Becky helped him 
gather eggs from the chickens, and he let her throw a few handfuls of crushed corn and grain 
onto the frozen ground. She laughed to see the busy chickens peck and scratch furiously, as if 
they had never eaten in their lives.  
 

Of course, dog Springer followed Daniel everywhere, wagging his tail and begging to 
play.  Daniel had given him a squirt or two of warm milk straight from the cow.  Becky laughed 
when the dog shook his head furiously, but then tried in vain to lick the warm milk from his 
nose with his tongue and paws.   

 
Daniel then fed some oats to his horse Shawmut and affectionately patted her, rubbing 

gently behind her ears.  She snorted and gently shoved her head against his chest. Maybe they 
would go for a ride today! But maybe not.  Daniel looked out the barn door.  A cold breeze was 
picking up, and the air felt heavy like it does when a storm is brewing.  Becky took up the basket 
of eggs and ran back into the house. 
 

It was nearly one o’clock when Daniel spotted his father’s wagon racing down the long 
icy lane that led into their yard.  The bare branches of the trees were switching back and forth 
in the wind.  It was unusual to see him in such a hurry.  He watched as the team of horses 
slowed inside the property gate, their breath steaming white cloudy puffs.    Daniel ran in from 
the field where he had been chasing rabbits with Springer.  Mr. Dawsen quickly jumped down 
from the wagon. 
 

 “What’s the matter, Papa?” he asked, running up to him.  “Why are you in such a 
hurry?  Is something wrong?” 
 

 “I need your help, son,” he said, pointing to the wagon.  “Drive the horses around back 
while I speak with your mother.  Then go to the barn and open the door in the floor.  I’ll meet 
you there in a minute.” 
 

“But what about the--”  Daniel knew sweaty horses would need care after such a ride. 
 

 Mr. Dawsen was impatient.  “We’ll rub the horses down later.”  
 

 His father turned and sprinted towards the house, paying no attention to Springer, who 
bounced up and down with excitement, not knowing whether he should follow Daniel or Mr. 
Dawsen.  Daniel climbed up onto the wagon seat and took the reins.  As the tired horses clip-
clopped their way to the barn pulling the heavy wagon, Springer followed jubilantly. 
 

When Mr. Dawsen entered the front door and ran into the kitchen, Abby looked up at 
him in surprise.  Becky jumped up.   “Papa!  Do you have a present for me?” 



 “Abby,” he said, ignoring Becky.  “The rumors are true.  More British officers did come 
to Boston today.”  He looked at her intently.  “With Writs of Assistance.”  
 

 Abby looked over at Becky.  Fearful that her little daughter would be alarmed, she said, 
“Becky dear, run upstairs, and bring Mama’s sewing basket, please.”   
 

 “Yes, Mama.”  Becky scampered up the attic stairs obediently, but a little disappointed 
that Papa hadn’t paid her any attention. Something must be wrong. 

  
 Abby turned back to her husband. “Now, what are you saying, Thomas?” 

 
 “They’ve come to enforce the laws against smuggling.” 

 
“Who?” 

 
“Customs officers.  They have authority to search every merchant’s property.” he 

replied.   
 

 “You mean customs officers are searching at the docks?  In our ships?” 
 

 “Everywhere!”  Mr. Dawsen began to pace.  “The ships!  People’s houses, barns, 
sheds!” 
 

 “But they don’t have the right to do that!  Not on personal property,” cried Abby. 
 

“They claim the right to do this with the king’s search warrant.” 
 

 “I’ve never heard of such a thing,” she replied anxiously. 
 

 “It’s King George’s Writs of Assistance.  At the docks Captain Blake told me the king is 
furious at the smuggling going on between the Colonies.  Shipping merchants like me are trying  
to avoid the king’s taxes.  The Royal officers have license to do anything with anyone’s property.  
They simply look for – and seize – what they think might be smuggled goods.” 
 

 “But we haven’t smuggled anything.  Daniel was just saying this morning about keeping 
good records.  You always pay the king’s taxes on everything you sell and purchase.”  
 

Abby stepped to him and held his face with cool hands. “We have nothing to hide, 
Thomas.  The customs officers have no need to bother us.”  
 

He took her hands and looked at her earnestly.  “They are looking for anything they 
think even appears to be smuggled, Abby.  They will have no regard for our rights.  They could 
take and destroy all that we have.  The Writs give them that power.  I fear we will be one of the 
first families to be questioned about smuggling.  The Coronet returned this morning loaded with 



crates of tea, and while both of our ships were being unloaded, it was – it was like a prison at 
the docks!  Officers watched our every move.” 
 

Suddenly Abby wasn’t so confident.  “What are you going to do?” 
 

Mr. Dawsen took giant steps to the back door and put his hat back on.  “Right now, we 
must hide the goods I brought in the wagon.” 
 

 “Hide them?  Why?”  
 

He turned back and explained, “When I was unloading my own goods, from my own 
ships, into my own wagon – I could tell by the way they were watching.  The customs officers 
are going to ask questions.  They might think I have smuggled all those things!  If we don’t hide 
them, they’ll surely take them.” 
 

Becky had found her mother’s sewing basket and was halfway down the stairs when she 
heard her parents talking about hiding things from customs officers.  She set down the basket 
on the middle stair and ran back upstairs to her small bedroom above the kitchen.   
 

Abby glanced around nervously.  “Where in heaven’s name could we hide an entire 
wagon load of goods?” 

   
 “Under the barn is the only place I could think of.  In the pit.  Come help me!” 
  
Abby grabbed her winter wrap and threw it around her shoulders as she called up the 

stairs.  “Becky, never mind the basket, dear.  Get your coat and come out to the barn!  Quickly!”  
She then rushed out with Thomas.  On the way, she glanced anxiously toward the lane that led 
to their gate.  She tried to push away the thoughts that came to her mind.  But she knew how 
dangerous it was to appear disobedient to the Crown-- like they were doing now.  Hiding 
goods!  Oh my!  She thought of friends who had been taken prisoner for such things, or 
sentenced in an unfair court, or shipped off to England to never be seen or heard of again.  But 
no, these dangers could not happen here!   

 
Could they? 

 
Upstairs, Becky rummaged under her little trundle bed and pulled out a small wooden 

trunk.  She opened the little lid and patted the satin cloth inside.  From a wooden cradle she 
gently picked up the pretty porcelain doll she loved to call Belinda.  She caressed the soft, black 
wavy hair and straightened the blue gown with its lace ribbons and ruffles.  Then she softly 
kissed the doll’s smooth face. 
 

 “You must be vewy quiet and vewy good, Belinda,” she whispered.  “Or the bad men 
might take you away!”  Becky lovingly placed the doll inside the little trunk.  She took one last 
look, and then closed the lid and pushed it back safely underneath the bed.   



 
Meanwhile, Daniel was working down in the pit under the plank floor of the barn.  Both 

parents were handing him various boxes and goods.   There were blankets, sacks of sugar, 
boxes of tea, and glass plates.  Dog Springer was excitedly running back and forth, as if this 
were a family game.  He didn’t know he was being ignored. 
 

 “So, Thomas,” panted Abby, as she lifted a box down to Daniel.  “What is the matter 
with King George, anyway?  He is treating us more like enemies than Englishmen!” 
 

 “Mama!” called Becky.  “I have your sewing basket!” 
 
 “Oh,” muttered Abby.  “I thought I told her to forget that.”  Abby stood up and put her 

hands on her aching back muscles.  “Put the basket on the kitchen table, Becky dear.  Then 
come help us. Get your coat!  Run!” 
 

Becky ran to the house, and then came back, skipping towards the barn, diligently 
working at the coat buttons.  She climbed onto a wagon wheel and peered inside. Surely there 
was a present for her in there somewhere.  She wondered why everybody was in such a hurry. 
She picked up one of the smaller packages and turned to jump down.  Suddenly, she heard a 
familiar sound and looked up.  “Look!  Papa!” she cried, pointing.  “ Someone is coming!” 
 

Indeed, two strutting horses, mounted by men in bright red coats, were trotting down 
the lane towards the gate.  Springer stopped his game of play and sniffed the air. 
 

 “My worst fears,” thought Mr. Dawsen.  To Abby he said anxiously, “They must have 
followed me.  Daniel!  Come up out of there.  There’s no time!” 
 

Then urgently he said to Abby, “Go back into the house. I’ll be there presently.” 
 

There had not been time to hide everything.  Mr. Dawsen grabbed a soft bundle from 
under the wagon seat.  “Becky!  Get off the wagon,” he commanded.   
 

Becky scrambled down but was confused about all the shouting.  Mr. Dawsen tossed the 
bundle to Daniel who had just emerged from the pit under the barn floor.   “Here!  Close the 
hatch and scatter some straw on top.  Cover the wagon with this tarp.  Hurry!” 
 

Daniel obeyed and then ran to the wagon.  While he struggled with the heavy canvas, 
Mr. Dawsen swung the barn door shut and pulled the bar down tightly.  Then he helped Daniel 
stretch the canvas over the top of the wagon.  There was not time to tie it down.  “Hurry!” he 
called to Daniel.  ”We have to unhitch the horses and let them out in the field.  A team of 
sweating horses hitched to our wagon will --  Daniel!  Never mind!  Forget the canvas.  Come 
on!”  Daniel let go of the canvas,  jumped up onto the wagon and took the reins once again.  
Mr. Dawsen climbed up into the wagon as it pulled away. 
 



 “Papa!  Papa!” cried Becky anxiously.  “What about me?  What do you want me to do, 
Papa?” 
 

Daniel pulled on the reins to stop the horses.  His father got down and walked in long 
strides across the frozen ground towards Becky.  He bent down and took her cold little hands 
and thought for a moment.  Then he said, “You have the most important job of all, Becky!  You 
must sit on the front step with Springer and keep him quiet.  We do not want the visitors to 
become angry or frightened if he barks and growls at them!” 
 

 “Oh, Papa!  I can do that.  Springer loves me.  He will obey me!  Come on, Springer!  
Come on!”  She kissed her papa on the cheek and ran with all her might to the front of the 
house.  But the dog certainly didn’t need any urging.  He sprinted full speed ahead, with a growl 
in his throat. 
 


