
Northbound 

 

“Lottie, wake. We’re going.” 

The girl awoke with a jerk. Her mother was leaning over her, face darkened and barely visible in 

the darkness. Lottie stood up, wincing at the pain in her back. That evening the overseer had 

whipped her for daydreaming. 

“I’m ready,” she whispered. She looked around, squinting into the shadows. Her parents were 

beside the window, peering out, and her younger brother, Kit, was beside the door, waiting to 

leave. 

Her father and mother went to the door and slipped out. Lottie and Kit followed them to the 

woods far from the cotton fields. 

She barely looked back. Goodbye, cotton fields and overseers, she thought. Canada, I’m comin’! 

They ran a few miles into the forest and continued along a river that trickled and bubbled 

through. They made a camp and moved on, every day, on repeat. On the fifteenth day they came 

upon a house with a man sitting on the porch, whistling. 

Lottie’s father stepped from the shadowy trees. “Sir, we are lost.” 

The man was startled. “How many?” 

“Four. Waiting in the forest.” 

The man nodded, “Come in. I’m William Peters.” He went into the house.  

They followed him and met his wife, Lilly. She said, “Make yourselves comfortable upstairs. I'm 

busy heating rabbit stew.” 

The family of slaves followed their hosts upstairs to the attic.  

“It’s so warm,” Kit said, looking around the bright attic. He spotted the beds right away and 

flopped on one. “Is this Freedom?” 

Mother laughed. “No, Kit. This ain’t Freedom. We’ve got far to go before we’re there.” 

Mrs. Peters appeared in the stairwell. “You can come eat now. This may be your last good meal 

in days.” 



Later, their hosts showed them the map to Freedom; follow the river up to The Dawnrise. 

That evening, after a good sleep, they left again, on their way to Canada. 

 

~ ~ ~ 

 

Lottie heard shooting; tears ran down her cheeks but there was nothing she could do. Just keep 

running. Kit had gotten off path and her parents had gone to find him, telling her to hide. Now 

they were gone and it was time to move on.  

~ ~ ~ 

 

Running. That’s all Lottie could hear—the pounding of her feet, silence, and her heavy 

breathing. Running from invisible slavecatchers that lurked everywhere and whose shouts were 

heard but never seen. Waiting for you to make mistakes so they could pounce. 

The whip wounds throbbing with each footstep and every muscle threatening to cramp. Not 

much further now, she thought, splashing through a cold creek. I’m almost there.  

As she was running she saw the orange sun peeking through the treetops. She stumbled, 

suddenly, over a root.  

“Owww!”  

As soon as the sound came out of her mouth she clamped her hands over it. Listening for signs of 

slavecatchers, she crawled to a hollow tree. Silent tears coursed down her cheeks; pain, and 

missing her family. 

“Lottie?” 

Her head jerked up. Before she could answer, a tall figure blocked out the sun.  

“S-Samuel?” Her voice hoarse from the cough she’d had since the first night in the damp air. 

Samuel had been her friend back at the plantation.  

“You okay?” Samuel asked, holding out his hand. 



Lottie gasped for air. “I think so. We gotta go!” She stood and they made their way along the 

riverbed. Their feet splashing the only sound. 

After a while they heard hounds baying and humans shouting. Slavecatchers! 

“Faster!” Lottie whispered, forgetting that dogs can hear better than people. 

A dog picked up the sound of splashing and their scents. He bayed, jerking in their direction. 

They ran, making a decision to swim across the river and run on the other side. The dogs 

probably didn’t want to get wet and neither did the slavecatchers. They wouldn’t be followed.  

She ran into the water and was soon paddling, barely keeping her head above the water. 

Eventually she made it to shore where Sam waited for her. 

“You okay?” 

She nodded, breathless. “I…One…Moment.” Once she’d caught her breath they continued up 

the river, constantly listening for the sounds of the slavecatchers and their dogs.  

Just before sunrise they saw a boat with the name, The Dawnrise. The crew was out on deck, 

preparing for departure. 

“We’re lost, can you help us?” Lottie asked, clinging to Sam for support. 

The captain came down the gangplank, looking the slaves up and down. “You are found. Come 

aboard, mates!” 

Soon they were inside Captain Fernsby’s cabin aboard The Dawnrise.  

“How long you been runnin’ for?” Captain Fernsby asked. “‘Bout a month?” 

Sam said, “I’ve been runnin’ for two weeks. I’m runnin’ with Lottie now ‘cause she needs me.” 

“I see. What did Peters tell you about the journey from here? Anything?” 

Lottie jumped in before Sam could. “He said the distance between Stations was smaller and that 

we could expect to be in Canada soon.” 

Captain sighed. “He left out one thing; the road from here is more crowded with slavecatchers. 

You must be cautious.” 



They nodded and he went on, “We’re taking you a hundred miles. You’ll disembark at a dock, 

then you’ll make your way to Widow Heathcliffe.” 

“Thanks, Captain.” Sam and Lottie thanked him, rose, and their rooms to sleep. They still had far 

to go before freedom. 

 

~ ~ ~ 

 

Two days later, Fernsby dropped them off. 

“Follow the stars North about twenty miles, then stop at a large house. Heathcliffe’ll be waiting 

for you. You have to get there before dawn.” With that, the Captain saluted and the crew pushed 

off the dock and were out of sight into the black water. 

Lottie and Sam ran through the night, North, following the stars like the Captain had told them 

to. Eventually a large estate rose up in front of them. They knocked on the door, waiting. 

“Yes?” A large woman opened the door. “Ah, more slaves. Come on in. I’m Mary Heathcliffe.” 

They gratefully slipped into the warmly lit house. Mary showed them to her dining room and 

told them that she would be back with medicines to help their aches and pains.  

Lottie looked around in awe; the house was beautifully furnished and was cheerful, though large.  

Mary bustled back into the room with some dried herbs in hand. “I’ll be right back with some 

thyme tea for that cough, dearie.” When she came back she was holding cups of hot tea. 

“Thank you, Ma’am,” Lottie said, gratefully sipping the hot tea. She could feel the change in her 

lungs almost immediately. 

Sam, who’d already finished his tea, asked, “When are we leaving? I’d like to be in Canada 

before wintertime.” 

Mary smiled. “Ah, you are a wise young man. You will leave tomorrow after supper and some 

strengthening herbal mixtures. This is the last Station. Hopefully you’ll be there before it 

snows.” She fetched them blankets. 

 



~ ~ ~ 

 

Once again, they were running. Unfortunately, Mary’s prediction that they’d be in Canada before 

the snowfall fell short because the day they left a big snowstorm hit and numbed them. But this 

last run was short and they would be in Canada after about three hours.  

Just as they spotted the bright lights across the lake that signalled Freedom, shouts came from 

behind. Slavecatchers!  

They floundered through the snow, trying to escape the slavecatchers on their horses.  

Suddenly Lottie tripped in the deep snow. “Run, Sam! Don’t wait!” 

Not listening, Sam ran towards her. Helping her to her feet he asked, “Can you run?” Hot tears 

coursed down her face and her ankle was twisted at an odd angle. Broken. Leaning towards 

Lottie, he whispered, “You’ve got to run as soon as I do. Don’t follow me.”  

Seeing his face, so certain, gave Lottie strength and bravery to pull through the pain. She took a 

painful step and nodded.  

With one last look, he ran—towards the slavecatchers. 

“No!” Lottie paused in her limping run to watch Sam disappear into the blizzard.  

Then she tripped and blacked out. 

~ ~ ~ 

 

Lottie didn’t remember being pulled on a sled to the house. She only remembered the realisation 

just before she fell that Sam ran for her, not for himself. He saved her life by sacrificing himself.  

She’d been lying in a bed at the Freedom Station since then; the freedom border for slaves in 

Canada. The place where they recuperated before starting new free lives.  

Lottie’d secretly been hoping that Sam would appear and she could start her new life with him 

by her side, helping her like always. But deep down it was foolish to think he’d escaped the 

slavecatchers. 

“A visitor, Lottie,” her host called.  



Standing in the doorway was…Sam?! 

She rose from the bed, shocked at his haggard appearance. “Is it really…you? And 

you’re…here?” 

Sam laughed, “Yes, it’s me. Hug me, dearest!” 

Lottie, forgetting her ankle, ran to him and embraced him, nearly knocking him over. “You’re 

hurt! Did they…” she gulped, “shoot you?” 

He nodded and she burst into tears.  

Together they hobbled down the stairs, hand in hand. Freedom. 

 

The End.  

 


