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A long column of soldiers marched ahead of her...
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Molly had never seen so many trees, and so few signs 
of civilization.  She’d passed a few cabins, true, but there’d 
been no one in them.  She could not imagine why General 
Burgoyne was sending nearly 800 men – mostly Hessians and 
Tories, plus small parties of Canadians, Mohawk Indians and 
British – marching into this wilderness.

Yes, her father had told her it was to collect horses, for 
the army very desperately needed them to haul its food and 
supplies.  But she had not seen a single inhabitant, let alone a 
horse, since she’d snuck out of camp yesterday morning.

Sooner or later, she realized, she must catch up to her 
father and show herself.  She would rather suffer his wrath 
than stay in camp with the other women and children camp 
followers.  No Cameron is going to come all the way here from 
Scotland and be content to stay behind and wash clothes – not when 
there’s adventure afoot.  No sirrah.

But, she had to admit, it had been lonely and scary at 
times.  Last night had been the worst.  At dusk, the column 
had stopped its march and started to pitch camp.  Unwilling 
to face her father yet, Molly had backtracked a ways to an 
abandoned cabin and locked herself in for the night.  She’d 
forced herself to stay awake, listening for Indians, but after a 
while she gave in to her fatigue and fell sound asleep.

Only once was she awakened.  It was in the darkest part 
of the night, when the wolves howled horribly in the woods 
outside the cabin.  Listening to the wolves, Molly imagined 
them feasting on that abandoned milch cow the Indians had 
needlessly destroyed while on the march the day before.  When 
they’d come upon the distressed cow, her swollen udder nearly 
dragging on the ground, she was helplessly lowing, asking to 
be milked.  Instead, the Indians had slit the poor beast’s throat 
and left her to die, just so they could take her bell.

Molly had thought a lot about these strange North 
American Indians while on her marches this summer, and 
she’d concluded that they were like children.  They had a 
childlike obsession for trinkets and noisemakers like that 
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cowbell, and they were given to sudden bursts of violence to 
satisfy their whims, just like an immature child.

The wolves outside the cabin had fi nally quieted down 
late that night, allowing Molly to stop her trembling and lay 
down again.  Sleep came quickly the second time.

In the morning, she’d been surprised to fi nd, upon waking, 
that the sun was already high in the sky.  She’d scolded herself, 
“Mary, ye scalawag!  ‘Tis long past sunup.  Look at yoorsel – 
still sleeping the day away.  What wud yoor dear departed 
mither think, if she were ‘ere?”  After that, Molly had run out 
to use the privy, then pump at the well to draw up water to 
rinse her face, and “borrow” some food the settlers had left in 
the cabin.  Finally ready, she’d hurried off down the road that 
led toward Bennington to catch up with her father.

At fi rst, she’d worried that she wouldn’t fi nd the column 
of soldiers, but it wasn’t long before she sighted them.  The 
Hessian troops had dawdled to make fi res and cook a hot 
breakfast.  And, as usual, they had to stop periodically while 
on the march, so their offi cers could dress the lines.  She’d 
noticed that Hessian offi cers always insisted their troops 
march in perfect parade ground formation, even in the woods 
and swamps of this North American wilderness.

Molly suspected that her father – who prided himself on 
being in an elite light infantry ranger company, the swiftest in 
the British army – must be disgusted to have to march with 
these German speaking “Hessians.”  Molly knew they were 
mostly Brunswickers, not actually from Hesse-Cassel like 
some of the other Germans in the British army.  But everyone 
called all the Germans “Hessians.”

She knew that these Hessian dragoons, who were without 
their horses and thus forced to march on foot, were the slowest 
troops in Burgoyne’s whole army.

And their oversized uniforms and equipment made 
them look ridiculous on the march.  Each dragoon wore 
a long 10-pound sword.  It swung from his hip, and often 
got caught in the bushes.  He also wore a heavy woolen 
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regimental coat suitable for winter, but worn year-round 
because the summer uniforms had never arrived, a rebel 
ship having captured the British supply ship on the high 
seas.  On the dragoon’s head, he wore a huge, cocked leather 
hat with a long plume sticking out.

Fortunately, because they had no horses, the dragoons 
were being allowed to march without their heavy leather 
jackboots that reached up to mid-thigh.  These horsemen 
had been told that their march would be diffi cult.  But, after 
they found the rebel farms, they would ride in triumph atop 
fresh mounts on their way back to the Hudson River camp.

Now the sun was setting for the second time on this 
march.  Molly hid behind a tree once again.  The column 
of soldiers up ahead had stopped, apparently to establish 
camp for the night.  She saw them divide up into work 
parties, some forming pickets to watch for the enemy, 
others digging with picks and spades, throwing up earthen 
breastworks for protection.  Per’aps, she thought, we expect 
an attack from the rebels.

Molly pondered her choices.  She could try to fi nd her 
father right now.  But he might not be in a good mood if the 
troops were preparing for battle.  Or she could wait one more 
day, and present herself at a better time.  She remembered 
another abandoned cabin she’d passed about a mile ago.  
“One more neight,” she told herself.  “Then I’ll fi nd Dadda on 
the morrow.”  Molly Cameron turned back.
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“Ho, all to the borders, Vermonters come down,
With your breeches of deerskin and jackets of brown,
With your red woolen caps and your moccasins, come,
To the gathering summons of trumpet and drum.”

- From a traditional ballad, 
“The Green Mountaineer.”

Chapter Five
One in the morning, August 16

West of Bennington

Tarnation! Danny thought to himself.  Won’t this 
rain an’ wind ever stop!  And won’t we!  It was late, too 
late to still be on the march.  His legs and back ached.  

What a fool I was to leave Nellie in Pittsfi eld!
Danny wondered what the time was.  He recalled that, 

quite some time ago, someone had pulled out a watch and 
announced – as if it would have made a difference – that it 
was midnight.  No matter, they had kept marching. 

The Bennington girl leading the way had assured them that 
General Stark’s camp was only a few miles west of the town, 
so Reverend Allen had insisted they fi nd it tonight.  Danny 
fi gured they had come at least four miles since Bennington.  It 
seemed to him that they should be there by now.  Has she lost 
her way in the rain and darkness?

The night before, while Danny, Eben and the rest were 
in the tavern, Pittsfi eld’s militia captain and parson had 
both been summoned to the tavern, so the Bennington girl 
could repeat her story to them about the British raiding party 
heading for Bennington.  As soon as she’d fi nished telling 
it, Reverend Allen had persuaded Captain Stafford to call 
out the militia and assemble them immediately on Pittsfi eld 




