TRACY LEININGER CRAVEN

Their faith
became their
: .gef{om |




Contents

Introduction 9
End of a Perfect Day 11
Captured! 21
The Promise 31
| Must Escape 43
The British Are Coming 53
The Land of His Fathers 63
Indian Bride 73
Hannawoa 81
The Flight 87
Pain and Hunger 93
The Dangerous Crossing 103
Friend or Foe 109
Almost Home! 117
Five Years Later : 127
The Song of My Heart 137
Conclusion 147

Author’s Note 149



Cémﬁ'er .

END OF A
PERFECT DAY

Barbara Leininger shielded her blue eyes from the sun
as she looked up at the tall cornstalks that stretched
high above her. Though she was tall for a twelve-year-old,
Barbara felt far too short as she stood on her tiptoes to
grab one last ear of corn. The sun began to sink low on
the hotizon, casting its rays on her golden hair.

“There!” she said to Regina, her nine-yearold sister,
who stood with a halfilled apron. “Now we can head
home and help Mama with dinner. And I'll even let you
carry this juicy ear of corn.” She placed the prized ear in
her sister’s homespun apron.

Regina’s eyes sparkled with pleasure, and a mischievous
smile played around her deep-pink lips. “Thank you
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kindly, sister,” she said with a slight curtsy. Then, without
a second’s warning, Regina dashed through the field
toward their cabin. “I'll race you back,” she cried merrily
over her shoulder.

Barbara, who always loved a challenge, was off in a
flash. It didn’t take long for her to catch up to Regina, but
she held back, allowing her younger sister the pleasure of
winning. They both arrived home breathless but laugh-
ing gaily, their eyes shiny and their cheeks rosy.

Their mother stood in the doorway of their little log
cabin and greeted her daughters in German. “I see my
girls have been hard at work today!”

As she picked the corn from their aprons, her kind
eyes and loving smile warmed Barbara’s heart.

“Run along now, and see if you can help your father.”

Barbara took Regina’s hand and led her around to the
woodpile, where her father was chopping wood. With a
determined blow, he split one last log. Then, burying the
sharp ax in the old tree stump, he bent down to pat their
German shepherd, Luther. In return, the dog wagged his
tail furiously and licked his master’s hand.

Barbara stooped down to gather small pieces of wood
for kindling, but Regina stood with her eyes fixed on
the horizon. Looking up, Barbara followed her gaze.
John, their nineteen-year-old brother, emerged from the
woods at the far end of the field. His musket was flung
over his shoulder, and even from this distance, Barbara
could see the wide grin on his face. When Barbara saw
Christian, their oldest brother, who was twenty, she knew

12



ALONE YET NOT ALONE

immediately why John was grinning. Two plump geese
hung over his shoulder. Luther ran to meet them, barking
loudly and jumping up to lick their faces.

“Thank heaven!” Mother Leininger cried. “They have
returned home safely.” The worry lines on her brow dis-
appeared. “We will have meat with our dinner too!” She
whispered a prayer of thanksgiving. The Lord had blessed
another day’s labor. Mother Leininger smiled and hurried
back inside their cabin and to the hearth to finish dinner.

Soon the last glimmer of sun had faded beyond the
western horizon, and the frontier family was serene in the
comfort of their snug cabin. The light from the hearth
cast a warm glow about them, softening each face. They
shared the kind of family unity that comes from working
together with one goal—not just survival in this some-
times hostile land, but of serving their Heavenly Master
by walking in genuine love.

After their hearty supper, Barbara helped her mother
clear the table. Regina snuggled between her two big
brothers, listening intently as they told of their hunting
adventures.

Barbara noticed Father look up from the old leather
harness he was repairing with a gratified smile and look
lovingly at each of his children, lingering a moment lon-
ger on Regina. Barbara knew Regina, the baby of the fam-
ily, held a special place in all their hearts. Her childlike
love for life, wild imagination, and animated personality
both amused and endeared her to all of them. She was
her mother’s namesake and could not have been named
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better with her same chestnut brown hair and eyes as
true a blue as the sea on a sunny day. Father always said
Regina’s eyes sparkled like the ocean just like her mama’s
eyes.

Barbara overheard bits and pieces of John’s story as she
scraped the leftovers into a dish for Luther, who lay at the
hearth, wagging his tail and licking his jaws.

“I was sneaking through a thickly wooded riverbank,”
said John, “when, suddenly, I saw two—"

“John.” Regina shook his arm frantically and her eyes
grew wide in alarm. “What about the Indians? If you were
in the woods all alone, an Indian might get you with his
tomahawk.” Silence filled the cabin. Even Luther cocked
his head to the side and whimpered.

Barbara had heard the rumors. Unrest was growing
between the French and the English over their western
borders. Some said many Indian nations would ally with
the French.

“Regina, Regina! My! What ideas your little head
comes up with.” John tousled his sister’s hair affection-
ately. “You know the Indians are our friends. They sold
us this land. Besides, there has not been an Indian raid
in Pennsylvania since the colony first saw settlers over
seventy years ago.”’

Despite John’s reassuring words, Barbara noticed
Mother glancing at Father with a concerned look. He
paused, thinking deeply before he spoke. “Regina, do you
remember why your mother and I decided to come to this
land?”
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“Yes, sir,” Regina said smiling. “Because here we are
slave to no man and are free to live as God sees best.”

“That is right, my little one,” Father said and then
took Mother’s hand in his. “When your mother and I
decided to leave Germany to come to this land, we knew
there would be dangers and hardships, but we also knew
it was the price we must pay for freedom. Even if the
Indians were to attack and take our lives, we would still
be free. What could be more wonderful than to go from
our beautiful valley straight to heaven?”

Christian, who had been deep in thought over the
whole matter, added gravely, “Papa’s right, Regina. I
remember what it was like to till the count’s land in
Germany. We broke our backs working the fields, only
to nearly starve during the long winters.” He took a deep
breath. “I would give my life any day to be here as a free
man. Even though I cannot imagine it, heaven will be
even more glorious than this.”

“Regina, I think it is time for you to help your sis-
ter with the dishes,” said Mother. Regina, who was never
worried about anything for more than a moment, jumped
up from her seat and skipped over next to Barbara at the
washbasin.

As Barbara dried the last of the dishes, she could hear
her father making plans for the following morning. Even
though he sounded perfectly at peace, he was taking
extra precautions.

“John,” Father said, “your mother is going to the mill
tomorrow to grind the harvested corn into meal, and as
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you know, it is a good day’s journey.” Looking squarely
into John’s face, conveying through his eyes more than
he spoke, Father continued. “I will need Christian’s help
in the fields and I want you to go with your mother to
the mill”

Father turned to Barbara just as she dried the last dish.
Though he tried to hide his concern, Barbara saw the
forced smile. “Come, my golden-haired princess, let us
read the Scriptures.”

Barbara blushed with delight at the compliment of
being called her father’s princess. Rushing to the old
German trunk, which had traveled with them all the way
across the ocean, she opened it and carefully lifted out
the large Bible.

Father waited until the ladies had situated themselves
about the table before opening the black cover with its
beautiful gold lettering shining by the firelight. Then in
his deep and caring voice, he began to read the words
that melted away all the fears and cares of the day.

Barbara listened carefully to every word. She could
tell Regina, who sat next to her, was trying her best to sit
still. But her eyes darted about the room, her hands toyed
with the tucks in her dress, and her foot kicked Barbara’s
leg in rhythm as if she were keeping time with the dog’s
wagging tail. It was evident that her mind had drifted far
away into one of the lands where her vivid imagination
often traveled. ,

Barbara nudged her little sister. Regina jumped in
alarm and glanced at Father with repentant yet playful
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eyes and joined them in reciting their daily memory pas-
sage, Deuteronomy 8:2.

“‘And thou shalt remember all the way which the
Lord thy God led thee these forty years in the wilderness,
to humble thee, and to prove thee, to know what was in
thine heart, whether thou wouldest keep his command-
ments, or no.”” Father again looked lovingly around the
snug room and whispered thanks to his Heavenly Father
for the blessings that had been bestowed on them.

After a few thoughtfilled moments, he looked at
Barbara and asked, “Do you know what that Scripture
means when it talks about the Lord’s taking his people
through the wilderness?”

“Yes, Father.” Barbara was pleased to know the answer.
“It’s talking about the children of Israel, after they left
Egypt”

“That’s right, my little princess.” Father smiled approv-
ingly. “But did you know that God led me through a simi-
lar wilderness?”

Everyone eagerly turned toward Father. They loved to
hear him speak of the past, for he could tell stories better
than anyone else.

“Yes, it too was a test of about forty years. It was to see
if my heart would remain faithful to the Lord. You see,
when I was a young man in Germany—about your age,
John—1 heard of a faraway promised land with fertile
soil and rich with wild game. Unlike the count’s crowded
valley, which my family had farmed for generations, a
man could live on his own land, make a living, and even
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have an inheritance to pass on to his children.” Father
stared into the dying embers in the hearth with a faraway
look in his eyes.

“Naturally, I wanted to pack up and leave Germany
right away, but God had other plans. No, before I could
leave Germany, I needed to walk through some trials and
tests. God knew the lessons I needed to learn before my
faith was ready for this promised land.” Father chuckled
and shook his head. His hand ran over the dry, brittle
leather of the harness he had been repairing. “At times
the challenges were so difficult that I thought I would
never make it. But now that [ am here— in this wonder-
ful place God promised—1I can see it was the trials that
prepared me for the blessings God had for us in this new
country.”

He looked gravely at his children and then with ten-
der earnestness he went on. “Each of you will have times
of testing in your life. But you must always remember—
no matter how difficult the trial or how dense the wilder-
ness—God will never leave you. If your hearts remain
true, God promises endless blessings.”

His words stirred Barbara’s heart. The silence that fol-
lowed was only interrupted by an occasional snap from
the slowly vanishing embers. Mother began softly hum-
ming the tune of an old German hymn. Soon the whole
family joined in, and they sang the comforting and rich
words to “Alone, Yet Not All Alone.”

Regina’s voice carried above the others. She loved
singing; mother always called her their little songbird. But
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of all the hymns, this was her favorite. Barbara smiled at
her little sister as they sang verse after verse.

Alone yet not all alone am 1
Though in this solitude so drear

I feel my Savior always nigh;

He comes the weary hours to cheer
I am with Him and He with me

I therefore cannot lonely be.

Father asked Christian to close with prayer, and then
Mother suggested it was time for Barbara and Regina to
be off to bed. Barbara let down the curtain that sepa-
rated their sleeping area from the rest of the cabin and
quickly changed into her long, woolen nightgown. The
room was cold away from the hearth, so she could not
wait to jump into bed with Regina. She was glad to share
a bed, especially on cold nights. When they were ready,
Mother pulled back the curtain and sat on the edge of
their straw-ticked mattress. She pulled the covers up
around Barbara’s chin and bestowed a tender kiss on her
forehead. Barbara yawned.

“Oh, please, Mother,” whispered Regina with childlike
affection, “will you sing my song once more?”

“Ah, but you must get to sleep, my little one. I can
already see your eyelids are heavy. How will you grow tall
and strong like Barbara if you never let them rest?”

“Yes, Mother, but I always dream sweetly when I fall
asleep listening to the sound of your voice.”

Mother laughed and then placed a kiss on Regina’s
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