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This story about David Zeisberger is based on a tale called The Moravian Indian
Boy, which is over a hundred years old. The author is unknown, simply
listed as “the author of ‘The Berry Pickers.’ ” We have tried to confirm the
details of the story. 


The tale is certainly
based in fact. A violent mob did meet the peaceful Christian Indians when they
were brought to Philadelphia for protection. And there was a lame boy who
weakened and died during the journey from the Susquehanna River in Pennsylvania
to the Muskingum River in Ohio. And the list of those massacred along the
Muskingum ten years later includes the names of a Joseph (Schebosh
or Shabosh) and a John (no last name). 


Two inconsistencies to
note. First, according to The Moravian Indian Boy, David Zeisberger traveled with the band of Moravian Indians for
the whole trip. But his biography says that he met this band halfway there and
escorted them the rest of the way to their new home. 


Second, in The
Moravian Indian Boy, no last name is given for Joseph and his father, who
is also presumed to be Indian. But other biographical sources indicate that the
Joseph Schebosh or Shabosh
who died in the massacre of 1781 was the son of a white man (John Joseph Schebosh, a European Moravian brother) and an Indian woman.
For the purpose of our story, however, we have followed the original tale. 






 



Chapter 1 


Bound for the Promised
Land 


 



 



JOSEPH SHABOSH DUMPED the last bucket of corn
slop into the hollowed-out log trough and shook his head in disgust as the
snuffling hogs thrust their snouts into the gooey mash. “Dumb, ugly brutes,” he
muttered, “good for nothing except lying in a stinking mud hole to keep off the
gnats and make more work for me.” 





The Indian boy scrambled
over the post-and-rail fence of the village pigpen with the empty buckets and
dropped down onto the ground beside his friend David Heckstein,
who was propped against a tree stump. “Why did the elders decide to raise pigs
and cows, anyway?” Joseph complained. “We could get plenty of meat for the
whole town if we just went hunting more often.” 


David rolled his eyes in
mock boredom. “Sooner or later you bring everything around to hunting, don’t
you!” Then he grinned. “Cheer up, Joseph. You’re almost fourteen. Surely your
father will take you on a hunt soon—at least by next spring.” 


At first glance, the two
boys might have been brothers. Both wore simple, homespun tunics over loose
leggings and leather moccasins. Their hair hung straight to their shoulders in
the plain style of the Christian Indians, who wore beads or feathers or shaved
heads. But a closer look showed there were marked differences between the two. 


Joseph, the older boy,
was on the verge of manhood, his body lithe and strong. He had the thick, black
hair and dark eyes of the Seneca Iroquois, and his smooth, dark skin glowed
with health. Twelveyear-old David, on the other hand,
was small and slight—too slight for his age. Though his hair hung
straight to his shoulders like the other Indian boys, it was not black but
brown, and his eyes were bluegray—inherited
from his Moravian missionary father, Berthold Heckstein,
who had been killed by hostile Indians when David was just an infant. But the
boy’s dark lashes and eyebrows and warm, olive skin he had inherited from his
Mohegan mother. He had a quick, open smile—but pain was often etched
around his eyes. 


For a few more moments,
the two friends loitered on the warm grass, enjoying the late-afternoon
September sun that bathed the Susquehanna River valley. “The leaves are turning
color,” David murmured as a breeze rattled the maples and birch trees above
their heads. 


Joseph jumped up. “And
the sun is hiding in the trees! I better get you back in time for supper or
your mother will have my hide.” Bending low, he swung David onto his back,
steadying the lightweight boy with one arm bent back under David’s hips, while
he grabbed the empty buckets with his free hand. Being careful not to jostle
David too much, Joseph scurried back toward the neat row of log houses and bark
huts that made up “Tents-of-Peace,” the Christian Indian town along the
Susquehanna. 


The unusual “horse and
rider” had turned a corner around the first log house when suddenly Joseph
stopped. “Look,” he said, panting under his load. 


David, his arms around
Joseph’s neck, peered curiously over the boy’s shoulder. A large group of
townsmen were gathered around two white men in the hard-packed dirt street near
the mission house. The townsmen were mostly Iroquois—the confederacy of
Six Nations that included the Seneca, Onondaga, Cayuga, Mohawk, Oneida, and Tuscaroras—and a few Mohegan Indians as well. Joseph
wasn’t surprised that one of the white men was John Heckewelder,
the young, square-faced Moravian missionary who had been living among them the
past year. But the other— 


“It’s Father Zeisberger!” David cried. “He’s back!” 


Joseph grinned and began
trotting eagerly toward the mission house. David Zeisberger,
the spiritual leader and pastor of the two hundred Christian Indians who had
settled along the Susquehanna River, had been gone the better part of 1771 on
one of his missionary journeys to some of the Indian tribes farther west in the
wilderness of Pennsylvania and Ohio. During Zeisberger’s
absence, Brother Heckewelder had been assigned to
oversee the mission. 


But now Father Zeisberger was back! Joseph was glad; he liked and
respected the thin, wiry man. The pastor was only slightly taller than Joseph
himself, with a plain, serious face. He spoke plainly, too—he was
straight to the point, honest, and he kept his word—which, Joseph thought
wryly, was unusual among “the English.” 


But even though Father Zeisberger and Brother Heckewelder
had white skin, they weren’t English. They had come to America from
Moravia—a far-off place across the ocean like England—but they
spoke a funny language called German. Fortunately, both men had learned the
Iroquois dialect used by the Six Nations. 


As the two boys drew
closer to the knot of men talking excitedly outside the mission house, Joseph
heard David Zeisberger raise his voice and say,
“Brothers! Let’s go inside, and we can discuss the matter in a reasonable
manner. We all have opinions, but we must seek God’s mind about what we should
do.” 


Seeing the boys,
Joseph’s father, John Shabosh, separated himself from
the group and motioned to them. “Joseph! Are your chores done?” 


“Yes, father, but
what—” 


“Then take David back to
his mother. Father Zeisberger has returned and has
called a meeting of the town council. I will be late for supper. Go on now!” he
ordered sternly. “This isn’t a meeting for boys. You shall hear soon enough.”
As Joseph reluctantly moved to obey, John Shabosh
called after him, “And rinse out those buckets!” 


As Joseph carried David
on his back to the Heckstein cabin, made in Iroquois
fashion of poles and bark, they were silent in their mutual disappointment at
being sent away. What was the meeting about? Had something happened? 


Anna Heckstein
was greatly relieved to see them. “There you are! You’ve been gone so long, I
was getting worried. Father Zeisberger has returned,
did you see?” She grew more serious. “Are you all right, David? Maybe the hog
pens are too far—” 


“I’m all right, Mother,”
David insisted as Joseph lowered him to a bearskin on the floor of the cabin.
He turned imploring eyes on his friend as Joseph rose to leave. 


Joseph leaned close to
his ear. “I’ll come tell you as soon as I find out what’s going on,” he
promised. “Besides, I need help with my lessons tonight.” 


Burning with curiosity,
Joseph dumped the buckets and cut around behind the row of log houses to the
back of the mission house. The windows were open to the golden twilight of the
warm, September evening. Good, Joseph thought, creeping beneath one of
the windows and finding a comfortable spot with his back to the log wall. He
could hear perfectly. 





“What do you mean, the
Iroquois have sold our land to white settlers?” an unseen voice cried in
astonishment from somewhere within the house. Joseph recognized it as that of
John Myers, a young Onandaga Iroquois who had cast his
lot with the Christian Indians and had even taken a Christian name. “The
Iroquois gave us this land along the Susquehanna seven years ago!” John Myers
continued. “In good faith, we have built homes and planted crops!” 


“I know, I know,” came
David Zeisberger’s calm voice. “God has given us a
haven of peace and prosperity these past seven years—and all of us hoped
it would remain so for many years longer.” 


“Father Zeisberger,” spoke up another voice in Iroquoian, but with
a distinct German accent, “can’t we work this out? Five years ago, there was a
dispute about the land, but you went to the Grand Council of the Six Nations,
and the dispute was settled in our favor.” 


“That’s true, Brother Heckewelder,” said Zeisberger.
“But even if we challenge the sale of the land, the fact is, the white settlers
are moving closer and closer, bringing their liquor and ambitions with them. If
we stay, we will once again be caught up in their wars and squabbles. Do you
forget that during the last war between the French and the English, we who
refused to fight were suspected by both sides? Even our Indian cousins from the
various tribes turned against us because we would not take up weapons. There
was so much confusion we had to cease mission work altogether!” 


“He’s right.” Joseph
immediately recognized his father’s grave voice. “I don’t want to have to ask
the English for ‘protection’ again—like the horrible winter they confined
us in the army barracks in Philadelphia.” 


There was a strong
murmur from within the log house. Even Joseph, eavesdropping beneath the
window, remembered the angry white mobs who wanted to kill all the
Indians—friend or foe, Christian or pagan, peaceful or warlike—it
didn’t make any difference. That was the mob which had yanked David, only four
years old at the time, out of his mother’s arms and— 


Joseph’s thoughts were
interrupted by Zeisberger speaking again. “On my last
trip, I was invited by Chief Netawatwes to come visit
the Delawares in Ohio. He is eager to have us
establish a mission among the Delawares, and he
promised us land in the valley along the Muskingum River. Before I came here, I
talked with the leaders at the Moravian church headquarters in Bethlehem,
Pennsylvania, about Chief Netawatwes’ invitation and
about the land dispute here along the Susquehanna.” 


He paused. This time no
one interrupted. Everyone waited. 


“The Moravian leaders
are recommending,” the pastor went on, “that we move our mission west to the
Muskingum. It is a great opportunity to bring the Gospel to the Delawares. And in Ohio, we will once again be hundreds of
miles away from the white settlers and will be able to live in peace.” 


Again there was silence
within the log house. Joseph, sitting just outside, was so shocked he could
hardly breathe. Leave Tents-of-Peace? But why? The band of Christian Indians,
pushed from place to place ever since the bloody war between the French and
English, had been so grateful to find a home along the Susquehanna. The
Moravian missionaries had encouraged the Christian Indians to give up the
hunting life with its uncertainties and long absences for the more stable life
of farming and raising livestock. The land was rich, producing plenty of corn
not only for themselves but to give away to hungry Indian tribes nearby or
hunting parties that passed through. 


Besides the pigs, the
town raised chickens, a large herd of cattle and milk cows, and each family had
a big vegetable garden behind its log house. Trade goods included well-crafted
canoes and the maple sugar they harvested from the forest in late winter. The
careful workmanship of the Christian Indians was well-known. Not only that, but
the town had a church and a school and a mission house. What would become of
all this? 


“Our leaders speak
well.” Joseph heard his father break the silence. “We will need the winter
months to get ready. There is much to do. But by spring, we will go as you have
said, Father Zeisberger. It is a call for us to leave
our home for a better one—like the Hebrew children setting off through
the wilderness to the Promised Land. God will be with us.” 


At his father’s words,
Joseph felt a shiver of excitement. A trip into the wilderness! Why, it would
be like the tales he’d heard about the old ways, living off the land, hunting
every day, fighting off wild beasts— 


A small, gleeful smile
touched his lips. Surely they would have to leave the stupid pigs
behind. 


And then, just as
suddenly, the smile faded as a horrible thought struck him. David couldn’t
walk. Would they have to leave him behind, too? 






 



Chapter 2 


Basket-Rider 


 



 



DAVID HECKSTEIN TIED the rest of his clothes
into a bundle with a strip of rawhide, then, pulling himself across the floor
of the bark hut, he added it to the pile of bundles and cooking pots. But the
effort made him wince at the pain in his hips. He glanced quickly at his mother
sitting in the open doorway, hoping she hadn’t seen. But Anna Heckstein, her rich, black hair twisted out of the way into
a long braid down her back, was intently weaving a large, strange-looking
basket. 





“Good morning, Sister Heckstein!” called Joseph’s voice from outside. “Can David
and I go down to the riverbank to see the men leave with the canoes?” 


David’s face lit up at
Joseph’s invitation; then he hesitated. Maybe he shouldn’t leave his mother
alone to finish the packing, the boy thought. 


Anna caught his eye. “Go
on with you,” she said. “I have to finish weaving this basket, and you can’t
help me with that. But you be careful, Joseph Shabosh!”



As Joseph hoisted David
onto his back and set out for the river, David whispered in his ear, “Don’t
trot, Joseph.” Joseph nodded in understanding: The pain was great today. 


Months had passed since
the decision to leave Tents-of-Peace and migrate to the Muskingum River valley
in Ohio. In the fall, they had gathered and stored their harvest. During the
long winter, they had built strong, birch-bark canoes and made new moccasins.
When spring arrived, Father Zeisberger and five
families had made the journey to Ohio ahead of the others to select a good site
along the Muskingum for their new village. 


Father Zeisberger had returned, and now the time had come. On this
bright, early June day of 1772, the riverbank of the Susquehanna was alive with
men loading canoes with heavy farming equipment and supplies. The band of
Christian Indians going west to Ohio had divided into two groups. The smaller
group of about fifty men, going by canoe with the heavy items, was ready to
leave; the group going overland would leave the next day. 





Joseph gently set David
down on the riverbank, and David almost forgot his pain as the two boys watched
the loading of the canoes in silent excitement. School had shut down weeks
before. Everyone was too excited and too busy getting ready for the trip to
concentrate on school lessons. David was glad he and his mother were
going—he couldn’t bear the thought of being left behind. 


But the boy was worried,
too. How could his mother carry him all the way to Ohio? She wasn’t old, her
back was strong, and she always worked hard—but carrying him to church or
into the garden while she weeded was a lot different than a trek of many
hundred miles through forests and over mountains, day after day after day. And
though David hated to admit it, it seemed as if the pain was getting a little
worse each day. He tired more easily. Would he be able to stand the constant
motion of the journey? 


The loading was
finished. The people drew close together, realizing reluctantly that they must
say goodbye to husbands, sons, friends. A hymn was sung . . . a prayer by
Father Zeisberger . . . and then the men distributed
themselves, two to a canoe, picked up their paddles, and pushed away from the
bank. What a sight! The twenty-five heavily loaded canoes cut easily through
the water, like a school of humpbacked fish. 


“I wonder when—or
if—we will see them again,” Joseph said solemnly as the canoes
disappeared around the bend. 


“Hush!” David hissed
anxiously, though he was thinking the same thing. 


As the boys slowly made
their way back to the village through the oak and birch trees, David was
startled to see two strange Mohegan men talking to his mother outside their
bark hut. Even from a distance, he knew they were not from Tents-of-Peace
because their heads were shaved except for long tufts of hair left on top,
bound with hawk feathers, beads, and silver ornaments. They wore decorated
bands around their bare arms and wrists. 


As the boys approached,
the men turned and eyed them cooly. “Is this the
boy?” one said. 


Anna Heckstein
brightened. “Yes,” she smiled. “This is my David . . . and his friend Joseph.”
She lifted David from Joseph’s back and carefully set him against the doorpost
of the hut. “David, this is my brother, Silver Knife, and our cousin, Opeechee. The last time you saw them, you were too young to
remember.” 


David’s eyes widened.
What were his uncle and mother’s cousin doing here? 


Silver Knife frowned and
said, “We ask you again, sister, to not take this journey away from the land of
the Mohegan. It is bad enough that you have left our tribe and come to live in
this . . . this village that is not related to any clan or tribe or
nation—” 


“We are all cousins in
the Iroquois confederacy,” Anna reminded him. 


“Not the Mohegan!” spat
her brother. 


Opeechee stepped forward. “Come
home, cousin. Even though the boy is the son of a white man, we will adopt him
into our tribe and teach him the ways of the Mohegan.” 


“Besides,” Silver Knife
said bluntly, “the boy is crippled. He cannot make such a journey.” 


Anna did not speak
immediately. David’s heart raced. He could also see the alarm on Joseph’s face.
Would his mother actually consider leaving the Christian Indians? 


“No,” she said firmly.
“I appreciate your loyalty to me, but . . . I cannot come with you. I must
raise my son in the religion of his father—my religion. The great
Father God has forgiven my sin and given me a new life—in here.” She
patted her chest. “These are my people now. Where they go, I must go, too.” 


“Raise your son?” Silver
Knife laughed scornfully, eyeing David’s helpless body in the doorway. “Can’t
you see he is ill? He will die within the year.” 


“You are wrong!” Anna
cried, eyes flashing. “He grows stronger by the day. The journey will be hard,
but when we get to the Muskingum—” 


Opeechee raised his hand,
cutting her off. “All right. You have chosen,” he said. Then he jerked a thumb
in Joseph’s direction. “But you are also taking the young ones, like this young
brave here. Do you choose for them as well?” 


Without another word, Opeechee motioned to his cousin, and they strode down the
street of Tents-of-Peace and disappeared into the forest. 


Anna watched them go,
then buried her face in her hands. David and Joseph looked at each other,
speechless. What did Opeechee mean? 


Just then Brother Heckewelder hurried up to them. “Sister Heckstein,
are you all right? I saw two men—oh, Joseph! Your father is looking for
you. You better go quickly.” 


Joseph rolled his eyes
at David and left reluctantly, obviously not wanting to miss anything. With a
worried look, Brother Heckewelder turned back to
Anna, who had composed herself. She briefly described the conversation with her
Mohegan relatives. 


“I fear they seek to win
over our young ones,” Brother Heckewelder murmured
anxiously. “But . . . your brother may be right in one thing, Sister
Heck-stein. Will the journey be too hard for you and David? The boy is weak,
and you have no husband to carry him—” 


“Ah!” Anna interrupted.
“I will carry him myself. See?” And she held up the basket she had been weaving
from flexible river grasses for several days. It was an odd-shaped thing, flat
on one side, with two open holes near the bottom. She slung the basket on her
back, adjusting the strong, woven carrying band around her shoulders. “Now,
Brother Heckewelder, if you will lift David inside .
. .” 


In
a few moments, David found himself sitting in the basket on his mother’s back,
his thin, useless legs hanging out the holes in the bottom. He was surprised at
how sturdy it felt—like riding piggyback with Joseph, but with the extra
support of the basket. Maybe . . . but could this thing really work? 


* * * * 


 



The sky was light, but
the sun had not yet risen when the people of Tents-of-Peace streamed toward the
log church that stood in the middle of the village. They did not go inside but
stood in the large yard with their packs and bundles, holding sleepy children
by the hand. 


When the people had
gathered, Brother Heckewelder started a hymn. The
voices trembled a bit, but the words were comforting. When the last notes
drifted into the treetops, Father Zeisberger opened
his Bible and read Moses’ blessing to the Children of Israel before they
entered the Promised Land: “. . . as thy days, so shall thy strength be.” He
turned kind eyes on his congregation, dressed and ready for the long journey.
“We do not know what lies ahead or how many days this journey will take. But
God promises that He will give us strength.” 


The people murmured
grateful “amens.” 


Joseph only listened
with half an ear as Father Zeisberger prayed a
lengthy prayer. Something about God, going with them as they faced unknown
dangers . . . keeping the waters from overflowing them . . . closing the mouths
of the wild beasts . . . protecting them from the arrows of hostile Indians . .
. guarding them against grumbling and quarrels. 


Joseph was more
interested in the amazing basket Anna Heckstein had
made in which to carry her lame son. David looked a little awkward and
embarrassed. Well, Joseph thought, it did look a little funny—not that he
would ever say that to David. 


A chorus of “amens” and men putting their straw hats back on alerted
Joseph that the prayer was over. Then he heard Father Zeisberger
say in a loud, clear voice: “ ‘Arise ye, and depart; for this is not your
rest!’ ” Joseph grinned and shook his head in amazement. Father Zeisberger sure did know the Bible. He could quote
Scripture to fit nearly every occasion. 


Joseph ran to take his
place near the front of the column, helping the other boys his age drive the
goats, a few milk cows, and a herd of seventy cattle ahead of them. At least
they weren’t bringing the pigs, Joseph snorted to himself. When the town
council decided to sell the pigs to buy seed for their new fields, it was good
riddance as far as Joseph was concerned. 


Following the boys
driving the livestock came the rest of the men, women, and children. Each
family had one or two packhorses loaded with food and supplies for the journey.
The only people riding were the very old and feeble. 


As the travelers reached
the edge of Tents-of-Peace, Joseph saw Anna Heckstein
and several other women turn for one last look at their beloved town. Many
things had to be left behind: handmade tables and stools and beds and bearskins
and looms. Yellow and pink and purple flowers sprouting all around the fronts
of the log houses still gave a happy, lived-in look to the nearly deserted
town. 


But Joseph turned his
face west, looking across the fertile Susquehanna valley to the forests thickly
covering the Pennsylvania hills. Tonight they would be camping out under those
trees! 


 



* * * * 


The morning sun was
still at their backs when Joseph saw them—a party of Iroquois braves
stepping out of the trees and blocking the valley trail in front of them.
Joseph was torn between trying to alert Father Zeisberger
and running after several cows that had bolted left and right into the trees.
His mind was made up by his father’s voice yelling, “Drive those cows out of
the woods, Joseph!” 


By the time he and the
other boys got the cattle back onto the trail, Father Zeisberger
was asking the Iroquois men why they were stopping the band. 


“You are leaving our
valley, maybe never to return,” said one of the braves casually, his bow slung
across his shoulder. “We only want to say goodbye to our cousins and friends.”
But as he spoke, he and the other braves were looking over the fat, healthy herd
of cattle and goats and eyeing the young boys driving them. 


Ziesberger’s voice remained
friendly, but his eyes were wary. “All right. Say goodbye quickly; we have a
long day’s march ahead of us.” Then the Moravian pastor turned to Joseph’s
father and said in a low voice, “You and the other men keep watch. Encourage
them to leave quickly. They may have mischief in mind.” 


In spite of the delay,
the call soon went out to go forward, and one by one the Iroquois braves
dropped out of the march and disappeared back into the trees. But all that day,
Joseph, driving the herd at the head of the column, thought he saw shadows
among the trees moving along with them. 






 



Chapter 3 


Crybaby 


 



 



DAVID WAS GLAD when the company
stopped to rest. They had stopped earlier for lunch, but it had been brief.
Anna coaxed him to eat the smoked fish and corn bread she had wrapped
especially for the first day, and he had tried for her sake to eat most of it.
They had made good time, turning off the valley trail and setting out through
the forest. Now it was late afternoon, and they had stopped again briefly to
rest while a few men went ahead to scout out a good camping spot for the night.






Anna was sitting on a
mossy, fallen tree, humming, and David leaned against her, wishing they could
camp here. He watched some of the younger children, who didn’t seem tired at
all but were dashing here and there, playing hide-and-seek behind the bushes
and laughing gleefully at their freedom. 


“Sister Anna! David!”
Father Zeisberger’s warm voice interrupted their
shared silence. “My dear friends, I have hardly seen you since I returned from
the Muskingum.” He sat down on the log. “I see you have decided to join us for
the pilgrimage to the new land. And, David—how are you, lad? You must be
feeling stronger than when I left a few months ago.” 


“Oh, he is much better!”
Anna broke in eagerly. “See the way his eyes shine and the flush in his cheek?
He used to be so pale. But the forest air is better than herbs and medicines.” 


David felt Father Zeisberger looking at him closely. The boy turned his eyes
away. Father Zeisberger always seemed to know the
truth about how he was doing—more so even than his mother. David knew she
chose to see only what she wanted to see. 


When Father Zeisberger spoke again, his voice was quieter, more
serious. “Dear Anna, you have a brave heart. But the journey is a long one. Do
you have enough strength to hold out to the end?” 


Anna tilted up her chin.
“Didn’t you read a Scripture promise to us this morning, Father Zeisberger? ‘As your days, so shall your strength be’?” 


Zeisberger nodded. “True. But
David is a heavy load for a mother to carry such a long way.” 


Anna’s eyes flashed.
“Heavy? Oh no. David’s frail body is my lightest burden. The pain he suffers
and knowing he cannot run and play like the other boys is a far heavier weight
on my heart. Why, lift him once and see how light he is!” 


Father Zeisberger picked up the boy in his arms and walked a short
distance with him. Feeling the comfort of the strong arms around him, David
laid his head gratefully on the pastor’s shoulder. 


“Your father Berthold
was one of my dearest friends, David,” Father Zeisberger
said thoughtfully. “I wish he could be here to know what a fine son he has, and
to care for you and your mother on this long journey.” 


“I thought I would see
my father before now,” David said honestly, speaking the thought that he hid
from his mother. “But God hasn’t called me yet. I guess I shall have to be a
burden to her a while longer.” 


“Oh, David, please don’t
talk like that!” Anna’s voice caught David by surprise. His mother must have
followed them. “You are my joy and only comfort—all I have in the world.
What would I do without you?” 


Just then they heard the
call ring out to get moving again. Father Zeisberger
helped settle David in the basket on Anna’s back. Before leaving them, he laid
his hand on the boy’s head and said gently, “The Lord bless and keep you, my
son, and bring you in peace to your journey’s end.” 


As they walked along the
forest trail, David remembered the look of kind pity in Zeisberger’s
eyes. It was wishful thinking to imagine that he and his mother could make this
trip; the pastor knew it, too. Suddenly David was angry with himself. He’d been
selfish to want to go with the others. 


“Mother!” he cried out.
“You heard what the pastor said. You can never carry me all the way to Ohio.
Let’s go back, mother. We can stay in our old home in Tents-of-Peace until God
calls me to join my father in heaven. It won’t be long now, I’m sure of it. . .
. Then I know God will find a way for you to join the Christian Indians when I
am gone.” 


David had never talked
about dying to his mother. He knew his words hurt her. But he had to make her
see it was foolish to go on! 


“Hush, David!” Anna said
sharply. “You break my heart talking like that. My strong shoulders don’t even
feel your weight. Huh! I wish you were heavier—then the burden on
my heart would be lighter.” 


“But, mother—” 


“I won’t hear another
word, my son. We’re going to take this journey together, and when we get to our
beautiful new home, you will grow well and strong again—you’ll see.” 


David sighed and said no
more. But frustration boiled in his heart. He would never grow strong and well
again! Every day he struggled with the pain. Every day he felt weaker and more
tired. Couldn’t she see that? 


 



* * * * 


The sun was slipping
down through the trees when the call went out to make camp beside a small,
gurgling creek. Joseph and the other boys herded the cattle to the grassiest
place they could find, then created a corral by tying several long rawhide
ropes from tree to tree until the cattle were confined in a circle. The goats,
however, had to be hobbled or tied to a tree. Some of the young men appeared
with skin buckets and milked the female goats and the milk cows. 


By the time Joseph was
finished with this chore, the younger boys and girls had collected enough dried
wood to start the family campfires. Pleasantly tired, he watched as the women
prepared their suppers of dried venison cooked with bacon over the coals, brown
bread, milk for the children, and tea for the old ones. Meanwhile, the men were
unloading the packhorses and cutting poles to create simple shelters for the
women and children. 


“Ah, Joseph, it’s been a
good day,” said John Shabosh, finally sitting down
beside his son as they ate their supper rations. “It’s times like this that I
miss your mother the most,” John mused thoughtfully between bites of
bacon-drenched venison. 





Joseph glanced at his
father in surprise. John Shabosh rarely talked about
his wife, who had died of influenza shortly after they had settled at Tents-of-Peace.
But watching the other mothers and fathers with their children out here in the
open, sharing the excitement of the journey, had made Joseph feel a pang of loneliness.
Maybe his father was feeling the same thing. 


Father and son sat by
the fire in shared silence as they ate their supper. “You know, Joseph,” said
John Shabosh, licking the last of the bacon fat from
his fingers, “we shall need to do some hunting in a couple days. Father Zeisberger gave me the responsibility to put together the
hunting party . . . and I think it may be time for you to go.” 


Joseph’s mouth dropped
open. “Father! Do you mean it? Oh! I won’t disappoint you. I am quite good with
my bow and arrow—I have been practicing every chance I get.” 


“Well, we will see about
that,” said John Shabosh. “But, yes, you may
go—if you promise to stay with the group and do exactly what I say.” 


Joseph nodded eagerly
and jumped up. “Can I go tell David? He always wants to hear about my
adventures.” 


John shook his head.
“Not now . . . I see Father Zeisberger gathering the
people together. Maybe if there is time after our evening worship.” 


Joseph was so excited he
wanted to dance around and shout, “I’m going hunting!” But he reined in his
urges and joined the weary men, women, and children gathering around a main
campfire. More dry logs were heaped on, and soon the cheerful fire was leaping
merrily, sending sparks skyward. 


In the firelight, Father
Zeisberger pulled out the Bible he always carried and
read the story of Israel’s wanderings in the wilderness. It was a familiar
story, but tonight it seemed new and different. The story was their
story—a people out in the wilderness, having to depend on God, not
knowing what lay ahead, yet with the promise of a new land, a new beginning at
the other end of their journey. 


As Father Zeisberger finished reading, Brother Heckewelder
began a song of praise, which seemed to climb skyward with the sparks. It was
good to be together out here in God’s creation, praising Him as a sign of their
trust. 


When the song was
finished, there was a joyful silence. No one wanted to break the bond they felt
gathered around that fire. But soon, parents took away their sleepy children,
and the band of Christian Indians gradually drifted away to their beds. 


Realizing he had hardly
seen David all day, Joseph went looking for him. He found Anna Heckstein finishing David’s bed of pine boughs and moss
under a shelter that some of the men had made, but David was not there. “Near
the fire,” Anna huffed, patting the boughs and moss to find the rough places.
“I’m going to get him in a few minutes.” 


Joseph found David
propped up against a tree a short distance from the fire. “David!” he called
excitedly. “Isn’t this great? I wish we could always live in the woods and camp
out by a blazing fire each evening. And guess what! In a couple days, there’s
going to be a hunting party—and father said I could go! You were right!
You said he would probably let me go this spring.” 


To Joseph’s
astonishment, David covered his face in his hands and burst into a fit of
weeping. Had Joseph said something wrong? No, that couldn’t be it. It must be
the pain. 


Joseph didn’t know what
to do. He had never seen David cry before. In fact, he thought with a twinge of
disgust, no torture in the world would make him be a crybaby like that. 


But as David’s sobs
shook his thin shoulders, Joseph scolded himself. He had never had to suffer
the kind of pain David suffered day after day. He mustn’t judge his friend. 


“The day’s journey has
been too much for you,” he tried to say kindly, putting an arm around David’s
shoulder. “Does your hip hurt?” 


David angrily shook off
Joseph’s arm. With an effort he stopped sobbing, not looking at Joseph but
staring into the dying fire a few yards away. Finally he recovered enough to
blurt, “I-it’s not the pain. You know I wouldn’t cr-cry
about the pain any more than you would.” 


Joseph felt a little
guilty. Had David picked up on the scorn he’d felt? 


“But look at you,”
continued David, “you’re all excited about the hunt you will be going on. And
look at the other children, running and laughing all day, helping drive the
animals or carry a pack. And I? I must be carried on my mother’s back, a
useless human being—no, worse than useless, for I am nothing but a burden
to my mother and everyone around me.” 


“Oh, David, no—” 


“Be quiet, Joseph! I
don’t see any sense in it at all! Why did God make me different from other
boys? Can you tell me that? I wish He had never made me at all! I wish I could
die.” 


Joseph was completely
flabbergasted. This was a side of David he had never seen before. His friend
was usually so patient and good-natured. What had brought on this temper
tantrum? 


Just then another voice
startled both boys. “Shall the thing which has been created say to the One who
created it, why have You made me this way?” It was Father Zeisberger,
coming into the firelight. He turned to Joseph. “Why don’t you leave us,
Joseph,” he said. It was more a command than a request. “David and I need to
talk.” 


Relieved, Joseph was
only too glad to obey. “I-I’m sorry, David,” he said lamely, then hurried into
the velvet darkness of the forest to find where his father was making their
bed. 






 



Chapter 4 


A Struggle in the Night 


 



 



DAVID HUNG HIS HEAD. “You must think badly
of me now, Father Zeisberger, but . . . I mean it!”
he said fiercely. “It’s not fair. Why didn’t God let me die back in
Philadelphia when I first got hurt?”


Father Zeisberger settled beside David with his back against the
tree. “Doesn’t God have a right to do what He wills with us, David? When God
allows us to suffer, I am sure it is for a reason. He let His own Son suffer on
the cross—but there was a glorious reason. Jesus had a great work to
do—something very important. And I know your heavenly Father loves you,
David—in fact, you must be one of His chosen few, since He allows you to
bear such a heavy cross. He must have some great work for you to
do—either here on earth or in heaven—that He is preparing you for.”






David was silent. A
great work to do? What kind of talk was that? He could hardly do anything at
all, much less a great work for God. 


“But I wonder, David . .
. you are usually so patient and courageous. In fact, I constantly marvel at
the grace God gives to you. What has happened to discourage you so much?” 


David sighed and
shrugged. “It’s the same old thing, Father Zeisberger.”



“But it’s new for you to
be so troubled about it.” 


All the feelings that
had been boiling inside came spilling out. “I know, but . . . it’s never been
so hard to bear as it has been today. At home, I could sit beside mother and do
things with my hands. Here on the trail, she must carry me mile after mile with
no help from me—like so much baggage on a packhorse!” 


David felt the sobs
threatening to burst out again, but he gulped them back. 


“Now, David,” said
Father Zeisberger, “I want you to listen to me. Your
mother loves you next only to her God. Sometimes I worry that she loves you
more than her God, for she refuses to admit that God could take you away from
her.” 


David nodded. At least
Father Zeisberger was speaking honestly, and he
didn’t have to pretend. 


“But you must accept
this,” Father Zeisberger went on. “What you think is
a burden to her is no burden at all. Your mother gladly takes care of you. It
brings great joy to her. Though it is hard on you, it is not hard on
her—I believe that with my whole heart, and you must believe it, too.” 


“Still,” David muttered
in despair, “I wish I could die. She would be better off—and I would,
too.” 


“That is a cowardly
wish, David,” Father Zeisberger said sternly. “Why
your heavenly Father has allowed you to suffer, I cannot say. But He never does
anything that is not for our good—or for the good of others. I believe He
is preparing you to do something special. Look for it, David. Keep your eyes
open. And keep your eyes on heaven, where His reward is waiting for you.” 


The words made David
angry. “Heaven? I would gladly go there—but I am left here even though I
am ready to go. Jesus has forgotten me,” he added bitterly. 


“Forgotten you!” said
Father Zeisberger. “Jesus said He would never leave
you nor forsake you. But . . . I realize I can’t help you, David. You must
fight this battle for yourself. Ah—I hear your mother calling. Come. I
will take you to her.” 


Father Zeisberger picked David up in his arms and took the boy to
where Anna had prepared his bed. The pastor ducked under the lean-to shelter
and laid David down on the blanket, which had been thrown over the bed of
spongy moss and fragrant pine needles. “Remember, David,” he whispered in
farewell, “cast all your cares on the Savior, for He cares for you.” 


When the pastor had
gone, Anna covered David with another blanket and said, “We have no firelight
here to read our Scripture tonight. Why don’t you say the shepherd psalm for
me.” 


David’s heart rebelled.
He would rather say anything else. But he didn’t want to hurt his mother, so he
forced himself to repeat the twenty-third psalm. “The Lord is my shepherd, I
shall not want. . . .” 


When he had finished,
Anna lay down on the bed she had made for herself next to him. “Good night,
son. If you need anything else during the night, I am right here. Call me.” 


In a few short minutes,
David could hear his mother’s regular breathing. Tired from the long day’s
walk, Anna had fallen asleep almost instantly. 


But sleep wouldn’t come
for David. He tried not to toss and turn for fear his mother would wake up. But
his thoughts tumbled restlessly. What was the use of being alive? Why did God
snatch him from death time and time again, only to leave him a helpless
cripple? 


The more David allowed
his thoughts to roam, the more bitter he became. He and his mother had been
away visiting her relatives on that terrible day twelve years before when his
father and all the other people in the little village along the Mahoney River
had been attacked and killed. Why had he and his mother been spared while the
others had died? And again, in Philadelphia eight years ago . . . 


The angry snarls of the
mob had seemed to ring in David’s ears. He had been a little boy, only four or
five, clinging in terror to his mother’s neck as the hundred or so Christian
Indians tried to make their way to the governor’s house, for the man had promised
them protection during the war between the French and the English. 


Somehow David and his
mother had gotten separated from the group. Rough hands had snatched him out of
his mother’s arms and, shrieking, he had been tossed back and forth between two
ruffians like a sack of potatoes. 


“Worthless Indian brat!”
he remembered one of them laughing harshly. 


His mother screamed for
help. Then, suddenly, strong voices shouted, “Enough! Let the child go!” Then
kind hands took him, and he was safe. 


But that was when the
pain had started . . . and David had never walked again. 


Now, David wished the
good Quaker who had rescued him and nursed him and his mother through that
terrible long winter had just minded his own business and let him die. What
good was life as a helpless cripple? 


David clasped his hands
behind his head and looked up at the trees towering above him. He had come
close to death one other time, when he was about nine. He had gotten so
sick—measles, they said— and both his mother and even Father Zeisberger thought he was going to die. But in desperation
they had summoned a doctor who rode many miles and gave him medicine—and
he had lived. Why? At the time, David remembered he had felt so grateful to be
alive. The sun seemed brighter . . . the flowers and trees smelled sweeter . .
. his mother’s smile seemed so golden. But those feelings seemed far away now. 





All he wanted to do was
die. 


David clenched his fists
on the blanket. Father Zeisberger’s words came back
to him: “God is preparing you for some important work,” and, “You are not a
burden to your mother.” He repeated the words, and gradually his fists began to
relax—but then the humiliation of being carried all day on his mother’s
back while the other children scampered about the forest flooded back over him.
He!—a twelve-year-old boy! He stuffed the blanket in his mouth to keep
from crying out in anger and despair. 


How long the bitter
struggle went on, David didn’t know. He had no sense of time. The camp was
silent except for the occasional stamp of the horses’ hooves, or the bleat of a
goat. He felt hot and sweaty, even in the cool night air, and his damp hair was
plastered to his forehead. 


As he lay listening to
his mother’s regular breathing, one of Anna’s favorite psalms flitted through
his thoughts: “Call upon me in the day of trouble; I will deliver you.” 


Had he done that? No . .
. but why should he? God couldn’t make him walk again. The days of miracles
were past—weren’t they? What was the use of calling on God for help when
help wouldn’t come? 


Again the words of a
familiar psalm rang in his ear: “Cast your burden upon the Lord, and he will
sustain you.” Well, now, that was different. If God wouldn’t remove this burden
from him, at least He might help David carry it. 


Then he seemed to hear
Father Zeisberger’s goodnight whisper: “Cast all your
cares on Him, for He cares for you.” 


He cares for you. . . .
He cares for you. . . . 


The words sounded so
sweet. Did God really love him and care for him? 


Then another voice
seemed to hiss in his ear, Not you! God doesn’t care about you! Look at your
poor, weak legs! Don’t forget the pain, day and night . . . 


David felt like he was
being torn in two inside. “Oh, God . . . help me!” he finally cried out. 


Anna murmured in her
sleep and turned over. Had he spoken aloud? He wasn’t sure, but as he lay there
quietly until his mother’s breathing returned to its slow, steady rhythm, he
felt a strange peace come over him. It seemed to move down his body, loosening
the tense muscles, draining the anger and bitterness out of him. 


The fight was over.
David didn’t know any answers to his question “why?” . . . but God was easing
the burden. “Lord Jesus,” he breathed, “not my will, but your will be done.” 


And then David slept. 






 



Chapter 5 


The Hunt 


 



 



DAVID THOUGHT HE HEARD someone calling his
name. He opened his eyes. A Man was standing beside his bed, but for some
reason David didn’t feel surprised. The Man’s hair hung to His shoulders, and
He was wearing a long tunic—not much different 


than the short tunics of the Indian men. The Man
didn’t say anything but just held out His hands to David—and David saw
nail wounds in His hands. 





“Oh!”
David said. “You did that for me, didn’t You! You 


“David!” said a woman,
laughter in her voice. “Wake up! Of course I love you . . . and yes, I brought
these strawberries for your breakfast. But you must sit up and eat.” 


David opened his eyes.
His mother was bending over him, laughing, holding a gourd of fresh milk and
some wild strawberries. 


Bewildered, he struggled
to sit up. He felt so tired! He remembered his long struggle during the night,
and then Jesus coming to him . . . or was it a dream? 


“Come on, David, drink
this up—and taste these strawberries that I found this morning! Could a
king have a finer breakfast?” His mother’s teasing voice prodded him into
wakefulness. 


It was not quite
sunrise, but the whole tribe was awake, breaking camp. David didn’t feel
hungry, but to please his mother, he bit into the fresh strawberries. The fruit
felt cool and sweet in his mouth. The goat milk was rich and warm. 


Just then a cheery voice
said, “Hello! How is David this morning?” A nut-brown face with dancing eyes
poked under the blanket that had been thrown over some poles to create the
lean-to. It was Martha Hochberg, another widow who had camped with her two
young girls near the Hecksteins last night. She had a
cup of steaming tea in her hand. 


“You look—” Martha
paused and peered at him strangely. “You are pale this morning, David, but your
face looks happy.” 


With a start, David
realized what she said was true. He was tired from his sleepless night, but he
felt . . . happy. 


“Well, here,” Martha
continued, “I brought some herb tea for you! It’ll perk you right up.” 


“Oh no,” David said
quickly, “let my mother have it. She needs it more than I do.” 


“Not I!” protested Anna.
“I had breakfast before you were even awake. Go on, now, thank Martha for the
tea.” 


David hesitated.
Everyone was always doing kind things for him. Why him? Why not for his mother,
who sacrificed everything for him— 


Then a voice within
seemed to say: Not your will, David, but Mine. 


With a nod of thanks,
David took the steaming cup and sipped the strong tea. It did feel good. 


As Anna and Martha were
loading the packhorse they were sharing, one of the old men came by, leading an
equally ancient dappled mare. “Sister Anna,” he said pleasantly, his dark eyes
twinkling below a head of frizzy white hair, “let the boy ride my horse for an
hour. I would like to walk awhile on this cool morning.” 


“Thank you, Brother
Amos!” Anna said gratefully. “A change of pace will probably do David good.” 


David was glad his
mother would get a break from carrying him, and he could practically see the
whole column from horseback. But as the call went out and the day’s march began,
David quickly realized the rolling motion of the old horse was sending pain
shooting through his hips. He gritted his teeth, hoping he would get used to
it. But soon he gasped, “Mother! I can’t!”—and, dizzy with pain, he
started to fall. 


With a quick step, Anna
caught him before he hit the ground. She put him upon her back in the basket,
and nothing more was said about David riding horseback. 


Humiliated, David
thought, Is God testing me? I can’t even sit on a horse for an hour to give
my mother a rest! But then the little voice within again seemed to say, Not
your will, David, but Mine. 


With a sigh, David
relaxed. There wasn’t anything he could do about it. He would have to let Jesus
carry the burden for him. 


The June day was
glorious. The mountain laurel was all in bloom, and Martha Hochberg’s little
girls ran up and down the line, giving all the grandmothers little bouquets of
pink flowers. After a brief stop at noon for a cold lunch, John Myers, the
young Onandaga Iroquois, strode up briskly. He was
tall and good-looking, his white teeth flashing when he smiled. 


“Sister Anna!” he called
out. “Let me carry David for a while.” With a quick grin, he swung David up on
his broad shoulder. “How is that, David? Are you comfortable?” 





“Oh yes,” David said,
waving goodbye to his mother as John’s long stride took him farther up the line
of travelers. “You’re very strong.” 


“I am ashamed I have not
offered to carry you before,” said John. “Your mother can use a rest from time
to time.” 


In spite of the peace
that had come to rest in his heart after last night’s struggle, David’s voice
quivered, and he couldn’t help asking, “Do . . . do you think my mother gets
very tired carrying me, John?” 


John didn’t answer for a
moment. Then he said, “You’re so light, I could carry you a year and not get
tired. She’s a woman, so it might not be as easy for her. But never mind,
David. Here’s Seth and Abel and James and me—all stout, strong fellows.
We’ll take turns carrying you so your mother won’t get too tired. How does that
sound?” 


David could hardly
believe his ears. “Oh, John, God is so good to me! He told me He would take
care of me—and now look. My prayer is answered.” 


Immensely relieved,
David soon fell asleep in John’s arms. When he woke up, Abel cheerfully took him
on his back—and then Seth, and then James. The young braves only put him
down when the halt was called to make camp just before sunset. 


Anna brought a blanket
for David beside the huge, crackling campfire, so he could enjoy the warmth
while she did her cooking. David Zeisberger stopped
by and cocked an eyebrow at the young boy. “You hardly look like the same boy I
left last night, David Heckstein,” he teased. 


“Oh, Father Zeisberger!” David said excitedly. “Jesus came to see me
last night, and He showed me His hands. I knew He died because He loved me. And
then I knew that what you said is true. God let His own Son suffer, but it was
for good. So if I suffer, it’s not because He doesn’t care for me.” 


“Exactly right, David,”
said Zeisberger. “It’s so good to trust Him. That’s
what brings peace to your heart. Don’t ever doubt that He loves you.” 


“Oh, I won’t,” declared
David, “not ever again. But, I do wonder . . .” 


“Yes?” 


“Was it only a dream?” 


“Maybe,” said Zeisberger truthfully. “But sometimes God sends dreams to
comfort us.” 


David nodded solemnly.
But he still had another question. “How will I know if God has a work for me to
do?” 


“Ah!
Don’t worry about that, David. Sometimes God is using us when we don’t even
realize it. Just keep trusting Him and listening to His voice in your heart.
Then you won’t miss it.” 


*
* * * 


Joseph saw Father Zeisberger talking to David again at the campfire. He
wondered what was going on. Why was David so upset the night before? His friend
seemed all right tonight . . . but he was talking to the pastor again. One of
the reasons Joseph had always liked David was because the younger boy never
made a big deal out of the fact that he couldn’t walk. He just accepted it and
was always eager to listen to Joseph’s adventures or talk about other things. 


Now David seemed to be
talking to Father Zeisberger a lot. Joseph felt a
little tug of resentment. He wanted to go tell David about the other Indians
he’d seen in the forest during the day. At least, he thought he’d seen
someone else. A shadowy movement here, a twig cracking or a swishing branch
there. One time he thought for sure he saw an Iroquois brave silhouetted on top
of an outcropping of rock. He looked around quickly to see if any of the other
boys driving the cattle and goats had seen it, too—but when he looked
back, there was nothing there. 


Maybe he should tell his
father, or maybe Father Zeisberger. But . . . he
wasn’t sure of what he’d seen. They might laugh at him and tell him he had a
good imagination. Besides, if they were being followed, the Iroquois
braves didn’t seem to be doing any harm or making any threats. Maybe they were
coming along to protect the travelers who were slowed down by livestock,
children, and old folks. 


“Joseph!” John Myers’
booming voice interrupted his thoughts. “Your father tells me you are going
hunting with us in a few days. Good! Would you like to do a little target
practice before the light fails?” 


Joseph jumped up. “Do
you mean it, John?” he cried. “I would like nothing better. But I have to ask
my father—” 


“Done already,” John
grinned. “You know I wouldn’t dare cross John Shabosh
when it comes to his son. But he thought it was a good idea.” 


Joseph eagerly found his
bow and arrows among the bundles and sprinted after John. 


For the next few
evenings, John Myers invited Joseph to practice shooting after the camp chores
had been done. When they returned one evening, John Shabosh
looked up from the musket he was cleaning and said, “Well, what do you think,
John. Is the boy ready?” 


“He got your supper!”
laughed John Myers as Joseph, grinning, held up a rabbit he had just shot with
an arrow. “But one of these days, he will need a stronger bow—a bow made
for a man.” 


John Shabosh
smiled, pleased. “Good. Because the hunt is scheduled for tomorrow. John, will
you please tell Abel and James and Seth to be ready before sunrise? We will
need all the good hunters.” 


Joseph was so excited he
lay awake for a long time. Then when he did fall asleep, it seemed only a
minute later that his father was shaking his shoulder and telling him to get
up. 


The plan was for the
main group to continue heading straight west with Father Zeisberger
and Brother Heckewelder. The group of
hunters—about a dozen men and four of the older boys—would go south
with John Shabosh, then swing west and north and meet
the main camp later that evening. 


As the hunters crept
quietly through the forest, taking care not to step on any dried branches or
leaves, Joseph thought he might burst with happiness. By the time the sun was
overhead, he had shot a grouse and two squirrels with his bow and arrow, but no
one had taken any big game. Still, no one seemed discouraged. They ate their
lunch of brown bread and hard cheese with laughing eyes and quick smiles, eager
to get back to the hunt. 


In the afternoon, the
men split up into pairs. Joseph and his father tracked a deer down into a rocky
gully—there, downwind from them right across a little stream, was a
beautiful young buck with three points on each side of his rack. 


Shoot, Father, shoot! Joseph was
thinking—but John Shabosh handed him the
musket. Joseph’s eyes widened. Without a word, he took the musket. With his
father’s arm around him, slowly, carefully showing him how to aim, he pulled
the trigger. 


The kick from the butt
of the musket sent Joseph staggering backward, but he heard his father shout,
“Deer down!” 


While John Shabosh gutted the deer with his knife, he sent Joseph to
find others in the hunting party to come help him carry the deer. Soon John Shabosh and the young man named Abel came up out of the
gully with the buck strung on a pole between them. But the going was slow
through the forest. Joseph, still high with the excitement of downing his first
deer—even if his father had been helping him—walked on ahead. 


After a while, he
realized he better wait for the others to catch up. Lazily he notched an arrow
in his bow, pretending to shoot. Then he saw a rabbit. Carefully he aimed, and zing!
The rabbit lay still on the ground. 


“Nice shooting,” said a
deep voice behind him. 


Joseph whirled. 


It was Opeechee, the Mohegan. 






 



Chapter 6 


Sunday Thieves 


 



 



HE MOHEGAN LOOKED REGAL standing in the
sun-dappled forest clearing. His scalp locks were decorated with hawk feathers.
Silver earrings dangled from his ears. He wore fringed, leather leggings, a
loincloth, and beaded moccasins. His chest was bare except for several ropes of
beads and silver trinkets around his neck and beaded armbands. 





Joseph’s heart pounded.
Where had he come from? 


“Yes, a good, clean
shot,” said Opeechee. “You will make a fine hunter someday,
Joseph Shabosh. Too bad you travel with a people who
have given up hunting as a way of life and instead hoe corn like a bunch of
women.” 


“We hunt—as you
see,” said Joseph defensively. He felt pleased by Opeechee’s
praise and did not want the Mohegan to think badly of the Christian Indians. 


The Mohegan laughed
mockingly. “Yes, I am glad you haven’t given up all your Indian ways. Tell me,
young Joseph, do you also believe in the Christian God and accept all the ways
of these white missionaries?” 


“Why, y-yes, I suppose
so,” Joseph stumbled. “I mean I do believe, although maybe I don’t agree with
everything.” 


“Ah, good,” nodded Opeechee approvingly. “A young man should think for
himself. We should talk more, young Joseph. We probably have more in common
than you think. Why don’t we—” 


Just then Joseph heard a
shout up ahead. He jerked his head in that direction. It sounded like John
Myers’ voice. 


“I must go,” he said,
turning back to Opeechee— but Opeechee had disappeared. 


Joseph
picked up his rabbit and ran in the direction of John’s voice. “Got a bear,
Joseph!” laughed John Myers gleefully as Joseph came upon him. A black, furry
mound lay at the young man’s feet. “Quickly, go find some of the other men to
help me tie this one up and carry it home.” 


* * * * 


 



The hunting party was in
high spirits when they rejoined the others, who had made camp a little earlier
than usual, knowing there would be extra work after the hunt. With all hands
helping, the skinning and butchering went fairly quickly—considering
there were five deer, one black bear, and many rabbits, grouse, and squirrels. 


That evening, many small
fires were made to cook the feast. With his father’s permission, Joseph found
Anna Heckstein’s fire and proudly presented her with
the grouse he had killed with his own bow and arrow. 


“Wonderful, Joseph!”
crowed David happily. “I knew you would be a good hunter. Oh, Mother, cook it
quickly—I can’t wait to taste it.” 


Anna looked surprised.
David rarely expressed any interest in food anymore. Pleased, she took the game
bird. “But you must stay and have supper with us, Joseph,” she insisted. 


“Then make room around
your fire for one more,” boomed John Myers’ voice, and the young man handed
Anna a large, thick bear steak. “I’m sorry I wasn’t on the trail today to help
carry David,” he said. “The least I can do is share my bounty.” 


John flopped himself
down beside the two boys as Anna began plucking the grouse. 


“Oh, David,” said Joseph
breathlessly, “I do wish you could have gone with us. I have never had such
fun.” He described shooting the deer with his father’s musket, and the grouse
and rabbit he had killed with his own bow and arrow. “Father said I did well
for my first hunt—and I know one thing. I’ll be a hunter and nothing else
when I get to be a man.” 


“Then,” said John Myers
after a moment, “you will have to leave us.” 


“Why?” Joseph demanded.
“What do you mean?” 


“Don’t you know what our
teachers say? The hunting life takes men away from their families for long weeks
at a time. Living only by hunting tends to be ‘feast or famine’—either
too much or not enough. It is better to stay home and take care of our
livestock and farms and families. And hasn’t that proved true? Why, last winter
the warriors and hunters from other tribes had to beg corn and grain from us so
they wouldn’t starve!” 


“But you like to hunt
yourself, John Myers—you know you do,” Joseph argued. “Weren’t you happy
today when you killed that bear? I never saw you look so pleased in my life!” 


“Yes, I do like to
hunt,” John admitted. “But that doesn’t mean I should drop everything else and
become nothing but a hunter. It took a lot of work to build up a fine town like
Tents-of-Peace so that we had food and shelter all year round.” 


“Well, I’m sick of living
that way!” Joseph blurted. “It’s women’s work to hoe corn and slop hogs, and I
hate it.” There. He’d said it. David looked shocked, but Joseph had gone too
far to stop now. “You don’t see the men and boys in other villages chopping the
ground with a hoe like a woman, do you?” 


John raised an eyebrow.
“No, I don’t . . . but no other village has the peace and plenty we do. It
sounds like someone has been filling your head with crazy ideas. Say!” he said,
remembering something. “Who were you talking to this afternoon out in the
woods? I thought I saw you with someone when I called you to come help me with
the bear, but I was so busy I didn’t notice who it was.” 


Joseph turned his head
and didn’t answer. John was being nosy and bossy. What business of his was it,
anyway? 


“Come on, Joseph, who
was it?” John prompted. 


Joseph felt trapped. If
he didn’t tell them, they’d think it was worse than it was. “It was just Opeechee, the Mohegan,” he muttered. “He was at David’s
house the day before we left Tents-of-Peace, so he knew my name and spoke to
me.” 


“My mother’s cousin?”
David said, frowning. “What is he doing out here? Were others with him?” 


“He was alone when I saw
him.” 


John looked troubled.
“If he has been following us for five days, he is up to no good. Was he the one
who told you hoeing corn was women’s work? I suppose he told you what a good
shot you were and what a grand hunter you would make.” 


“So what if he did!”
said Joseph hotly. “Maybe he told the truth.” 


“Haven’t you heard about
young Enoch, who was lured away from the faith and returned to pagan
practices?” said John. “It happened before I joined the Christian Indians, but
I was here when he finally came back, a broken man.” 


“Oh, Joseph,” said David
anxiously. “My mother doesn’t trust Opeechee; neither
should you. He and Silver Knife are jealous of our Christian village. Please
don’t talk to him again.” 


“But if someone speaks
to me, it is only polite to answer,” Joseph scowled. “I can talk to whomever I
want. There’s no law against that.” 


Just then Anna called
John and the two boys to supper. Joseph was glad for the interruption; what did
John and David know about Opeechee, anyway? Besides,
he was hungry after a long day out walking miles in the fresh air. 


Anna
had roasted the grouse to a sizzling golden brown. She also divided the juicy
bear steak among four plates along with some hot corn cake. As they ate, the
hunting stories had to be told all over again for Anna, and soon they were
laughing and talking all at once. But Joseph was glad no one said anything more
about Opeechee. 


*
* * * 


The next day was Sunday,
a day of rest for the weary travelers. After the necessary chores caring for
the animals, Brother Heckewelder called everyone to
worship in a small clearing near the camp. It had rained during the night, so
everything was a little damp. But the adults brought blankets or packs to sit
on, and no one seemed to mind. 


As the familiar hymns
filled the little clearing, Joseph smiled to himself. This was a nice way to
worship—out here in the forest. He knew people had felt sad leaving their
nice log chapel back in Tents-of-Peace. It held many memories of happy times
together, such as when a man or woman decided to leave the old ways and become
a Christian, or celebrating a marriage, or welcoming a new baby. But even the
sad times had strengthened their faith. The death of one of their members gave
them a chance to affirm their belief in eternal life. When sickness or violence
had troubled them, everyone gathered together for long nights of prayer and
praise. 


Joseph had felt a twinge
of sadness, too, leaving the memories behind—especially his mother’s
grave. But the journey had sparked a curiosity and excitement about living off
the land out in natural surroundings that made even familiar activities feel
brand new. Worshiping God under a “roof” of leafy treetops felt . . . well,
right, somehow. 


The boy’s musings were
interrupted by a poke from his father. “Don’t daydream, Joseph,” John Shabosh reprimanded. “Listen to the teacher. It is important.”



Brother Heckewelder was preaching from the book of Hebrews about
Christ’s sacrifice for sin, once and for all. Brother Heckewelder
was all right, Joseph sighed to himself, but he wasn’t as easy to listen to as
Father Zeisberger. He tried to pay attention but was
distracted by a movement back in the forest. Staring hard through the trees, he
saw nothing. Yet a little while later, again he thought he spotted something
move. 





An animal, maybe a
squirrel? No, the movement was not natural enough. Were the Iroquois spying on
them? But if so, why? Joseph had seen them off and on the first day, and he
thought he’d seen them along the way since. But in spite of what John Myers had
said last night about Opeechee the Mohegan being up
to “no good,” these shadowy companions hadn’t bothered them. Joseph shrugged.
If he told anyone what he thought he saw, everyone would get alarmed for
no reason. 


Joseph felt restless
just sitting around that afternoon. He really wanted to go exploring in the
woods. But his father had told him not to leave the camp. Joseph passed the
time whittling a knife handle. Maybe his father would help him get a real,
steel knife blade from a trader in Ohio—if traders went that far west. 


That evening after the
little children had been put to bed, the adults and older children gathered
again for worship around the campfire built in the middle of the clearing. This
meeting was more informal—anyone could offer praise and prayer. 


Joseph dreamily watched
the fire, the singing and other voices a comforting drone in the background.
Then he realized Father Zeisberger was talking about
his boyhood. 


“. . . only five,” the
teacher was saying, “when my parents, David and Rosina Zeisberger,
fled Moravia and found refuge on the estate of Count Nicholas von Zinzendorf in
Saxony. I understood little then, only that the state church considered the
beliefs of the Unitas Fratum,
or United Brethren, to be heretical and dangerous.” 


Joseph’s ears perked up.
He had never heard this story. 


“The United Brethren, or
Moravian Brethren as we were sometimes called, had been persecuted and
scattered for many years. But gradually more of us found our way to Count
Zinzendorf’s estate, where a Christian community was established called Herrnhut, which means ‘under the Lord’s watch.’ By 1726,
the community had grown to about three hundred people—including Lutheran Pietists, former Catholics, Separatists, Reformed, and
Anabaptists.” 


Joseph wished Father Zeisberger wouldn’t use such big words. Were these “tribes”
united for peace like the Mohawks, Oneidas, Onondagas, and Senecas
under the Iroquois Confederacy? 


“But Count Zinzendorf’s
vision was not simply to create a safe Christian community,” Zeisberger went on, “but to train believers to spread the
Gospel, especially to oppressed people. When I was fifteen, my parents were
sent to the New World, as this continent was called, to spread the Good News
about Jesus and create Christian communities for other oppressed people. At
first I was left behind . . . but that’s another story. What’s important is
that I joined my parents here in North America a year later—and this
country and its native peoples have been my people ever since.” 


Every man, woman, and
young person listened intently. Father Zeisberger’s
story had now joined their story. 


“Because we refuse to
use violence to protect ourselves and because we teach that all people are
brothers and sisters, we were once again persecuted—even by so-called
Christians, who put nationality and political interests above our relationship
in the body of Christ.” 


There were murmurs of
agreement around the campfire. 


“We may be tempted to
feel sorry for ourselves,” Zeisberger admitted, “for
once again we have been driven from our home by the white settlers pushing
west, by the constant wars and hostilities between the various Indian tribes
and the French and English. But this is not a new story. Jesus himself said He
had nowhere to lay His head. We must take comfort that our home is wherever two
or three people are gathered in His name. We may never truly find our rest
until we get to heaven.” 


It was late. A hymn of
thanksgiving was sung, and Father Zeisberger blessed
the humble congregation. As the meeting broke up, a few of the young men went
to check that the livestock were secure for the night while others stayed a
while longer enjoying one another’s company and the comfort of the dying fire. 


But a few moments later,
they heard a shout from the far end of the camp, then John Myers and Abel came
running back. “The horses! Five of the packhorses have been stolen!—and
some of our supplies are gone as well!” 






 



Chapter 7 


Opeechee 


 



 



IMMEDIATELY THERE WAS AN
ANGRY OUTCRY
from some of the men still gathered around the fire. 


“Wait, brothers!” said
Father Zeisberger, holding up his hands in a calming
gesture. “Are you sure they haven’t just wandered off, John?” 


John Myers held up a
tether strap, which had been sliced with a knife. 





“You see, Father Zeisberger?” cried Abel angrily. Abel was just twenty years
old, a promising young man but prone to act without thinking. “It’s those
Iroquois who’ve been following us. I say let’s send out a search party right
now and get our horses back.” 


The
Iroquois are not the only ones following us, Joseph thought to himself. 


There was an angry
murmur of agreement. “He’s right! They can’t have gotten too far away!” 


“Brothers! Calm
yourselves!” Father Zeisberger said sharply. “Do you
really think that the Iroquois— if indeed they are the thieves—will
give them back to us without a fight? No. It is better to lose what is ours
than risk injury and death to get it back—or be tempted to injure and
kill in our own interest. Tonight we will post a watch, but for now, we must
suffer the loss and go on.” 


Everyone
knew he was right, but Abel and some of the other young men had a hard time
swallowing it. The theft of the five packhorses was a great loss to the
travelers. Now the other pack animals had to carry heavier loads, and in the
end, several heavy farm tools and a bundle of furs for trading had to be left
behind. But with the Moravian pastors’ encouragement, the travelers thanked God
the next morning that no lives had been lost along the way, and they kept
moving west. 


*
* * * 


True to his word, John
Myers and the other young men took turns carrying David on their backs each day
so that Anna had to carry him very little. At first she walked close by,
keeping an anxious eye on David. But the young men were very gentle in their
lifting and carrying, and after a few days she began to relax and walk with her
women friends, confident that her son was in good hands. 


David, relieved that he
wasn’t being a burden to his mother, also relaxed and enjoyed the company of
John Myers and the other young men. For their part, they also seemed to like
his company and sometimes privately competed to see which one of them could
make him laugh. 


But laughter didn’t come
easily to David these days. He didn’t have the energy. Mostly he was content to
rest his head on the strong shoulder of his helper and take in all the sights
and sounds of the forest. In the evening, he would tell his mother about the
fawn he had seen hiding in the bushes, or the woodpecker he’d heard
rat-a-tat-tatting when they stopped to rest. 


The path was becoming
more rugged and sometimes seemed to disappear altogether. Fallen trees had to
be chopped out of the way. Sometimes the trail was steep and rocky. It might
have been easy enough for a small band of warriors, but a large group of a
hundred and fifty men, women, and children—including babies and grandmothers,
plus numerous cattle, goats, and packhorses—had to navigate the thick
forest slowly. 


As much as he liked the
company of the young men who were carrying him, David was especially glad
whenever Father Zeisberger stopped by their campfire
in the evenings to check on how Anna and her son were doing. David felt as if
he had to keep up a cheerful attitude around the others, even when he was tired
or in pain. But with Father Zeisberger, he did not
have to pretend. 


“How are you tonight,
David?” the pastor asked one evening as Anna busied herself collecting moss and
pine boughs to make David’s bed. “I hear no complaints from you, but your
mother says you are not eating much.” 


David shrugged. “I know.
I should try harder for her sake. But . . . I do enjoy the journey. Each day is
so different! Why, yesterday James waded that river with me on his back and
ended up swimming half the way. Now, that was an adventure!” David grinned with
the memory of the icy, rapid water creeping all the way up to his neck. 


The boy realized Father Zeisberger was still looking at him with questioning eyes.
The smile faded. “When the pain makes me want to cry out,” he admitted
honestly, “I just hold tight to my Savior’s hand. I don’t let go, night or day.
I know Jesus is with me. He leads me wherever He wants me to go.” 


“Wherever, David?”
Father Zeisberger prodded. “Don’t you have any wishes
for yourself?” 


How did Father Zeisberger know the desire that burned inside him? David
hardly dared think about his own wish for fear it would make him unhappy with
God’s will. 


“Well,” he admitted
slowly, “I do have a wish . . . but I’m willing to give it up—at least, I
want to be willing to give it up.” 


Father Zeisberger smiled. “Go on, David. Say it.” 


“Well,” the boy said
shyly, “I would like to live long enough to go into the Promised Land with the
rest of you. To come so far and not see it . . .” It was hard to describe the
disappointment. “Do you think I will, Father Zeisberger?”



The pastor cocked his
head. “You have endured the journey so far. I don’t know any reason why you
should not. But, David, if God thinks otherwise, are you ready and willing to
see heaven first?” 


David nodded soberly.
“Yes, I think so. Ready . . . and willing. But is it wrong to ask Him to let me
see our new home before I die?” 


Father Zeisberger shook his head. “No. Ask freely. And may God
grant your wish!” 


Man and boy sat
comfortably silent as the small campfire crackled and spit. Then David said,
“Remember when you said God must have some special work for me to do or He
never would have given me so many trials to prepare me?” 


The Moravian pastor
nodded. “I do.” 


“Some work on earth or
heaven you said.” David paused, thinking. As much as he wanted to accept God’s
will, it was hard to be so helpless. “I think the work must be in heaven. There
doesn’t seem to be anything on earth that I can do.” 


“Nothing at all?” 


“Well, I try to be a
good son to my mother, but that’s all.” 


“All? That’s not all.
First of all, you give great joy to your mother. Who can measure that? Only the
mother whose heart is wounded by a rebellious child knows what a great gift
that is. Second, you can serve God by loving Him and trusting Him completely.” 


“But that’s easy to do!”
protested David. “That isn’t any work.” 


Father
Zeisberger shook his head. “You are wrong, David. The
hardest work many people have ever done is learning to love God and trust Him
with their lives.” 


*
* * * 


Joseph heard his
father’s slow, steady breathing next to him, punctuated by a soft, rhythmic
snore. The camp had wearily settled down after a hard trek; they had not
covered very many miles that day. But Joseph wasn’t sleepy. The rough terrain
had challenged him. His muscles were getting hard, and he could walk all day
and not get winded. 


The Indian boy quietly
got up from his blanket on the ground and decided to circle the
camp—maybe that would make him sleepy. Ever since the theft of the
horses, at least two of the men slept where the horses were picketed, and
another two near the livestock. He didn’t want to be mistaken for a horse
thief, so he walked a little way into the forest in the opposite direction,
drinking in the soft, warm air of the June night, sweet with pine sap and
honeysuckle. 


Even though bright
moonlight trickled through the forest branches, Joseph didn’t see the man step
out from behind a tree until he almost ran into him. Startled, Joseph almost
cried out, but the man put a finger to his lips and held up his other hand in a
gesture of friendship. The man moved out of the shadow and his features focused
in the moonlight. 





Opeechee. 


The Mohegan motioned
silently to Joseph and stepped back into the shadow. Joseph hesitated. He
glanced back at the sleeping camp. A few smoldering fires flickered here and
there. He should go back. He could almost hear John Myers’ warning: What did Opeechee want in the middle of the night? 


Opeechee reappeared. “Don’t be
afraid,” he whispered. “I only want to talk. Come sit down by that big oak; we
will go no farther.” 


Somewhat
reassured—and curious—Joseph followed the Mohegan a few yards
deeper into the forest and sat beneath the large oak tree. 


“Why are you walking in
the woods in the middle of the night?” Joseph demanded, although his voice was
barely above a whisper. 


Opeechee laughed easily. “I
could ask you the same question, my young friend,” he smiled. “But it is a fair
one. True, I have been following your people. But as you know, Silver Knife’s
sister, my cousin, goes with you. Since these farmers do not defend
themselves”—a note of scorn crept into the man’s voice—“I want to
see that no harm happens to her.” 


Maybe or maybe not, Joseph thought
doubtfully. To his own surprise, he blurted out, “Five of our packhorses were
stolen the other night.” 


“Ah!” said the Mohegan.
“You think I did it? Would I be here, talking to you, if I had taken five of
your ponies?” 


“Who, then?” Joseph said
boldly. 


The Mohegan shrugged. “I
have seen a band of Iroquois along the way.” 


Joseph was silent. He,
too, had seen the Iroquois— or thought he had. 


“But I have been hoping
to run into you again, young Joseph,” Opeechee went
on in a friendly voice. “I am curious about what your people believe, and why
you are taking this long journey away from the Susquehanna valley.” 


Joseph was surprised.
“Oh! If you are a seeker, why don’t you come to our campfire and speak to my
father . . . or Brother Heckewelder or Father Zeisberger. They would be glad to—” 


“No!” Opeechee interrupted, his voice suddenly cold. “They will
not listen to me. For some reason, they don’t like me . . . which is why I come
to you. You have shown true manhood by giving a man a chance to speak before
making a judgment.” 


The flattering words
made Joseph consider what Opeechee had said. But
realizing how long he had been gone from camp, he scrambled to his feet. “I . .
. I’m sorry. I must go back before I am missed. Maybe another—” 


“Yes,”
Opeechee said. “Tomorrow night, after the campfires
die down, I will wait for you.” And with scarcely a sound, the Mohegan rose to
his feet and disappeared into the darkness. 


* * * * 


 



Joseph found himself
looking forward to his secret meeting with Opeechee.
It added an element of excitement and mystery to the long journey. Why did Opeechee seek him out—him of all people? Joseph was
only fourteen, but Opeechee talked to him man to man
already—that was more than his father or John Myers or the teachers did.
That made Joseph feel good. Had everyone misjudged Opeechee?
Was Joseph the only one willing to give the Mohegan a chance? 


The next night, however,
his father stayed up late talking with Father Zeisberger,
Brother Heckewelder, and several other men about the
route they should take over the densely wooded mountains. Joseph went to bed
when ordered and closed his eyes, thinking he would just rest until his father
lay down. But when he opened his eyes, the birds were already calling
cheerfully to one another, and the sky was starting to lighten. 


Joseph felt foolish.
What would Opeechee think of him now? He couldn’t
even keep awake long enough to meet Opeechee as he’d
promised—well, he hadn’t actually promised, but Opeechee
had expected him. 


Determined that it
wouldn’t happen again, the next night Joseph kept his eyes open until his
father fell asleep, then he quietly slipped into the forest. He didn’t know
where to look for Opeechee, but it didn’t matter. Opeechee found him. 


They sat on a log and
talked. To Joseph’s relief, the Mohegan didn’t ask him any questions about
Christian beliefs. Instead, he told Joseph about his own boyhood growing up in
a Mohegan village. He described the feasts and ceremonies and dances that
marked each of the seasons; how the boys were taught to hunt and fish, to use
spears, clubs, bows and arrows, and knives. Joseph’s spine tingled when Opeechee told about the first time he went with a war party
to avenge the death of one of their chiefs who had been shot by a white man. 


“You are a good
listener,” Opeechee told him. “Meet me tomorrow, and
we will talk again.” 


But even after he
crawled back into his blanket beside his father, Joseph couldn’t sleep. He felt
confused. Why was Opeechee telling him these things?
Some of the stories were weird—like the Mask Dance and other rituals to
“cure” people of sickness and disease. He felt horrified when Opeechee described the way a young warrior had to bring
home scalps to prove his bravery. But Opeechee made
the raids on enemy tribes and white settlers sound like the honorable way to
guard the Indians’ way of life. What kind of Indian would just let people take
away their women or their land . . . or their packhorses? 


Joseph was fascinated.
He had to admit that the stories were exciting—much more exciting than
the quiet, peaceful life of the Christian Indians in Tents-of-Peace. 






 



Chapter 8 


Bold Heart 


 



 



JOSEPH
DID NOT SNEAK AWAY
to meet Opeechee every night for fear his father
would figure out what was happening. But when he did manage to slip away from
the camp, Opeechee always found him. 


While Joseph felt guilty
for doing something behind his father’s back, he consoled himself with the fact
that Opeechee sometimes asked about their Christian
beliefs. Wouldn’t the Moravian missionaries and even his father want him to
talk about the Gospel with Opeechee? Wasn’t that what
Father Zeisberger did all the time on his travels
among the different Indian tribes? And some of them were a lot more crude and
dangerous than Opeechee the Mohegan! 


But sometimes Opeechee’s comments confused Joseph. 


“Tell me, Joseph,” Opeechee said one night, as they sat beside a small
mountain stream several hundred yards from the sleeping camp. “The Great Spirit
supposedly gave the Bible to the white man, and yet how does it help them?” 


How does it help them?
This question was easy, Joseph thought. “Why, it helps them very much,” he said
sincerely. “Look at Father Zeisberger—” 


“Yes, yes, your Zeisberger means well,” Opeechee
said, “even if he tells braves to stay home and farm like women and to refuse
to use weapons against their enemies.” 





Joseph squirmed. He had
heard Opeechee’s sarcasm before. 


“But,” Opeechee conceded, “at least he treats Indians fairly and
speaks honest words. But how many whites are like him? Look at how wicked most
of them are! They make treaties, then break them without blinking an eye. They
take away Indian land without paying for it. They say one thing and do another.
They barter for our valuable furs and canoes and fine, woven baskets—and
give us rum in trade, which eats up our heads and makes us crazy. So! Explain
this to me, young Joseph. In what respect are the whites, with their Bible,
better than the Indians without it?” 


Joseph was silent. He
felt cornered—trapped. 


Maybe Opeechee was right. Why, even Father Zeisberger
didn’t trust most white settlers! In fact, that was why the band of Christian
Indians were making this journey, to get away from the race tensions and bitter
wars and lure of alcohol that always came with the settlers. 


*
* * * 


The next night, David
tried to eat the corn mush and fresh milk his mother had fixed for his supper,
but he wasn’t hungry. The pain in his hip made his stomach upset, and it was
hard to eat. But Anna stood with her hands on her hips, eyeing him, so he
gamely shoveled in another bite. 


“David! David!” called
Joseph’s voice. In a moment, the other boy ran up and flopped down beside
Anna’s small fire. 


David smiled a welcome.
He didn’t see Joseph as much as he had back home, but his friend always added
zest to David’s dull day. 


“Guess what!” Joseph
panted. “We’re going on another hunt tomorrow! And Brother Heckewelder
says I may carry his gun since he is not going—if father allows it, but I’m
sure he will!” 


“Hunting again?” David
said. “Why, you just went last week and came home with five deer—not to
mention that bear and all the small game.” 


“Ho, that’s nothing!”
hooted Joseph. “It takes a lot of meat to feed this company, especially now
that we don’t have our gardens. Besides, Father Zeisberger
ordered it, and you know he never lets us hunt unless it’s absolutely
necessary.” 


David frowned. He heard
a sarcastic edge in Joseph’s voice. 


“Besides,” Joseph went
on, idly flipping wood chips into the fire, “as far as I’m concerned, we could
go hunting every day. This march is getting so dull— everyone together
all day and all night. Here we are out in a wilderness swarming with game and
trails to explore! Don’t you think we should be free to go hunting whenever we
wish? But instead, there are so many rules! ‘Don’t leave camp at night’ . . .
‘Don’t hunt except when you need to.’ ” Joseph rolled his eyes. 


“Don’t you think there
are good reasons for the rules?” David asked. He felt helpless when Joseph
started talking like this. 


“Oh, I suppose,” Joseph
admitted. “When it comes to hunting, though, what do Father Zeisberger
and Brother Heckewelder know about it? But what’s the
use of talking to you, David—you don’t know anything about it, either.” 


David studied his
friend. It wasn’t like Joseph to make such a thoughtless remark. In fact, after
a brief moment, he saw Joseph squirm as the older boy realized what he’d said. 


“I didn’t mean to sound
cruel, David,” Joseph said quickly. “It’s just—I get so frustrated! After
getting a taste of a free life in the wilderness, I don’t think I can ever
settle down to town life again.” 


“That’s okay, Joseph.
You didn’t hurt my feelings. 


But it makes me think . . . maybe I’m thankful
to be a cripple.” 


“What?” Joseph
exclaimed. “Who ever heard of being thankful that you can’t walk!” 


“Well,” David said
slowly, “if I wasn’t, maybe I’d be just as restless as you are.” 


Joseph stared at him,
dumbfounded. In the silence between them, David heard his mother call out, “Are
you eating your dinner, David?” He quickly scooped up another bite and made a
face. The mush was now cold and thick, like bear fat. 


“Well, maybe you’re
right,” Joseph muttered, as if to himself. “I only wish I were half as happy as
you are.” 


Worried, David decided
to ask his friend something that had been bothering him. “Joseph, who did you
go out of the camp to see last night?” 


His friend looked
startled. “What? Why do you think I went out of the camp?” 


“I saw you,” David said
simply. “My hip was hurting something dreadful, and I couldn’t sleep. So I was
looking out of our shelter, and I saw you walk into the woods . . . and someone
else—a man—joined you.” 


Again Joseph stared at
him. Then he sighed. “Well, I’ve been wanting to tell you for some time, but .
. . I thought you’d tell me I was doing something wrong.” 


“Well, are you? Doing
something wrong, I mean.” 


“All right. Since you
asked, I will tell you so you don’t imagine all sorts of terrible things. The
man was Opeechee the Mohegan—your mother’s
cousin. And no, we weren’t doing anything bad. We were just talking. Everyone
thinks he’s a bad man, but he’s very friendly. Why, last night he was asking
questions about our Bible and what we believe!” 


David considered.
“That’s good . . . I think. But if he wants to know about Christianity, why
doesn’t he talk to your father or Brother Heckewelder
or Father Zeisberger, instead of a boy like you?” 


“Huh! He says they don’t
like him, so they don’t give him a chance. And he doesn’t treat me like a boy.
He talks to me man to man. Why, Opeechee says a man
could be a hunter or warrior and still be a good Christian, just as much as a
farmer. And that makes sense to me, too.” 


The note of pride in
Joseph’s voice worried David. Could all the teachers and converts of the
village be wrong and Joseph be right? 


“Oh, Joseph,” he said,
placing an anxious hand on his friend’s arm, “I wish you wouldn’t have anything
more to do with Opeechee. I am afraid he wants to
coax you away from us to join his warrior band. And it’s more than just
hunting. It would be a return to the old ways—the feasts and sacrifices,
the fighting and killing. Why, if he were an honest man, he would come right
into the camp and talk, and not go sneaking around in the dark. Please, Joseph!
Promise you won’t talk to him anymore!” 


Joseph jerked his arm
away. “You’re talking nonsense, David, just like everyone else. I wish I hadn’t
told you. Now I suppose you’ll tell my father.” 


David blinked. “You mean
your father doesn’t know about it?” 


Joseph shrugged. “Why
should I tell him? He’d just give me one of his lectures.” 


“But it’s wrong to keep
such a secret from your father. You know it is.” 


The boys fell silent as
a small knot of young men came walking past, talking excitedly with one
another. “John and Abel saw Opeechee the Mohegan with
a band of warriors today!” one was saying. 


“Which means they must
have been following us for days,” said another. “They’re planning mischief, no
doubt.” 


“Not if we can help it,”
said a third. “A guard has been posted all around the camp tonight—I’ve
already been assigned to the third watch.” 


The young men’s voices
faded as they passed through the big pines and firs that dotted the camp. 


Joseph’s eyes met
David’s. “I . . . I didn’t know he had a band of warriors with
him—honest, David,” he said in a low voice. “Maybe you’re right. I
promise I won’t go out of the camp to meet him anymore.” 


“And if you run into him
by accident in the woods?” David prodded. 


“Well, I can’t help
that. I can’t be rude—” 


“Joseph, please promise
me that you won’t have anything to do with him at all! It’s only going to mean
trouble.” 


“I already made you one
promise. Isn’t that enough?” Joseph got to his feet abruptly. “Good night,
David. We have to get up early for the hunt.” 


David
watched his friend disappear into the darkness beyond the firelight. “Oh,
Joseph,” he whispered to himself, “if you won’t listen to me, I will pray that
God will speak to your own heart.” 


*
* * * 


But Joseph had a hard
time falling asleep. It wasn’t just the excitement of the hunt. He was thinking
about what he and David had overheard about Opeechee’s
band of warriors. 


All along he’d felt
uneasy about sneaking out of the camp without his father knowing about it. Not
that his father had ever told him not to talk to Opeechee;
he was pretty sure only John Myers and David knew he had run into the Mohegan
on the last hunt. But he knew his father wouldn’t like it. And something David
said bothered him: If Opeechee’s intentions were
honorable, he would come openly into the camp. Yes, the leaders might be
suspicious, but they would give him a fair hearing. 


So why didn’t Opeechee step forward into the open, and why did he have a
band of warriors with him? Was it for “protection,” like he’d said? Or
something else? Either way, Joseph felt that maybe he was getting in over his
head. 


By the time the hunters
were stirring the next morning, Joseph had made up his mind. He ran quickly to
where Anna was taking down their rough shelter, and whispered in David’s ear,
“You don’t have to worry about me anymore, David. I have decided to forget Opeechee and have nothing more to do with him.” 


David, his hair tousled
and his face drawn with restless sleep, smiled. “I knew you would,” he said
simply. “I was praying for you all night.” 


The depth of David’s
concern made Joseph’s voice catch. “I’m not worth all that trouble, David.
Don’t lose any sleep over me.” And then he was off with Brother Heckewelder’s gun over his shoulder. 


Joseph put all thoughts
about David and Opeechee out of his mind as he strode
alongside his father with the other men and boys selected for the hunt. Deer
had been spotted frequently the day before. It seemed as though it should be
good hunting. But it was nearly noon before a small herd was spooked from where
they had bedded down in a briar patch. 


The hunters scattered
through the woods in twos. “Keep up with me,” John Shabosh
said to his son. “I saw a young buck go up this way.” Father and son stalked
the deer patiently, but every time they got within musket range, the deer
lifted his head nervously and bounded away. 


“Look at his trail,”
said Joseph’s father. “He’s gone down into that draw. Why don’t you go up along
that ridge and get ahead of him while I drive him slowly toward you. Then you
can get the shot.” 


His face flushed and his
heart pounding, Joseph quickly climbed up the rocky outcropping. His father was
trusting him as a hunting partner to get the shot they both wanted. Joseph
wanted to show him he was worthy of that trust. He felt ashamed of how he’d
been deceiving his father. After the hunt, he decided, he would tell his father
about Opeechee and ask his forgiveness. 


On top of the ridge,
Joseph moved quietly through the mixed grove of birch and maple trees. He was
so intent on getting to the other end of the draw before the buck they were
pursuing, that once again he failed to see the warrior step into his path until
he almost ran into him. 


“Opeechee!”
he exclaimed, startled. 


“I thought it was you,
Bold Heart,” said the Mohegan smoothly. “I have been keeping you in sight for
the last hour for a chance to speak with you.” 


Bold Heart? Joseph thought,
bewildered. What’s he talking about? 


The contrast between the
two today was striking. Opeechee’s face was decorated
with paint and colorful feathers were worked into his scalp locks. He was
wearing a bear-claw necklace that gleamed on his bare, bronze chest. Joseph, on
the other hand, wore the plain, belted tunic of the Christian Indians, with
simple leggings and moccasins and no other adornments. 


“I . . . I can’t speak
with you today,” Joseph stammered in a whisper. “I am on the trail of a deer,
and I must go on.” 


“The deer will wait for
you,” Opeechee said mildly. “There’s good feeding
down in that draw.” The warrior’s tone changed and was slightly accusing. “But,
Bold Heart, you did not come out from the camp to talk to me last night as you
promised.” 


“I didn’t promise,” Joseph shot back, still
keeping his voice low. “I come if I can, and . . . I couldn’t last night.” 





“Oh?” Opeechee’s eyebrows went up. “What has happened to your
bold heart? See? I have even given you a new name, in honor of the promising,
bold, young warrior who has been willing to talk with me man to man, in spite
of what others say. Have your teachers in the camp been telling you how wicked
you are to talk to a Mohegan?” His voice had turned scornful. 


“No,” said Joseph
stoutly. “They don’t even know I’ve been talking to you.” 


Opeechee’s eyes narrowed. “You
better not tell them, either. This is just between you and me.” 


Joseph lifted his head.
His father was down in that draw, counting on him. “It isn’t right to deceive
them. I intend to tell my father about our talks this very night.” 


The warror
took a menacing step toward the boy. “If you do,” he threatened, “you’ll pay for
it with your scalp!” 






 



Chapter 9


Broken Trust


 



 



JOSEPH
STIFFENED. “I’m not afraid of you,” he said, straightening his
shoulders and tightening his grip on the musket. 


Opeechee stepped back and eyed
Joseph carefully. Then his face broke into a friendly smile and he held up his
hands peaceably. “I didn’t mean it, Bold Heart. I don’t want your scalp; I’m
your friend. But I don’t see any need for you to tell your father and the
others about our talks. Why don’t you come out of the camp tonight, and we’ll continue
the conversation we started the other night—about the white man’s Bible
and your religion. And besides, I have something I want to give you.” 


Joseph hesitated. Had he
been wrong to promise David that he wouldn’t talk to Opeechee
anymore? What if the man truly did want to know more about the God they
worshiped? On the other hand, now that a guard had been set around the camp at
night, he couldn’t sneak out even if he wanted to. 


“I . . . I can’t come
out anymore,” he said. “There’s a guard all around the camp at night now.” 


Again Opeechee’s eyes narrowed. “That’s something new. Why? What
is it for?” 


Joseph was silent. 


“Speak up, boy! Do they
know I'm in the area?” 


Joseph nodded. 


“How much do they know?
Tell me everything!” 


Reluctantly Joseph explained
that Opeechee and his warriors had been seen by
others, and it was decided that a guard should be posted. 


Opeechee seemed taken aback. He
studied Joseph for several minutes, his eyes never leaving the boy’s face, as
if he were thinking hard. Then his face relaxed. “Well, then I will give you
these now,” he said, reaching over his shoulder and drawing out a beautifully
carved bow and a leather quiver of arrows. “I made these for you and was going
to give them to you tonight, but since that won’t be possible . . .
here—take them.” 





Joseph’s eyes widened in
surprise and pleasure. He had never seen such a beautiful bow. “Why, Opeechee!” he exclaimed, taking the bow and arrows with
awe. “You made these for me? How can I ever thank you—” 


A movement on the path
behind Opeechee caught Joseph’s eye, and he looked
up. His father had come up unnoticed from the other side of the draw. In an
instant, Opeechee turned and disappeared through the
trees. 


“Joseph!” said his
father sternly. “What is the meaning of this!” 


“N-nothing, Father,”
Joseph stammered. “He just sprang up right in front of me and made me stop.” 


“Do you know who he is?”
Shabosh demanded. 


“Yes. Opeechee the Mohegan.” 


“Our enemy! And yet you
stopped to visit with him.” 


“I didn’t want to, Father.
But he wouldn’t let me go on.” 


“Then you should have
turned around and come back to me,” snapped John Shabosh.
He looked at Joseph strangely. “How did you know it was Opeechee
the Mohegan?” 


“Why, I met him at
David’s house the day before we left Tents-of-Peace. And,” Joseph drew a
breath, making good on his decision to be honest with his father, “I saw him
the last time I was hunting, and sometimes when I’ve walked outside the camp.” 


John Shabosh’s
mouth dropped opened in astonishment. “You have seen this man more than once
and have never told me? I can scarcely believe this, Joseph! I thought I could
trust you!” 


Joseph felt miserable.
This wasn’t going like he had hoped it would. He had wanted to tell his father
on his own, not get caught in the act. 


“But Opeechee
said no one from our village liked him or would listen to anything he might
say,” Joseph said defensively. “I’m not sure he’s such a bad man. He asks many
questions about our religion. Why, he might even want to join us someday, if we
don’t treat him badly.” 


Shabosh gave a short, sarcastic
laugh. “So he goes to my son in secret, instead of coming into the camp like a
man and talking to the elders.” He glared at Joseph. “Tell me, how often has he
talked with you? What has he talked to you about?” 


Joseph hesitated. His
father was not in a forgiving mood. He was tempted to keep back part of the
truth. But . . . not mentioning something to his father was one thing; not
answering when asked a direct question was another. So, somewhat defensively,
the whole story gradually came out about the nighttime visits outside the camp,
Opeechee’s tales about a warrior’s life and the
thrills of the hunt, his puzzlement about why the Christian Indians became
farmers (Joseph didn’t use the word “scornful”), and his questions about what
they believed. 


But as he watched his
father’s face, Joseph knew he could hardly have committed a greater sin in his
father’s eyes—not only to talk with an enemy of their people, but to do
it in secret behind his father’s back. 


John Shabosh
seemed to notice the bow and arrows Joseph was holding for the first time.
“What is that?” he demanded. 


“W-why, Opeechee gave them to me,” Joseph stammered. 


“Did he make them for
you?” 


“He said he did.” 


“Throw them away.” 


Joseph was shocked.
“Throw them away! Why? See how fine they are?” 


“No son of mine will
take a bribe from that man,” said John Shabosh
harshly. “Get rid of them—now!” 


Joseph’s emotions were
on the point of boiling over. This was unfair! He had told his father everything
now. He had already decided not to see Opeechee
anymore. What had happened here on the trail wasn’t his fault—the man had
been waiting for him. Why should he throw away a perfectly good bow that was
three times better than the one he had? 


“Now!” demanded his
father. 


With a rush of anger,
Joseph flung the bow and arrows into the bushes. John Shabosh
seemed on the verge of saying something when two of the other hunters ran up to
them. 


“John! Joseph!” they
called out, hot and upset. “Did you run into a band of Mohegan warriors?” 


“Not a band,”
John Shabosh said wryly. “Why? What has happened?” 


Both talking at once,
the two hunters told about how they were gutting a deer they’d shot when they
were suddenly surrounded by a dozen mocking warriors on horseback, who pushed
them aside, slung the deer carcass over the back of one of the horses, and rode
off laughing. 


“To make it even worse,”
one of the hunters spat out bitterly, “I am sure two of the horses were ones
that were stolen from us last Sunday!” 


“We better find the
others,” said John Shabosh, quickly setting out in
the direction where the hunters were going to meet up with the rest of the
caravan. Joseph tagged behind, nursing his own wounded thoughts. 


But when they met up
with the other hunters, they discovered that several others had also been
robbed of their prey by the gang of Mohegan bullies. Of the seven deer taken
that day, they only had three to bring back to the hungry travelers. Everyone
was upset. 


“This is outrageous!”
spouted off James, one of the young men who had been robbed. “I admit it. Back
there I wished I was a heathen again for just one minute—just long enough
to give those troublemakers a taste of this.” He waved his musket meaningfully.



“That’s right!” said
Seth angrily. “Such insults shouldn’t be borne so meekly. It only encourages
them to do worse.” 


“I understand your
anger,” said one of the older men, a grey-haired Seneca who was still fit and
strong. “But what could two have done against a dozen warriors—even if
our Bible didn’t say not to pay back evil for evil?” 


Joseph
noticed that his father was strangely silent. As one of the most respected of
the town elders, John Shabosh was usually able to
calm the hot-blooded young men who found it hard to obey the Moravian teaching
about nonviolence—which encouraged “turning the other cheek” and praying
for their enemies rather than taking revenge against them. But all he said
sharply was, “Come. We must rejoin the others quickly.” 


*
* * * 


“Joseph,” said John Shabosh sternly, “I’m taking the next watch. Get in your
bedroll—and you better still be there when I get back.” 


It was late. The camp
had had a hard time settling down after the hunters returned with their tale
about the Mohegan warriors and the stolen deer. 


“You don’t have to
worry, Father,” Joseph said sullenly. “I told you I had already decided
not to talk to Opeechee anymore.” 


John Shabosh
didn’t answer but strode off past the cluster of small, glowing campfires. He
had misgivings about leaving Joseph alone. How many times had the boy snuck out
of his bedroll to meet with that . . . that heathen? But at the same time, John
wanted to patrol the perimeter of the camp himself. Obviously, Opeechee and his warriors were getting bolder with their
mischief. 


Three of the men kept
watch at the same time, each circling the camp slowly, keeping roughly equal
distances between each other. As John walked the outer edges of the camp, eyes
and ears alert, he saw a familiar short, wiry figure walking within the camp. 


“Father Zeisberger!” he called. “Will you walk with me awhile?” 





“Of course, brother,”
said the Moravian pastor, falling into step with Shabosh.
“What is it? You seem troubled.” 


With great feeling, John
told David Zeisberger what he had discovered about
Joseph that afternoon. Zeisberger listened quietly
until the story was done. 


“I can’t believe the boy
has been so deceitful!” John fumed. “As far as I’m concerned, Joseph will be
grounded to the camp at all times—and that means no more hunts, either.” 


Zeisberger was thoughtful. “I
understand your feeling, brother Shabosh. I suspect
you are right— Opeechee probably was trying to
charm Joseph and lure him away from us. But I don’t think I would be too hard
on the boy. He has told you the whole story now and most likely won’t do it
again. It is a first offense. You can afford to tell him your concern and
disappointment, and then let it go.” 


“Let it go?” said Shabosh vehemently. “It has been going on for some time
without my knowing about it. That can hardly be considered a first offense.” 


“Nonetheless, Joseph has
always been a dutiful son. Now he is rapidly moving into manhood and needs to
be trusted. Too harsh a measure now may do more harm than good.” 


“But, Father Zeisberger, that’s exactly the point! He’s supposed to be moving
into manhood, yet he has already shown poor judgment. How can I trust him now?”



The two men walked
slowly in silence, stopping now and then to listen to the night. Then Zeisberger said, “Brother Shabosh,
let me tell you a story. When I was a lad just about Joseph’s age, my parents
left me in Herrendyk, one of our Moravian colonies in
Saxony, to finish my education while they went as missionaries to Georgia, one
of the new American colonies. I accepted the decision, but it was hard on me.
My teachers were overly strict—to the point of harshness. But I tried my
best to cooperate. 


“Then one day, I was
asked to act as a guide for a visitor who needed someone to show him the way to
the next town. He was a very generous man and gave me a gold coin in thanks for
my service. Now, we were forbidden to take gifts, so I protested and tried to
give it back. But the man would have none of it and left me holding the coin.” 


John Shabosh
frowned in the darkness. What did this story have to do with Joseph? Surely Father
Zeisberger was not comparing his acting as a guide
for a visitor to Joseph’s sneaking out of camp to meet a known enemy! 


“So when I got back to
the school,” Zeisberger continued, “I gave the coin
to the headmaster and told him where I had gotten it. But the headmaster
couldn’t believe that someone would tip a mere boy with something so valuable
as a gold coin! So he accused me of lying, insisting that I must have stolen
it. And I got a whipping, not only for stealing, but for lying about it.” 


An owl hooted somewhere
in the forest. The men stopped and listened a moment, then slowly continued
around the camp. 


“I was so resentful at
being treated so unfairly, that my boyish heart—which basically wanted to
do good—rebelled. In fact, I was so angry that I ran away. Only God knows
what dangers I barely escaped in my rebellious frame of mind. In the end, I had
nowhere to go, so I talked General Oglethorpe into taking me on his ship to
join my parents here in America. And thus I was rescued from making a terrible
mistake.” 


John Shabosh
considered. “Father Zeisberger, are you telling me
not to discipline my son?” 


“No, my friend,” said
the slight man walking beside him. “I only caution you against treating him too
harshly. Give him another chance to prove himself.” 


“Not while that Mohegan
is creeping around the camp!” Shabosh said fiercely.
Didn’t Pastor Zeisberger understand that his son
had very nearly become this man’s victim? “I can’t take that chance. I have
decided: Joseph will be confined to the camp at all times until we reach the
Muskingum!” 






 



Chapter 10 


The Raspberry Patch 


 



 



JOSEPH’S FACE DIDN’T EVEN FLINCH when his father told
him he was grounded to the camp until the end of the journey. But inside he was
seething. It’s not fair! he thought angrily. Even when I tell my
father the truth—look how he treats me! Not go hunting at all? It’s too
much! 


Although no one else
said anything about the incident to Joseph, he wondered how many people knew
about it and were talking about him behind his back. They probably thought he
was the worst person in the world to talk to Opeechee!
Well, he wasn’t going to talk about it—and he wasn’t going to be a
crybaby, either. A warrior took his punishment like a man. 


Determined not to let
his feelings show, Joseph became sullen and withdrawn. He did everything his
father asked—exactly—but suppers around their evening campfire were
silent and strained. 


The days now seemed long
and tedious. Instead of enjoying the jovial banter among the other boys who
helped herd the goats and cattle along the trail, Joseph kept to himself as
much as possible. He thought the other boys gave him strange looks, but he
didn’t care. From time to time he saw John Myers or James or Seth or Abel
carrying David in their arms or on their backs, but he avoided going within
calling distance. He didn’t want to talk to David— not now. 


But
in spite of the guard posted around the camp each night, things seemed to turn
up missing: several muskets, sacks of grain, pelts and skins for
trading—and two more packhorses. The thefts made Joseph feel guilty and
miserable. If Opeechee and his Mohegan warriors were
responsible—and everyone assumed they were—maybe his father and
others were also blaming him. 


*
* * * 


David rested in the
curve of John Myers’ strong arms as John carefully picked his way across a
little creek. “Are you sure you are eating like you should?” John scolded. “You
feel lighter each time I carry you.” 


“I try,” David said
simply. It was hard to explain how much effort even eating took these days. But
he was feeling a spark of excitement. June had become July, and the
trail—if you could call it a trail— seemed to be heading downward
on the western side of the Allegheny Mountains, and Father Zeisberger
said they were about halfway to their new home in Ohio. 


“I wonder what our new
home will be like,” David murmured, and then straightened suddenly. “Oh, look,
John—there’s Joseph! Will you holler to him? I know my voice won’t carry
that far, and I haven’t seen him in days!” 


They had caught sight of
Joseph through the trees as he drove a stray cow back to its place in the herd.
“Hello, Joseph!” John called. “Joseph! Wait a moment!” 


It seemed to them as if
Joseph glanced over his shoulder, but then he hurried forward a little faster. 


“Oh,” David said,
disappointed. “Maybe he’s busy and can’t talk now.” 


“Huh!” John muttered.
“Maybe. But I think something is troubling Joseph. I have never seen him so
moody and sour. Do you know what is wrong, David?” 


David shook his head.
“No. He hasn’t talked to me for days—not since he went hunting. But when
he left that morning, he was very cheerful and eager to do the right thing.”
David hesitated to say anything more. He didn’t know how much John Myers knew
about Opeechee. But the other hunters had all come
back talking about a thieving band of Mohegan warriors . . . was that somehow
related to Joseph’s bad mood? 


“Never mind,” said John,
trying to change the subject. “You were wondering what our new home is like,
weren’t you? Well, here’s the man who can tell you. Good day, Father Zeisberger! We have a question for you.” 


Father Zeisberger was striding along with the help of a walking
stick, carrying a bundle on his back, but he smiled when he saw John and David.
“Well, now,” he said when he heard David’s question, “what if I carry David for
a mile or two and you take my bundle, John? You are certainly getting the
heavier end of the bargain,” he laughed as the strong young man took the heavy
bundle. The bundle was part of the supplies that now had to be carried on men’s
shoulders since the recent loss of two more packhorses. 


“So you’re thinking
about our new home in the Ohio, are you?” Zeisberger
said to the boy who was laid gently across his back. “Ah, David, I don’t think
I will ever see anything as beautiful until we get to heaven.” 


“Really, Father Zeisberger?” said David breathlessly. “Oh, tell me!” 


“Well, the five families
who have gone before us have settled in a beautiful valley nearly eighty miles
long along the Muskingum River. The hills that slope down toward the river are
covered with all kinds of trees—oak and hickory, ash and chestnut and
maple—so thick and full that very little underbrush grows beneath them.
But down in the river bottom itself—oh! You’ve never seen such magnificent
trees! Walnut trees, bush cedars, horsechestnuts, honeylocusts, and laurel bushes with their fragrant
flowers. But the most magnificent of all are the elms and the giant sycamores,
with massive trunks that make your eyes pop out to look at them.” 


David laughed, trying to
imagine it. 





“But that’s not all,
David. There are birch trees with sturdy bark to make canoes, and the woods are
full of game for food. And the berries! Why, the few short weeks I was there in
the spring, I saw strawberries, blackberries, raspberries, gooseberries, black
currants, and cranberries starting to bloom—though they will be long gone
by the time we get there this summer. But the most amazing thing about the
valley is a beautiful, clear spring, which feeds a river and a lake.” 


“A beautiful spring,”
David murmured thoughtfully. “That would make a good name for our new town:
Beautiful Spring.” 


Father Zeisberger laughed. “Why, so it would! You can suggest it
to the town council when we get there.” 


David was quiet for
several minutes, trying to imagine everything that Father Zeisberger
had described. But he was distracted by the memory of Joseph hurrying away from
them, even though David was sure his friend had heard John Myers call out to
him. 


“Father Zeisberger,” he said abruptly, “Joseph has not spoken to me
for many days. Do you know what is wrong?” 


“Mmm.
I think I do,” said Father Zeisberger. “But maybe he
should tell you himself. He very much needs a friend right now.” 


“I would go to him if I
could!” David exclaimed. “But I can’t make him come to me.” 


David
could feel his pastor friend shrug slightly. “Maybe not,” Zeisberger
agreed, “but maybe God will show you a way.” 


*
* * * 


Joseph felt badly for
pretending not to hear John Myers call his name. He knew it was David wanting
to talk to him. It was just that he didn’t feel like talking to anyone at that
point, not even David. David had a way of seeing through him, and Joseph wasn’t
at all sure he wanted David to see the boiling pot of ugly thoughts and
feelings he had inside. 


Still, David was his
best friend. He didn’t deserve to be shunned the way Joseph had been avoiding
him. Maybe he would think of some pretense to drop by and see David—just
for a quick minute. 


His chance came after
evening worship. He noticed that Anna Heckstein had
set up her shelter and campsite near the main campfire. As Joseph’s father
stood talking to some of the other town elders, Joseph casually walked over to
where David was propped against their bundles of clothing and food. 





“Hi, David,” he said.
“How are you doing?” But even as the words came out of his mouth, he was
shocked to see how thin and weak David looked. His eyes looked large and
sunken; his cheekbones stood out in his thin face. 


But the younger boy’s
face lit up with pleasure. “Joseph! I’m glad to see you. You haven’t told me
about your last hunt, and I’m so eager to hear about it.” 


Not likely, Joseph thought wryly.
“Uh, sorry, David. I can’t now. My father—” 


“Oh, Joseph, good!” Anna
Heckstein interrupted just then, appearing from
within the little lean-to shelter. “I need to go see Martha Hochberg—she
is going to take some tangles out of my hair. But I didn’t want to leave David
alone. Could you stay with him until I get back?” 


Joseph felt trapped. He
looked toward the main campfire where his father was still talking. “Uh, well,
I guess so,” he said. 


“Wonderful!” Anna
beamed, grabbing a shell comb and bustling away, her black, unbraided hair
flying out behind her. 


The moment his mother
was gone, David reached out a slender hand and pulled Joseph down beside him.
“Joseph, tell me about the hunt. Something went wrong—I know it.” 


And before he knew what
was happening, Joseph found himself telling David the whole, sorry mess—
about his decision not to go meet Opeechee anymore,
but Opeechee stopping him on the trail and giving him
the gift of the beautiful bow and arrows, then being caught by his father and
forced to throw the bow and arrows away. And even after Joseph willingly told
him the whole story, his father was treating him harshly. He’d been forbidden
to go hunting anymore—in fact, he couldn’t leave the camp at all for any
reason. 


“Oh, Joseph,” said David
with genuine sorrow in his voice. “I am so sorry. No wonder you feel
miserable.” 


David’s words felt like
a gentle massage on a sore muscle to Joseph’s wounded spirit. “I tried to do
the right thing, David—honestly I did, just like I told you before I left
for the hunt. But look where it got me,” he said bitterly. “Everyone probably
thinks I’m terribly wicked for talking to Opeechee—especially
my father.” 


“I don’t think
‘everyone’ does,” David chided gently. “I didn’t even hear what had happened,
and neither did John Myers—and he was on the hunt! As for your father . .
. did you tell him you were sorry, Joseph, and ask him to forgive you?” 


Joseph felt himself
tighten up inside. “A lot of good that would do!” he snorted. “I told him the
truth, and he punished me. He blamed me for talking to Opeechee
on the path—and it wasn’t my fault! Besides, I still don’t see what harm
there was in it.” 


“Oh, but, Joseph, the
man was doing you great harm. He was making you feel rebellious and
discontent.” 


Joseph rolled his eyes
in disgust. “It’s not Opeechee who’s making me feel
bad. I told father the truth and that I wouldn’t see Opeechee
anymore. That should be enough.” 


“Well then,” David
persisted, “at least tell Jesus you are sorry, and let Him forgive you.” 


Joseph shook his head.
“It’s just too hard trying to be good, David. I’m not like you. It seems that
no matter what I do—” 


“Joseph? Joseph! Where
are you!” It was John Shabosh’s voice calling sternly
from the direction of the campfire. 


“See?” Joseph said
sarcastically. “I can’t be out of his sight for ten minutes without getting
yelled at. Why does he think he has to watch me like an eagle?” 


“At least you have a
father,” David said quietly. “Doesn’t Scripture say that a father who loves his
son will discipline him? He must love you, Joseph— even if it doesn’t
feel that way right now.” 


“What do you know about
it, David?” Joseph hissed unkindly. Anna was coming back, so he scrambled to
his feet. “You never do anything wrong that needs to be punished. Maybe I’d be
a lot better off if I had a mother like you do, who just loved me— no
matter what. Maybe I’d be more like you.” 


As
Joseph stalked off to answer his father’s call, he quickly brushed away the hot
tears that threatened to give away the loneliness and misery he was feeling. 


*
* * * 


The next day, Joseph was
miserable. He had treated David badly again—his best friend in the whole
world. In fact, maybe his only friend. He would just have to tell David he was
sorry—make it up to him, somehow. 


Just before the noon
stop, as the boys slowly drove the herd of cattle and goats through a shady
ravine, Joseph spied a raspberry bush, still thick with ripe berries.
“Amazing!” Joseph said, taking off his straw hat and quickly plucking the ruby
red fruit. It was past the season for raspberries, but this bush was tucked
into a moist, shady ravine and had escaped the withering effects of the July
sun. He popped several of the juicy berries into his mouth, and then had an
idea. 


He’d take the
raspberries to David. Now that would make a good peace offering! 


Within a short time, the
call went out to break for the noon meal. On his way back to get his midday
ration of dried venison and cornbread, Joseph looked for David and found him
propped against a tree. Anna was trying to coax him to eat the soft mush she
had prepared for him. 


“David, look!” Joseph
said excitedly. “I found these raspberries for you!” 


Immediately, David
looked more interested. He took Joseph’s hat and slowly put the berries one at
a time into his mouth, grinning with delight at the sweet, cool fruit. 


“Bless you, Joseph,”
said Anna, looking relieved. “Where in the world did you find these so late in
the season?” 


“Would you like some
more?” Joseph asked. “Why, I found them just a little way back on the trail,
down in that ravine we crossed. There were still lots on the bush. It would
only take a few minutes to get some more.” 


Without waiting for a
reply, Joseph dashed off, threading his way through the tired travelers,
sitting here and there along the trail on fallen logs or beds of moss. As he
passed the packhorses bringing up the rear of the column, nosing the forest
floor for bits of edible grass, he realized the ravine might be a ten minute
jog beyond them, a little farther than he thought. He picked up his speed. 


But just as the
packhorses were disappearing from sight, he heard his name yelled out. “Joseph Shabosh!” his father’s voice thundered. “Where do you think
you’re going? How dare you leave this camp!” 






 



Chapter 11 


Crossing the River 


 



 



Stopping in his tracks,
Joseph slowly turned around and faced his father, who was coming toward him
with long, angry strides. 


“Well?” John Shabosh demanded. “Explain yourself, young man.” 


Joseph drew a long
breath, trying to control the shaking feeling he had inside. In his eagerness
to do a kindness for David, he had momentarily forgotten he was grounded to the
camp. But he was angry that his father should be so suspicious before even
hearing what his errand was.





“I am just going to get
some raspberries for David,” he said evenly, trying to keep his voice from
quivering. 


“Raspberries!” scoffed Shabosh. “A likely story. Why, the season for raspberries
was over almost two weeks ago. Can’t I trust you at all, Joseph?” 


Joseph stared defiantly
at his father. “I am telling you the truth, Father. What else can I say?” 


John Shabosh
looked long and hard at his son, a mixture of frustration and anger twitching
his face. Finally he said, “Go back to the camp—right now.” 


Joseph pushed past his
father and walked quickly back toward the long line of travelers resting along
the trail. He passed David without a word, his face hard and set. He knew his
father was right behind him, and he didn’t stop until he had once again taken
his place at the head of the line with the other herders. 


As he leaned against a
tree to catch his breath, Joseph realized he hadn’t gotten anything to eat for
himself. Well, it didn’t matter. He couldn’t eat now, anyway; he was too upset.



Soon the call went up
and down the line to move on. Out of the corner of his eye, Joseph saw his
father had taken his place near the front of the column, where he could keep an
eye on him. 


Joseph whacked the rear
cow with his stick. “Geeyup!” he snarled at the
animal. I can’t take this anymore! he thought angrily, prodding the cow
to keep up with the rest of the herd. I can’t even go out 


of the camp to pick raspberries for David! I
tell my father the truth, and he won’t believe me. It’s . . . it’s too
humiliating—and I won’t put up with it anymore! I’ll run away. I’ll find Opeechee—he’ll take me in. If he is a bad man, I
don’t care. At least he respects me and treats me like a man. 


Joseph’s
lips set in a determined line. 


*
* * * 


“Mother,” David
whispered through dry lips later that evening, “I’m not feeling too well, but .
. . I need to see Joseph. Will you please find him and ask if he will come to
see me?” 


All afternoon, David had
been worrying about Joseph. He had seen Joseph come back with John Shabosh at his heels only moments after he had left to get
the raspberries, and David guessed what had happened. He almost felt too weak
and exhausted tonight to talk to anyone, but—he had to talk to
Joseph. He didn’t want his friend to be in trouble on his account. And the look
on Joseph’s face had made him afraid. 


Anna came back with a
reluctant Joseph beside her. “He’s a little tired tonight, Joseph,” she said,
giving David an anxious look. “But you always cheer him up. He’ll be better
tomorrow; I’m sure of it.” She moved away, leaving the two boys alone by the
little campfire. 


Joseph sat down beside
David, avoiding his eyes. “You don’t seem well tonight, David,” he said. “Will
you really be better tomorrow?” 


“I don’t know, Joseph,”
David whispered. “Sometimes I think I will see heaven before we reach the
beautiful spring.” He saw the startled look in Joseph’s eyes. “But that’s not
why I asked you to come. You got in trouble today on my account, didn’t you?” 


The angry, wounded look
returned to Joseph’s face. “It’s not your fault. I told my father where I was
going, but he refused to believe me.” 


“But, Joseph, all you
had to do was bring him back here and I would have told him that your story was
true.” 


Joseph’s jaw clenched.
“No. He should believe me—not just because you say so. I
shouldn’t have to prove it every time.” 


“But, Joseph,” David
said sadly, “you said yourself you haven’t asked for his forgiveness for
deceiving him and sneaking away to see Opeechee.
Until you do that, you will have to prove it every time.” 


Joseph glowered. “Why?
What makes you so wise?” 


A faint smile touched
David’s lips. “I’m not so wise. It’s just that—well, isn’t it the same as
what happens when a person becomes a Christian? No matter how good we are, we
can’t be good enough to earn eternal life. It’s only by admitting our sins and
asking Jesus to forgive us that we become children of God.” 


Again Joseph shook his
head. “It doesn’t seem fair. Yes, I did something wrong. But I did tell my
father about it, and I have obeyed him in everything since then. But he
continues to treat me as if I am being terribly wicked. No, I won’t grovel. I
have my pride.” 


David bit his lip,
trying not to cry out with the pain that was creeping up his back from his
hips. The little campfire cast flickering shadows on Joseph’s grim, unhappy
face. 


“Oh, Joseph,” he finally
managed to say, “Jesus can’t live in your heart as long as your pride is ruling
it. I will pray for you, that you will find the courage to ask your father to
forgive you.” 


“Why don’t you pray that
my father will ask me for forgiveness?” Joseph snapped. He got to his
feet. “No, on second thought, don’t bother to pray at all. It won’t do any
good—and it won’t be necessary, either.” 


David
watched painfully as Joseph stalked away. His eyes burned with dry tears. What
did Joseph mean, “It won’t be necessary”? But deep in his heart he knew: Joseph
was going to run away. 


*
* * * 


Another musket was gone
in the morning. When Joseph heard about it, he smiled to himself. Good. That
meant Opeechee and his warriors were still close by. 


Tonight.
He would go tonight. 


* * * * 


About midmorning, two of
the scouts who had been sent ahead came running back with the news: “River up
ahead! We will have to scout out a shallow place to ford it—if we can.” 


Excitement rippled up
and down the line. This must be the Allegheny River—but could they find a
place shallow enough to get everyone across without canoes? 


The long line of
travelers walked south along the east bank of the river as scouts went ahead
trying to find a place to go across. The July sun was hot and blinding without
the shade of the forest to protect them. When the call went out to stop for the
midday meal, the boys and girls eagerly took to the shallows of the river,
splashing and swimming with great glee—all except Joseph, who stood off
by himself, watching. 


John Myers had been
carrying David that morning and found a shady spot to set him down where the
boy could watch the other children at play. Sitting beside David, the young man
nodded his head toward Joseph. “It seems to me Joseph has changed,” he said
sadly. “Why, just a few weeks ago he was full of zest—excited about the
journey, eager to practice his hunting skills, friendly and outgoing. Now . . .
it’s like he has become a different person! I tried to ask what was troubling
him, but he just turned away.” 


John’s words seemed
faint and far away. With an effort, David roused himself and said, “Don’t give
up on him, John. Please be a friend and brother to him when I am gone.” 


John Myers turned and
looked sharply at David. “What do you mean?” 


David’s eyelids closed
with weariness, and there was a long silence. But then he opened them and gazed
peacefully at the broad river sparkling in the sunshine. “I just think I will
be crossing that other river very soon,” he said softly. 


John’s forehead knit
into a frown—but just then a shout was heard and was passed up and down
the riverbank where the travelers were resting and eating. There was a shallow
place just around the next bend! 


The next few hours were
spent cutting down saplings and lashing them together to make rafts to carry
the oldest and youngest persons across the river, along with most of the
supplies. The livestock were swum across, the deepest place being only about
five feet deep at this point in the river. Most of the men made several trips
back and forth, guiding the rafts to a safe landing place, riding children on
their shoulders, or assisting others so that the strong current wouldn’t sweep
anyone downstream. 


John Myers carried David
across the river, laid him on a sunny, grassy spot to dry out, then went back
to assist Anna Heckstein. The cold, rushing river had
wakened David from the stupor he’d been feeling for several days. He kept his
eyes on the river, teeming with squealing children, bawling cows, and bleating
goats. 





Then he saw Joseph,
chest deep in the water, his face contorted as he yelled and waved his arms,
driving the cattle toward the other bank. 


He
looked very alone. 


*
* * * 


David wasn’t the only
one watching Joseph. John Shabosh’s heart was heavy
as he watched his son do a man’s work driving the cattle across the river,
helping drag the rafts ashore, spreading out the supplies in the sun to dry from
their soaking. The boy was working like a crazy man, as if trying to do it all
by himself. 


But Joseph had not
spoken to him since the previous day when he’d caught him leaving the camp,
except to say, “Yes, sir” or “No, sir.” 


As the whole company
dried out on the west side of the river, John Shabosh
went looking for Zeisberger. 


“Father Zeisberger,” he said urgently, “I must speak to you.” 


Father Zeisberger had been checking to make sure everyone was
accounted for. Passing on the census job to Brother Heckewelder,
the wiry Moravian pastor drew aside with the distraught father. 


“Father Zeisberger,” John Shabosh said,
worry lines etched deep in his forehead, “I don’t know what to do about Joseph.
I am at my wits end! He . . . he grows more sullen and distant each day. He is
outwardly obedient, but . . . it’s like a great wall is between us, and I can’t
reach him. And then yesterday I caught him leaving the camp when we paused for
our midday meal!” 


Shabosh briefly explained the
encounter. 


Zeisberger rubbed his chin
thoughtfully. “And you do not think he was telling the truth?” 


Joseph’s father shook
his head. “Not at first. It sounded like an excuse—and I thought he was
going out to meet that thieving Mohegan. But, then,” the man looked
embarrassed, “I quietly asked Anna Heckstein if
Joseph had promised David some raspberries . . . and it seems he had found a
bush still bearing berries down in a shady ravine.” 


A small smile played at Zeisberger’s mouth. “So he was telling the truth.” 


“Yes,” said Shabosh defensively, “but that isn’t the point, is it? He
was still leaving without permission.” 


“Yes. But I suspect in
his youthful eagerness to do a kindness for a sick friend, he forgot his
situation. Do you think he was trying to defy you?” 


“No.” John Shabosh stood quietly. The sounds of the rest of the camp
along the bank went unnoticed. “Now I wish I had not acted so harshly toward
him. But . . . even though he told me what happened with Opeechee,
he did not seem truly repentant! I thought I could force him to see his error.”



“Brother Shabosh,” said Zeisberger gently,
“we might force a behavior, but we cannot force an attitude of spirit. But it
is not too late. Tell your son that he has been punished enough, and let him
have his liberty once more. In fact, our food supply is low again, and I was
going to organize a hunt in the next day or two. Why don’t you let Joseph go
with you?” 


“Go on a hunt?” John Shabosh looked dubious, remembering what had happened on
the last, ill-fated hunt. “I’m not sure about that—” 


“Well, think about it,
my friend,” Zeisberger said, clapping him warmly on
the shoulder. “You have raised a fine son. Reach out to him; give him another
chance to earn your trust.” 


John Shabosh
watched as Father Zeisberger strode back to the main
company. How he longed to have the same, close relationship he had enjoyed with
Joseph all these years since the boy’s mother died! Maybe he would do as the
pastor suggested. He would tell Joseph that he had suffered his punishment long
enough and that he had changed his mind: Joseph could go with him on the next
hunt after all. Yes, he decided, he would tell him tomorrow. 


What John Shabosh didn’t know was that Joseph was planning to run
away that very night. 






 



Chapter 12 


Crossing the Other River



 



 



From his resting place on the
grassy bank, David watched as Father Zeisberger came
walking back from his conference with Joseph’s father. “We still have several
hours of daylight,” Father Zeisberger called out.
“Let’s continue along the river a ways before making camp. The march will help
everything dry out faster.” 





The company cheerfully
picked up their packs, prodded the herds of cattle and goats, and set out once
more in the warm July afternoon. John Myers stopped by and said, “Let me carry
you again, David.” 


David tried to answer
and was caught in a coughing fit. When it was over, to John’s surprise, he said
hoarsely, “No, thank you, John. I’d like my mother to carry me this afternoon.”



Even Anna was surprised.
David was usually so quick to accept offers that would give his mother a rest
from having to carry him. But she gladly put on the woven basket, and, with
John’s help, David was soon settled on her back. 


They had walked a half
mile or so in mutual silence when David whispered over her shoulder, “Mother,
would you be very lonely if I left you to go be with my Father in heaven?” 


“Whatever are you
saying, David?” his mother said, alarmed. 


“Because . . . the time
has come,” whispered David. “I think Jesus is calling me. Please don’t grieve
for me, Mother—” His whispers were interrupted by another coughing fit.
Then, “I’m glad we started on this journey together. But you will have . . . to
finish it without me, I think. Because I have another journey—” 


“Father Zeisberger!” Anna cried out. “Father Zeisberger!
Come help me—quickly!” 


Father Zeisberger heard her anxious cry and came running. Several
other concerned families noticed what was happening and gathered around. 


David looked at the
pastor with bright, burning eyes, and in the look that passed between them,
David knew that Father Zeisberger understood. It was
time to say goodbye. 


The Moravian pastor
carefully lifted David from the basket on his mother’s back and, holding the
boy gently in his arms, sat down on a mossy log at the side of the trail. Seeing
the faraway look on David’s face, Anna seemed frozen with fear, and Martha
Hochberg quickly wound her arms around her friend and held her in a close
embrace. 


Word quickly went up and
down the line to halt—young David Heckstein was
dying. John Myers pushed his way into the quiet little circle and stood, mute
and distressed, watching his young friend in the pastor’s arms. 


“Are you ready for this
part of your journey, David?” Zeisberger asked
gently. 


David kept his eyes on
the pastor’s face. “Yes,” he whispered, “except I never did find out what work
God had for me to do.” He paused, each word an effort. “But it doesn’t matter.
I have learned to say, ‘Not my will, but Yours be done.’ ” 


Unbidden, tears began to
fall down Father Zeisberger’s cheeks, but he smiled
at the boy in his arms. 


“But, Father Zeisberger, I do have one more wish,” David said suddenly.
“I want to be baptized. You see . . . I was hoping to be baptized when we
crossed into the Promised Land. But now . . . I know I will not be finishing
the journey with you.” He fastened Father Zeisberger
with his large, bright eyes. “Could you baptize me now?” 


With a glad smile,
Father Zeisberger rose to his feet with the boy in
his arms. He whispered a word to John Myers, who took Anna by the arm, and as
the whole company gathered at the riverbank in wordless wonder, the four of
them—Father Zeisberger, David, Anna, and John
Myers—waded into the water. 


Turning around to face
the congregation of Christian Indians, miles from their home in the Pennsylvania
wilderness, Father Zeisberger spoke loudly and
clearly. “David Heckstein, on your profession of
faith in Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior, I baptize you in the name of the
Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. Amen.” 


The congregation on the
bank chorused a loud “Amen.” Then Father Zeisberger
and Anna Heck-stein together lowered David into the water and brought him up
again. With water streaming from his face, David’s face broke into a wonderful
smile. 


As the foursome came up
out of the river, a bed was quickly made from some soft moss covered with a
blanket. Everyone understood now that they would not be moving until David
crossed that “other” river. But as he was laid on the makeshift bed, David’s
eyes searched the concerned faces of the men, women, and children all gathered
around. 


“Where’s
Joseph?” he asked. 


*
* * * 


When John Myers found
him, Joseph was sitting by himself at the far edge of the gathering, his head
down on his arms, his knuckles white with the battle going on within himself.
He knew why the march had been halted. He saw David being taken into the water
and baptized. But he didn’t have the courage to go to him. Oh, how he regretted
the last words he had had with his friend! Don’t bother to pray for
me— it won’t do any good at all. . . . 


“He is asking for you,”
John Myers said quietly. 


Mutely, Joseph rose to
his feet and followed John back to the little space that had been made around
David’s bed. Why did David keep reaching out to him, when he, Joseph, kept
pushing him away? Now he was dying . . . dying! He was going to lose David, the
best friend a boy could ever have. Well, he didn’t deserve David’s friendship!
Here he was, making plans for running away tonight, running away when David . .
. David . . . 


Numbly, Joseph knelt down
beside the mossy bed. The next thing he knew, David had reached out with his
thin arms and had thrown them around Joseph’s neck, pulling his face close to
his own. 





“Joseph,” he heard David
whisper in his ear, so quiet, so low, no one else could hear, “Joseph, promise
me . . . please promise me that you will not leave our people.” The
voice was hoarse, halting. “I can only go to my Father in heaven in peace if I
know you will be safe here among our people who love Jesus.” 


Joseph pulled back. Oh,
David! he thought. Can you always read my heart? What you ask is so
hard! I was ready to go tonight! 


David kept his eyes on
Joseph’s face. 


His mouth formed the
almost-silent words. “Promise me!” 


Joseph buried his face
in his hands. He felt David’s hands still clinging to his tunic. David, whose
poor, weak body kept him from all the pleasures Joseph craved—the freedom
to come and go at will, the thrill of the hunt, the excitement of the warrior’s
life—and yet, David was happy. Why? 


Joseph knew why. Because
David believed that God loved him. He accepted the physical limits God had
given him and embraced the love behind them. Could Joseph—? Did he
dare—? 


Joseph raised his head.
David was still looking at him, his eyes huge and deep. And suddenly, the fight
drained out of Joseph’s body. Almost shaking with the sudden release of the
anger that had been his constant companion for so many days, Joseph took
David’s thin hands in his own. 


“I promise,” he
whispered back. And more, he added to himself. I will do as you asked
earlier. I will ask my father for forgiveness. 


The crowd around the two
friends was hushed. A breeze rustled the leaves of the trees; birds fluttered
and trilled to one another. 


Then David’s voice came
clear and strong: “My heavenly Father is calling me . . . I must go. Joseph,
you said you wished you had a mother. See? I’ll give you mine.” The dying boy’s
eyes searched until he found Anna’s face. He smiled up at her. “Mother, let
Joseph be your son in my place.” 


Tears ran down Anna’s
cheeks—and Joseph’s, too. And he didn’t care who saw them. Like David, he
would never cry about pain or hardship, but kindness and tenderness touched him
in the deepest places of his heart. 


But
through his tears, Joseph saw that David’s eyes were closed. David had crossed
that other river. 


*
* * * 


All night long, Anna sat
by her dead boy’s body. She would not sleep. Off to the side, keeping vigil
with her, sat Father Zeisberger, John Myers, and
Joseph. 


As the midnight hour
passed, Joseph realized what the choice was that he was making. This was the
hour he had planned to be going back the way they had come, back across the
river, back to Opeechee. 


What was it that David
often whispered to himself? he thought. “Not my will, but Yours be done.” 


The next morning, they
buried David in the same spot along the trail. John Myers made a simple wooden
cross and drove it into the ground as a headstone. Father Zeisberger
read a passage from Revelation about the apostle John’s vision of heaven: “. .
. And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be no more
death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there be any more pain: for
the former things are passed away.” 


No more pain for David. 


After they had sung a
hymn, the congregation took up their packs and walking sticks and set out on
the trail once more. But Joseph had something important he had to do. 


“Father!” he called.
“Father! May I walk with you a moment?” 


John Shabosh
nodded and seemed about to say something, but Joseph quickly said, “No, Father,
let me speak.” He took a deep breath. “I have behaved very badly, and . . . and
I want to ask your forgiveness.” And this time, Joseph emptied his
heart—not just about what he had done, but about his fascination with Opeechee’s tales and the warrior’s way of life, and the
discontent it had created in his heart. He admitted the bitterness he had in
his heart when his father grounded him to the camp, and his temptation to go
away with the Mohegans. In fact, if David had not
stopped him, even now he would be gone. 


Joseph swallowed.
“Father, I will now gladly accept whatever punishment you wish to give me, for
I have been more wicked than you knew. But I am sorry. Can you ever forgive
me?” 


To Joseph’s surprise,
his father said nothing but simply took Joseph in his arms and gave him a
strong, fierce hug. Father and son stood like that beside the trail as the
company passed by. 


Finally, John Shabosh found his voice. “Joseph,” he said huskily, “there
will be no more punishment. You have come home. I forgive you—fully. In
fact, Father Zeisberger told me yesterday that
another hunt is being organized in the next day or two. I want you to come with
me.” 


Unknown to them, Father Zeisberger had come upon the pair. With a wide smile on his
face, the Moravian pastor put an arm around both father and son, and walking on
together he said, “I think the Father in heaven took David home because the
work He gave David to do was done.” 






 



Chapter 13 


Epilogue 


 



 



Weeks later, the
Christian Indians finally arrived in the valley along the Muskingum River in
Ohio. There they celebrated their first communion in their new meeting house on
August 23, 1772. They named their new village Wilhik-Tupeek
(or Schoenbrunn in German), meaning “Beautiful
Spring.” 


During the next ten
years, they lived peacefully among the Delaware nation, winning many new
converts and establishing other villages. The Christian Indians (sometimes
called “the Moravian Indians”) were admired by both Indians and whites alike
for their hard work and prosperity, their cleanliness and order, their honesty
and fairness toward others. 


True to his promise,
young Joseph Shabosh became a faithful disciple and
assistant to David Zeisberger. He knew the
temptations of the “old life,” and so had a great influence among the young
people. 


In the meantime, the
American colonists declared their independence from Britain in 1776. Within a
few years, the American Revolutionary War caught up to these Christian Indians
who only wished to live in peace with both Indians and whites. The British,
however, tried to stir up the Indian tribes against the American settlers. When
Zeisberger used his influence to keep the Delaware
nation from being dragged into the war, the British were furious. In 1781, the
missionaries were taken prisoner to Detroit (though they were later released),
and the rest of the Christian Indians were forced to move farther west to the
Sandusky River, where they immediately established a village they called
Captives Town. 


After a hard winter and
on the verge of starvation, some of the Christian Indians returned to the
Muskingum River valley to gather their abandoned harvest. Unknown to them, an
Indian war party had recently massacred a white settler and his wife and
children. Angry whites thought the murderers had hidden in the Christian Indian
villages. 


Just as the refugee
Christian Indians finished gathering their corn which still lay in the fields
along the Muskingum, a band of about 150 white militiamen rounded them up and
massacred the unarmed Indians—men, women, and children alike. In all,
ninety persons were killed on March 8, 1782. 


Joseph Shabosh and John Myers were among the martyrs. 






 



More About David Zeisberger 


The
Beginnings of the Moravian Church 


In 1400, John Hus, a
Roman Catholic priest, called for ethical reform of the mother church, but he
was burned at the stake in 1415 for heresy. His followers, realizing that
reform within the church was not going to happen, decided to form a new church
along New Testament lines. This was the start of the Unitas
Fratum, the United Brethren, which later came to
be known as the Moravian Church. Along with other “protestants,” they were
severely persecuted and scattered. But a “hidden seed” of Brethren continued in
Moravia under the care of Bishop John Comenius in the 1600s. 


In the early 1700s,
Count Nicholas von Zinzendorf had visions of forming a Christian community at Berthelsdorf, his estate near Dresden in Saxony
(present-day Germany). Then one day, a lone Moravian brother named Christian
David showed up at his door in Dresden. He had heard that the young count might
allow oppressed Moravians refuge on his land. Zinzendorf agreed, and in 1722,
the first group of ten Moravians arrived at Berthelsdorf.



The settlement on
Zinzendorf’s estate was named Herrnhut, meaning
“under the Lord’s watch.” Zinzendorf assisted in the building of a school, a
print shop, a linen-weaving shop, and a potter’s shop. By 1726, the numbers had
swelled to three hundred. 


The
vision at Herrnhut was not simply to establish
Christian communities, but to train believers to spread the Gospel, especially
to oppressed peoples. The first two missionaries were sent to the black slaves
of the West Indies in 1732. When Zinzendorf died in 1760, 226 missionaries had
been sent all over the world. No other church has equaled the Moravian Brethren
in commitment to missions. They succeeded where others failed because they
represented only the Gospel and not the interests of any government. They
refused to use violence, even in their own defense, and remained neutral in
wartime—often at risk to their their lives. 


David Zeisberger,
Missionary to the Indians 


In 1726, David and
Rosina Zeisberger fled from Moravia in search of
religious liberty and joined hundreds of others at Herrnhut,
the Moravian refuge on the estate of Count Zinzendorf near Dresden. 


Their son, David, was only five years old. Ten
years later, the Zeisbergers joined a small band
heading for the colony of Georgia to help establish a Moravian mission in North
America. Fifteen-year-old David was left behind in order to continue his
education. 


But the discipline of
his schoolmasters was overly strict, and, feeling unjustly punished for
something he did not do, David ran away to follow his parents to Georgia. He
thrived in the hardships of American pioneer life. Peter Boehler,
pastor of the Moravians in Georgia, took David under his wing and discipled him. 


A few years later, a
small band of Moravians— including young David Zeisberger—moved
north to establish another settlement in Pennsylvania, which they called
Bethlehem (and which later became the headquarters for the Moravian Church in
America). David had a gift for languages and was given an opportunity to return
to Europe. But, he told Boehler, he only wanted to be
“truly converted to Christ and to serve Him in this country.” 


Bethlehem became the
center of missionary activity to various Indian nations. David and another
coworker went to live among the Mohawk Indians to learn the language—but
were suspected by the British of being spies for the French and ended up in
prison for refusing to swear allegiance to King George. 


But David Zeisberger won the respect of the Indians because he was
straightforward and didn’t deceive or cheat them as other whites did. He lived
among them, learned their languages, and became their advocate and friend. As
the Indians became believers, they formed villages of “Moravian Indians.” 


The Moravian Indians
were both admired and hated. Admired because of their industriousness and
prosperity; hated because they refused to be drawn into hostilities between
Indians and whites. Time and time again, the little bands of Moravian Indians
were driven from one place to another. During the Seven Years’ War, between
England and France (17561763), they were often caught in the middle of
conflicts because they would not take sides, and mission work became
impossible. In fact, early in the war one of the Moravian villages, Gnadenhuetten (“Tents of Grace”), was attacked and men,
women, and children massacred. Even David Zeisberger
barely escaped. 


Even after the war,
relations between whites and Indians were very tense. The Indians felt their
very existence was at stake, and white settlers often made no distinctions
between hostile and friendly Indians. 


Trouble was brewing, and
the Moravian Indians appealed to the British government. The Christian
Indians—120 men, women, and children, accompanied by Zeisberger
and a fellow missionary—were taken to Philadelphia for “protection.” But
when they arrived, a mob met them, threatening to kill the “savages.” The
Indians were locked into army barracks and kept under guard for their
protection. But 56 persons died of smallpox while in confinement. 


Finally, peace was
established, and the Moravians were free to go. The little band left Philadelphia
in March 1765 and after a five-week journey, settled on the banks of the
Susquehanna River, hundreds of miles from any white settlers. They named their
new town Wyalusing (or Friedenshuetten
in German), meaning “Tents of Peace.” 


Friedenshuetten grew and prospered and
soon had 150 inhabitants. There were 29 log houses, 13 huts, a chapel with a
schoolhouse wing, a mission house, and gardens and orchards behind every house.
The town was surrounded by a post-and-rail fence, beyond which swept 250 acres
of plantations and meadows containing poultry and large herds of cattle and
hogs. On the riverbank, there was a canoe for each household. They traded corn,
maple sugar, butter, pork, and finely made canoes. 


They were visited by
many Indian nations: Mohawk, Cayugas, Senecas, Onanadagas, Tuscaroras, Nanticokes—all
heard the Word of Salvation and many were impressed by the orderly, productive
lives of the Christian Indians. But some neighboring tribes were suspicious and
resentful of them for worshiping “the white man’s God.” Some tried to entice
the Moravian Indians to return to the traditions and pagan practices they had
left behind. 


After a few years, David
Zeisberger traveled farther west to preach the
Gospel. Eventually, another mission was established along the Beaver River in
western Pennsylvania, which was named Friedenstadt,
“City of Peace.” Then Zeisberger was invited by Chief
Netawatwes of the Delaware Nation in Ohio to come and
settle among them. 


In the meantime, white
settlers were pressing closer and closer to Friedenshuetten
on the Susquehanna; tensions were rising once again between Indians and whites,
and there were attempts to draw the Christian Indians into these disputes. So
in 1771, it was decided to move the mission among the Indians in Pennsylvania
to the wilds of Ohio. 


In the early spring of
1772, an advance party of five families from Friedenstadt
went first to find a spot to settle on the Muskingum River. Then David Zeisberger returned to escort the inhabitants of Friedenshuetten to their new home, which they named Schoenbrunn, meaning “Beautiful Spring.” 


The Moravian Indians
enjoyed ten years of peace and prosperity. In 1781, David Zeisberger
even married Miss Susan Lecrone at the age of sixty!
But that same year, the American Revolution invaded their idyllic home in Ohio.
The British were trying to stir up the Indians against the American colonists. Zeisberger used his influence to keep the Delaware nation
from being dragged into the war—but this earned him the anger and
suspicions of the British. 


As a result, Zeisberger and the other missionaries were taken prisoner
to Detroit, and the rest of the Christian Indians were forced from their home
and driven west to the Sandusky River, where they quickly established a village
which they called Captives Town. 


Faced with starvation,
some of the Christian Indians went back to Schoenbrunn
to salvage their harvest. But they were attacked by a white militiamen, in
retaliation for the massacre of white settler family by an Indian war party.
Ninety defenseless men, women, and children were clubbed to death. 


In spite of this great tragedy, the Moravian
mission to the Native American Indians continued. David Zeisberger
was deeply concerned about his scattered flock. The new U.S. Congress set aside
a tract of land for them along the Muskingum River, the site of their old home,
but tensions were still great in the area. In 1791, they found refuge in
Canada, but eventually did return to Schoenbrunn,
where they found the bones of their murdered brethren, which they gave a
Christian burial. 


Besides traveling and preaching the Gospel,
David Zeisberger created a Delaware hymn book, a
translation of the harmony of the Gospels, a Delaware spelling and grammar
book, a German-Onandaga Dictionary, an Onandaga grammar book, and sermons in the Delaware
language. 


In 1808, David Zeisberger died at the age of eighty-seven and was buried
in Goshen, Ohio—the site of the last mission he founded. 
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