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Caroline receives a letter asking her to come and help on    
Uncle Aaron’s new farm. Although she hates to leave her family, 
Caroline is pleased to see her cousin Lydia—and to meet Lydia’s 
pretty cow and sweet baby calf! Determined to help out in any 
way she can, Caroline keeps watch when a thief starts sneaking 
around the farm. Then she makes an unexpected discovery—  
and learns that some things are not as simple as they seem. 
When Caroline returns home at last for an Independence Day 
celebration, she is treated to a wonderful surprise. 

 

 
Chapter One – Uncle Aaron’s Letter 
 

Merow! 

“Hush, Inkpot,” Caroline murmured. She’d been dreaming about sailing Lake 

Ontario with Papa. A breeze kept them flying over the waves. Sunshine glistened on 

the water. Caroline didn’t want to wake up. 

The cat pawed her cheek. Merow! 

Caroline sat up in bed, rubbing her eyes. Inkpot clearly had important business 

elsewhere. Caroline didn’t know how long she’d been asleep, but the room was 

dark. She scooped the cat into her arms. 

“Do you need to go outside?” Caroline whispered. Inkpot nudged her chin. I’d 

better take you downstairs, she thought. She didn’t want the cat to wake anyone. 

The June night was pleasant, warm but not hot. Caroline padded silently down 

the steps. Her eyes were adjusting to the darkness, so she had no trouble making 

her way to the front door. 
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“Catch lots of mice!” she whispered. When she cracked the door open, Inkpot 

bounded into the night. 

As Caroline turned back, she noticed a faint glow coming from the parlor.     

She peeked inside. Papa sat at the writing table in the far corner, studying some 

papers by the light of a single candle. 

“Papa?” she called softly. 

He blinked and looked up, clearly startled. Then he smiled. “Caroline! What   

are you doing up at this hour?” He held out one hand with a look that said,  

Please, come join me. 

Caroline pattered across the floor and leaned against him. “Inkpot wanted to go 

outside,” she explained. “What are you doing up?” 

“I couldn’t sleep,” he told her. “So I. . .” He gestured toward the papers. 

Caroline saw that he’d been sketching a sloop. “Oh, Papa! It’s a beautiful ship.” 

Her father was a shipbuilder—the best in all of New York, as far as she was 

concerned. 

“I had many ideas for new designs while I was a prisoner,” Papa said, “but no 

paper or pencil.” 

Caroline nodded. When America declared war on Great Britain a year ago, Papa 

had been captured and held as a prisoner in Upper Canada. He’d managed to 

escape and make the dangerous journey back to Sackets Harbor. Having him home 

these past weeks had been wonderful! After missing Papa for so many months, 

Caroline didn’t think she would ever catch up on time spent with him. 

She took a closer look at the sketches. Abbott’s Shipyard was making gunboats 

for the American navy now, but Caroline was glad to see that Papa was still thinking 

about the pretty merchant ships he loved to design. The British had stolen the last 

sloop her father had built, a sweet ship called White Gull. And she had destroyed  
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her father’s little skiff earlier that spring, sinking it to block a creek and keep a 

British warship from capturing American supplies. Without the skiff, she and Papa 

couldn’t take even short trips on the water.  

“Oh, Papa,” she said with a big sigh, “I wish we still had Sparrow. I sorely miss 

sailing with you out on the lake!” 

Papa squeezed her shoulder. “I miss that as well, daughter,” he said. “One day 

we’ll be able to sail clear across Lake Ontario again whenever we wish.” 

Caroline watched a moth flutter near the candle, then dance away. “I hope so,” 

she said. “Sometimes it feels as if this war will never end.” 

“Don’t lose faith.” Papa’s voice was low but firm. “Soon we’ll celebrate 

Independence Day. That will remind us that America has not been defeated!” 

The reminder of Independence Day pushed away Caroline’s gloomy thoughts.  

“I am excited about the celebration, “ she told him, bouncing on her toes.     

“Surely everyone in Sackets Harbor will gather! I’ve heard there will be music     

and speeches and a gun salute—even a concert by the navy musicians.” 

Papa smiled, and then turned back to his drawing. Caroline felt very special, 

alone here with Papa while the rest of the house slept. It was a delicious treat to 

share this quiet time with him. She rested her head against his shoulder and 

studied his new design. With just a few pencil strokes, Papa had captured the 

sloop’s graceful lines. 

Caroline let her imagination wander back to the last time they’d sailed the lake 

together. She could almost hear timbers creaking and sails snapping in the wind. 

She could almost smell the fresh paint and damp breeze. She could almost feel the 

deck rocking gently beneath her feet. Her heart squeezed with longing to be back 

out on the water. 
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“Papa,” Caroline whispered, “do you think you might one day build a sloop for 

me?” She held her breath. 

Papa was silent. Caroline wondered if he was remembering the last time she’d 

asked that question—right before they learned that their country was at war. 

“You’re too flighty, Caroline,” he’d told her that day. And, “If you want to sail       

on the Great Lakes, you must stay steady.” 

Now she added, “I’ve tried to be steady, Papa. I’ve tried to help Mama and 

Grandmother, and help at the shipyard, and . . . “ Her voice trailed away.           

The last year had been so hard! She had made some mistakes, but she had also 

tried to prove to her family and friends that they could depend on her. 

Papa touched her cheek. “My little Caroline,” he said softly. “You’re becoming 

such a fine young lady.” 

Caroline felt her hopes slide back toward her bare toes. Fine young lady?    

That was a nice compliment, but what she wanted to hear was Papa’s assurance   

that he’d seen how steady and responsible she’d become while he was away. 

Papa pulled her around to stand before his chair so that he could look at her 

directly. “It’s very late, daughter.” He leaned forward and kissed her forehead.   

“Go back to bed.” 

I don’t want to go back to bed, Caroline thought. “But—“ she began,       

before cutting the protest short. “Yes, Papa.” She gave him a quick hug and        

left him alone with his own thoughts and dreams. 
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