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PREFACE.

In the following romance the author has attempted to
picture the life of the Scotch-Irish pioneers of the Ameri-
can frontier during the close of the eighteenth century.
The Colonial immigrants and their scions of this vigorous
stock were the chief pathfinders of our then Western
border. They opened the wilderness to civilization. They
formed a barrier between the hostile Indians and the grow-
ing settlements of the seaboard. They laid the foundations
of the New West, the Greater America. Whatever throws
light upon their history in this formative era should in-
terest not only their descend ts but all who have profited

- by their labors and sufferings.

In prosecuting his purpose the author has diligently
studied this people, their habits, characteristics and envi-
ronment. Local histories have been read. Papers, manu-
scripts, pamphlets, church and county records have been
examined. The scenery des¢ribed has been personally vis-
ited, photographed and sketched, and topographical plots
and maps copied and drawn. The flora and fauna and
weather conditions have been noted. The biographies of -
leading and typical men and women of the various sections
have been reag. The dialect has been especially studied.
For several years the author has been engaged in preparing
a vocabulary of Scotch-Irishisms which contains many
hundreds of words, phrases and sayings. The results of
this research are shown in the language of some of the
characters who figure in the story.

The period in which the narrative is located was one
of the most important in the history of our national and
social development. The Old West, as known to our Colo-
nial ancestors, was about to disappear, or to recede further
towards the great prairies. The last decisive conflict be-
tween the white men led by General Anthony Wayne, and
the aborigines, was impending in the Northwestern terri-
tory. The battle of Fallen Timbers, described in one chap-
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ter, and the pivot of several chapters, decided the destiny
of the middle West, and opened its territories to permanent
settlement. The riots and risings in Western Pennsylvania
and the adjacent sections, stirred up by Revenue troubles,
were then fomenting, and subsequently issued in what is
known in history as “The Western Insurrection,” or more
popularly, “The Whiskey Insurrection.” Most of those
engaged in this disturbance were descendants of Scotch-
Irishmen, many of them veterans of the Revolutionary
War. The incident has been little studied and less under-
stood, although in point of fact it had a most important in-
fluence upon the growth of our country.

To suppress this “insurrection” President Washington
led towards the frontier an army which in point of equip-
ment was perhaps superior to any which he commanded
during the War for Independence. He paused at Carlisle
to return to Philadelphia, then the capital of the Republic,
leaving General Lee, accompanied by Secretary Hamilton,
to march the militia across the mountains to the scene of
the disturbances in Washington and Allegheny Counties.
The course of the story leads the reader into the midst of
these stirring events.

Within this period the author has laid the scenes of his
story. Indeed, it has been a chief purpose to present the
true character of this famous, or as it is more commonly
conceived, this infamous insurrection. A degree of
obloquy has fallen upon the race most closely concerned
therein, which, in the author’s judgment, is not deserved.
He does not seek to exempt the Scotch-Irishmen and others,
associated directly or indirectly with the Western riots,
from deserved censure; but he believes that the character
of the men concerned, as well as their motives and the
actual degree of criminality in the various risings, have
been exaggerated and misrepresented in history, and are
not understood by the people at large. In the various inci-
dents described, the author uncovers his own view of the
origin, progress and disappearance of this insurrectionary
movement. While he does not suppose that his personal
bias is wholly concealed, yet he ventures to indulge the
hope that in this regard he has shown the impartiality and
truthfulness which should characterize history, even
though it be written in the form of a romance.

Jury 3p, A. D. 1897.



THE LATIMERS

A TALE OF THE WESTERN INSURRECTION
OF 1794



CHAPTER 1.
“THIS MAN WAS BORN THERE.”

On a summer eve of 1792 three men pushed a boat into
the Ohio River from the mouth of Yellow Creek. Onec
boatman was a man of twenty, who sat on the middle
thwart carelessly dandling a rifle on his knees, and viewing
the river scenery with pleased eye.

Though the day was waning apace, the sun of an
August afternoon still blazed upon the water which ran
scant and sluggish through the narrowed channel. The
heat was great, but the air was not humid, and it lay upon
the landscape so clear that every sunbeam twinkled into
the deepest heart of the forest foliage, lighting up the
leaves with many hues of green and yellow, and showing
the patches of greenish lichens upon the gray trunks.
The blades of grass along the river banks stood out sharply
in the transparent atmosphere, and the sunlight cut down
to their very roots. The rugged hills on the northern
shore rose up to the sky line, with every feathered tree-top
marked in clear outline against the deep blue which swept
zenithward without a cloud.

The youth’s senses were as tense to the melodious
sounds as to the sweet sights of Nature, and he noted gladly
how the waters plashed and babbled merrily against the
bow as it parted them asunder. Song birds twittered in the
hazelnut, sumac and elder bushes. Mocking-birds whistled
in the woods. Catbirds called from the low trees. The
swing of an eagle’s wing shadowed the stream as the bird
started up from its nest in a high tree that a thunderbolt
had smitten. A hen crow cawed from a stump where her
rude nest showed atop, with her broodlings’ black heads
perked above its rim. Great buzzards circled aloft, such
ideals of graceful motion that the young man, who knew
their ungainly fashion and had an eye for goodly seeming,
wished that they might never come to roost again.

@
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Here and there he had a vision of a doe with her young
fawn, that had come quite down from the bank and into
the channel for a drink, and were tardy to leave off at the
strange plash and sight, not yet having well learned the
fear of men. But presently they lifted their heads and
sniffed, and plashed away, and rustled through the bosky
banks into the forest.

These incidents the young man noted, with sundry
comments to his father, who sat at the bow paddle. The
latter was a man of forty-five or thereabout, although the
hardships of twenty-five years of frontier life and warfare
had grizzled his hair and written lines of a greater age upon
his beardless face. A good strong face it was, of the type
which we know as Scotch-Irish, and would have beea
fair but for the swart of long exposure. Blue gray eyes
looked keenly but with a kindly light from beneath a broad
and somewhat beetling brow. The nose was prominent,
and full, shapely lips were set firmly above a square chin.
The third man in the boat was an Indian, well advanced in
life, as far as one might judge; for to tell the age of a red
man from his looks is a problem that Anglo-Saxon wit is
slow to solve.

The boat moved steadily up stream under the muscular
arms of the foresters, and by the bluffs on which the town
of Wellesville now nestles, crowding back to the foot of its
great overshadowing hill. It passed the wooded site of the
present thriving pottery town of East Liverpool; and soon
thereafter the boundary line between Pennsylvania and
Ohio, and thence on to where the Little Beaver Creek
makes outlet through the shaded gorge of Smith’s Ferry.

“A lettle furder, lad,” said Luke Latimer, the elder
white man. “We’ll find the spot within a half mile of the
creek. Thar; we’re most fornenst it now; what say you,
Mingo?”

The Indian gave a gutteral assent,and pointed to a black
walnut tree rooted upon the northern bank. Its vast spread
of branches cast a wide circle of shadow upon the mellow
green, and one goodly part stretched over the channel.
There is nothing nobler in nature than a full-grown tree,
and in the American forests of that date there were many
such. The white men’s eyes followed the Indian’s finger
and rested, the one with recognition, the other with admi-
ration, upon the giant plant. One would mark and re-
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member it anywhere; but the peculiar curve of one of its
vast roots around the river bank, and the bearing of a big
bough that overhung the channel, set it apart from all its
comrades to the forester wont to note as landmarks every
oddish feature of the landscape.

“Ay, ay,” said the elder, “theh’s no mistakin’ that lan’-

mark. Thar on the lee of that gnarled root I us’t fer to
moor my boat,—whin th’re was anny river to spake of!”
He cast a depreciating glance upon the scant proportions
of the stream. “But we’ll nade no moorin’s the daay. We’ll
jist stop here an’ pull her up on the rocks.” He turned
the bow toward the edge of the stream, and leaped from the
boat, followed by his companion.
. The river bed where they landed was a solid mass of
flat rock stretching up stream and down for many rods,
dipping at one edge into the water and at the other under-
lying the bank, which was twelve to twenty yards distant.
In ordinary stages of the river all this was under water;
but it sometimes happened in midsummer that the stream
- was so low that it shrunk from either shore into mid
channel, leaving the dry bed in view.

The party dragged the skiff upon the rocky platform,
and climbing the bank by the great walnut tree, began
preparations for evening camp. It was a time of peace;
at least no enemies were near, and although precautions
habitual to the forester were not wholly forborne, yet the
men proceeded with that cheerful abandon that comes
with freedom from peril.

But first of all Luke Latimer led his son to a low mound
on which lay the ruins of a cabin, and bade him look and be
content, for there was the spot where he was born. The
young man, leaning on the muzzle of his long rifle, gazed
at the bit of ruin before him. It was not much, indeed;
a few yards square of space, covered with the weedy vegeta-
tion which creeps up from some unknown retreat when the
first growth is burned over. Around it on three sides, like
a frame to a canvas, were thickened clumps of varied rank-
ness; daisies in full bloom, goldenrods just beginning to
show the yellow in their plumes, field lilies lifting their
whorled stalks and spotted orange-red corals above all the
other wild flowers, weeds and grasses. On the fourth side
stood the remains of a wide-mouthed chimney. Its rough
stones were put in rubblewise with mortar and it was
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flanked and propped at each end by pieces of mouldering
logs that showed still, beneath the moss and wild foliage,
the char of fire and the hollows which flames had bitten
out. A Virginia creeper embraced the rude pile within its
graceful tendrils. Behind it, stretching almost to the
forest, was a thicket of blackberry bushes laden with lus-
cious fruitage, over which, as the young man looked, a hum-
ming-bird was hanging and flitting.

The youth gazed silently upon the ruin, his fine face
ruffling with the play of such thoughts as one must have
who looks for the first time after many years upon the
scene of his birth. “And now, father,” he said, breaking
the silence, “you’ll tell me all about it; there could be no
better place or time.”

“Not jist yit, son! We’ll first have our bite an’ sup, an’
make camp, an’ then Ill e’en be as good as my worrd.
Come away, then, an’ lend a hand, or the Mingo’ll have all
things ready.”

But the Indian, so far from getting things ready, leaned
against the trunk of the great walnut, motionless as though
he were a carved figure. Only his bright eyes, which fol-
lowed the movements of his companions, showed that he
had due sympathy with feelings which might be indulged
at such a time. Let one be white or red, civilized or sav-
age, he must have felt somewhat of the emotion which
stirred young Latimer as he stood there amidst the scenes
of his birth and infancy. Only a log cabin in the wilder-
ness!—a rude forest site such as birds and deer and squirrels
possess; but, once it was “home.” In that sentiment red
men and white discover the unity of humanity.

“We’ll make camp, Mingo,” said Luke Latimer, “if
you’ll git some’at fer supper.”

The Indian nodded his approval of this division of
labor, and, resting his rifle against the tree, took bow and
quiver, for he would not waste good powder and shot on
such game as he sought. Then he stole away into the
forest, whence he returned ere long with a string of fat
gray squirrels and a brace of woodcock. Meanwhile, father
and son had built a booth of green boughs and saplings,
which were at hand in plenty. Two stout poles, shred of
foliage and forked at the top, were fastened into the ground
eight feet apart and six feet high. Into the forks a third
pole was laid, against which were leaned, as close as might
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be, long boughs with their pliant branches and twigs com-

ressed against their sides. Into these again were inter-
aced wattles of greenery until all was well thatched.
The sides of this booth were staked and wrought in like
manner, and the front left open toward the river, and fac-
ing the camp-fire which was kindled a little way off.
Feathered ends of hemlock twigs from the hillside were
spread upon the ground beneath the rude thatch, and over
these a bearskin from the boat was thrown. Each forester
had his blanket, and thus a bivouac was made, and all in
trim by the time the Mingo had dressed his game ready to
be roasted upon the embers.

The shadow of the high and abrupt hill had darkened
the river bank and bed ere the foresters had finished their
simple meal of toasted game and parched maize. Now the
soft cooing of a wood-dove beat its mournful note across the
river. A whippoorwill whistled from the chaparral.
Night-owls hooted in the woods; and, to remind them that
forest life had still some perils, the harsh cry of a cata-
mount came down from the far-away hilltop. The moon,
just past its first quarter, twinkled and shone on the run-
ning water, and threw broad patens of light upon the mel-
low sward through open places in the treetops.

“Now, my son!” said Latimer. “Come, Mingo!”

He led the way to the ruined cabin. A large oak log
lay at one side, the trunk of a tree that the woodman’s axe
had felled twenty years before. The good remainder had
gone into the cabin walls and the hearthstone fire, but this
bit stayed where it fell, a sort of rampart screening the path
to the spring. Time, weather, mould and insect teeth had
gnawed somewhat upon it, but it was yet a tough butt,
though covered with moss, and the bark was dropping
atway. Here sat down the three men, and Luke began his
story.
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CHAPTER II.
“PERILS BY FLOOD.”

“It’s quite nayter’l, lad, ’at ye should think long to see
the spot whar ye were born, an’ ’arn the story of those
’arly days. But it’s a melancholy place for me now, I
assure ye. Not but some pleasant thoughts bubble up
above the black an’ heavy ones; the best of which is of
yourself, my b’y, an’ of my good fri’nd Panther.” He cast
a glance toward the Indian, who made no sign except in
the softness and unction of his guttural “hugh!”

“In the ’arly spring of 1772, I left Fort Pitt with y’r
mother, grandfather an’ sister Meg, a lass o’ three years.
We had h’ard much of the fertyle banks of the Ohio an’
the abundance o’ game thereon, an’ though the Indians
were to be feared, we agreed to take the resks. Y’r mother
would’nt bide behint, though we wanted her to do so.
Scotch granite itself isn’t grittier nor she; so she l'arnt to
use the rifle an’ ax, an’ said, ‘we’ll live or die thegither!’
We put our few belongin’s intil a flat boat, an’ with a good
canoe a-draggin’ ahint, poled an’ drifted away from the
p’int, foll’ed by the good-byes of the few folk in the little
hamlet outside the Fort. Th’re weren’t more’n twenty
cabins then in Pittsburg, an’ a hundred or two people.

“We got on well enough, though we were new to that
kind o’ navigatin’, ontil jist anigh the p’int of the island
above here we snagged our flat boat. We paddled mother
and Meg ashore in the canoe ’asy enough, but had no ind
of trouble a-savin’ our goods. Howiver, we got most of
’em, though some were damaged an’ all were wet.

“That accident detarmined us to settle whar we landed;
an’ it was fair enough a site for our purpose. The fine
bottom lands fornent us on the Virginny shore were taken
up a’ready, an’ we dassent to settle thar, tho’ we cast
longin’ eyes upon it, I confess. But rocky an’ rough an’
onpromisin’ as this shore looks, if ye’ll climb the hill ye’ll
find a table of as fair farmin’ land as one nade wush, an’
that especially pl’ased mother’s fancy. We ’lowed to hunt
an’ trap, for the most part, a sight better business nor
farmin’, them days; an’ the crick below us swarmed with
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beaver, whose dams blocked it from the mouth clane up
til the head waters along its forks. Bear were plenty
among the rough hills below an’ inland, and as for deer an’
small game th’re was no end on’t. So we landed by the
great walnut tree an’ built our log cabin here on the bank,
astead of up on the uplands whar we claired our planta-
tion.

“It was a good big cabin with a. high loft juttin’ over
the door, with loop-holes for our rifles on all sides. Father
an’ Meg slep’ in the loft, an’ wife an’ I slep’ in bunks below,
for your mother was dilicate then, an’ we were lookin’ for
you soon.

“Logan, the Mingo chief, had his village at the mouth
of Yallow Crick; an’ as he was fri’ndly to white men, father
an’ I wint down the river to a council. We reported our set-
tlemint, told our intintions an’ wushes to live at p’ace
with ’em; an’, although we had tomahawked our claims an’
so had full right to settle (or so we thought), as’t their
consint fer til hunt an’ trap within their grounds. The
Mingoes welcomed us as brothers; the pipe of p’ace was
smoked; we made prisents of powder, tobacco an’ whuskey
to the chiefs, an’ started back home accompanied by a
young brave who from that day to this has been my brother.
Yander he sets,”—pointinghis pipe at the Indian,—“my old
fri’nd and brother, Panther. He was as fine a-lookin’ war-
rior a8 iver walked the forest; an’ as to courage, ther’s
small nade to spake o’ that, for you yoursilf have seed it
tried. The cussed hands of bloody Dan Greathouse an’
Cap’n Cresap wrought foul treachery an’ murder on his
kith an’ kin, two years thereafter; but betwixt him an’
me no cloud has iver come an’ niver wull. Whin he had
visited the cabin an’ foun’ how it was with mother, he pad-
dled down the river an’ brung up his wife, Featherfoot,
then the handsomest squaw in the Ohio country, an’ as
good as fair. She tarried with us ontil you were born,—
’arly on a bright May mornin’ it was,—an’ you may think
what a comfort she was, with no women folks in the house
but wee Meg.

“What a time that was! I mind as well as though but
isterday the heavy rains that fell a few weeks after your
irth. Little Beaver Crick was a roarin’ torrent. The Ohio

was in good stage, but it soon riz up, up, till I thought it
would niver stay. It filled both banks plumb full; an’
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though that walnut tree stands high on the bluff, the water
swirled around it. Ye mark that the cabin site is on a
lettle swell of the foothill; an’ we had built it two good
{eet above ground, blockin’ it up to let the air play aneath
it. That was your mother’s fancy, an’ it stood us in good
stead, for the flood covered the forty yards atween cabin
an’ river bank, lavin’ us for a day at laste with the water
a-lippin’ an’ a-plashm at our door. But thar it was stayed,
thank God! an’ in a day or two it had shrunk back bevant
the knoll, an’ so kep’ on fallin’.

“Ahbut it was a sight to see that angry strame an’ to
hear its bellerin’! Driftwood, tall trees cut out from shore
by the wrenchin’, burrowin’ current, went careerin’ in mid-
channel, wildly bobbin’ up an’ down; swirlin’ off now into
an eddy clost til our shore; lockin’ limbs an’ roots an’
formin’ great piles; aidgin’ an’ a-crowdgin’ up toward the
top with. the squazin’ flood inunder, like scramblin’ swine
in a sty; crashin’, grindin’, creakin’, groanin’, swayin’ to an’
fro; then one after another frayin’ off from the aidge of the
heap ontil the whole mass was dissolved, an’ plunged away
once more intil mid strame.

“The day when the water began to fall was a throng day
for us. ’Arly in the mornin’ we saw a birch canoe a-driftin’
at fearful speed down strame, guided by an Indian squaw.
She had lost her paddle, an’ was tryin’ to kape her boat in
the current an’ aidge it shore’ard. But the strongest brave
might well have failed in such a flood, an’ it was plain she
must soon drown. She saw us, an’ looked pitiful enough,
but niver made cry or sign. Indade we naded none, for our
boat was a’ready off shore, an’ we was paddlin’ towards her.
Providence favored us, an’ we caught the canoe jist as it
swep’ past the fut of the island, though it was sore wark
for a while breastin’ that current. By sheer might an’ skill
we all three helt the canoe to our gunwale till the squaw
Paped lightly as an arrow intil our boat, an’ then lettin’ her
own drift, dropped upon the thwart, and throwed back her
black hair with a ‘hugh’ of satisfaction.

““Why, Featherfoot!’ I cried, ‘is it you? Thank God
truly for this?

“ ‘Humph? she said, noddin’ assent; for Featherfoot in-
dade it was, the good squaw who had presided over your
birth. She had been off on a huntin’ trip with Panther, an’
while he was in the woods she ventur’d to cross the river,
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havin’ confidence in her skill; an’ she would ’a done it too,
if her paddle hadn’t ’a broke.” '

“Good!” exclaimed the Mingo, who thus far had lis-
tened to the story seemingly as unmoved as the log on
which he was sitting.

“Ay, comrade,” resumed Latimer, “that she sartainly
would. But the han’le of a paddle is a pore tool fer til
guide a boat through a flood. How the woman managed to
kape alive that frail bit o’ bark in sich a ragin’ strame,
passes my ken. I would hardly ’a belaved it, though I
know the rivercraft an’ woodcraft of the red man surpasses
all praise.

“Well, we were glad enough to do this turn to one who
had so befrinded us, you may be sure. Wife urged Feather-
foot to bide a while; but, without bite or sup, an’ tarryin’
only to kiss the babby an’ cuddle it a bit, she tuk the river
trail an’ hurried up strame to meet her husban’, knowin’
well that he would worry over her absence. I belave she
made her own camp afore the Mingo thar got back, an’ his
first knowledge was from her own lips.”

“It is so!” the Indian interrupted, “Featherfoot told
all. My brother says true, but not enough. It was much
brave. White men t’rowed their lives on angry river to
save an Indian woman. It was Featherfoot. We have not
forgotten!”

“Tut, tut, Mingo, it was nought! Anny man with half
a heart would ’a done as much; an’ aven if we were all as
you say, you’ve repaid it manny fold sin’ syne. Well, that
was a good beginnin’ of the day. But another adventur’
fol’ed. In the afternoon, along with the wild drift of the
river began to come flotsam of another sort, showin’ that
somewhar the waters had invaded the settlemint of a white
man an’ overturned his cabin an’ carried off his plunder.
We tried to save some of this, for the island up yander
throwed the current well toward our shore. We got in a
few chairs, a table, an’ oddly enough an ole door with a
cock an’ two hens an’ aven one chicken a-ridin’ safe upon
it. Meg took these in hand, an’ what a fuss she did make
over them, to be sure!

“Now, a lettle later, what should we spy but a cradle
a-ridin’ in mid current, an’ a-bobbin’ up an’ down on the
crests of the waves. It was jist what I wanted for the new
baby, an’ athout lettin’ on to wife, whom I wushed to sur-
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prise, I called father, an’ we pushed out intil the river.
We caught the cradle with some trouble, an’ as father
drew it to the boat to make fast a tow rope, he exclaimed:

“‘My God, Luke, there’s a baby inside!

“T started, half risin’ to see, but the boat gave a lurch,
an’ as it was ticklish work a-rowin’ in sich waters, I got
but a brief look.

S “Is it alive, father?’ I asked.

“<I do belave it is?” he said. ‘Ay, surely!” For jist
then the wee thing moved an’ began to moan.

“‘Save the baby!’ I said, ‘an’ let the cradle drift!

““Na, na,” said he, ‘we’ll save ’em both, pl’ase God! an’
lettle John shall have both bed an’ bedfellow.’

“Well, to cut matters short, we got babe an’ cradle safe
to shore, an’ whin we intered the cabin, father first a-car-
ryin’ the cradle, an’ I a bit behint him bearin’ the baby
gingerly on its lettle bed, th’e was a scane, ye may belave.
What betwixt mother an’ Meg, there was cryin” an’ cacklin’,
an’ kissin’ an’ huggin’ enough to satisfy anny heart, an’ in
sooth, father an’ I j’ined in.

“‘Poor mitherless bairn!” said wife; an’ thereat she
clapped the rascued child to her breast, an’ it was a bonnie
sight to see the puir thing gurgle an’ suck. It was a fine
boy, about your age, John, mebbe a bit older nor you, an’
of coorse then an’ thar we adopted it as our own. They
was room in her heart for the two, mother said, an’ milk
enow in her breast; an’ what could we do besides?

“That avenin’ at warship, an old fashion an’ a good
one, too, that father al’ays kep’ up, for said he, ‘whariver
God gives me home, thar wull I give him homage’, he read
the story of how the Hebrew child Moses was saved from
the Egyptian river. An’ thinkin’ of how we had drawed
this babe from the flooded Ohio, we called him Moses.

“We thought the laddie would make a fine playfellow
for you when you should grow up. You were wonderfully
alike, at laste to me, for I niver could well dis’arn betwixt
rale young infants, they lookin’ all alike to me. So she
kep’ aroun’ Moses’s throat a coral necklace which he wore
when rascued, an’ thus we men folks knowed one from
t’other.

“Whin you were two months old, an’ mother could go
about the house comfo’table agin, for she was a halz
woman an’ niver staid long in bed aven with her babies,
we thought best fer to lave her an’ the childer an’ look after
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our traps. It had been a good month sence we saw ’em,
one thing an’ another, but especially your comin’ havin’
detained us; an’ the flood, too, we consated must ’a wrought
mischief to ’em. As our livin’ depinded on our furs, father
an’ I set forth, though loth to leave mother with only Meg
to tend her. But they were us’t to bidin’ th’r lone, as all
pioneer women must be.

“Moses was rather porely when we left, bein’ the warse,
we fancied, for the hard usage of the flood. But wife be-
laved it was but a light turn, an’ we set out with a good
heart.

“We were gone tin days, an’ as we drew nigh the cabin
with a cheery haloo of warnin’, Meg met us with a tearful
face an’ the news that wee Moses had died the night afore.
We found the lettle fellow a-lyin’ in the cradle with his
coral necklace around his white throat, an’ his purty dud-
dies in which we saved him spread smoothly on him.

“Th’re was a sweet smile on his face, an’ his blue eyes
were half open, an’ his pink fingers, not yet stiff, folded
over his bosom. Th’re’s no more touchin’ sight, an’ for
that matter no sweeter one nor a wee dead child. It was
amazin’ how mother did greet for that stranger lad; he
seemed in his short stay to have laid aholt of her heart
a’'most as tho’ he’d been her own; an’ indade we all truly
loved him, the poor orphan waif!

“Nex’ day, lackin’ materials for a coffin, we buried him
in his little cradle, for so mother would have it, coverin’
up the top snugly, an’ father readin’ the Book an’ makin’
a prayer. But the necklace an’ locket an’ some of the in-
fant duds wife kep’; for some time, she said, some one may
be a-seekin’ him, an’ it would be a comfort for a mother to
know that her bairn had been well cared for, an’ given
Christian intarmint. But we’ve niver ha’rd a word of quest
or ’quiry durin’ all the long years sence; an’ the mystery
of lghe laddie’s comin’ has niver been solved, nor is it like
to be.

“It was long afore we forgot the wee stranger. Your
mother would often prattle to you, as she helt you to her
breast, of the dead baby, an’ to this day she can hardly
spake of him athout a tremblin’ in her voice. I all’ys
admired that in her. Th’re few women with a tinderer
heart, John, nor your mother; though she can swing an
axe with the best woodman, an’ shoot a rifle with true aim.”

2 :
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CHAPTER IIL
LUKE LATIMER GETS HIS WAR-NAME, “RED AXE.”

“An, now, lad, the warst is to come. It’s droughty
wark a-tellin’ sich a tale, so fetch a drink from the spring,
that I may slock my thirst, for my throat is as dry as a
corncob.” John brought the water in a drinking horn that
hung at his side. The father took a hearty draught, and
resumed his story: .

“Our life for the nex’ year differed lettle from that of
an ord’nary pioneer. We hunted, trapped, presarved our
gkins, an’ marketed ’em with the traders at Fort Pitt, an’
tilled our upland plantation for bread an’ vegetables
enough to kape the pot b’ilin’. We didn’t al’ays stay here,
‘but wair on the wing here and thar where game was most
plentiful, and often in company with the Mingoes, who
wair our sworn fri’nds an’ allies. It was a half savage life,
but pleasant enough in the main, an’ we al’ays came back
to ‘Indian Rocks,” as our settlement was called, as home.

“But now matters began to grow sayrious for us. The
Shawnees tuk the warpath, and the frontier became the
scane of a bloody conflic’. The fri’ndship of the Mingoes
saved us, but we knowed that we couldn’t long hold our
position. So, aided and advised by Panther, we made ready
to go intil the old settlemints of Washin’ton county, which
were large enough to be secure agin ord’nary assault. Pitts-
burg was less secure nor our own cabin; for the settlers
couldn’t live inside the fort walls, and the place contin’ally
invited attack by its military importance. We had made
all our preparations, had our goods and gear packed in an
extra boat, and lay down ready for an ’arly start nex’ day.
You wair res’less that night from some brash or other, an’
your mother havin’ been up to care for you slep’ lightly.

“She was roused by the whustle of a whippoorwill.
Now theh’s nothin’ strange in that, for you know our
woods is full of thim birds, which, like most of the owl
kind, are abroad at night after prey. But it so happened
that Panther had arranged a private signal with us of
which the whippoorwill’s call was the first note; an’ we
wair apt to give some extra heed to it. So wife listened
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keenly, bein’ narvous about the Indians, as we all wair;
and prisently h’ard the trill of a tree toad; then, followin’
clostely, a softer whippoorwill’s note rep’ated. That was
our full signal!

“She quietly woke me, an’ I had jist time fer to git my
rifle an’ rouse father, whin th’re came a low tap at the door
like the crackle of a beetle; then another, foll’ed by the
shrill of a cricket. Panther, sartin! For that, too, was a
private signal. I knowed at wanct sich caution meant a
great an’ prisent danger; so warnin’ all to utmost silence,
unbarred the door an’ opened it quietly. Panther lay at
the lintel on the log stoop, an’ glidin’ in like a sarpent,
while T closed the door softly, stood up an’ uttered sich a
‘hugh? of satisfaction that my blood tingled with axcite-
ment, for I knowed what danger he must ’ave escaped. He
glanced round the cabin an’ seein’ wife awake, laid his
finger on his lips. But th’re was small nade o’ that caution,
for your mother knowed border ways fine, as well as anny
ranger of us all.

“‘The Bended Knee, is he here?” That was the name
father went by among the Mingoes, who had obsarved his
habit of kneelin’ to pray at warship; an’ th’e wasn’t many
foresters ’at they could honestly have called the same.
Though we did warship too, after a silent sort, an’ few
wair onbelavers.

“‘Ay,’ I whuspered, ‘he is in the loft at the loop-hole.’

“‘Good! An’ Sunny Hair?” So they called our little
Meg, on account of her flaxen locks.

“<Asleep in the loft, all right. We’re all in, an’ ready
for flittin’ the morrow. But whativer diviltry is up,
Panther? Somethin’ sayrious, I’'m sure. Out with the
warst, at wanct!”

“ ‘Shawnees!” he answered. ‘Here; now; on the hill; in
the river; there in the great walnut!’” Then in his brief,
jerky way he let us know how he had struck their trail, an’
sendin’ Featherfoot to alarm the village at Yallow Crick,
had foll’ed to Indian Rocks; an’ changin’ his war paint to
that of a Shawnee brave, he had mingled with ’em freely,
an’ found out their plans.

“They had moved our boats up strame fornenst the
island, an’ had sent a party ’round to attack in the rare
from the hillside while the others should charge in front
an’ break in the door. I’m not more car’ful for my life nor
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most men, but I shuddered to think what danger my
fambly had escaped; though, for that matter, I hardly saw
how we could win a safe place. Our only chanct, I soon
found, was to hold out till the Mingoes came to our aid,
which we knowed they would, with haste an’ saycrecy. We
agreed that the Shawnees must have no hint that we
knowed their prisence, but let ’em attack thinkin’ us wholly
onready. We should gain two things by that; freer expo-
sure of our inemies’ parsons, whereby we could do ’em more
harem; an’ the greater likelihood ’at they would retire an’
delay their next onset through greater caution, an’ thus
gain us time, which was what we craved.

“Ther’ were four rifles of us, for your mother is a fair
shot; an’ as she could shoot under kiver, an’ had a firm
mind to do so, we consinted. She took one of the loop-
holes in the loft a-guardin’ the front with father, an’
Panther an’ I below watched toward the hillside. The
moon was nigh full, and the night onclouded, which was
better for us. All ’round the cabin we had claired away
trees an’ underbrush, an’ acrost this open space we con-
sated the Shawnees would make a rush.

“Affairs wrought as we had reckoned. We hadn’t been
on guard long whin the signal came. The hoot of an owl
from the hill was answered by the rhriek of a night-hawk
in the big walnut. Th’re was a moment’s pause, an’ then
the open space seemed alive with warriors. Four big chaps
led the front, a-carryin’ betwixt ’em a log with which they
rushed straight at the cabin door. They were so sure of
their game that ere they were half way over the clairin’
they gave cry with their war-whoop. Then I made signal,
an’ four rifle shots rung among their yells, foll’ed closetly
by two shots from a pair of horse pistols that father an’ 1
managed. Not a shot was wasted. Five warriors fell, an’ a
sixth was whirled around like a top, an’ his tomahawk spun
from his hand as his arms fell by his side.

“The silence which foll’ed was awful in contrast with
the pravious whoopin’. But it was only for & moment, an’
then came a yell of mingled grief an’ rage that I have
niver h’ard ekaled on this border. Saizin’ their dead, the
Shawnees scurried back intil the woods. But they weren’t
wholly under cover afore we had reloaded and sint another
volley after ’em. Their batterin’ ram was left whar it fell,
for two of the braves who bore it had fallen, one of ’em by
wife’s shot. So the matter inded for the time.
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“But we didn’t flatter oursel’s that the danger was
over. The hostyles would count that we had six men in
the cabin an’ would be wary; but that they’d give up
athout an attempt at revenge we niver thought. In good
time we had notice of their plans, for arrows with burnin’
brands tied to ’em began a-rainin’ on the cabin roof from
the hill above us. We tried to dislodge the archers with
our rifles; but as we had to fire at random, or by the direc-
tion from which the arrows flew, we couldn’t stop ’em. The
roof caught fire, but we cut an openin’ through the cla’-
boards and quenched the flames, though it was resky wark.
But more fire-bran’s flew, the roof was agin in flames, an’
only water could save us.

“Now you mind that the cabin stood on blocks, quite
above the ground; and th’re was a trap door in the floor
through which I wint with two buckets, an’ creepin’ out,
sheltered by this big log on which we now set, managed fer
to win the spring an’ git back onharmed. But the rascals
soon found out that trick an’ made it too hot fer me.

“At last, it came to a ch’ice betwixt roastin’ by fire in
the cabin, or dyin’ by Shawnees in the open; an’ well the
red fiends knowed it, fer the woods resounded with their
ta’ntin’ yells. Jist then, in the last nick of time, hope
came. The sharp ears of Panther detected signals that his
frien’s were near. They were comin’ along the river trail
from below, an’ over the hillside in the rear of the Shaw-
nees. It passes me how he knowed; but the red man has a
sixth sense, I think, when it comes to wood sounds an’
sights. So we agreed to lave the cabin an’ take refuge
ahint this log, drawin’ the inemy’s fire; for they were all
now on the hill. The big walnut an’ the river bank, bein’
within our rifle range, had been abandoned. Then father
and Panther wair to crouch behint the lcg with their rifles
an’ the two pistols, an’ holt the inemy at bay, while I with
wife an’ the childer made a rush toward the shelter of the
bank, an’ in the direction of the comin’ Mingoes.

“We got through the trap, an’ won the log. Then
Panther Paped atop the trunk, shuck his rifle at the hill,
an’ raised the Mingo war-whoop. At the same time father
showed himself with a lusty halloo of defiance. Down they
dropped, foll’ed by a volley from the Shawnees, an’ then
we made our break. I had you in one arm, John, an’ an
axe in the other. Mother carried a rifle an’ led Meg
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by the hand. On we sped for dear life, while from the
hill an’ forest there rose a shout that, well us’t to it as I
was, made me heartsick. I hardly knowed how it came
about, so quickly things passed, but I knowed the Shawnees
was a-chargin’. I h’ard three rifle shots ahint me, an’ the
Panther’s war-cry far above the din, mingled with father’s
hearty hurrah; an’ then, I was fightin’ han’ to han’ with a
gang of warriors, while you lay at my feet ahint me. My
axe wrought havoc with each swing. I h’ard the ring of
your mother’s rifle, an’ the shriek of Meg as a painted divil
saized her. I saw, or felt, ruther nor saw, my wife swing
her clubbed gun among the dusky warriors, then stagger
an’ fall. I was hit more nor wanct, but in the fierce for-
gitfulness of sich high fevered axcitement wounds seemed
no more to me nor the stings o’ hornets.

“Then I was conscious of a well-known an’ welcome
cry, that sounded amid the clamor like angels’ songs,—the
war-whoop of the Mingoes. A rush of dusky forms swep’
over the moonlit space an’ closed around us. Mingoes an’
Shawnees mingled for a while in the awful swirl of han’
to han’ conflic’, in the midst of which I knowed that I was
a-ladin’ on, side by side with Chief Logan, while the foe
gave way, slowly at first, an’ then breakin’ into flight,
plunged intil the forest. I felt the thrill of victory an’
started in pursuit, but—thar all consciousness ceased.

“My next remimbrance was of my wife a-bendin’ over
me on one side an’ good Panther, here, on t’other, a-rub-
bin’ my wounds with Indian oil an’ a-bindin’ ’em with rude
sargery. It was mornin’; the battle was over; the Mingoes
were preparin’ their dead to bear home to the village. An’
alas! my dead, too, for closte aside me lay dear father.
Panther °ll tell you how fightin’ side by side with him, the
Bended Knee fell an’ died, an’ gave us our only hope of
escape. I looked for a little form beside hissen, ay for two
of ’em, but saw them not and feared to ask. Featherfoot
read my thought in my eyes and brought you, my b’y, that
you might kiss me. ,

“<And Meg? I cried, ‘where is she?” They shuck their
heads. My pretty lass, my darlin’ Sunny Hair was gone!
Arn’ from that day to this, though we have s’arched the
border through, we have h’ard no word of her. Dead or
alive, God only knows.”

“God,” said Panther, speaking up quickly, “God—and
the Shawnees.”
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“Ay, my brother, God an’ the Shawnees. An’ Heaven
send she be dead ruther nor a captive wife in a Shawnee
warrior’s lodge.

“They’s lettle more to tell, John. We buried your
grandfather thar at the fut of the hill aside little Moses,
an’ the good Mingoes heaped stones from the river above
their graves. They nursed me intil health, an’ as our
boats had been rascued, when I was able to travel we wint
away to Washin’ton County and settled nearby our fri’nds
at Canonsburg. That is the story of how your grandfather
was killed, an’ your sister Meg lost, an’ I got my warrior
name. Afore that the Mingoes al’ys called me Big Walnut,
from the old tree by our cabin camp. But ther’after they
named me Red Axe; an’ I suppose I must ’a desarved it, for
their Chief, Captain John Logan, has told me, an’ Panther
too, that I swung my axe through the Shawnees like &
sickle in the rye-field. But I hardly knowed what I did.
My blood was in a faver, an’ my brain in a daze, an’ I
seemed to be borne on by some power other nor myself.
But come! it is late, an’ I'm a-weary with my tale. It’s
long years sence I telled it, lad, an’ I’ll niver tell ’t agin.
Now, let’s to sleep.”

Before the young man lay down, he went away and
looked at the two graves. They were still marked by the
cairns that the friendly red men had heaped; but the moss
had covered them, and a growth of wild roses overbore
them. He trimmed with his hatchet the tangled vegeta-
tion into some shapeliness, until the graves stood forth in
fairer outlines, as the moonbeams nestled upon them.
Then, filled with strangely conflicting thoughts, he lay
down beside his father and the Mingo underneath the
green canopy.

The fire grew dim, and its last flames seemed to be
licked up by the moonlight. The night voices of the forest
sounded more clearly than ever in the windless air. When,
as sometimes happens even in a dead calm, a tree on the
hill fell with a thundering sound, awakening echoes along
the river, he grasped his rifle and started to his feet, as
though the Shawnees had come back to attack. Then he
arose and wandered off along the river bank till the keen-
ness of his nerves was dulled, and so back to camp, where
he lay down again and slept a dreamless sleep until
morning.
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CHAPTER IV.
A REVENUE PARLEY AT INDIAN ROCKS.

No matter how ill one may sleep in camp he is likely to
be astir betimes in the morning. The early sunlight beats
freely upon his unshielded face, and the hour seems so
much later than it really is, that one is beguiled to rise up.
Then, all living things in nature are aroused by daylight,
and, athrob with life; renewed by sleep, and exultant at a
new-come day, fill the forest with their various clamor.
Thus John Latimer, despite his disturbed slumbers, was
up with the sun. A thin mist overhung the river and hills,
which the sunbeams rapidly teased away, but the day prom-
ised to be fair and warm.

The youth walked over the rocky bed which the
drought had uncovered, to the spot wher- the Indian carv-
ings are found. For a long distance up and down stream
the channel, at full stage of water, overruns a flat and
nearly unbroken surface of rock which juts out from be-
. neath the bank. Where it breaks off in midriver, or dips
downward, there the summer channel runs. For many
yards, between the island, now known as Georgetown
Island, and at the point where our party were encamped,
the rocky surface is covered with signs and figures of vari-
ous sorts, done by Indians no one knows when, but doubt-
less long before the date of this story. Hence the place is
known far and near as “Indian Rocks.”

There are images of braves with their scalp locks, and
with totems hanging around their necks; trees and
branches, fishes and birds, turtles, alligators and horses,
beavers and squirrels, and pelts and tracks of animals, all
done in that sketchy outline which characterizes the draw-
ings of children and the hieroglyphs of rude civilization.
There are carved human footprints of a bigness that might
bespeak them modeled from the famous Wyandot chief
Bigfoot himself; but all apparently of natural size and
shape, as though the outline had been made by scribing
round a real foot. These figures are cut in the hard lime-
stone rock with some rude tool, leaving gutters from a
quarter to a half inch deep and wide. The fret of the run-
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ning waters and grinding of ice have somewhat smoothed
down the outlines; but there they are to this day, as plainly
to be seen at low water as when John Latimer viewed them
a hundred years ago. .

Having made sketches of a number of these figures in
his note-book, for being in training for a land surveyor he
had some skill in drawing, John joined his companions who
were enjoying a pipe after breakfast. His questions con-
cerning the rock pictures brought small satisfaction. His
father knew little, and Panther would say little about
them. However, he learned that they were held in rever-
ence by the Mingoes as medicine marks, and the spot was
looked upon as somehow sacred to the Great Spirit. They
were chary of the place themselves, and liked not to see it
intruded upon by others.

“Come,” said Panther, plainly anxious to avoid further
question. “Let us find the medicine oil. The growing
sun will drink it up, and the Red Axe says his brothers will
need it much when they go upon the warpath against their
Great Father and Chief, Washington. Panther does not
understand; but the Red Axe is wiser than he in white
men’s ways, and that is enough for Panther! Let us go.”

This remark, seemingly dropped carelessly by the In-
dian, stirred the white men powerfully. An eager glance
passed between father and son; from the one of question-
ing, as though to read the youth’s mind from the play of
his features; from the other of surprise, followed by a pass-
ing flush of indignation, that instantly yielded before an
expression of pain. But whatever thoughts were seething
in the white men’s minds, they bosomed up their counsel
and taking horn canteens and earthen bottles, the party
walked down stream to the mouth of Little Beaver. They
entered the channel of the creek and picked their way
through the ravine by which it debouches into the Ohio,
without wetting their moccasins. Here and there, in pock-
ets and holes and shallow pans in the rocky channel, where
the water had been left by the retiring stream the youth
noted an unctuous floatage, which at times, in the ruffling
wind and sunlight, flashed out all the colors of the rain-
bow. : '

“What have we here, Panther?” John asked. “I have
seen it afore, I trow, but never thought to give close heed
to it.”
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Panther stopped, and laughing softly made answer.
“This is what we seek. Young Oak has found the Mingoes’
secret. This is the Indian oil. We will gather it.”

So saying, he took from his belt three mussel shells
which he had plucked from the river sand, gave one to each
of his companions, and opening a cruse proceeded to skim
the oily scum and place it therein. The others joined him
in the work which was wearisome and needed dainty hand-
ling. It was well towards noon before their vessels were
filled, and they turned homeward.

“Now, Panther,” gaid John, “tell me what you know of
this Indian oil. Whence comes it?”

“It is the gift of Manitou. Does oil drop from the
clouds? Does it gush from the earth or rock? Our wise
men have not so found it. We have sought springs of oil
along many streams, but have not found them. The red
man and the wild deer know the salt licks. We have heard
of the endless lake, the great sea whose waters are filled
with salt; and Red Axe says that white men get it by boiling
the water away. Salt in water is the gift of the Great
Spirit. Why should he not also put oil in the water for the
Indian?”

“But when did the Indians discover it? And to what
use do you put it?” asked John.

“The Mingoes have always known the water oil. Their
medicine men showed our fathers how to use it for wounds
and hurts and sore bones and aches which come with damp
and frost and with old age.”

“Do you drink it? Is it good for fevers?”

“Neither; we pour it upon wounds; we rub it over the
joints. It loves the air, and will ghde quickly into its
bosom if the bottle is not shut. It hates the fire, and
rushes from it with angry cry and flash like powder.”

“When do you usually find it on the water?”

“When the Manitou walks along the streams he leaves
the healing oil behind him. He comes when he will, but
we find the oil in the summer when the waters are low.
Our fathers tell us of a time when the Little Beaver was cov-
ered with it, and it flowed into the Ohio and spread far
down the stream. Then the Manitou fought with the Evil
Spirit. The heavens grew black with thunder clouds.
The lightnings fell upon the creek and it kindled into
flame and ran burning to the river, and the river was afire
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and rolled burning to Yellow Creek. The bravest war-
riors trembled, for they thought the waters were burning
up and the Ohio would burn, too. The medicine men said
the Great Spirit was angry with the Mingoes. But the fire
went out; the storm passed; the sun shone again, and our
wise men said it was the water oill Panther knows no
more. It is enough! The Mingo has his secrets; the Red
Axe has his; the Young Oak, maybe, has his. Very good!
The Manitou has secrets too. He opens not all his counsel
to the red man or the white. Some time He may tell; let
us wait!”

Their vessels were at last painfully filled, and the trio
retnrned to camp. After the noon meal, Luke and John
Latimer were left alone in camp, while Panther went into
the woods for game. The father sat in the shade of the
great walnut tree meditatively smoking his pipe. The son
seated near by was scraping a cow’s horn with a scale of
broken flint, making a new powder Lorn. The Indian’s quo-
tation of Luke’s allusion to the revenue troubles then dis-
turbing the frontier, rankled in John’s mind. He knew
that his father had taken up the popular view with warm
favor, and had cast himself into the agitation with an in-
tensity and prejudice characteristic of his strong nature.
His business as a freighter, chiefly up and across the
Monongahela, brought him closely in contact with many of
those most interested in illicit distilling, and this had its
weight in giving bitterness to his opinions. But John had
never imagined that affairs had gone or could go to the
length of active, much less armed, opposition to the Gov-
ernment.

His own views were not matured; but as a pupil of
Doctor John McMillan, the principal of the famous Log
Academy which afterwards grew into Jefferson College, he
had heard the Government side of the question. The doc-
tor and the clergy generally (who were chiefly Presby-
terians) were opposed to insurrectionary movements and to
all violation of law. They knew that their flocks would be
helpless against the attacks of the Republic’s troops led by
their President, the renowned General Washington. Thus,
both the popular sympathies and conservative instincts
of their order led them to oppose rebellion. A son who
has the true filial feeling must always regret to find himself
opposed to the views and wishes of his parent. It was
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therefore with great concern that John ventured to broach
the matter that filled his thoughts. But the way was made
somewhat easier by the fact that Luke Latimer was very
fond of his boy, and from the time he was a little chit de-
lighted to have him potter about his heels, and peer and
mouse into his work, and quiz him with all manner of ques-
tions. So John had grown up feeling the reins of authority
wound about and eased with the spirit of comradeship.

“Father,” John began, “I’ve been thinking a good deal
of what Panther said this morning just before we started
for the Indian 0il.” He held up to the sunlight the powder
horn on which he wrought, and peering through it to se2
if it were yet worn thin enough, glanced sidewise upon his
father’s face. Luke smoked on thoughtfully and only said:

“Well, John?”

“P'm not sure that I understand his meaning,” and
John resumed his work of scraping dainty curls of shaving
from the cow’s horn. “But if I did, I hope he has misun-
derstood you. I can’t think matters have gone so far that
you are ready to join a conspiracy against your old com-
mander, our noble President. You served under him as a
pioneer during most of the Revolution. You were one of
the warmest advocates of the Constitution, and voted
heartily for the first President. I am loath to think you
could be led into armed opposition to the laws.”

“Well, son,” said Luke, tapping the ashes from his pi?e,
“I’d as lief settle this matter betwixt us now as later. You’re
quite right to think that I honor an’ love the great com-
mander; an’ it’s sore agin the grit, I’ll allow, to oppose
aught he favors. But he’s badly advised about our affairs
here in the West; an’ what betwixt Secretary Hamilton
an’ the Congress, we’re a’most worse off nor under Great
Britain. Now, I’'m not for layin’ down an’ lettin’ Philadel-
phy Quakers an’ Gover'ment tax gatherers eat us up soul
an’ substance without opposition.”

“But, father, doesn’t our Constitution give the Gov-
ernment the right to levy revenue taxes? You voted for
that, didn’t you?”

“Ay; but to take your last quistion first; I al’ays op-
posed the State system of axcise laws, as you well know,
an’ so did all tLis western country. We niver counted on
Congress takin’ up the old an’ hateful policy of the Colo-
nial Legislatur’ an’ carryin’ it furder nor the Colony iver
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did, or you may be sure we wouldn’t ’a voted for the Con-
stitution. Besides, it’s not us that’s a-violatin’ the Con-
stitution, but the Revenue officers. Jist look at it! The
Constitution says the taxes shall be uniform throughout
the States. But here in West Pennsylvania our stillers
have to pay as much tax for two shillin’s worth of the best
Monongahela whuskey, as the stillers down in Philadelphy
or Jarsey pay for four shillin’s worth. Thar! they've
doubled the rate on us who are far less able for til stand it.”

“I admit that seems unjust, father. But what other
plan could be taken? It wouldn’t do to have a different
scale of prices for every town and county, and slide it up
and down to meet every trader’s or distiller’s ideas of values.
That would indeed be anything but uniform. Of course,
it’s unfortunate for us; but that’s one of the penalties of our
western isolation which pinches us in a good many ways.”

“Then let ’em git the gover’'ment tax by some system
that’ll not bear so onek’ally on us. Besides, we’re informed
that they can’t an’ don’t collec’ these revenues elsewhere.
Other States dodge aven the duty on imported spirits an’
wines. Now, I wouldn’t mind taxes on fureign liquors.
It’s true, the axcise laws in the auld country were niver
pop’lar among our folk, an’ smugglin’ was not thought
much of a sin. But aven thar they laid most stress on fur-
eign liquors, an’ no man thought it harm to make a lettle
for himself an’ neighbors.

“For my part, I spurn the whole policy as onjust an’
oppressive. Look ’e here, Jack, if rye can’t be made intil
whuskey ’ithout a license, no more can hide be made intil
boots, or buckskin intil breeches, or wool intil a hat, ’ithout
speecial permission from the Gover’ment. If taxed for one
why not for t’other? If we yield the right in one, why not
in t’other? Why, lad, that *ud be warse tyranny nor Eng-
land iver helt over us. The right to tax a penny gives the
right for til tax a pound. The right to license spirits gives
the right for til license ivery kind of home produce; an’ by
an’ by we’ll be bound to have license for farmin’ an’ flat
boatin’, an’ cattle breedin’, and shootin’ and trappin’.
Would you favor that state of things, now? Nay! We'd
better take the bull by the horns at wanct, ere he toss an’
gore us altogither.”

“But, father,” remonstrated John, “the Government
can’t be supported without some kind of tax. Every civil-
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ized nation has and always has had some form of taxes. No
doubt the taxes have often been unwise, oppressive and un-
equal; but must we not after all leave this to the Govern-
ment to determine? And what article can be taxed to
better advantage than liquor? Have we a right to make .
armed opposition because the tax falls hard on us? You
know what our Saviour said: ‘Render unto Casar the
things that are Casar’s’ That’s good civil policy as well
as true religion.” '

“Ay, ay, lad! Thar ye go with the same auld song the
Tories sung afore the Revolution. We’d niver ’a gotten
independence if we’d ’a-listened til it then; an’ we’ll lose
the fruits of liberty if we listen til ’t now. Not but-ther’s
justice an’ right in’t if looked at in the right way. Now,
Pm for payin’ fair an’ raisonable tax. Let ’em kape to the
axcise of fureign spirits, an’ I'll no turn a hand agin ’em.
But give us a free fut in home ’stillin’!

“Why, John, it’s a quistion of bread an’ butter, an’ that
you know right well. Thar’s rye, our best crop, whar’s the
market for it, aither at home or abroad? None; none at
all! What’s the good of our rich soil an’ heavy crops when
an extra barrow load ’ill glut the market? Ef we’re to git
aught for it we mus’ put it intil spirits. Ther’s posityvely
nothin’ for the frontier folk to live by but farmin’ and
huntin’, onless you give us lave to do our own ’stillin’. It’s
got so bad that I’ve h’ard a Pittsburg trader say he’d as
lief see a load of manure a-comin’ to him for barter as a
load of wheat. Our crops lie in our bins, or clog the
trader’s stores. You know how hard it is for to git our
grain ground, an’ then to run flour to New Orleans or down
the river for a market. Packin’ grain or flour East is out
of the quistion. Our pack horses can carry the amount of
twenty-four bushels in high wines for ivery four of grain,
an’ in that shape alone can we git a market an’ livin’
profits. It’s a matter of life or death with us, boy, I tell ye!

“Here’s the western countries full of Revolutionary
vet’rans. After all the perils an’ sufferin’s of the long war
agin the mother country, they found themselves ’ithout a
fardin’ axcep’ Continental currency that’s only good for to
light one’s pipe with. They came out here for a home. It
was a forlorn hope, but they came. They claired up the
forests, fought snakes, an’ wild bastes an’ wilder savages.
Arn’ now whin the’r farms are claired up an’ th’re’s some
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chanect for to make a livin’, along comes the Gov’'ment that
we've created, an’ wants to squaze from us an’ our famblies
the lettle that we have. Tush, lad! It makes one’s blood
boil to think of the cruelty an’ injustice on’t.”

“But, father,” said John, after a moment’s pause, “you
forget, don’t you, that the Government doesn’t forbid us to
distill? It only says'that we’re to enter our stills for license
and pay tax on the product. Where’s the great hardship of
that?”

“Well, many of ’em has done it, hard as the conditions
air. Some of ’em kin afford to do it. Thar’s whar the shoe
pinches; the poor man can’t afford to pay so heavy a per
cent on hi§ produc’. It’s not only the accessive axcise tax
but the sort of payment demanded. The Inspector, for
sooth, ’ll take nothin’ but specie! Specie? Wharll you
find it in these settlemints? We’ve got to barter for our
trader’s goods. Nobody pays coin for our stuff, or axpec’s
it. Peltries an’ grain, ginseng and snake root, an’ what
not, are the coin of this country. The very best, most
portable, salable an’ profitable of our products is spirits
distilled from our own grain. Lord help you, lad, when
the farmer has paid his stiller’s charges, an’ the big dis-
count for specie, an’ the axcise tax, th’re’s nothin’ left for
wife an’ weans. No, John, it’s an intolerable condition,
an’ th’re’s nothin’ for it but to stand up like men, an’ let
the Gover'ment know that our lawful rights must be re-
spicted, or we’ll know the rayson why.”

“But, father, admit that our people labor under great
wrongs, is it wise or right to resort to force? Two wrongs
never made a right; and to attack the Government that
you men won by your valor and sacrifice, and built up your-
selves, seems to be a great wrong. To be sure, one may
oppose bad policies; but there’s a right and a wrong sort of
opposition. Our laws put the power in the people’s hands,
and if our own representatives make oppressive laws, we
must submit, for all I can see, until we send men who will
undo the evil by legal and constitutional methods.

“We’ve just embarked on the experiment of a Republic.
The oppressed of all nations are watching us with anxious
interest. It would be a blow at the heart of human rights
if we struck down our Government, or weakened the
world’s confidence in our stability. Father, you’ve suffered
much, so have all the old veterans, for the rights of man;
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can’t you suffer a little longer? Be sure all will be righted
at last. It must be so. President Washington will not sze
us oppressed, if we can get the facts before him. Let us
pause before we mar the noble work of so many years of
bloodshed and toil.”

The youth had risen in the flow of his earnest talk, and
stood facing his father as the rays of the setting sun slanted
through the treetops, and glowed with ruddy glory on the
smooth river. The father looked up with an expression
of mingled admiration and dissent, then answered:

“Well said, John; well said, I must allow that. But
here ag’in theh’s two sides to the quistion. Gover'ment’s
a matter of give an’ take. If we have duties, so have our
rulers. Now, look ye! The administration has left us to
fight our own battles with the Indians an’ the cussed Brit-
ish, to boot. The Western posts ’ve been left in possession
of the English contrairy to treaty, an’ they’re still behint
most of the diviltry a-goin’ on along the border. Why
dor’t the Gover’'ment put a stop to that?”

“The best answer,” John replied, “is the military camp
now forming at Pittsburg under Gen. Wayne. Then,
there were the expeditions of Harmer and St. Clair. Sure,
it’s not quite right to say that the administration has done
nothing for the frontier.”

“Maybe not,” answered Luke. “But as to Harmar’s an’
St. Clair’s axpedeetions, they amounted to less nor nothin’;
we were warse off after nor arfore ’em. They only proved
how grudgin’ an’ scant were the efforts made for our
safety. We fared about as well under Broadbrim rule.
What’s the differ atween a republican Gover’ment that
can’t help us, an’ a lot o’ white-livered Quakers who
won’t?”

“But, Wayne, father! There’s Gen. Wayne’s expedition
now forming! The administration is surely trying——"

, “Ay, lad,” interrupted the elder Latimer. “Thar’s the

Wayne axpedeetion! An’ what o’ that? It drags wearily
enough along. Wayne is crossed an’ thwarted at ivry
hand, an’ fumes an’ frets, an’ betwixt you an’ me can curse
the Gover'ment as roundly as annyone. Whar’s his army?
Why, he’ll be two or three years more, at this rate, in git-
tin’ together enough troops for til make a respictable
showin’ aven. What do the other States care for us?
Lettle, mighty lettle, or they’d rally to the frontier, an’
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wanct for all help us to be quit of our savage foes. Mind
"what I say, though I'm nayther prophet nor son of a
* prophet, if Wayne’s axpedeetion is iver a success at all, an’
troops or volunteers from other States. Now, Jack, my son,
what sort of a spectackle is that for the warld? It warks
both ways, don’t you see? An’ if a Republic can’t an’
won’t defend its sufferin’ an’ assailed borders, mayhap
men ’ll see small use for ’t. I’m not sure but the rights of
man’ ’1l be better sarved by makin’ a new State out of West-
ern Pennsylvany an’ Virginy, an’ mayhap even a Western
Republic—"

“Stop, father! stop there!” cried John. “There’s no
objection to the new State if it can be brought about le-
gally. But that last thought is rank treason. Don’t think
of it further, for God’s sake, don’t! Ay, and for your own!
For, father, depend on it, though the States may be back-
ward in sending aid to suppress the Indians, if the integ- -
rity of the Republic be once assailed they will rally to a
man. And then what chance will there be for us? DBetter
endure the evils we have than fly to others that we know
not of. Or, as the Good Book says: ‘The prudent man
forseeth the evil and hideth himself.’”

“Well, lad, thank you unnyhow for sparin’ me the tail
eend of that Scriptur’ quotation But thar comes Panther,
an’ it’s no’ becomin’ that he should see us aven in fri’'ndly
controvarsy. So we’ll e’en drop the subjec’ an’ prepare for
rest.”

CHAPTER V.
NEW ACQUAINTANCES AND AN OLD STORY.

John Latimer sat at the Fort Pitt landing reading a
pocket edition of Virgil, a gift from his instructor and
pastor, Dr. John McMillan, and waiting for business.

“Good morning, young man!” said a military person
who stepped upon the keel boat which lay with its nose
against the shore lazily lifting with the rippling of the
stream. John rose from his rustic spruce-wood camp stool,
and returned the greeting with a salute something more

3
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respectful than wont, as he recognized Gen. Neville, the
chief revenue officer for the Western District of the United"
States. He was a tall, stoutly-built man, of seventy years
or thereabout, whose swart closely-shaven face as domi-
nated by large dark eyes well parted by a Roman nose with
a bare suggestion of an upward curve at the tip. A strong
face, one would say, with that cast which the habit of
authority gives. His bearing, self-poised and confident
without being aggressive, bespoke gentle breeding; and with
this his dress comported, being a cross between the cos-
tume of a Continental gentleman and a soldier, with a mod-
ifying slash of frontier freedom.

The youth noted these points, for in the years just suc-
ceeding the Revolution the distinctions between the aris-
tocracy and the commonality, which pervaded the Colonial
period, were not wholly done away. At the same time he
was conscious that he also was the subject of a close scru-
tiny, which, though he would have been the last to think
it, he could well bear. John Latimer stood six feet one
inch in his moccasins. His deerskin breeches were buckled
at the knees over ribbed home-Lnit hose. A blue home-
spun jerkin, ornamented with metal buttons and topped
with mink fur, hung loosely over his linsey shirt on whose
bosom and broad collar his mother had wrought braiding.
A well-turned head, fairly posed upon his neck, was
crowned with curly chestnut hair. Clear blue eyes, honest,
true and thoughtful, looked from beneath a forehead that
showed white, where his cap had sat, against the ruddy
bronze of his sunburnt cheeks. There he stood, strong,
manly, a bit awkward perhaps just then, though graceful
as a wild creature when in action; his broad chest tapering
down to as proper a pair of legs (his mother said) as ever
bore breeks. He could keep a coin at once between thighs,
knees and ankles, the ideal test of trim legs in those days.

“Well, young man?” said the Inspector.

“Well, sir?” said John, with a slight twinkle in his eyes
that showed him aware of the mutual inspection, and
amused thereat. “Can I serve you this morning?”

“I am looking for a light-draft keel boat to take me
and my niece as far down the river as Wheeling and back,
and have been referred to Luke Latimer. You are not he?”

“His son, sir; but I can speak for him.”

“Ah! I want passage simply, with a little camping for
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the lady and hunting for myself by the way, with a stop
or two between whiles. My niece wishes to see the river
scenery and have a taste of frontier life. Could you take
us, and what could you do for us?”’ .

“We certainly could take you,” answered John, “for you
are doubtless used to campaigning; but I cannot speak so
surely for the lady. We have but rough accommodation,
sir, as you see; only a keel boat built’for ferriage, for light
freighting and for emigrants.”

“Yes, yes, I seel But the lady will do well enough, I
dare say, for a little while. Now, here is a bit of a cabin that
might serve, I think, on a pinch.” He pointed to. a rustic
booth thatched with leafy wattles which John had built in
the bow, wherein he might loiter and read while awaiting
custom, and also sleep at nights. The floor was covered
with bearskins, and on the forked props hung his rifle, pow-
der horn, leggings and hunting shirt.

“To be sure,” resumed the General, “there’s nothing
luxurious here, but it’s clean, at least.”

Whereat John flushed, and said rather testily, “I
should hope so, sir!”

“Nevertheless,” remarked the General, “that’s not what
one can say of some of the boats I have looked at. When
can you leave?”

“At once.”

“Good! Then T’ll take the boat for the trip; for a week
at least, to leave this afternoon promptly at five o’clock;
and here is your earnest money.” He gave John a gold
coin, and having arranged the terms and particulars of the
journey, and bidden John wait on board for the stores and
tent which he would promptly send, the Inspector gave a
stately good morning, and retired.

Packages of provisions from the trader were alreadv
coming in when Luke Latimer arrived. John gave him the
gold coin with well-pleased countenance, looking for ap-
plause when he told of the favorable contract he had made.
But he was grieved to see Luke flush up angrily at the
name of Gen. Neville, and fling the coin indignantly upon
deck. Knowing his father’s keenness for business the
youth felt that he had indeed made a sore mistake, though
marvelling to know wherein.

“What, my son,” cried Luke, “would you help that
inemy of your kin an’ people to plot agin our p’ace? It
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galls and grieves me sore that you ’ve done this. I’d as lief
take a cargo of rattlers as that man Neville. What’ll our
fri‘'nds say to this? They’ll be a-callin’ us informers an’
revenue spies, I misdoubt. Is that all your edication’s
worth, John, fer to let this rank traitor hoodwink you so?
Fie, fie!”

John waited the first outburst of temper before reply-
ing, though his cheeks burned at the slight. Then, as
beseemed a son, he answered quietly: “Iather, you do me
injustice. How could I know you would scorn the best-
paid job we’ve had for many a day? What right had I to
discriminate against anyone who asked our service? You
have taught me that business is no respecter of persons.
Besides, what reason could I give for refusal even if I had
thought to do so? The gentleman plainly said that he was
going principally on pleasure, not business, and for his
niece rather than himself. You are the last man to do such
discourtesy to a lady, father, and so am 1.”

“Ay, ay!” rejoined Luke, shaken much in mind, but
testy still. “You can argy fine; specially on the side of the
axcise officers. The old doctor has dinged that intil you
bravely, along with his Latin an’ mathematics. But it ill
behooves to flout your treason in your father’s face.”

“Father!” cried John,” “this is too much! Have I ever
failed in duty to you? But—Ilet us bandy no more words
about it. I will be off to Gen. Neville and tell him that
my father forbids the contract, and returns the earnest
money.” So saying, he picked up the coin, and turned to
leave the boat.

“Stop a blt John!” said Luke, whose wrath had cooled
before his son’s reverend carriage as much as his cogent
reasons. “I can’t cope with your glib tongue in argymint,
though quite the same I know it’s all agee. But, let me
think! Ye’ve pledged my word, you say; an’ what if the
Giine’r’l refuses to rel’ase us? What’ll ye say til him then,
lad?’

“What'll I say? The truth; that Luke Latimer keeps
faith with all men but Gen. Neville. And if he mislikes
that, he may make the most of it.”

_ “It won’t do, my son, it won’t do! It’s a sore pickle
ye’ve got me into by your indiscreetion, bad cess til it! I
don’t see my way out; though resolved I am that I'll niver
sarve Giner’] Neville myself, nor bide with him in the same
boat.”
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“Well,” said John, turning back from the gang plank,
“why should you have aught to do with the matter? Let
me take the whole responsibility. If I can’t get some one
to help me, I can manage well enough alone as far as
Indian Rocks. There I am sure to find Panther, who is
trapping now on the Little Beaver, and will be at his camp
on the Island, and will readily join me.”

So at last it was agreed. Luke dearly loved his son, and
liked not to see him humbled; and he loved his good busi-
ness name, and would not have it besmirched, above all by
one whom he so roundly hated as the Inspector. So off he
set for Canonsburg, promising to meet John in a week
again, and yielding to him all the care and profit of the
journey. Thereupon John went eagerly to work righting
the boat for such rare fares and freight.

“Good mor-r-row, Jock!” called a cheery voice from the
bank. The voice issued from a thick-set figure clad in
homespun and leggings, who without more ado stalked
over the gang plank, followed by a small dog of the breed
known as fox-terrier.

“Good morning, Andy Burbeck!” said John. “What
good brownie told you that you are just the man I’'m look-
ing for?”

“Ay, it’s ginteel in ye for to say that, Jock, ma b’y; and
jist at noon time whin A’m as hungry as a bear, not to
say thirsty, which Peggy says is my chrronic estate. But
the deil’s not al’ys as black as he’s painted, an’ A’ niver let
the malt git above the male. How are ye, lad?” He warmly
shook the hand extended to him and took a seat in the
booth.

“Ah! this is ilegant now, awfter long trudgin’ in an
August sun! Faith! a movin fut is aye gittin’, tho’ some-
times it’s only a stumped toe!” Andy wiped his red head
with a red handkerchief, and laid aside his hat, uncovering
& shock of red hair that stood up all around ‘his freckled
face. “Sure, A’m hearty glad to see ye awfter yer trip
down the river. An’ so is Bounce, ye see. Hey, Bounce?”
The dog had run with glad cry and wagging tail to John
and was curving his back under his fondling hand. Thus
questioned, he beat the floor with his tail, raised his head,
and barked.

“Toe be sure ye are, ma purty! Was there iver a plainer
‘yis’ nor that, Master John? Ah! a dog’s a firmer frri’'nd
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nor some human crayters A’ wot of. But haven’t ye a bite
an’ sup for a starrvin’ neighbor, Jock?” Andy had a way
of rolling his r’s when somewhat earnest or excited,and the
last sentence received an especially unctious trill.

“Indeed, yes. I was about taking a snack myself; so
join me and welcome. Here’s a bite of cold venison; and
here’s a loaf of home bread; and here’s a pot of wild honey.”
He took the dishes as he spoke out of a locker. “And there,
Andy, is the horn bottle; but water it well, old fellow, for
I want you to keep a cool head, as I have some particular
work for you.”

“That A’ wull, lad, an’ obleeged til ye. But did ye iver
see me with a hot head? Though, it looks red hot, A’ll
allow; an’ Peggy says it flames out like Nebbychadnazar’s
fiery furnace.” Laughing at the conceit, he passed his red
hand through his shocky poll, and proceeded to mix his
grog. “Here’s til yer health, Jock, an’ good luck to the
Fanny!” meaning thereby not a lady friend but the Lati-
mer boat.

“By the way, Andy, what do you think of the Fanny
now ?” asked John. “You see I’ve been brightening her up
a bit.”

“Ay, A’m feared ye’re gittin’ vain, John,” answered
Andy, shaking his head with mock gravity. “An’ that ’ll
be the ruination of a douce fine fallow. Tak’ care, lad; ill
weeds wax well. Why, this is quite a Cleopatry’s barrge,
an’ not an Ohio keel boat! Ye've grown pernickety, lad,
sence ye’ve been among the Frenchers at New Orleans.
Not but A’ like a dainty taste maself; it’s a sign of good
blood. There’s Bounce an’ Betty, now! Bless yer heart,
they’re tidy as an emmet, an’ as ch’ice as a gentle in their
bed an’ board. They’d starve ruther ’n raven like a mongrel
cur. Sure, A’ call this a reg’lar lady’s bowerr, John.” He
cast an approving eye around the booth, as he mixed
another horn of grog.

“I'm glad you like it, Andy, for to tell the truth, that’s
just what it is—a lady’s bower. And I want you for the
next week o1 two to help take care of the lady. What say
you??:, Have you an engagement ahead, and will you go with
me

“No ingagement, John, an’ A’m agrayable to sarve ye,
if all’s fair. But what’s in the wind? Have a care, Jock!
Better an impty house nor a bad tinant. Ye havn’t capit-



THE LATIMERS, 39

oolated body an’ soul to one of thim French Papishers,
hey? A’ve h’ard they’re rigler Circes and Sirens, an’ the
very divil giner’ly with their big black eyes an’ winsome
ways. But A’ niver thought that you——"

“Tush, Andy!” said John, impatiently. “No fiddle-
faddle, please! It’s a pure matter of business. Listen!”
He recited the events of the morning, and explained that
he wanted some one to help at the boat’s poles and sweeps,
and especially with the cooking. “You'’re a famous camp
caterer, Andy, and I had been thinking of you not an hour
ago, and wishing you could help me out of my scrape.”

“Jist so, lad; talk about the angels, ye know—et cetery!
Ma modesty forbids me to finish the proverb. Though,
toe be sure, A’ niver h’ard of an angel with red hair an’
frowsy baird an’ freckled face, though they might be warse
appareled, A’ trow. Howiver, it’s a bargain, lad, an’ A’'m
shipped on the Fanny for the nixt cruise as first mate, head
cook, seaman an’ cabin boy. Thar’s four of us, John; and
Bounce makes five. A fine crew, that, for a river cruise;
an’ yourself the sixth, Captain Jock.”

“I don’t know about Bounce,” said John. “I misdoubt
the General or the lady might object to a dog on board!”

© “Objic’? Not they! They’re too good blood for that,

A’ pledge ye; an’ blood ’1l tell in sich matters. But if they
do, then no Bounce, no Burbeck—hey, boy? We’s not be
parted, wull we?” Taking the cue from his master’s tone,
the terrier leaped into his arms and laid his head against
his bosom. “There, master John, ye couldn’t have the
heart to siperate us now, could ye?”

“Plainly not, Andy,” answered John, laughing. “And
if I had, I wouldn’t dare do it. But you must keep Bounce
out of sight and hearing until we get fairly started.”

“Trust us for that, lad! An’ now A’m at your sarvice.
What shall be ma first duty, Cap’n John?” He put him-
self into saluting posture, and touched his hat with mock
obeisance.

Andy had a deft hand, and as he wrought with good
will and good taste withal, the boat was soon in fair trim
for its expected guests. The bower, as Andy would call it,
was furnished with two comfortable chairs, borrowed from
a friendly trader. A rude bunk was knocked together and
thereon extra bearskins were laid down, making an invit-
ing couch. A dressed deer skin, curiously decorated with




40 THE LATIMERS.

Indian totem signs, was draped across the bow end; and
the rudder end was closed in with wattles, leaving only a
door, over which hung a pair of panther skins. A square
bit of canvas made by stitching together remnants of old
government tents abandoned in various expeditions, was
stretched over the thatched top, thus forming a roof rea-
sonably secure from ordinary showers and river mists.

“Thar now,” said Andy, “we’re ready for ma leddy; an’
it’s a dainty enough bower for Lady Washington herself,
God bless her! Ther’s privacy if she wants it. Ther’s a
fair view of the river scanery whin she choices to draw her
bow curtain. An’ whin she wants fer to convarse with the
Cap’n an’ mate, as she surely wull, bein’ a lady of quality,
why, ther’s a nate door in the awfther cabin. An’ thar’s a
bunch o’ posies ’at King George’s gardener couldn’t fur-
nish!” pointing to a crock full of goldenrod and field lilies
plucked from the banks outside the fort. “An’ yon’er she
comes, lad, an’ we’re not a mort too soon.”

The young woman tripped down the sloping bank in
advance of her uncle; and with a merry outburst of
laughter, as if in high spirits in prospect of her week’s
picknicking, leaped upon the gang plank. It made a little
lurch, and frightened thereat the damsel threw up her arms
for balance and uttered a slight scream. What then could
John do, who stood at the bow to receive his guests, but
reach forth his hand to steady her, and support her over the -
bulwarks? Merry black eyes looked up into the tall youth’s
face. A sweet voice said: “Oh, thank you!” and a dainty
hand was laid in his palm. Are we so far from our young
days that we cannot recall the thrill of some such touch
as that?

John turned to receive Gen. Neville, who hurried aboard
plainly ruffled at his niece’s unceremonious advent. He
was followed by a negro slave laden with wraps and carry-
ing a lady’s hand-box. Meanwhile, the maiden was already
inspecting her bower, and giving vent to sundry pleased
ejaculations.

“Luke Latimer, I suppose?” asked Gen. Neville, ad-
dressing Andy.

“Andy Burbeck, at yer sarvice,” was the answer. “Yon’s
Captain Latimer, yer honor,” pointing to John.

“Captain be hanged!” the General began, but bit short
off his expletive and turned to his niece. “Excuse me,
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Blanche; but it vexes me to hear these honorable titles
given to boatmen and packmen, and every Tom, Dick and
Harry on the border.”

“True enough, yer honor,” interposed Andy, not at all
discomfited. “All the Stuarts aint cousins to the king.
But if yer honor ’d ’a tackled succissfully the difficoolties
an’ dangers of the Ohio rriver in a flat boat, what with
floods an’ currents, an’ snags, sawyers an’ san’ bars, am-
bushin’ savages an’ crrooked white men to dale with, may-
hap y’ud think aven ‘Giner’l’ too humble a title for yer
honor. An’ what’s the harem o’ givin’ the boatmen ceevil
tarms, or for that matter other folk as well? It’s al’lus
best to be ceevil, as the old wife said whin she curt’sied to
the divil.”

Not deigning answer to Andy’s double shot, the Inspec-
tor addressed John, whose eyes were kindling up at the
discourteous words, which cut him more sharply in the pres-
ence of a fair maiden.

“Wasn’t it agreed that your father should have charge
of the boat, sir?” asked Gen. Neville.

“It was so understood and expected. But my father is
otherwise occupied, and has left me to serve you.”

“But I bargained for a man of experience, and stand up
to my contract, nothing more or less. I'm not satisfied
with this arrangement.”

“As you please, sir,” answered John, with a quiet dig-
nity and tone of high courtesy into which he often
dropped as naturally (his mother said) as a born lord. “I
surrender the contract willingly, and here, sir, is the
earnest money. Andy, take the gentleman’s luggage
ashore!” As he turned to cross the gang plank his eyes
chanced to meet the damsel’s, which looked so grieved and
disappointed that he turned back, and making a stately
obeisance to the General, said:

“Perhaps I ought to have apologized for any inconven-
ience you have suffered. It was beyond my power to pre-
vent it, and I regret your disappointment. Nevertheless,
I may say that no wrong has been done you, as I hold my-
self well able, with the aid I have employed, to do all that
my father could have done to make your trip safe and
agreeable.”

It may be that the General would not have yielded, had
not his niece given opportunity to do so without compro-
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mise to his fancied dignity, by expressing her pleasure in
the arrangements made for her comfort, and begging her
uncle to go forward. “For,” quoth she, “we shall surely
do as well with these men as with any others,” and turned
a pleased glance upon John’s stalwart and comely figure.

“Well, we shall see!” said the General stiffly. Thcn
speaking to John, “I am satisfied to proceed. Hannibal,”
addressing the slave, “bring the traps aboard.”

“Is the negro to go, sir?” asked John.

“Certainly; he will wait upon us. There are no objec-
tions I hope, sir?”

“None at all, General; but it was not so ‘nominated in
the bond,” and you seemed so set upon holding to the exact
terms of agreement that I ventured my inquiry. I had
made other arrangements for you, but if the slave adds to
the lady’s or your own comfort in the least, he is welcome.”

The General flushed, and wondered inwardly where the
deuce a kecl boatman had picked up a Shakespearean quo-
tation. John bowed courteously, pleesed that he had
turned the tables so deftly upon his intractable passenger.
Then he drew in the gang-plank, made secure the fastenings
of the towboat, and seizing a pole shoved the craft into the
stream. Taking the stern sweep and setting Andy at a
pole, he soon got the ungainly vessel under way, and the
party swung lazily down the current into the shadows of
the environing hills.

Blanche Oldham sat at the boat’s bow with her uncle,
who pointed out the interesting features of the scenery.
On the left Coal Hill (now Mount Washington) lifted
up its steep sides covered from summit to base with thick
forest growth,that switched with its overhanging shrubbery
the turbid waters of the Monongahela. They passed on the
right the site and successor of old Fort DuQuesne, now
bearing its newer name of Fort Pitt, in honor of the noble
English statesman who pleaded for justice to his colonial
countrymen during the trying Revolutionary conflict.
Soon breastworks and block-house and the cluster
of cabins and stores that formed the beginnings of Pitts-
burg were left behind. Now the clear current of the Alle-
gheny swept around the point, holding aloof from the
muddy stream of its confluent for a goodly space. It
amused Blanche to trace the boundary of the two rivers
until their waters were completely commingled. And so,
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at last, they were launched into the wilderness upon the
bosom of the Ohio.

Supper was served on the boat that evening, and as the
moon came up early and nearly full, the sweep was kept
steadily going until eight o’clock. As the craft glided over
the moonlit river and the night voices of that new land
came in from the wooded shores, and the balmy wind rus-
tled in the dense foliage, chiming in with the dip, dip and
gurgle of the broad sweep and the rippling of the water
along the sides and bow, Blanche was continually breaking
forth with glad cries and marvelings. The General well
nigh forgot his pique, and even the boat’s crew, familiar
as they were with the scenes, felt the soothing spell of the
summer night.

When the boat was made fast, the maiden retired to
her bower. A rude shelter was fitted up for the General
amidships. Hannibal, who had already turned in, slept
in the stern; and John and Andy raked together a lair of
twigs and dried leaves, and bivouacked ashore, keeping
guard by turns.

CHAPTER VL
A DOG AND CAT.

Blanche was up betimes, and came from her bower bub-
bling full of pleasure in the novelty of her situation. A
jar of limpid water had been slipped underneath the cur-
tain door. A rude bracket lashed upon one of the forked
props held a wooden wash trencher for her ablutions, above
which hung a small mirror. “A gentleman’s shaving glass,
I think,” mused the maiden, as she knotted her black hair.
“I wonder is it Captain John’s?”

Her gown was a simple blue wool fabric, with yellow
frog braiding across the bosom, such as military men affect.
She had worn a blue hood with pink lining on the day be-
fore, as a shade from the sun, and her brunette face looked
very pretty set about with the warm color. But for this
morning she had donned a round cap made in the fashion
of a frontiersman’s, but of cloth instead of fur, and with
an upright eagle feather instead of the drooping tail which
woodmen wore.
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A gilt embroidered baldric was slung over her shoulder
and supported a small bugle such as huntsmen used in
ancient forestry, a toy that an Eastern kinsman had given
her, and which she had learned to wind with no little skill.
“Who knows,” she said laughingly. “I am going into
American forests, and may need to sound my mots and
show my woodcraft.” However, she had had no cause to
display her skill thus far, nor was like to have, save for her
own amusement and the pleasuring of her friends.

The General welcomed her with a morning kiss and
called her a little witch, which set John pondering
the privileges of uncles and the mystery of witchcraft.
Bounce also made his appearance, and, overjoyed to be out
of limbo in which his master had held him, filled the woods
with merry yelpings. As the lady at once made friends
with him he had no more imprisonings, but wandered at
will, having even the privilege of Blanche’s bower, a favor
which some higher animals on board sometimes coveted.
Whatever thoughts John had upon this matter he bosomed
up, and kept strictly to his duty, and urged all hands to an
early start; “for,” said he, “we must make the Indian Rocks
in good time this morning.”

Now Blanche wound her bugle, for she claimed the
privilege of making signals, and sounding to break camp
and tie up for the night after the fashion of rivermen, and
once more the boat was off. The day wes a long delight,
though startled by no adventure. Shrubs and trees; birds
and wild animals; creeks and brooks plashing into the river;
an occasional cabin and field of corn where the axe had
eaten little square patches of open in the forest,—these
and like things kept Blanche occupied. But after the noon
lunch on the green shore, the novelty of sight-seeing being
somewhat broken, the maiden cast about for amusement
among her fellow voyagers.

The tall young fellow in charge, a handsome athlete
she thought him, much interested her. Doing two men’s
work without fuss, scant of words, but with bearing and
courtesy far above his station, quite like a prince in dis-
guise, she mused,—that was Captain John. “Captain”
Andy would have him, and “Captain” he was, even the
General at last falling in grudgingly, although John was
thoroughly at one with him in contempt for assumed titles.
Howbeit, he was not without claims to his own as captain
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of a militia company. Blanche could not bring herself to
address him with the familiar “John,” he seemed so far
above that; and if he were not a captain, why he ought to
be! He had as yet said little to her, but she was conscious
that although he seemed scarcely to note her, he was some-
how always anticipating her wants, and as by instinct
bringing things to pass for her pleasuring.

For example, how did he know, just now, that she was
weary of looking at the hot river? But, from the high-
stepped log set up on end, something like an upping block,
on which he stood to manage the stern sweep, and which
enabled him to overlook the roof of the cabin and thus have
fair vision for steerage, he had plainly noted her weariness.
The boat swept over into the grateful shade of a hill from
which came the odor of pine wood.

“Come, Hannibal,” said the Captain, “can’t you relieve
Andy at the pole for awhile? Miss Blanche wants him.”

“O Captain, what a story!” said the astonished maiden
in her heart. “I never thought of Andy!” But there was
a quiet twinkle in those strong, comely eyes, and such an
air of authority, that she spoke no word and waited to see
what would follow.

“Now, Andy, you’ve not shown your terrier’s virtues to
the General, and he is fond of dogs, you see!” as indeed he
was. “Won’t you let Bounce give us an Irish jig?”

“Ay, that A’ wull, with his honor’s permission,” said
Andy; which the Inspector gave with a pleasant nod. “An’
the lady’s also?” turning to Blanche, who laughed her ap-
proval.

Andy removed his wool hat, whereat his hairs, delivered
from their burden, at once rose up over his head as though
charged with electricity. “Now, Bounce, attintion!” The
dog trotted up to his master, seated himself on his hind
legs, drew his forelegs up and looked into Andy’s face.
“Now, my lad, we’re about to axecute the famous Irrish
jig. An’ mark ye, marrk!” holding up his finger, “yer
under the eye of the gintry, this time; no common spec-
tators, sorr! So none of your vulgar cavortin’s! Do ye
understand, sorr, an’ are ye quite rready?”

“Yowp!” barked Bounce, nodding his head.

“Wull, now, salute yer pardner,—up!” DBounce rose
upon his hind paws, backed a step then came forward
again and barked.
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“Now the band will strrike up, an’ away we go.”
Thereupon he began chanting a well-known tune, “Roy’s
Wife of Aldavalock,” to the familiar but untranslatable
words of

“Tidery—i—di, tider—y—um—tum!”

and commenced a swaying sort of dance, moving his arms
up and down like wings. The dog seemed to enter at once
into the sport of the occasion, and moved back and forth on
his hind feet, around and around, eyeing his master and fol-
lowing his movements. There was not much regard to
time perhaps, if one observed closely, but the idea of
rhythmic motion was suggested, and the dog really seemed
to dance. A round of hearty applause greeted the per-
formance, and when Bounce was released by his master he
ran to Miss Blanche to be caressed, and then received the
General’s fondling with evident satisfaction.

“Now, return thanks, sorr!” called Andy. Whereat
Bounce got upon his hind feet, and following his master’s
pointed finger, gave two bright yelps and a nod, first toward
the lady, then toward the General, and then Captain John.

“That’s a good b’y; an’ here’s a bit o’ sugar til ye.”
While the dog munched the sweet morsel, Andy craved the
use of a chair from Miss Blanche, which he placed near the
bulwark and sat down as though to rest. Suddenly he threw
himself back with drooping head and hands hanging down,
and called out in pitiful tones, “Oh! Bounce! your—poor—
master ’s—sick!”

The terrier, uttering a piteous whine, sprang upon his
master’s bosom, put his forepaws around his neck, laid his
face against his cheek, and kissed him again and again
while uttering most dolorous howls. The mimicking of
grief was so admirable that this feat was applauded even
more than the dancing. But no applause changed the
tokens of canine dolor until Andy slowly raised his head
and sighed, “Ah! I—feel better—now!” Then the dog’s
whole being seemed transformed from sorrow to joy. He
threw his head back, uttered gladsome barkings again and
again, and fondled his master’s face.

“Now Bounce, by, that’ll do! Thank the gintlefolk
for their sympathy.” The dog leaped down, got on his
hind feet, and again following Andy’s fingers, barked and
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bowed to Blanche, to the General and to John. Then
catching the latter’s approving eye, he ran away to him
first of all, leaping upon his arm and growing happy in his
applause. Plainly Bounce and John were old and good
friends.

This performance and the repetition of it, and the chat
about it, sent on the forenoon well towards the hour for
luncheon. Blanche was enthusiastic in praise of Bounce’s .
intelligence. “Ah—but, Miss,” said Andy, “ye ought fer
til see the two of ’em, Bounce an’ Betty, th’gither, an’ be-
like some of their offspring with ’em dancin’ a jig along
with ma wife, Peggy. If ye’ll honor our cabin at Canons-
burg with a visit, we ’ll %e pl'ased to intertain ye. But
mind ye, Madam, these are not performin’ dogs, an’ we are
no show people. It’s not for public idification, as parson
says, but for our private delectation like, an’ betimes, for
a fri'nd or a veesitor that we show what the dogs can do.
Ah, ye’re right, Miss, they are purty cr’aters and quite
human in their ways; indade A’ wush all men were as
dainty an’ true as ma dogs. But it’s not ivery man that’s
a Cap’n John, nor ivery dog that’s a Bounce an’ Betty!”
With which rather irrelevant remark, as far as John was
concerned, he went back to his pole much to Hannibal’s
comlfort, for the negro was not well affected toward such
work.

The Indian Rocks were reached by the middle of the
afternoon, and as Gen. Neville was minded to tarry for a
day’s hunt, Blanche resolved to spend the night ashore.
The booth which the Latimers had lately built needed
only fresh branches to make it comfortable. A wattled
partition was run through the middle; the skin curtains
were hung in front, and one compartment given to
Blanche, the other to her uncle. Andy slept on the boat,
and Gen. Neville insisting that Hannibal should share in
the watch, John set him the first part of the night, and
wrapping a blanket around himself lay down by the great
walnut tree after making the most solemn charge to Han-
nibal to be wakeful and alert.

“Sakes alive, Mars’ Cap’n, yo’ doan’ spec’ I could go
asleep an’ leave Miss Blanche an’ de Gine’l widout g’yard
in dis wilderness ob Sinai? Yo’ shouldn’t hab so po’ a
’pinion of Hannibal, sah, ’deed not! ’Sides dat, I’se too
ske,t,ared to sleep, do’ pow’ful little I got lars night, I ’shore

ye.
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As the negro had done nothing but sleep the night be-
fore, John gave little weight to the last qualification, but
thought that surely he might be trusted for a few hours.
However, as he anticipated no danger and was weary with
hard work, he was soon asleep. Well towards midnight he
was disturbed by a low snarl from Bounce, who had curled
down to sleep beside him. He hushed the dog with a whis-
per, fearing he might arouse the camp. But Bounce,
though biddable, backed against his bosom and cuddled
there still growling softly. John, now awake, observing
that Hannibal was sound asleep, cast a glance toward the
booth. The moon shed its full lustre through the forest
leaves, and cast a broad silver paten against the front,
showing Blanche seated outside, and dozing with her head
leaned against the corner prop. The night being warm
she had arisen, and putting a chair just outside the cur-
tain, sat down in the breeze to enjoy the silence and beauty,
and so had fallen asleep. It was a charming picture for a
young man’s study, and John had enjoyed it thoroughly
for a few moments, when his glance was diverted from the
maiden by the fluttering of a white object on the ground
a few yards beyond her.

Ah! her handkerchief, which had dropped from her re-
laxed fingers, and been puffed away by the rising wind, and
was just now being lifted further by a flaw. The youth
let his glance follow the dainty thing, and had pleased re-
membrance of the perfume of lavender which it had ex-
haled when, during the afternoon, having dropped from
Blanche’s hand, he had restored it to her. Beyond the
patch of moonlight it rolled with fitful turns into the
shadow, where it stopped—kind Heaven! could it be?—
against the very nose of a huge catamount! The gray form
was crouching catwise, back curved downward, tail curved
upward and lightly resting on the ground, head to the earth
and forepaws outspread as though to spring upon its vic-
tim.

John felt at his heart a chill heretofore unknown to
him, and his limbs were stricken as with a palsy. It wasa
full quarter minute (and it seemed an age) ere he could
grasp his rifle and raise himself upon one arm, while
Bounce silent and trembling crept behind him. Every
sense was keenly alert now, and the blood beating like hot
steam in his veins. It seemed strange to him that he could



THE LATIMERS. 49

note, in that awful extremity, such trifles as that Blanche
twice nodded her pretty head; that a whippoorwill whistled
from the hill; that a dead twig fell from the walnut tree
upon his breast; and strange,—but strangest of all that he
should ponder it and marvel over it,—that the panther
stopped and sniffed the fluffy ball that the flaw had laid
against its nose.

What could the beast mean? It relaxed its tense pose,
that graceful, masterful attitude of the cat kind, the per-
fect expression of muscular vigor and beauty, when about to
. spring upon its prey. Its ears drooped forward. It put
its nose once and again to the kerchief and sniffed as with
pleasure; then closed its paws upon it and smelled it, and
John thought he heard it purr as if enjoying the delicious-
ness of the fragrance. Whoever heard of wild beasts tak-
ing pleasure in sweet scents, especially ladies’ perfumes?

He was conscious of all this undercurrent of thought
and query, as with a swift and silent movement that even
the brute before him could not excel, he dropped his rifle
upon the toe of his moccasin, cocked it, marked and ap-
proved the priming, glanced along the barrel with as true
sight as mignt be, and pulled the trigger. Then, as the
shot rang out and awoke many echoes among the hills in
the still night, he flung the rifle aside, seized his belt knife,
and leaped through the smoke.

What followed passed with such quickness that it was
like the vision given by a lightning flash into the darkness
of night and storm. Blanche springing to her feet, startled
from sleep with pitiful screams, with clasped hands and
wide eyes looking this way and that; the General, standing
in the moonlit opening of the booth, with hard face and
pointed pistol in each hand, shouting fiercely: “Cursed
traitor, take that!”—another crack of firearms into the
echoing air; a sharp thud upon his side, as his rapid course
was stayed, and he fell prone with outstretched arms and
hands grasping the turf.

Then a dark form suddenly shot athwart the space, ob-
truding between John and the General. An iron hand
grasped the Inspector’s outpointed left arm and hurled it
aloft as though it were a feather, while a third shot was
heard, and the deflected bullet from the discharged pistol
hissed through the overhanging foliage. A deep voice
quavering with suppressed wrath spoke: “Does the white
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chief kill his friends? Fool!” With a sweep of his arm.
as though the man were but a dandelion stock, the Mingc,
for it was Panther, felled the General and sprang to the
side of his fallen friend.

“Is the Young Oak much hurt?” he asked with a voice
that sounded strangely tender in comparison with the harsh
tones just uttered. He knelt at John’s side and stooped
to lift him. But the Young Oak was not too much hurt to
hear a plaintive cry from the booth whose anxiety pulsed
upon his ear not ungratefully: “O uncle, you have killed
Captain John!” .

“I hope so!” cried the enraged man, who seemed dazed
and terrified by a strange mistake; and rising he drew a
poniard and sprang upon the Indian.

Panther, though unprepared and engrossed with the
care of John, glided from his grasp, and hurling himself
upon the General with that agility which had earned him
his warrior name, bore him to the ground, and throttling
him with one hand lifted with the other his tomahawk.

“Hold, Panther!” cried John, “for God’s sake don’t
strike!” Blanche, who had thrown herself between the
Indian and the Inspector, fell swooning upon her uncle’s
breast.

“Panther doesn’t strike squaws!” said the Mingo, rising
and turning to his friend, who was now getting to his feet.

The Inspector, who was not injured, said nothing, but
glowered angrily upon the Indian, and sought to disen-
gage himself from the fainting damsel. Andy appeared
upon the scene hatless, his prickly hair unwontedly on end;
while Bounce was sniffing and barking at the prostrate
form of the catamount, and Hannibal sat upon hands
and hunkers at the foot of the walnut tree rolling his eyes
in mute terror, and despite the hubbub even yet half asleep.

“Is the Young Oak hurt?” again asked Panther, put-
ting up his tomahawk.

“I believe not; but—I hardly know. Not much, at
least. But never mind me. Let’s look out for the young
woman.”

He arose, and lifted Blanche up and laid her upon the
bearsking within the booth. The dainty form seemed but
an infant in his arms, and the touch thereof thrilled along
his nerves and seemed to heal whatever hurt he had. But
he was not used to such duty, for a swooning woman was
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quite beyond his experience. Only, in a blind sort of way,
he knew that water was good and called Andy to bring a
bucketful. It is questionable what he would have done
with it, or how Blanche would have fared under his sur-
gery, had not Featherfoot, fresh come from her wigwam on
the nearby island, glided into the booth. With vast relief he
gave over to her the task of reanimation, and left the place
drawing the curtain behind him.

By this time Gen. Neville had recovered from his con-

fusion of mind, and having seen the dead catamount lying
within a few yards of the booth door, got a true view of the
situation. When John came to explain, the proud man’s
mortification was pitiful to see. He apologized until John
would hear no more; indeed, his explanation had been an-
ticipated. Greatly troubled over the condition of revenue
affairs, and knowing the popular unfriendliness with which
he was environed, the Inspector’s nerves were in a high
state of tension and excitement. When startled from deep
sleep by the rifle shot, he seized his pistols, and seeing John
apparently rushing upon him with drawn knife, he be-
lieved himself betrayed and attacked, and so fired. The
sudden appearance of the Indian only confirmed his sus-
picions; and, to cut the matter short, he denounced himself
as idiot, lunatic, and cursed fool, and felt humbled and dis-
graced beyond expression. Even when all at length were
again settled, and Blanche recovered and happy to hear the
upshot of things, and quiet restored to the camp, the Gen-
eral’s hurt pride would not let him rest. He paced back
and forth between moonlight and shadow, cursing his folly
and censuring himself with self-indignation and upbraid-
ings.
John was grieved to see the proud spirit thus fretting
against itself, and tried to make light of the affair. But
Andy, less sensitive, suggested in an undertone, when an
opportunity offered, “that it *ud do the Ginr’l lots of good
to dance awhile to his own music. It’ll larn him a powerr
of courtesy, mayhap, to go to school to his own blunders.
It’s hard gettin’ breeks off a Highlander, or consideration
for common folk off an inspector, and it’s no good a-hin-
derin’ him when he’s in a fair way to gain a bit. There’ll
be little enough at the most, Cap’n John, atween you an’
me an’ the bedpost. So jist save your breath to cool your
porridge.”
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But what of John’s wound? There was no pain; no
blood had flowed, and not until matters were settled would
he take time to examine. The mystery was then easily
solved; the pistol bullet had struck fairly against John’s
side and buried itself deeply within his pocket Virgil. The
concussion stopped his headlong course and forced him to
the ground, but otherwise wrought no harm beyond a
bruise.

John lightly dismissed the whole affair, grieving most
for the damage done his precious volume. Andy averred
that Dr. McMillan would now have a fine illustration “of
the use of haythen books if not of haythen larnin’,” and
that Captain John would henceforth have better reason
than ever to hold Virgil as his favorite author. To the
Inspector and his niece it was indeed a revelation that their
keel-boat captain should turn out a classical scholar. Yet,
in good sooth, Blanche seemed not so greatly surprised,
nor perhaps would have been, had Captain John proved to
be the Prince of Wales in disguise.

CHAPTER VIIL
THE INSPECTOR MAKES SOME DISCOVERIES.

The next morning was thick with fog. It choked up
the river channel. It hung upon the hills as a white veil,
and obscured the more distant parts so that they showed as
smooth, shaded humps. It hid intervening objects, leaving
the long line of hills on the wooded summits of the middle
distance standing out like an army corps in line of battle
partly hidden by powder smoke. It thickened into wooly
clumps over ravines and the clefts made by mountain
brooks. It penetrated the nearer foliage masses, giving the
branches weird shapes as their dark outlines thrust forth
separate from their leaves or trunks, as though floating in
the midst of the all-embracing mist.

Ere long, as the sun came up, a reddish yellow ball in
the misty vista, the fog was dispersed, saving only the
heavier masses above the river channel and the ravines.
These overhung in white indented bulks and spiral pillars,
and they too were gradually broken into sections, and rav-
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elled away into gossamer-like patches and puffs that melted
into blue sky. But the dampness still cleaved to grass and
herbage and wrapped its stickiness upon all objects near
the ground. Such a morning was not likely to gender
mirth in our forest camp; for, not to give verdict upon the
question whether or no fogs tend to depress the spirits, it
is most true that the dank and clammy condition of things
which they create subtract from one’s comfort. Grass and
shrubbery drip as one moves about, and one’s clothing is
soon saturated. Now, no human creature loves that estate;
no, not even savages of whatever race; for man shrinks from
wetness, and seeks artificial protection from it. Therefore
familiars with forest life can feel the force of Mr. Alfred
Russell Wallace’s objection to the theory that our present
naked genus homo has come through evolution from a
hairy ancestor.

The first movements at Camp Indian Rocks were
sombre and sluggish, which condition -the broken sleep
and excitement of the preceding night rather fostered.
But Latimer, knowing the genial influence of a camp-fire,
had early set the men to gather dry wood; and heaping the
same dexterously against a great backlog, pierced the fog
with a lurid and kindly blaze which presently won for itself
a circle of warmth and dryness whose circumference over-
lapped Blanche’s booth. When the maiden appeared, the
view of the camp-fire brightened her comely face with wel-
come and good cheer.

Breakfast, cooked on glowing coals, wrought in kindly
comradeship with fire and rising sun, and by the time the
day was well advanced, all spirits, the General’s excepted, .
were under full reaction, and the camp resounded with ‘mer-
riment. The night adventure was the theme of all tongues,
and Miss Blanche’s marvelous escape; but nothing was said
in Gen. Neville’s presence of his own blundering part in
the event.

“All’s well that inds well!” said Andy sententiously,
“an’ here’s the biggest catamount that iver prrowled the
Ohio hills slain by our Cap’n John. An’ what an iligant
rrug it’ll make as a memorrial to the ledy of her marvelous
escape. So ye see, Miss, it's an ill wind that blows no good;
though, faith, it was more by good luck nor good manage-
ment.” This bequeathment of the trophy no one was in-
clined to dispute, and Andy and the Mingo skinned the
brute and prepared the pelt for dressing.
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During the morning the Mingo more than once cast
significant side-glances upon the Inspector, who, after con-
sulting his note-book, and glancing from some memoranda
therein to the Indian and back again several times, devel-
oped a peculiar interest in him. Iinally, he caught his eye,
made a significant gesture, and rising, carelessly sauntered
into the woods along the river bank. When out of sight
and sound of camp he halted, and presently Panther
stepped noiselessly from the underbrush and stood before
him.

“The Inspector called Panther; he has come.”

“J have as yet said nothing to you,” the General began,
“about the wretched business of last night. I am sorry for
my part in it, and thank you for your forbearance under
great provocation. Does the Mingo understand?”

“Yes, Panther knows!” He smiled and touched his
head. “Too much fire-water! It steals wisdom from the
wisest. It is fire in the blood, fog in the brain. Yes,
Panther has seen that in too many Indians, too many white
men. It is bad, bad!” and he stamped his foot. “It curses
my nation; it curses yours.”

“No, not that!” Gen. Neville hastened to explain. “You
are quite wrong there!” But as he saw a smile of incre-
dulity playing over Panther’s face, he changed his purpose,
and after a moment’s hesitation continued: “Well, let it
pass! It was a weakness which will not occur again, and
which I am heartily ashamed of. Now let us to business.”

“Good!” said Panther. “The Inspector is wise to leave
the fire-water to others. A chief should keep a clear head.
. The mountain brook is good enough for Panther. The
Great Spirit gave that to the Indian. The White Manitou
better have kept strong drink from his children! But the
white chief spoke of business. Panther will hear him.”

“The Great Father’'s War Secretary at Washington tells
me,” said the General, touching his handbook, “that you
have been a scout of the Government for many years, one
of its most trusted and valued foresters.”

“It is true. Panther is proud of the Great Father’s
words.”

“I have here directions from the War Secretary,” taking
from his wallet a letter bearing the seal of the War Office,
“to seek the Mingo called Panther, and counsel with him
as to the condition of this frontier. He thought, from
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what was known of you that you could be of great use to
the Government in notifying us of the state of feeling
among the people along the Ohio and throughout Western
-Pennsylvania; and that you would be a faithful messenger
in any service committed to you. I was told to seek you at
the mouth of Yellow Creek; that was one of my objects in
making this trip. It was most unfortunate that I should
have met you here and as I did. But it will not raise a
cloud between us? Panther, I hope, will listen to my
words, and give me his wise and brave assistance.”

The Indian reached forth his hand to the letter, and
scanned the seal closely, and seemingly with content, for
he uttered a satisfied grunt. “It is right!” he said.
“Panther has heard the Great Father’s message and he
knows that it speaks truly. But when he became a scout it
was in time of war. He gave his word to the War Chief at
the Fort where the waters meet; and Panther knows no
one else when he takes the trail. He does not doubt the
Fire-Water Chief. He knows his word is true, but he can-
not obey him until he speaks to the chief at the Fort.”

The General was disappointed and fain would have
tried to cozen or cajole, but knew that neither would serve.
He was perforce content, and assuming a satisfaction which
he felt not, said: “Panther speaks as a wise chief who has
learned caution by long experience. He will see Gen.
Wayne, or the commandant at Fort Pitt, and learn that
Gen. Neville is working with them under the Great Father.
Meanwhile, I am journeying down the river with my niece,
and would like you to go with us. We are bent chiefly on
pleasure; but I have several men to see on important affairs.
I can demand nothing after what you have said; but if you
will voluntarily aid me you shall be well rewarded. You
know the troubled condition of the frontier on the matter
of revenue, and may give me hints of great value. Presi-
dent Washington expects every soldier and servant of his
Government to aid in enforcing the law and keeping the
peace.”

The Mingo hesitated a few moments before replying,
being plainly in deep thought. At last he spoke: “Some
of Panther’s white friends are angry with the Fire-Water
Chief and his people. They think the laws steal bread
from their children’s mouths. Maybe they are wrong; but
Panther will do them no harm. Yet he will speak words



56 THE LATIMERS.

of peace, and defend the Inspector and Star Eyes. No harm
shall befall either, if Panther can hinder. He will go for-
ward on the trail and let the white chief or the Young Oak
know. Is it well?”’

“It is!” said the General. “I am pleased with Panther’s
consent, and here is a token of my good-will,” offering him
a gold coin.

Panther drew himself up, and waving aside -the gold
with dignity, said proudly: “The Mingo takes no gold for
doing his duty. The white man’s God bids him lay down
his hife for his brethren. The red man’s Manitou tells him
the same. The Mingo and the Young Oak are brothers;
and the Young Oak’s brothers are Panther’s, too.” So say-
ing, he disappeared as silently as he had come. A few
words with John, a few words in the Mingo language with
Featherfoot, and the Indian entered his canoe and paddled
down the river.

Gen. Neville had now given up his day’s sport and
ordered the boat to put off. It was past noon before land-
ing was made at Fort Steuben, now Steubenville, named
after a gallant foreign ally of the colonies, Baron Steuben,
whose organizing abilities went far to convert the undisci-
plined militia of Valley Iorge into a serviceable army.
Here, although the town had not yet been laid out, a rude
landing stage had been built at the foot of what is now
Market street, along which, near the river front, and not
far from the charred ruins of the old fort, a few cabins
stood. Among these was a tavern, which bore the name of
the new Republic, ““The United States,” painted in sprawl-
ing letters upon a clapboard above the door. There was
also a store or trading place.

The neighboring settlers had come to the village in
larger numbers than usual. Horses were picketed in the
unpaved road that passed for a street, from which all the
stumps had not yet been taken, and several yokes of oxen
attached to rough carts stood bowing under their heavy
poles and meekly chewing their cuds. The arrival of a keel
boat was enough to attract attention, and a dozen pioneers
assembled at the wharf to ask for news. The Fanny and
its owner were well known to these men, and John some-
what acquainted. As Luke Latimer was one of the
staunchest of the patriots (for so the opponents of revenue
laws termed themselves), his son was greeted cordially.
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General Neville was recognized as he walked up to the tav-
ern with Blanche and ordered dinner; and it was soon
buzzed about that he had come, and that a settler, sus-
pected to be a revenue spy, was also at the “United States”
and doubtless closeted with him.

The pioneers now congregated at the store, one of those
miscellaneous trading places that mark frontier merchan-
dising everywhere, whose type is continued in the American
country store, and out of which has naturally been devel-
oped our great city caravansaries. All manner of products
that farmers had to sell; quantities of furs, ginseng, pro-
visions, groceries, and rude household goods and imple-
ments; sickles and rifles, powder and shot; a few Bibles
with Rouse’s Psalms bound therein; drugs and ointments,
tobacco and pipes,—were clustered around the long cabin
room. Not the least thrifty business scemed to be done
over the counter, where drinks were sold.

Around this spot a group of excited frontiersmen were
gathered, denouncing with heated words and lusty tones
the impudence of the Inspector in invading their domain.
The clink and clatter of drinking mugs, the clank of ves-
sels or clap of hard hands on the counter, the chink of
small coin, the clang of heavy boots on the puncheoned
floor, the click of metal as a rifle touched a belt-knife or
hatchet, all mingled with the chatter and cackle of this
human babble; and as the drink passed around, tongues
wagged more loosely and loudly.

An Indian entered with a bundle of furs, and there was
a momentary ceasing of talk, which was instantly resumed
as the settlers recognized Panther. He was well known
throughout that border as Luke Latimer’s crony, and wus
much respected for his sterling merit. Greeting the white
men with a curt but cordial “Howdee!” he turned his back
upon them and began his barter. The trader observed
that he was not quite so complaisant as usual, and resisted
the cheapening of his pelts, and stopped to point out, one
after another, their values. He was also somewhat more
deliberate in selecting his exchanges, some powder, lead
and tobacco for himself; sugar and tea, cloth and trinkets
for his squaw. But in course of time the bargaining was
over, and without more ado he left the store, having seem-
ingly taken no more notice of the cabal of settlers than if
they had been a covey of quail, an indifference which was
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mutual. During his stay the settlers kept up without re-
serve their excited conversation, eagerly discussing what
should be done in view of the Inspector’s visit.

Ike Lamborn, “Wild Ike” as he was called, was for the
extremest measures. “Ef ye’ll jis’ say the wored, b’ys, A’ll
make as short work with him as A’ would with anny other
varmin. What’s the use of queryin’ along of a matter like
this? He’s a public inemy, dawgon him! Let us sarve him
as we did the Britishers, and show the Gov’'ment that we’re
in arnest in this matter. Gimme a kag o’ whuskey, an’ A’
promise ye he’ll niver go back to Fort Pitt.” Thereupon
he lifted his rifle and dandled it across one arm.

“No, no, Ike, we musn’t go to sich axtrames,” said the
trader. “Do no murder, mon! If bluid must be spilt let
the first aggrission come from thim, not us. But A’m free
to own that A’ wouldn’t grudge seein’ the Inspector
chucked into the river an’ well sowsed.”

“Let us lash him to a tree,” Rob Ramsay suggested,
“an’ stamp the birch seal upon his back and breech with
stout forest twigs. He’s over perticlar about his stamps
an’ seals an’ what not, forcin’ them on settlers. Now let’s
give him a taste of frontier gaugin’ an’ markin’.”

This proposal was greeted with laughter and approval,
and seemed to express the sense of the conclave. A few
were somewhat divided between the administration of what
they called “Moses’s Law,” that is, forty stripes save one,
and the “Great Seal of the United States,” to wit, thirteen
stripes. Action was deferred to hear a middle-aged planter,
named Means, who had taken small share as yet in the bois-
terous proceedings.

“Thar’s one or two things, lads, which ye fergit. Gin-
er’l Niville has his niece with him, an’ it would be a most
ungallant thing fer to meddle with her.”

“Who’s wantin’ to harm the lass?” broke in one of the
company.

“No one, I'll allow; but how are ye to strike the one
’ithout a-harmin’ t’other? I’ve niver knowin’ly hurted
women yit, an’ ’m loth to begin now. We’d bring an
ill name on our settlemint, do what you would to shield
her; fer nayterally she’d stand up fer her kin, an’ our ini-
mies would declare we had connived an’ consorted to in-
sult an’ harem a female. Now th’r’s not a man here as
*ud like that repytation, I take it.”



THE LATIMERS. 59

“True enough fer you, Jimmy Means,” said the trader;
“we’d not thought of the lass.”

“Moreover,” continued Means, removing his cap and
brushing back a stubborn cowlick from his forehead; “we’ve
got to allow fer John Latimer and Andy Burbeck. They’re
our frien’s of coorse, but the Giner'l’s in their care an’
custody like; an’ I’'m mistaken in the young man ef he isn’t
his father’s son in high notions of honor, an’ all that. He’ll
stan’ to the last an’ die ef need ke afore annyone in his
care shall suffer hurt; an’ Andy’ll stan’ by him to the bit-
ter ind.”

“We don’t care a farden fer young Latimer, dod rot ’im!
—nuther fer Andy Burbeck!” cried Ike with tipsy bravado.
“What business 1s’t o’ their'n? A’ reckon we’re men
enough fer to act ’ithout advisin’ ’ith them; an’ fer one A’
meanter!”

“Ay, that’s as it may be, Ike,” said Means. “But it
would be ill beginnin’ our quarrel by killin’ or bein’ kilt
by our frien’s. It’s no good blinkin’ the fact that Giner’l
Niville’s an old Revolutionary soldier, an’ Andy Burbeck
is a very divil whin his blood’s up, an’ Jock Latimer has
one of the stoutest arms an’ surest eyes on the border.
Now, lads, do as ye pl’ase, as of course ye wull an’ oughter;
but don’t let us go intil anny wild wark ’ithout heed or
hap. Giner’l Niville, though lLe were Sattan hisself, has
the United States behint him, with Prisident Washington,
Colonel Hamilton an’ all the rist; an’ anny harm wrought
him wull start us on a long an’ painful road. We’se beeta
foregather a bit, an’ council with our neighbors afore com-
mittin’ ’em unbeknownst {0 onlawful deeds.”

These remarks, which appealed artfully at once to the
common sense and good fellowship, the gallantry and pru-
dence of the settlers, carried the majority of the crowd, and
concerted violence of any sort was abandoned. But Wild
ke left the store shaking his rifle and muttering, “Jimmy
Means is little better nor a dawgond parson, annyhow; an’
the whole gang are chicken-hearted cads!” A small ma-
jority of the more reckless held a secret confab outside the
trader’s door, the result of which was that, having learned
that the keel boat was bound for Wheeling, they took canoe
and paddled vigorously down the river.

Although the good sense and good feeling of the settlers
had prevailed, they made the Inspector feel their ill will
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quite sensibly as he left the tavern to resume his journey.
A line of men, with scowling faces and angry eyes, lined the
way to the wharf. DBlanche was terrified at their looks, but
the General took her upon his arm and passed on with
haughty indifference. As he reached the gang-plank he
turned and dofted his hat, made a stately bow, and said
with mock courtesy: “Gentlemen, I wish you good-day, and
an honest and prosperous settlement.”

Not to be bluffed by the General’s coolness, or outdone
in politeness, Means plucked off his coon-skin cap, returned
the bow with a good imitation of the General’s manner and
voice, and said: “Sor, a safe v’yage til you and yourn this
time; but bad cess to yer plots and plans! An’ de’il pity ye
ef ye iver set fut in Steuban’ville agin.”

“Thanks, gentlemen, thanks for your noble courtesy!’
returned the General, repeating his obeisance. Turning to
enter the boat he found John standing with vexed visage,
who, seizing the plank, impatiently pulled it in with a
bang, and pushed off shore.

“Sir,” said he, addressing the Gereral, when the craft
was well into the stream, “this may seem a merry thing to
you, but may prove a serious matter to others who should
have, methinks, more of your consideration.”

Neville flushed, and seemed about to take up the quar-
rel; but further anger was arrested by the sharp crack of
a rifle from the shore, and the whistle of a bullet over the
boat so close to the General that it clipped the crown of his
chapeau and lifted it from his head. The officer caught
it ere it fell, and turned cooly toward the spot where a
white puff of smoke, curling out of a clump of underbrush,
showed whence the shot had issued.

“Assassins, by Ieaven!” he cried, and seizing a rifle
which leaned against the bulwarks near by, he made hasty
aim and fired.

“Yer honor might ’a saved yer powder,” remarked
Andy; “for the scapegrace ’at *ud fire from ambush a mur-
derous shot like that, ud be coward enough fer to shelter
his miserable carcass, ye may depind on’t. Good lead ’ll
niver ch’ate the gallows. But, Cap’n John, it seems to me
this thing looks rather sayrious. Ther’s no joke in bein’
fired at in that way; it’s a bit too perrtic’lar, ay, an’ perr-
miscus likewise. It seems to me our bit booth cuddy here
is a frail barrier fer Miss Blanche agin sich clumsy wark,



THE LATIMERS. : 61

to say nothin’ of the Giner’l. Them chaps ’ll be awfter us
agin, as sure as death an’ taxes, an’ we beeta fix up a bit
for ’em. As the barber says, weel soaped is half shaven.
A good ready’s half the battle.”

Andy had uttered John’s thought. He admired the
cool fearlessness of the Inspector, but was wroth at the -
imprudence of his behavior, and inwardly chafed at the
embarrassment of his own position. His interest in
Blanche was deep. He could not understand, indeed, why
such concern for her welfare possessed him. But he also
fretted to think how his father would receive this news; and
moreover, he was really anxious as to the outcome of affairs.
He was resolved to shield Blanche, whatever might betide,
and to stand by the General, as far as he could, as long as
he was under his care; but evidently something must be
done. What should it be?

A mile or more below the point where the shot had been
fired, a canoe pushed out from the bank, and involuntarily
all hands seized their weapons.

“Stop!’ said John, “it is Featherfoot.”

The squaw had not been missed in the excitement of
the last few moments, but Blanche now informed them
that she had left the boat at Steubenville to see her hus-
band, and the fact had quite escaped her, so engrossed had
she been with passing events.

Featherfoot was soon alongside, and addressed John a
few words in the Mingo langaage. Thereat, the youth
shunted his craft well toward the bank, and when opposite
a bosky clump the squaw shoved her canoe stoutly shore-
ward. Then Panther appeared for a moment, and warily
seizing the boat dragged it into shelter. It lay so close
under the overhanging bushes that even John could not
see it, though he had marked where it was put.

This done, Featherfoot beckoned John aside and told
him concisely what Panther had heard in and outside the
trader’s cabin, and had communicated to her. Calling the
General, John repeated her story, and after conference, the
keel boat was pushed to the opposite or Panhandle side of
the river and tied up. Then all hands were supplied with
axes; Featherfoot was sent into the woods as a vidette;
Blanche was set to watch the river, and John led his
party into the pine grove that covered the shore. Having
directed them what size timber to fell, he fell to himself
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with zest, and the merry play of axes on trunks soon filled
the forest with echoes.

The booth was next removed, not without some regret-
ful sentiment on Blanche’s part. The brush on the bank
above the boat was cleared away, and logs, ready shaped
and sized, were rolled down the slope, which made easy
work, and so upon the boat’s deck.

By sunset the booth had been replaced by cabin walls
framed of light logs, but strong enough to stop a rifle bul-
let. Slab doors were swung on hickory withe hinges. To
finish all, wooden chocks of divers sizes soon rove logs
asunder, and a slab roof was formed, hipped at one end to
give due slope, and covered with the sail cloth well
stretched to ward off rain, which now threatened. This
done, camp was made for the night. John now felt that
Blanche at least would be secure from ordinary assault, and
the Inspector could be shielded from such a dastardly at-
teméJt as had befallen. He knew that no other of the party
need apprehend harm, unless there should be an open
attack, and the boat crew called to aid in defense.

CHAPTER VIIL
CONJUGAL CONCEALMENTS.

Mrs. Polly Latimer, standing on the green near her
cabin at Canonsburg, welcomed her husband on his return
from Pittsburg. Their little crop of flax had been already
“steeped’ or “retted” to the degree of softening that would
permit the fibre to be separated, and was spread upon the
grass to dry. The careful housewife was busy turning it
that the plants might weather evenly, when Luke came
home. The friendly but not demonstrative greeting over,
the mother inquired the whereabouts of John, and was not
pleased with the reply. She deemed Luke over-squeamish
in refusing the Inspector’s custom, and wished he would be
as nice about some other folk she wot of. She opined
strongly that he was like to go clean daft on the revenue
business, and that if he knew what was for his good he
would let the “Whiskey Boys” alone.

“Ay, ay,” grumbled Luke, “I might ’a knowed which
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way the wind ’ud blow with you, whin the parson an’ the
b’y are both on the side of the axcise men. You beeta mind
the flax, an’ let men alone to look after ceevil affairs.”

“Highty-tighty!” cried the dame, giving a bunch of
plants a lusty toss, ard turning upon her spouse. “Ceevil
atfairs, indade! Ye’d do well to kape a ceevil tongue in yer
head, Luke Latimer. One dassent say boo til you nowa-
days, ye’ve grown so techy. I’d like to know whose busi-
ness it is, if not mine, to kape ye out of mischief an’ my-
self out of trouble? I misdoubt ye’ll be 'adin’ off the lad,
t00; though, thank goodness! he’s got a head of his own, an’
he’s quite beyant ye in some things. Ye’d be none the
warse yerself fer takin’ the meenister’s counsel. I don’t
know what’s got intil ye, mon; what with yer argyfyin’, an’
saycret doin’s, an’ night prowlin’, ye’re on a conteenooal
strain, an’ kape yer timper hated an’ staymin’ like a tay pot.
Shame a haet ’ll come of it but ill to you an’ yourn, Luke
Latimer! An’ that’s an honest opeenion an ye niver git
another.” Thereupon the irate dame drew down her frock
sleeves, one arm after another, and smoothed out the
creases; then taking her apron at either end, threw it out-
ward with a flirt as though tossing from her bits of rubbish.
That was a way Mrs. Polly had when her mind was vexed
with affairs.

Luke, knowing well the sign, and not caring further to
provoke his wife, softened his tone and said: “Wull, Polly,
thar’s no nade fer til carry on so about the matter, anny-
how. I meant no harem, I’m sure; an’ if ye’ll git the sup-
per ready, fer I'm mortal hungry, I’ll turn the flax fer ye.”

“Ay, Luke, ye shall have bite an’ sup without delay,
though I wasn’t lookin’ fer ye; but that makes little differ.
Yit, sence ye ve opened the way I’ll e’en go til the ind on’t.
T’ve been a-hankerin’ fer til spake ma mind til ye on this
whole business. I know ma duty, as well as anny woman;
an’ though I’ve fallen short in some things, I wot well, I’ve
niver been a fussy or interfarein’ wife, ye’ll allow. But I
milike these quare goin’s on about the axcise, an’ I’'m sure
they betoken no good. Whin men git to rangin’ the
country at night, an’ a-coverin’ up their minds an’ deeds
from their fambly, an’ a-caucusin’ in saycret—"

“Why Polly, lass,” interrupted Luke, “whativer pit
gich notions intil yer head ?”’

“Luke Latimer,” retorted Polly, turning her eyes full
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upon him, “ye can’t desave me, an’ there’s no use a-tryin’
it. Ye’re not one ’f the saycret kind, an’ niver was cut out
fer spy or plotter. Ay, mon, ye can’t desave me! I’ve not
lived thirty year with ye, agin next Friday, which is our
weddin’ day, without a-knowin’ ye through an’ through.
Ye’re by far too honest a man to be intreegin’ an’ traitorin’
with the like of Dave Bradford. He’s a traitor an’ a sneak,
that Bradford is, if there iver was wan, and he’ll lade ye
intil tr'ason; an’ a sorry figure ye’d cut, Luke Latimer,
a-swingin’ at the tail ind of a hempen cord! O dear, dear!
what then *ud become o’ me?” The good woman, deeply
moved by the grim image her fancy had conjured up, burst
inio tears.

Luke was a soft-hearted man, and could not bide
woman’s weeping; and though he had bcen glowering with
mingled surprise and vexation during Polly’s outbreak,
his wrath was dissolved before her tears. So soothing her,
as he had well learned to do, he persuaded her into the
house. Thus that domestic riffic was smoothed over.

But withal, the man chafed under the thought that his
wife’s suspicion had set her on a true trail; and feared
too, though he repulsed the idea indignantly, that she had
read him more truly than he had read himself. In her
momentary outburst she had set before him a mirror, and
though it was but a glance he caught, that glimpse revealed
to his consciousness an image of himself which, undefined,
yet half suspected, had haunted his brain. And the image
did not add to his self-approbation.

“Tut!” he said inwardly, and tried to banish the mat-
ter. “What can a woman know of such affairs? Polly’s
fidgety about her boy, I fancy; or mayhap it’s wan of her
gpells. I don’t know what to make of her betimes; she
broods an’ vapors sadly. I suppose its narvousness.” Thus
covering all consequences of his own irritating behavior,
and accounting for all his wife’s frets and humors under
that most convenient term, he took up the fork and tossed
and turned flax until called to his supper.

The Latimer cabin was one of the best in the village,
for the main house was built higher and wider than com-
mon, and had a small entry to the door from which a rude
stairway ascended to an upper room, which, by the great
height of the building, was something more than a loft. In
this John had his lodgings. Moreover, the cabin was
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double, having a roofed porch closed on one side which
connected, by a doorway cut in the gable, with a smaller
cabin. This had no fireplace, and was used chiefly as a
storehouse. Wooden pins and buckhorn brackets were
fastened into the log walls of the porch, and thereon hung
saddles, bridles, harness, flails, sickles, empty powder Lorns,
old leggings and various implements and objects of hus-
bandry and household and personal use.

These were of a miscellaneous sort, as might be ex-
pected from the varied vocations of the inmates. Here
stood a loom for weaving flax or buffalo hair, or wool when
it could be had. Here was an old wooden cylindrical churn
with its dasher-stick standing out of the top. Here in sum-
mer time was placed the home-made dining table, that the
family meals might be had in the pleasant open air; and
here Mrs. Polly now served her supper.

The Latimers were well-to-do, as the phrase went, for
Polly was a canny housekeeper, and Luke was somewhat
“near,” as the neighbors thought, but was far from being
miserly, especially i aught that bore upon comfort of wife
or son. So they ate their meal with relish, and talked over
their affairs with that content which is wont to mark the
conversation of folk with solid possessions. By mutual con-
sent, the mooted question was not broached; but like a top
sawyer in the Ohio River, it bobbed to the surface when
least expected.

Polly took occasion to tell how she had arranged to have
the negro man brake the flax upon the morrow; but Luke
could do that himself or aid therein; which he, being a
muscular man, willingly agreed to do. Then the mistress
proposed a swingling frolic; to which Luke also consent-
ing, Polly continued that she had bidden the neighbors for
Friday next which, being their wedding-day, she thought
would be seemly. True, she regretted John’s absence; so
would Luke, she knew; for though John had taken no
fancy to any of the maidens (and that maybe was well
enough), yet he was a royal hand at making a frolic go off
blithely, and would be bravely missed at the evening sports,
when the lasses came in.

“Friday, did ye say?” asked Luke.

“Ay, and why not?” answered Polly. “It’s a slack time
among farmers, an’ there’s fair moon for the goin’ an’
comin” o’ nights.” Observing a flush on her husband’s

5
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cheeks, and a troubled look in his eye, as though he were
not favorable to the arrangement, she modestly added, “It’s
our weddin’ day, Luke. Thirty year wull we be wed that
day; an’ the good God has kep’ us through all; an’ though
manny’s the sorrow an’ burden we’ve borne thegither, yet
His goodness and marcy have followed us. I know no bet-
ter day nor that for merry-makin’. Ye’ve no call to be
away on that day, Luke, have ye?”

“Ay, Polly, I had, indade,” said Luke; then added with
brightened face, “I dar say it’s all right. I can make
arrangements to suit, I doubt not. Annyhow, go ahead,
lass, an’ I’ll make the best of it, an’ we’ll have a jolly time.”
Thus saying, he rose from the table and went forth to look
after the cattle.

“There it is aginl” thought Polly, as she went about
clearing the supper dishes. “It’s somethin’ about yon
plaguey axcise meetin’s, I ventur; an’ Bradford’s at the
bottom of it, the miserable snake in the grass!” She was
wise enough to keep her thoughts to herself, and was well
content with herself for doing so when anon Luke came in,
and saying he was going to the tavern to meet some gen-
tlemen on business, bade her not to wait up for him, as he
would not be home early. Not a word the good wife spoke,
but her countenance fell as he left her.

“Ay, business!” she muttered, as her eye followed her
husband’s form. “It’s a poor payin’ business, I vow. Il
betide the day whin that mon Bradford lighted upon my
Luke. Ah, well! what right have I to complain? He’s bet-
ter nor me, I ween. Oh Lord, good Lord, forgive me! It’s
a hypocrite I am, to chide him for saycret doin’s, an’ all
these years—”

Whatever image rose before her she dashed away, and
hurried off to household duties, which chanced just then to
be the homely work of making tallow-dip candles, which
would be needed against the frolic. Luke had brought her
from the South some cotton yarn for wicks, which was a
great improvement cn the old linsey lint, she thought; but
she was longing for a set of moulds which she had heard
some neighbors speak of. A proud night it would be when
she could show her gossips good moulded candles; but at
present they must be content with the old-fashioned dips.

Thus inwardly conversing, she looped her strings of
wicks upon sticks, a half dozen upon a stick, and put her
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tallow to melt upon the coals. Now the unctuous liquid
was poured into a wooden firkin, and holding up a stick, an
end 1n either hand, she plunged the wicks thereinto. Lift-
ing them next, and resting the wood across an empty ves-
sel’s edge, she took up another stickful, dipped it likewise
into the tallow and left it to drip. Now the first stick was
taken, when the melted fat had hardened along the wicks,
which were once more soused into the liquid, gathering
thereby a new coating. So on, one stick after another, the
wicks getting about them at every dip a new layer, until
enough had gathered to make the thickness of one’s thumb.
Then the sticks were hung in the porch to cool, each with
its six candles swinging by the top loop of the doubled
string. In due time these would be slipped off, tallow dips
ready for evening lights.

Twilight was already past and night come ere this task
was ended,and Mrs. Latimer felt lonely. Taking a candle in
hand she mounted to John’s room in the loft. It was her
fancy, when the men were absent, or when troubled with a
fit of the vapors, to go up there and brood over affairs.
There was the cradle in which her baby boy had been
rocked; and putting the candle on a three-legged slab that
answered for a stand, she sat down before it with elbows to
knee, and cheeks resting in her palms. It was a humble
affair, that cradle; only half a keg or cask which had been
cut in the middle and lengthwise, and the rounded part,
after being well braced, set upon rock, rough hewed with
a broadaxe. It was wadded within, and fitted with a bear-
skin mattress, above which was a little blanket and counter-
pane of patchwork. That was all.

Why had she kept it? It would nevermore be of use to
her, a matron of five and forty now; and John’s weans
would be rocked in daintier ware than that. Ay, the times
had changed! Old-fashioned ways were going out. Folk
were getting luxurious nowadays. What would they be
coming to next? Yet it had been good enough for her, that
cradle, in its day, and bravely had served its end. But why
had she kept it; kept it in all her movings, though Luke
wondered and neighbors sneered? Kept it, though moths
had assaulted the furnishings, cloth and fur alike, and
twice or thrice a year must she beat and fume and tend and
dust it over? There are mothers perhaps who can solve the
wonder, and tell why Polly Latimer had cherished this relic
of bygone baby days.
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Now rubbing the tears from her eyes with the corner
of her apron, she moved about the room, stopping to finger
this or that article, dust it and put it exactly back whence
it came. John was a bookish lad, and had gathered his
little library with great pains and cost. The volumes stood
on shelves made by setting pegs between the logs and lay-
ing clapboards thereon one above another. They were
chiefly classical and mathematical works for his studies,and
religious books of the evangelical sort our fathers fancied.
But there were also well-thumbed copies of Bunyan’s “Pil-
grim’s Progress,” Milton’s “Paradise Lost,” and, most val-
ued of all by the owner, a volume of Shakespeare’s plays.
Only one volume, alas, for it was a broken set, which some-
how had drifted over the mountains and so to John’s
hands. Polly put it back again, with a shake of the head,
as if doubtful what might come of such light reading. She
liked not even the name of play; it savored of vanities she
had been taught to hold as most unwholesome.

Last of all, the mother’s fingers lit upon a book which
she fondled lovingly, and taking in hand sat down by the
candle to look it over. It was a chubby.volume, with
heavy backs and two brazen clasps which,in modern hands,
would be thought cumbersome, but was known to the men
of that century as a pocket Bible. Turning over the leaves,
Polly lamented first that John had left the book at home.
It boded ill, thought she, that a lad could forget such a
treasure. Indeed, she had believed that he had it with him,
for she had felt it in his breast when he kissed her good-
bye. But, poor lad, maybe he deemed it too precious to
risk on his voyages; as indeed it is! * * * Ay, good
Heaven, will he find it out some day? Leastwise, she will
try to tell him, God helping her! So she drifted away into
mental chidings for neglect of religious duties, and silent
prayers for the Divine aid in all her doings.

As she turned the sacred volume, stopping to read a
marked verse here and there, her thoughts went back to
the early days at Indian Rocks, when John was a baby and
little Moses came to them on the crest of the angry flood.
That Bible was in the cradle with the rescued child, as if
the mother or nurse had been reading it when the waters
came up, and cast it suddenly down upon the infant’s bed-
ding, and never came back to book or baby. The Bible she
had given to John when old enough to read, but she had
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put carefully away the beads and locket and baby clothes,
and other reminders of the river waif. There they were in
that little handcase on the stand covered with red-dressed
leather, with round brazen-headed tacks over it, and a lock
without a key. Even then, though twenty years had gone,
the kind-hearted woman wept as she thought of the dead
child; and the image of his pale, sweet face came to her;
and the wee grave in the tangled forest, side by side with
the mound where they had buried Bended Knee, his hoary
head gory with the wounds of the Indian fray.

Ah, that Indian raid! And that awful night! And,
alas, her sunny-haired Meg, her blue-eyed daughter!
Where was she? Was she dead? Had the savages spared
and adopted her, as was often their wont? And if so?—her
heart stood still at the thought of what she might be, a
savage herself and the mother of savage children! Then
she fell upon her knees, with the book open before her, and
buried her face in her hands and wept again and prayed;
and feeling relieved thereby, put back the Bible to its shelf
and so to her bed.

CHAPTER IX.
LUKE MEETS THE JUNTA.

Meanwhile Luke Latimer had come to the tavern which
stood at the foot of the hill on the main highway through
the Chartiers Valley. His friends were soon there to meet
him, and Polly had shrewdly guessed, for Bradford was at
their head, and the business of the evening concerned
divers affairs which may yet find record. There were eight
persons, some of them men of substance, of whose personal
history it will be well to take brief note.

Col. James Marshall was an early settler In the western
counties, and a zealous forwarder of independence; had
been high sheriff, county lieutenant, legislator and registrar
of Washington County. He was counted a discreet and
moderate man by his fellow citizens and was industrious
and prosperous. His steady, reputable and conservative
character made him a difficult subject for a political chief
to handle; but, once committed, he was a formidable aid.
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He had come from the north of Ireland in his youth. Ben-
jamin Parkinson was a Pennsylvanian, and the president
of the Mingo Creek Democratic Association. John Cannon
was a respectable citizen of the village which bore his
name; he had been a member of the legislature and advo-
cated the forming of a new State from the western counties.
Andrew Fulton was a distiller who had favored the excise
laws originally, but had changed his views and joined the
agitators against them. Besides these there were Thomas
Spees who kept a store in Canonsburg and a miller named
Lockry.

David Bradford, the chief figure in this junta, had orig-
inally come from Maryland, where he had studied law; had
served in the Virginia Assembly before the settling of the
State boundary lines; and he still practiced law in that
State. He had advocated the Federal Constitution, but
now wanted a new State, deeming, no doubt, that therein
he would reach position and advantage that could never be
his under the old State government. He had followed with
deep interest the surgings of the French Revolution, with
which he was in profound sympathy, admiring the methods
of the French clubs, particularly the Jacobin Club, which
he sought to reproduce in America, and meant to wield for
his own purposes. He sat at the head of the table around
which the group was gathered, their forms illumined by
two tallow candles.

Bradford, thus sitting with his junta, told why he had
called them together. There was important work to be
done at the special meeting of the Democratic Association
to be held next Friday evening. “Now, gentlemen,” he
continued, “we must not let affairs lag for lack of urging.
We’ve much to contend with, and if we once show the white
feather we’re lost. The ministers are against us, and Doc-
tor McMillan especially is bitter and determined. A good
many of the distillers are inclined to give up, enter their
stills in the Inspector’s books, and do a regular business.
It isn’t every one who is willing to show the patriotism of
Mr. Fulton, our associate, and band with us against the
excise laws when they might make their own peace with the
Government, and so monopolize business and eat up the lit-
tle stills. We can’t trust the leaders of the militia, for, like
Gen. Neville, they’ll most of them in the end side with the
excise men.”
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“Who, thin,” asked Col. Marshall, “can we depind on?
It looks from that tally as if purty much all the power was
on their wheel and none on ours; an’ they’ll git the grist
while the hulls stick to our hopper.” Marshall was a miller
and his tropes had the flavor of his trade.

“Whom can we depend on?” retorted Bradford. “First
of all on ourselves; don’t let us forget that. But our chief
dependence is on the people. The instincts of office mane
tyrants of all rulers. We thought we’d rooted out aristoc-
racy by the war for independence, but it’s as strong as ever.
True, the Constitution has voided and banned titles of
nobility, but the fact is here all the same, if the name isn’t,
and the Order of the Cincinnati has even revived the name.
We must appeal to the people; to the pure democracy, like
the Greek republics of old, ay, like the French Republic
of to-day.” .

He had waxed louder in his speech, which he was con-
tinuing in the same strain, when Luke reminded him that
the window was open, for the August night was warm, and
there might be ears at the vent. Better speak low, he
thought; and was there a guard before the window?

“There speaks the true scout,” said Bradford. “But
this time I anticipated you, and set a vidette in the yard to
guard approach and give warning.” Then resuming his
speech he said, pointing across the table, “Now here’s Mr.
Ben Parkinson, the president of the Mingo Democratic
Association; and here’s Mr. Canon, the president of the
Chartiers Association. They represent the people, and
they may be trusted to stand up for democratic rights.
Moreover, their societies are well organized and drilled, and
most of them are armed, and so ready for any emergency.”

“But, Squire Bradford,” Marshall interposed, “these
don’t constitute all the people. We want a united effort.
I’'m not prepared to take steps for to divide our communi-
ties intil hostyle camps. Let us be sure of success, or draw
back while it’s time.”

“Nothing venture, nothing have!” remarked Bradford,
with a sounding oratorical manner.

“Ay, no doubt. But well soaped is half shaven!” re-
torted Marshall. “Thorough preparation’s half the battle.
We behove to get ready if we’re to jine issue with the gov-
ernment.”

Bradford smiled at the quaint earnestness of the
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speaker, well knowing that nothing so placates as acknowl-
edgment of a man’s sallies of wit. “Well said, indeed!” he
remarked; “and yet I don’t see where there’s overmuch of a
venture. We can rely upon almost every pioneer and
ranger in the Virginia districts and along the Ohio.”

“True, but they’ll soon be off with Wayne after the
Indians,” said Luke.

“We’ll have plenty of time for our business before
Wayne is ready,” answered Bradford. “Then, nearly all
the newcomers from the North of Ireland will join us.
They’re fresh from the old despotism, and hate excise laws
as the badge of their ancient oppressors and tyrannical land
owners. As to the parsons, just let us let ’em alone and go
ahead; they’ll follow the flock, you may depend, when they
sce they can’t lead it.”

At this several of the junta uttered expressions of
mocking dissent, and made Mr. Bradford to understand
that he didn’t know the unyielding granite of that sturdy
generation of pioneer pastors, or he wouldn’t say that.

“Well, maybe so; but let ’em keep to their pulpits and
prayers! It’s none of their business to be intermeddling
with politics.”

“Humph!” remarked Col. Marshall, “so I think m’self.
But that’s what some folk thought of the old Screepter
prophets, if I mind aright. Howiver, it makes small differ
the now. Let’s hear y’r plans an’ we’ll know how til
advise. Most of us are well commeetted, an’ are ready for
to go on with aught that’s r’asonable.”

“Very good,” said Bradford. “We must keep up the
threatening methods which we have adopted. Roseberry
has been tarred and feathered for advocating excise laws.
That’s well; and we must fit the same coat on some more
of the blathering agitators. Then, witnesses against the
parties who disciplined Wilson for trying to serve his mis-
crable warrants, were seized and carried off, and that will
be a wholesome lesson to other informers and give security
to our fellows.”

“I didn’t know it was men of our Association who did
that,” Luke remarked. “An’ I lettle like sich maskin’s an’
seizin’s. What came of the witnesses?”

“Oh, they’re safe enough; no harm came to them. But
they ’ll hardly get to the trial; they’ve changed their minds
about that matter. Now, I propose that we aim a blow at
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those who are letting their houses for revenue offices. We
must make it so hot that no man will dare to harbor excise-
men. We'll get rid of the squirrels if we cut down the
trees; or, as old John Knox once said of the monks and
priests, if we want to be rid of the rooks we must tear down
the rookeries. Then these people who are entering their
stills must be advised that it won’t do. If the ’stillers hold
together, we’ll carry our point; if not, the jig’s up. We
want some hearty measures here, and I’ve two names to
begin on, James Kiddoe and William Coughran. Have I
your approval? I’ll see it done and won’t call on any of
you, unless you’d like to volunteer for the work?”

Which no one doing just then, Bradford proceeded
to unfold the chief plot in his busy noddle, which was no
less than to seize and carry off the Inspector. That was a
bold stroke, to be sure! It seemed just enough, Luke Lati-
mer thought, for was not Gen. Neville the chief offender?
It was a sneaking business to kill the cubs and let the old
bear go. Besides, he was a traitor to the cause. He had
been exceeding mad against the excisemen; had at one time
even commended the harsh measures they themselves were
now planning. Luke had nothing but contempt and hatred
for the man, and would be glad to see him trapped like
a beaver. But what would they do with him? Luke would
have no bloodshed; at least, except in open, honorable com-
bat. There was the difficulty, in his thinking; what could
they do with the Inspector? A man might catch a wolf by
the ears if so minded, but what then? Easier caught, per-
haps, than let go.

Bradford didn’t propose to injure the Inspector, only
to keep him in quad a few days, thoroughly alarm him, and
release him only on condition that he resign the office and
Dever more serve.

Col. Marshall thought that would do nicely if it worked;
which, by the way, was the trouble with so many new-fan-
gled things that seemed well enough to the ear, but failed
in execution. And, if the Inspector were seized and spir-
ited away, broken lornets’ nests would be nothing to the
consequences! The Government would be so openly chal-
lenged that it would have to do omething and would light
upon them with all its forces. And what then?

“Ay, what then?” exclaimed Bradford; “why then vic-
tory, to be sure; the right to free distilling, a new State for
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the Trans-Allegheny region, and perhaps—but never
mind!” The arch plotter would go no farther with his
dream of a Southwestern Republic. “Such a bold stroke
would cast the die. Men would have to come out and
choose sides, and if matters were conducted aright they
would be sure, most of them, to side with our bold and or-
ganized band. Besides, it is quite out of the question that
Washington and his administration should think seriously
of armed coercion. What had they to gain by it? A
month’s expedition would cost more than ten years’ excige
income; and if worse came to worst, a regiment of deter-
mined Western men could hold the nountain passes against
the whole Atlantic seaboard.”

All this was fair sailing for the conspirator, but he
struck a snag when least looking for it. He had heard of
Gen. Neville’s visit to Wheeling, and knew, through what
channels he said not, that thence he would cross the
country by the Virginia Pan Handle (as we now call it)
and organize his excise work at Washington town. A short
trip that, of twenty miles or so, and he could be seized on
the road. Or perhaps better, they could capture him on
board the keel boat at Wheeling Creek wharf. “All the
more readily,” he concluded, “since our good friend Luke
Latimer is the proprietor of the boat, and his son John is in
charge.”

“Stop jist thar, Squire!” broke in Luke, with no gentle
cadence to his speech. “Nuther I nor ma son nor ma boat
wull have aught to do with sich a schame. It w’uld be moct
despiseable to have a man inunder my care dealt foully
with; an’ it shall niver be! Besides, there’s a lady with tle
Inspector on the boat; an’ no hair of her head shall be
harmed, an’ no disrespect or damage wrought her feelin’s.
Jist drop that plan, pl’ase, wanct for all!”

“Oh,” began the conspirator chief, not yet knowing
well his man, “we’ve no thought of hurting the lady. It’s
the Inspector himself we’re after; and there need be no
responsibility with you for the act of the citizens. The
public would know nothing about your part in it; and if
they did, it’s small blame you’d get.”

“Now, Squire Bradford,” retorted Luke, “you’ve a glib
tongue in y’r head, no doubt, an’ can both lade an’ con-
vince us in all r’asonable ways; but here’s a p’int quite be-
yant ye. Do ye suppose John Latimer ’ud allow folk
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whom he’d agreed to pilot up an’ down the river to come
to harm in his hands without a blow in their behoof? He’d
die thar on his deck, ruther'n see Sattan himself pulled
out of the keel boat, if he wair one of his passengers. If
ye can git holt of Neville after he’s left John’s care an’
charge, well an’ good. But if not, I'm fornenst ye ivery
time, an’ all the time. T’ll go so fur with ye, but won’t stir
a peg furder.”

“Hist!” said Bradford. There was a noise of tram-
pling feet outside the window. “Eavesdroppers! Down
with the candles!” The lights were set under the table,
leaving the men’s forms in deep shadow, and then all was
still.

“Mr. Latimer, will you play scout for us and see what’s
the matter outside?” said Bradford.

Luke, nothing loath, left the room and stealthily crept
to the rear of the tavern. No one was near the window, but
he thought he saw a dark form glide behind a tall sugar
maple a hundred yards distant. He seemed to recognize
it. Could it be Panther? Impossible! He ran to the spot
only to find it unoccupied; but a faint rustle in the adjoin-
ing cornfield convinced him that some person was gliding
on all fours through the margin of the standing maize.
Not thinking it well to follow further, he hailed the vi-
dette, who had seen nothing, since he had stupidly kept
watch in every direction except towards the window.

In the meanwhile Bradford took occasion of Luke’s ab-
sence to push to a conclusion his scheme to trap the In-
spector, promising that the freighter’s foible should be
respected. When Luke returned and brought the matter
up again, he was told that he might be easy in mind, for
nothing would be done to prejudice his honor, or compro-
mise and endanger his son. With this he felt that he must
be content, though far from satisfied; but not wishing to
be at cross-purposes with his associates, nor to challenge
their honor, he said no more.

Soon the meeting broke up, and as Latimer and Mar-
shall walked home together they could not but wonder
what they had been called for, unless to endorse Bradford’s
plans. Verily! But then what more could a chieftain wish
than that he should find substantial citizens on whom to
shunt the responsibility of his deeds, if need should be?
Not well assured of his wisdom, and with heart fluttering
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at the seeming lawlessness of the proposed emprises, and
glad to be quit of the committee and the pent-up and
stuffy room, Luke came to his home through the bright
moonlight and clear, sweet evening air. Polly awoke at
his footsteps, but forbore to chide, greatly to Luke’s con-
tent.

CHAPTER X.
MRS. POLLY LATIMER’S SCUTCHING FROLIC.

Forty women of various ages assembled, after the noon-
day meal, to begin work at Mrs. Polly Latimer’s scutching
frolic. They were fine samples of pioneer women; above
the medium height, for the most part strongly and some of
them stoutly built. They had fair complexions, eyes of
various shades of gray and blue; round heads well shaped,
full faces, generous lips, cheeks ruddy and with high bones;
broad and high foreheads with brows well overhanging and
wide between the eyes. Faces they were which indicated a
thoroughly warm-hearted, loving, intelligent and cour-
ageous stock, a race worthy and likely to be the mothers of
a noble progeny.

One would not look for elegant toilets in such a gather-
ing, but the dresses were at least suitable to the event. The
newer comers to the settlement wore woolen frocks which
pioneer life had not yet had time to fret into tatters.
Many had home-made linsey or linen gowns. A few had
found the art of using dressed deer-skins, especially for
jackets and slip-ons. The white linen folder over the
breast was common. Hoods and sunbonnets covered the
heads, and the elders wore frilled caps that girdled the face.
Shoes were rare, though some owned such articles, for Sun-
day use, however. On ordinary occasions such as the pres-
ent, they were shodden with home-made cloth shoes known
as shoe-packs, or with Indian moccasins of deer-skin. The
women had come in their work-day uniform, with some-
what more carefulness to be trim and trig, and that they
were. A sweet and wholesome company, honest and true
to the core of their kindly hearts, lusty and supple, and
ever ready to go merrily to work or devoutly to worship.

Since we saw the Latimers at the finishing point of ret-
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ting their crop of flax, it had passed through the brake, a
rude machine for cracking and separating the boon or pithy
heart of the plant. Thus far had Luke, aided by his hired
man and Dungy the slave, carried the work when the
women came to do their part. Already the scutching
blocks had been sent in from the neighborhood, and stood
about the yard in the shadow of overhanging oaks and
maples. A scutching block was simply a chunk of a tree
trunk, chopped fairly into twain, a triangular section cut
from the middle, and mounted on four legs. Each matron
had her swingling knife, a wooden cleaver or paddle about
two feet long having a broad blade with one thin edge.
These were the rude instruments needed for scutching or
swingling flax. And now to work.

One party sorts out the sticks into equal lengths for
more convenient handling, and lays them beside the various
scutching blocks. These the swingler takes, and hold-
ing them along the groove with one hand, swings her
wooden claymore with the other and beats it down upon
the stalks, careful always to strike lengthwise of the same.
So, turning the flax with one hand and beating it with the
other, the tough and stringy plant is separated into its mul-
titudinous fibres or threads, which at last lie in the groove
of the scutching block, a coarse, fluffy mass ready for hack-
ling, the next stage in the progress toward cloth.

It was a merry chorus indeed that the women made, as
their swingling knives fell with regular thuds upon the
blocks, and their tongues ran glibly of this and that. The
exercise was not so slavish as to bow the body into uncomely
or weary-looking attitudes, but was vigorous enough to
send the blood tingling, and set warm colors to the cheeks.
Thus, by reason of varied postures, such as the rhythmic
rotation of the left arm in turning the flax back and forth;
and the heaving up and beating down of the right arm;
and the movements of the trunk and limbs while standing
to the block, the muscles of the whole body were forced
into active and graceful play. Withal, the animation of
cheerful chat, and the head turning this way and that for
question and answer, to listen or make speech; and the
smile brightening over the features; and the hearty laugh-
ter parting the red lips,—all this set forth these frontier
dames and damsels at their best.

Soon the swinglers had made ready their first lot of
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material, and now came in another group to hackle it. A
coarse comb was the instrument used, and with this the
scutched flax was raked and pulled until the rougher part,
known as swingling tow, was separated from the finer which
was, in short, the linen fibre ready to be spun into threads
of greater or less fineness. Thence it would be made into
cuts, and so to the shuttle for weaving.

A lively and attractive company this, it must be al-
lowed, grouped upon the green, engaged in their several
tasks, while the trees above gave shelter from the August
sun. And what had they to talk about? Verily, more than
like gatherings of modern times. There were the children,
that oldest and most familiar, and also exhaustless theme,
since mother love is in all and in all ages the same. The
mystery, sweetness and perversities of childhood were dis-
cussed between the blows of the scutching knives; and
though for awhile elbowed aside for other themes, recurred
again and again until breaking-up time came. That burn-
ing question of to-day, domestic service and servants, made
few tongues wag at Polly Latimer’s scutching frolic. For,
in sooth, every woman there wrought with her own hands
all household duties; although a few of them had negro
slaves to assist in the rougher labor of the home and the
garden.

Styles of dress claimed full share of speech then as now;
but the harder problem “wherewithal shall we be clothed?”
was the living question for those women. Then there were
the Indians, terrible and never-absent theme; the last new-
comers to the settlement; also the last outgoers, and those
who, alas for women folk! with soothless restlessness were
again devising a flitting to some further West. There was
the stir over the excise laws; and, perhaps most absorbing
to that generation, the church and pastor, the log academy,
the young students for the ministry, religion and its “gra-
cious revival.”

Let us enter this group of matrons, drawn together
by the affinity of greater age and the presence of the pas-
tor’s good wife, Mrs. John McMillan, who has broached
the question of the need the frontier has for ministers, and
their own efforts to supply the want.

“There’s a little band of students at the Academy,” said
she, “looking to the ministry, and another studying Divin-
ity with my husband, and well on their way. True fellows
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they are, and our own border boys, with the smell of forest
mould upon them, and knowing well how to win the peo-
ple’s hearts. It’s little they need, to be sure, and willing
enough to work; but can we afford to have them break
away too often from their studies, ladies? No indeed; we
must keep them to their books, and hurry them into the
field for the love of God and dying souls.”

“Ay, ay,” quoth Mrs. Latimer, who had left her stew-
ing and baking for the nonce, to pass courtesies among the
several gossips. “It’s aven so. My John knows them
bravely; an’ Thomas Marquis had bed an’ board with us for
two s’asons, an’ slep’ with my lad. A faithful fellow is he,
as was McGready afore him. Now I’m resolved that a good
stent of the linen that comes from this flax shall go for
coats an’ breeches for the probationers.” :

. “Thank you truly!” said Mrs. McMillan. “It’s like your
own kind heart, Mrs. Latimer. Indeed, our quota of cloth
will soon be due, and the Chartiers congregation must not
be behind the other churches that have banded together
to help the young men. By the way, how shall we dye the
linen for their clothes?”

“Try the new mown hay,” said Mrs. McDaniel. “It
makes a genteel black quite fittin’ for a meenister, an’ as
fast a color as anny.”

“Indeed? Let it be so then; and I dare say Mrs.
MecDaniel will manage it for us? I wish, now, the doctor
would try some cloth for Ais breeches. But, dear man, he
is so wedded to his buckskin that I can’t persuade him to
change.”

“Tut, Madam, we’d be loth to see the doctor change
aither his breeches or his theology!” said sturdy Mrs.
McDaniel. “He is jist suited for a people in a land like
our’n; a chosen vessel of the Lord, if there iver was one,
an’ a blessin’ through all the border.”

“Well, Dolly,” said Mrs. Peggy Burbeck, “I’ll no differ
with you about the breeches. But don’t you think we could
stan’ a little less predestination in our theology? Oh, you
naden’t shake your head; an’ I mane no offince, Mrs.
McMillan. But I like the doctor best whin he swings awav
from the ol’ lines an’ casts the Gospel net out broad an’
free. He’s jist gran’ at sich times! It’s small won’er we’ve
had revivals, sence the meenisters are all preachin’ so hearty
the free grace of the lovin’ God. For my part I don’t
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envye the ol’ fashioned preachin’ which, as my man would
say, is too often long grace an’ little mate.”

Mrs. Burbeck was a short woman with black eyes and
black hair; plump, though wiry; and red-cheeked, though
her face was somewhat swart, and a little show of hairs cov-
ered her upper lip. Peggy was as much a favorite in her
circle as was Andy in his, and much for the same reason;
her cheerful nature gave forth brightness, while her
candor and sturdy womanhood won respect. No one
seemed ready to joia issue with her, and several pairs of
eyes shot forth quick approval; but a hush fell upon the
circle as though here, indeed, was trespassing on forbidden
ground.

What a masterful creature is a good woman, with wise
tact. The pastor’s wife was equal to the emergency. Nod-
ding pleasantly to the speaker, she answered: “Ay, Mis-
tress Peggy, it is sweet, indeed, to hear of the free grace
of God, and none the less because it’s sovereign grace as
well. But you’ll like the preaching of our new set of min-
isters, I’ll b2 bound! The carpenter is known by his chips;
and the doctor’s theology may be tested by the lads it has
trained. You’ve heard of McGready now, and what a
Boanerges he has come to be, and how a great revival has
already sprung up from his preaching? You will give us
an extra yard or two of linen, Mrs. Burbeck, I’'m sure, for
the love you have for that sort of preaching.”

A ripple of laughter cut through the teasing sound of
the hackling, in which Mrs. Peggy good-naturedly joined.
“Fairly caught,” she cried; “an’ so deft a turn by the pas-
tor’s wife is worth a good yard of linen. Ye shall ¢’n have
it an’ welcome, Mrs. McMillan. An’ we’re truly thankful
for the incouragin’ news. I al’ays liked the lad from he
cam’ to work his way with the doctor.”

“Mr. McGready is not the only one of our new lot of
preachers,” continued the pastor’s wife, “whose work is
being owned by the Holy Ghost. There’s Joseph Patter-
son, who is serving the congregations of Raccoon -Creek and
Mountour’s Run; he is like to prove a most pious and use-
ful minister.”

“Thank God for that!” said Mother McCormack, whose
Scotch burr betrayed her natjonality. “A’ mind the lad
weel. He was unco’ powerfu’ in prayer, and wud aft bring
tears to ma een. It’s aye so; when the meenister melts at
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his devotions the people will melt at his sermons. Heaven-
movin’ prayer mak’s soul-savin’ preachin’.” :

“Very true,” said the pastor’s wife. “And the men now
coming before Presbytery are not a whit behind him.
Now, there’s our silver-tongued Marquis, whose musical
voice is already known in our prayer meetings. He has his
parts of trial, and will be soon licensed, no doubt. But I
must not speak of him, for here is his good wife just at
hand, and she might get vain at our commendations.”

Mrs. Marquis stood hard by wielding a swingling knife
with hearty fervor, while her daughter, a maid of fourteen,
sat on the grass near the block and sorted out the sticks of
flax. Resting the end of her knife upon the block and lean-
ing an elbow on the handle tip, the comely dame replied:

“Ah, Mrs. McMillan, there’s little fear that ministers’
wives, especially while they’re probationers, will get overly
vain. With all kind service and loving friendships of God’s
saints, there will be quite enough to keep us humble. How-
ever, I thank you for your good words, and indeed, for all
your many helpful acts. I do hope'and pray that Thomas
may be all that we could wish. I’m sure, at least, from the
time he was converted in old Fort Vance, he’s been set
on preaching the Gospel; and glad enough I'll be when
he’s ready to settle to the work.”

“By the way,” said the pastor’s wife, “you remind me of
that wonderful incident in your husband’s life. Many of the
neighbors have never heard it;can’t you tell us all about it?”

“Since you ask it, Madam, certainly; that is, if the
ladies would like to hear?” A matter which was settled by
a hearty chorus of “yes, yes!”

“Come then,” cried Mrs. Polly Latimer, turning to the
group of workers, “you’ve all had a brave turn at scutchin’
an’ may ease up a bit. Jist rest the knives a spell, an’
listen.” Those who were distant closed up to the group
of matron hacklers, and Mrs. Marquis began her story:

“My husband was born near Winchester, Virginia, and
having lost both parents when a child, was brought up by a
pious uncle. We were married in 1775 and with a number
of friends migrated to the Cross Creek country. We had
a pack horse train, and I rode when tired in a willow creel,
balancing on one side of a horse with freight hung on the
other. But I marched a good part of the way, as on the
whole pleasanter.”

6
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“Ay, indade!” cried Mrs. Peggy Burbeck. “Don’t we
know that quite well?”

Sundry ejaculations and laughing remarks passed
around the circle, as one and another recalled the hard
experience of the tramps and camps, the toils and terrors
of that mountain journey to the Trans-Allegheny settle-
ments. The associations were so strong that for a few mo-
ments they kept a gap in the narrative At last there was
silence, and Mrs. Marquis resumed.

“That part of Washington County was then an almost
unbroken wilderness. Everything was to be done; forests
cleared and trees girdled, cabins raised, plantings made,
and at the same time a close watch kept on the Indians,
who were threatening the frontier, encouraged by the out-
break of the Revolytion. Oh, the terrors of those days,
when the men were away in the fields at work; and of those
long nights when every howl of a wolf or hoot of a night
hawk startled us from our restless sleep with the fear that
the savages were upon us! At last, and not long after our
arrival, the Indians fell upon our new settlement, and my
poor brother Park was the first to fall, tomahawked and
scalped close by our own c~bin.”

Her voice choked; tears moistened her eyes, and as she
paused after a brief space, many a sigh escaped, and that
not simply from sympathy, for a number in that company
were thus reminded of a like experience in their lives.

“Then we fled from the settlement,” the lady con-
tinued, “and all the neighbors gathered within Fort Vance,
while those who had rifles and could use them sallied forth
to scout. There we were, shut up within the log court and
the block house walls, grieved, sore disappointed and in
terror, and knowing not what to do. The only pious man
in the Fort was a farmer named Patterson, and you
may be sure we turned to him to help us by his prayers.
He was a devout Christian, one whose zeal and piety had
stood the stress of removal to the border, under which so
many have yielded their profession. He concluded to im-
prove the occasion by talking to us about religion; and we
were nothing loath, for we were sad-hearted and needed com-
fort, and shut mp within the fort with time hanging heavy
on our hands. So we listened while he read the Bible and
fla]ked to us of an enemy more to be dreaded than the In-

ians.
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“He began by speaking only to husband and me, not
thinking of open speech. DBut one after another came
about us, and so at last personal exhortations to a few
friends became public addresses. - It was a strange and
moving scene. There in that wilderness fort stood the
plain man of God talking to us of salvation, and there and
then the power of the Holy Spirit fell upon us. There was
scarcely one in the fort who was not seriously concerned
about his soul, and ere we left the walls twenty or more
were led to Christ, among them husband and myself.

“That farmer, whom God so owned, is now the Rev.
Joseph Patterson. Three years afterward we were visited
by the Rev. Mr. Power, who preached at Fort Vance the
first sermon ever made in that region. And there this
lass,” nodding to her daughter, “was baptized, the first
child given to God in baptism in that section. Our little
company of believers was organized into a church, and
built our first log sanctuary nea the fort.”

“And should the parts of trial come off all right,” said
Mrs. McMillan, taking up the story, “and no one doubts
that, it is an open secret that the Cross Creek congregation
hope and expect that Rev. Thomas Marquis will be their
pastor.” Thus the story ended, and the party went back
to their work, while the talk gradually veered around to
the growing excitement over the excise taxes, and the dis-
orders which were being fomented throughout the Western
country.

Mrs. McMillan, as a loyal pastor’s wife, stood with her
husband against what she called the infatuation of the
people, and stoutly, but with conciliatory manner that
soothed all friction, opposed any violence towards the Gov-
ernment. Mrs. Latimer, for reasons which have already
appeared, curtly took off the whole proceedings as a plot of
Bradford’s to serve his own ends at the expense of their
husbands and themselves.

“Ay, trust him!” quoth she. “He’ll hatch his own eggs
under our hens, an’ they’ll be cockatrice’s eggs you may be
sure; an’ but for the marcy of God they’ll sting us sore.
Arn’ women folks are iver the warst sufferers in sich tumults
as Dave Bradford would stir up. But what cares he? A
sly an’ frothy Gashmu! Dear hearts, it behoves to keep our
men out of the hubbub if we can.”

Mrs. Peggy Burbeck stood almost alone in opposing the
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agitation on the then novel theory that the higher the tax
on spirits the less would be made, and the less made the
better. “There’s nothing but sorrow in the cup!” quoth
she. “I’d rother have less to do with, an’ kape sober com-
pany. In troth, there’s not a haet of gain by the stillin’,
for what’s saved at the spigot is let out at the bung. The
idleness, illness, waste an’ wantonness that the liquor gen-
ders more than devour the profits of the trade. It’s the ol’
story of Pharaoh’s lean kine that eat up the fat wans.”

These utterances by no means expressed the prevziling
sentiment of the women, for a decided majority were in
sympathy with their husbands and sons in hostility to the
excise laws. Fortunately for the good temper of the party,
the men began to arrive, they having been bidden come to
the supper when the work should be done. The absence of
Dr. McMillan was much regretted; he had gone on Presby-
terial service to an adjoining neighborhood. However,
several of the church elders came. The divinity students
and young men of the academy with other youth of the
settlement began to drop in, and a genial time was had at
the evening meal, which was furnished with the bountiful
hospitality for which the Latimers were famous.

A sore disappointment awaited. Supper ended, the
young women began to organize games such as prevailed at
that time in the West. But to their amazement, the part-
ners whom they had confidently expected to share the
sports were not to be found. Where could they have gone?
In like manner the matrons, looking around for their .
spouses, perceived that from one cause or another they too
had disappeared. They had dropped silently out one by
one, until only a few old men, some students and a few of
the younger fellows remained. Luke Latimer took the
matter good-naturedly and quite as a matter of course,
though his manner was a little nervous and constrained.
Mrs. Latimer was not so self-poised. She was flustered and
fretted, and her disappointment cropped out in various
uneasy expressions. Yet she was well content that Luke
stayed by her side to aid in the entertaining, instead of mys-
teriously slipping away as so many had done.

The incident cast a damper on the party. The mystery
which the elder women could not solve, and the men would
not explain; the disappointment of the young women at
the departure of their beaux, and the loss of the amuse-
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ment which they had promised themselves,—all this
sorely disconcerted the company. Therefore, despite
the efforts of Mrs. Latimer, seconded by the genial
activity of Mrs. Burbeck, the party broke up early. The
absence of so many of the men disposed the women to go
home sooner. However, the August evening made delight-
ful walking over the roads and by-paths, and the moon
came up after sunset. At last, there remained only Mrs.
Burbeck, who as her husband was away had agreed to bide
the night with Mrs. Polly, and a young woman lately come
to the settlement whom Luke had offered to escort home.

CHAPTER XI.
A NIGHT CONCLAVE.

‘When the last visitor had been lost to sight, Luke went
to the stable to look after his stock. As he entered the yard
he heard a light footstep behind him, and an uttered
“hugh!” which caused him to start, and whirl rapidly
about. There stood Panther!

Luke was well enough used to Indian manners to know
that this sudden apparition meant something important;
but also that it was not becoming to show undue excite-
ment. He quietly bade his red friend welcome, and brought
him into the kitchen, where Mrs. Polly gave him a kind
reception and a hearty meal. Hunger appeased, Panther
uttered a word of thanks to the housewife, and left the
cabin followed by Luke. Through a crack in the door the
matron watched the two men as they stood in the shade of
a sugar maple tree exchanging communications.

The Mingo was somewhat moved from his wonted stat-
uesque manner, and seemed unusually earnest. Luke was
at first visibly excited; he stamped his foot, threw out his
hands with an indignant gesture, stirred about a little upon
his heels, then gradually recovered self-control and stood
motionless. Polly knew by those signs that her husband
was in a mighty passion. It was his wont, under provoca-
tion and danger of all kinds, first to make uneasy bodily
movements; but soon he put on a calm exterior, and only
showed his inward fervor by his pale face, burning eyes and
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quiet carriage. She was not surprised, therefore, when he
entered the house and told her that he must leave imme-
diately on important business, and take two horses with
him.

“I had thought that I would ask you, might I take your
pony with me, too?” he continued. “For, indade, she may
be sore naded. But no, I’ll not ask that.”

“Take her an’ welcome, Luke dear!” interrupted the
wife. “She was your gift, an’ well I know you love Snow-
ball as dearly as I do, an’ will take good care of her. I'm
truly sorry you must go, an’ on this night, of all the year;
but what must be will be, an’ I dar’ say you know best.
Have you no word for me as to where you’re a-goin’? Is
annything gone wrong with John?”

“There’s nothin’ so very saycret, Polly, that you may
not know; but whist! not a word to your gossips. I’m a-goin’
down til Wheeling. Dave Bradford’s been in divilment,
an’ played the traitor with me. It’s summat about the lad;
leastways he may be consarned therein; an’ though there’s
naught wrong with him, I hope, as yet, there may be, an’
T'm off to hender that. So good-bye, love, an’ take good
care of yourself.”

The exigencies of her life had inured Mrs. Latimer to
such sudden movements of her husband, and danger was
too common an element in their pioneer conditions to cause
undue easiness or protest. So, hastening to make up a hav-
ersack filled with cold bits, she bade Luke good-bye, and
watched him ride away with Panther toward Washington,
leading Snowball by the bridle.

“Well, Jenny,” she said, addressing her young woman
guest, “Luke was sore troubled that he could not company
you home, as he promised. But, ’dade, the business was
pressin’, an’ I offered to take his place. Mrs. Burbeck can
go with me, and then I shall have company back home, an’
good company at that. It’s a fine night, soft an’ bright, an’
I’'m not the laste bit feared. Indade, I’d rother be out in
the open air nor bidin’ here in the cabin. The walk "1 help
wark off the disapp’intment an’ vaxation of the avenin’,
an’ I’ll be all the better for it.” :

So it was agreed; and as the full moon shone over the
hills, the trio started, accompanied by Mrs. Burbeck’s fox-
dog, Betty. “As rare a beau,” she averred, “as maid or
matron nade want. IFor she kapes a respictful distance be-
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hint an’ a keen eye ahead; an’ though she disn’t worry one
with her idle claver, she can give tongue sharp enough, if
nade be.”

Not far from Chartiers Creek the women left the main
road and took a bypath over the side of the hill that led
more directly to Jenny’s house. It was a common short-
cut to the church, and still worshipers pass up that way
from the village. The path led them through an open oak
grove, not far from the Hill Church premises, and as they
entered it the terrier uttered a short growl and ran to the
front. Her hair bristled upon her back, her tail dropped,
and her general attitude was that of a canine who has dis-
covered a nearby enemy.

“Aha!’ said Mistress Burbeck, “what have ye found,
Betty? Is it a rabbit in the brush? Or—” The question
was interrupted by a sharp bark, and a rustling in the
bushes from which stepped forth a man whose appearance
so startled the women that they uttered cries, and fell back
in a little group one upon the other.

“No harm, ladies!” said the intruder in a gruff voice
evidently disguised. “But you mus’n’t pass this way!”

The phrase “must not” has a strange effect upon people,
especially if their blood be well charged with Scotch-Irish
temper. It roused the ire of these frontier women, and at
once dispelled their fears by the presence of a stronger pas-
sion.

“Mus’n’t, indade!” exclaimed Mrs. Latimer. “Highty-
tighty! a fine thing this, that ladies must be stopped on
their way home by masked prowlers. Scaret, forsooth!
We’re not a bit scaret, sir. 'We weren’t born in the woods
to be scaret by an owl.”

Nevertheless, the women made no forward movement,
but stood gazing upon the man who had thus interrupted
them. He was dressed in the usual garb of a frontiersman,
except that a bit of white linen was pulled down over his
face as far as his mouth, with openings at the eye spaces
permitting him to look out. A not very complete disguise,
certainly; but in the dim light of the grove sufficient to
conceal identity.

“Can’t help it, ladies,” said the sentinel, stretching his
rifle across the path to prevent passage. “That’s my orders,
that no one darst go over this path. Sorry to cause you
anny inconvanience, but you mus’ go roun’ by the woodside
or through the meadow.”
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He spoke in the same disguised tone of voice, but had
not succeeded in concealing his identity from Betty the
dog, whose demeanor underwent a marked transformation.
Her barks sank into growls, and her growls again into low
whines, while contemporaneously her tail and back passed
through the usual stages from objective anger to objective
gratification. She even wagged her tail, and came up in a
fondling way to the sentinel; and finally leaped upon his
knee with strong expressions of recognition and approba-
tion. This threw the man off his guard, and kicking his
leg forward, he exclaimed in a more natural tone of voice,
“Get out, Betty, you beast!”

Thereat Mrs. Burbeck exclaimed, “Aha! I think we
know who this masked gentleman is. Tom Spenser for all
the warld. You can’t concale it, Tommy; we know ye now,
and you might as well let us by.”

‘Whether or no it was Tom Spenser was not then settled;
for notwithstanding the women’s protestations, the senti-
nel insisted upon observing his orders, and the upshot of it
was that the trio had to leave the grove and pass through
the meadow by a somewhat longer course. They were all
agreed that these maskings meant no good, and shrewdly
suspected that the excise troubles were at the bottom of
them, and that it was to attend some sort of conventicle or
lodge that the men had left the women so unceremoniously
at the scutching party.

Influenced still by curiosity, they directed their course
as near as might be to the meeting house. Once more they
were shunted off by the appearance of a sentinel from the
shadow of a tree, who, without speaking, gave them to
understand by motions that they could not pass. They
crossed to the rail fence which separated the meadow from
the adjoining field and formed a part of the eastward
boundary of the church lot.

No doubt, discretion would have got the better of curi-
osity, and the party would have proceeded directly to
Jenny’s house beyond the hilltop, had not Mrs. Latimer
as she mounted the rail fence turned her eyes toward the
road and discovered something that strongly excited her
interest. She sat on the rider or uppermost rail with hand
over her eyes and looked intently. A bunch of horses pick-
eted beyond the churchyard was joined by a party of two
mounted men leading a white pony. Mrs. Polly recognized
her own Snowball!
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She had caught but a glimpse of the group as they
crossed the road, and the riders were immediately lost in
the shadow, yet the form of her pony was too familiar to
permit mistake. Had not Luke and Panther gone up the
main road to Washington? How came they to be in that
crowd of men, gathered yonder in the shadow of the church
wall, and under the spreading oak trees? There they could
be plainly seen, and the murmur of their voices heard as
they seemed to discuss some exciting problem. It did not
take the woman long to resolve that the mystery should
then and there be solved, if at all solvable. So, bidding
her companions remain where they were, or go forward to
Jenny’s house, as they pleased, she declared her purpose to
get nearer to the meeting, and find out what was going on.
She said no word of her more important purpose, not caring
to make her companions confidants in her home affairs.

She held along the fence, which after the fashion of the
times was overgrown in the angles with tall clumps of grass,
wild flowers and elder bushes, and afforded much conceal-
ment. She inched her way carefully nearer and nearer to
the roadside, and almost within earshot of the picketed
horses. Here she had a fair view of what had attracted her
attention, and learned that her husband and the Mingo
were there, and Snowball with them.

Presently, Luke left his companion and joined the body
of men several rods beyond, on the shaded side of the meet-
ing house. He was not long gone, although it seemed an
age to Mrs. Polly, watching in that strange position at that
unusual hour. When Luke returned he was accompanied
by David Bradford. The two walked to a spot apart from
the crowd, and began a heated discussion. Not a word
reached the listener’s ear, but the tones of voice and manner
of her husband satisfied her that something serious was in
his mind, and that he was near the boiling point, and likely
at any time to break forth into violence. Now one sentence
reached her, sounding forth clearly upon the night air,
for Luke in his excitement forgot his caution and raised
his voice.

“You must go with is, or by Heaven—”

Bradford raised his arm in caution, and Polly heard his
whispered “hush” as he dropped it, and Luke’s voice ceased
to be heard. Then the lawyer turned from his companion
rather brusquely as if to rejoin the meeting. Thereat Luke
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gave a signal, and Panther, who thus far had been hidden,
darted from the shadow of the picketed horses and placed
himself between Bradford and the crowd. The agitator
shrank back so suddenly at this unexpected spectacle that he
almost stumbled to the ground, while the Indian with hand
holding his tomahawk stood like a bronze statue in the
moonlight. ,

Bradford soon recovered, and turning to Latimer ex-
claimed:

“What does this mean, sir?”

Luke’s answer vas quiet, but decided (his wife could
make that out), and ere long the two seemed to come to an
- agreement and together entered the crowd.

Mrs. Latimer waited for their reappearance five, ten, fif-
teen minutes; a long, weary wait it seemed. Then, no one
appearing, and the crowd beginning to fray off from the
borders, scattering here and there by singles and doubles
and groups, she deemed her position no longer secure. Not
caring to be caught at eavesdropping, she stooped low and
ran back under the shelter of the fence to her companions,
who, for their part, had become much alarmed, and were
glad to welcome their friend.

Without more ado the three fell into the shadow of the
fence which they followed to a safe distance, and then
struck across the field in the full moonlight, and so to
Jenny’s house. The latter tried to persuade them to re-
main over night, and Mrs. Burbeck was anxious to do so,
for the shock and alarm had discomfited her. Mrs. Polly
herself was in anything but a placid mood, and her nerves
had been well shaken. Notwithstanding, she decided that
the secret meeting would soon be broken up and the men
all dispersed to their homes, so that the way back to her own
cabin would be unmolested. So they found it; yet, they
traversed the homeward path with many side glances at the
grove and clump of trees.

Mrs. Polly had scant sleep that night. She was turning
over in her mind, and over and over again, the strange
behavior of her husband, and wondering what it all might
mean, and what it all might lead to? When she fell into
sleep at last, her dreams were troubled. She woke up in
the morning in a flood of tears, sorely unnerved for the
day’s duty, and feeling more the loneliness of her situation
than she had ever done when keeping solitary watch with
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her baby on the banks of the Ohio, in the midst of the
Indian country.

CHAPTER XII.
A CABIN IN THE WILDERNESS.

When John Latimer and his party had finished the log
cabin on the keel boat the day was well advanced. Think-
ing it wise not to travel after dusk, it was settled to make
camp near Mingo Bottom, a fertile river plain three miles
below Steubenville. Mingo Bottom is associated with one of
the most shameful and one of the saddest incidents in pio-
neer history. Here, on the fourth of March, 1782, rendez-
voused the expedition under Williamson that massacred the
Moravian Indians at Gnadenhiitten, one of the bloodiest
and most inéxcusable incidents in American history, and
one that cast a deep shadow upon the Scotch-Irish race,
from whom the assassins were chiefly drawn.

Nearly three months later, May 20, met also at Mingo
Bottom the ill-starred expedition of Col. Crawford, and
thence departeéd against the Indians on the Sandusky, to
return beaten back and defeated. The second in command
was the leader of the Moravian massacre. These events
were still fresh in the minds of the older members of our
party. Many of the participants were personally known
to them, and some were friends and kin.

The Mingo Bottom lands were at that time taken up
and settled; and fearing lest some of the planters might be
unfriendly, John pushed a little way beyond to the settle-
ment of Fergus Kelly, a friend of Andy’s. Now the boat’s
nozzle was moored to the bank hard by where a clearing and
a cabin showed the beginnings of a home. The house was
an ordinary log structure,except that at the middle in front
a jutting bastion was made, into which the door was set,
thus giving play for rifles, if need be, from loop-holes on
either side. At the right and left windows were cut which
were glazed with coarse linen greased with bear’s oil to
make it more translucent and preserve it from the weather.
The roof was covered with clapboards or hewn slabs of
timber, which were laid from ridge to eaves and held in
place by cross logs braced by wooden pegs. As the boat
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stopped, a child’s voice was heard through the open cabin
door singing a familiar tune.

“Hist!” said John, raising his finger. The noise of
mooring was eased to note the child’s sweet song, that
floated out in the deep forest stillness. A most touching
thing, a child singing in that western wilderness! Now,
listening, they caught the words of a hymn which the home
missionaries had taught the border folk:

“Ye little birds of Heaven
On every bough that sing,

You shame me with your early notes,
While on your morning wing.”

It seemed a morning rather than an evening hymn. But
the little maid, for it was a girl’s voice, recked not and
perhaps knew not the difference. She sang on prettily,
but with that somewhat melancholy strain that pervaded
melodies of the border, perhaps induced by its hard life.
Winding their way along the river, Andy, followed by the
General and Blanche, crossed the Virginia rail fence which
encompassed the croft or adjacent clearing, and peering
into the cabin found their forest songstress to be a lass of
some seven or eight years. She was rocking a rude cradle,
which was little more than a slab trough set on rough-
hewed rockers, and chanting her lullaby song over a ruddy
baby.

She rose up with a sta,rtled look at the sound of a
strange voice greeting her, as if ever mindful of prowling
savages; but was at once composed at the pleasant sight of
friendly faces, and especially of a lady. She was clad in a
coarse wool petticoat. Her swart face showed the touch of
sun and air, and was clean and attractive. Her long and
unkempt hair fell back over her shoulders, giving her an
unked seeming, which was heightened by her bare legs and
feet covered with red marks of irritating insects’ bites.
She held in her brown hand a leafy twig which she had
used to whisk mosquitoes and flies from the infant’s face.
She glanced her black eyes with wonder from face to face
of the intruders, and then rested them with unmistakable
signs of admiration upon Blanehe, who must have seemed
to the lonely frontier lass llke the angels of which she had
heard.

When told who they were and for what come, her face
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lit up with pleasant recognition of the “Fanny.” For hav-
ing so little to engage her thoughts, the child had learned
to know the names of and even %o recognize all the passing
boats, and from her parents had caught an inkling of the
owners. To Andy’s friendly question she said that father
and mother and brother Aleck were in the far clearing,
pointing to rings and wreaths of smoke rising beyond the
top of the girdled woodland. Listening now, the sound of
an axe merrily beating against a hard tree trunk could be
heard, and its echoes answered over the water from the
bluff on the opposite shore. Standing beyond the tall
patch of corn, they could see the woodman at his chopping,
and the wife and mother, aided by a sturdy lad of ten years
or so, busy about a brush heap which they were burning.
Liogs, stumps and branches had all been piled together and
were being burned, as the shortest way to be rid of them.

Blanche wound her bugle, and that sound being known
along the river side as the signal of a passing boat, the pio-
neers ceased their toil, and came over the clearing, well
pleased to have a chat with human beings,and to hear news
cf affairs “in the settlements.” Andy was greeted as he-
came an old acquaintance. The Inspector, who feared but
a grudging welcome, was surprised and pleased when Fergus
shook his hand, saying in a frank yet deferential way:

“Giner’l Niville, sir, ye’re hearty welcome to our planta-
tion. I dar’ say you don’t re-cognisé me, but I mind you
fine. When we moved intil Wes’ Pennsylvania in ’84 from
Carlisle, we were in sorry plight enough; but your wise
counscl and ginerous aid stood us in good stead. 1’ve h’ard
sore lies about ye sence, and mayhap some truths too (fer 1
don’t like axcise laws anny better nor my neighbors), but
T’ll niver belave that a kind heart like yourn can go so far
wrong. Axcuse me, sir, fer a-mentionin’ of it, but I wush
you well, an’ you’re hearty welcome!”

That bluff, warm-hearted greeting was sweeter to the
General’s palate than any word he had received for many
days. In truth, he had contributed greatly to relieve the -
sufferings of settlers in his vicinity. He had accepted the
Inspectorship chiefly to gratify President Washington; for
he was a man of wealth, as the term went, having large
possessions, a hundred slaves, and one of the finest man-
sions in the settled region. He had put his all at hazard
for Colonial independence, and at his own expense had
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raised and equipped a company of soldiers, marched them
to Boston, and placed them with his son under the com-
mand of Washington. It was with a bitter spirit that he
thought of these things, and how readily his fellow citizens
forgot them wl.en heaping maledictions upon him in these
heated days. All the more, therefore, did this woodman’s
greeting give him pleasure, and awake generous emotions
which late events had embittered.

The pioneer’s wife joined in the welcome with cordial
hospitality; a trait which characterized the early settlers,
and which, being graft upon the customs and so upon the
characters of that and the next generation, laid the founda-
tion in good heredity for many of the beneficent schemes
which honor and bless the present age.

Mrs. Kate Kelly was a fair sample of the sturdy pioneer
women whose vigorous bodies, good sense and industry, and
brave hearts made them fit mates for the men who con-
quered thewilderness. She was clad in a linsey-woolsey pet-
ticoat, and coarse linen waist whose short sleeves displayed
muscular arms brown with work. A home-made kerchief
was folded across her throat and bust, and fastened with a
thorn. She wore moccasins, and had a sun bonnet of linsey
built in the scoop fashion that yet prevails in some rural
parts. It was furnished with many plaits, into which were
thrust strips of birch bark in lieu of stiff paper, which kept
the headgear in shape, and were taken out when the bonnet
must go to the wash. She was not at all abashed in the
presence of her nicely-attired lady guest, but with matronly
independence, though with becoming modesty, made all
welcome to her cabin.

As the camp must be prepared for the night, the men
excused themselves, leaving Blanche with Mrs. Kate to
inspect the cabin and gossip over divers affairs. However,
the offer of milk was accepted, and that it might be fresh
from the cows, for milking time was now come and the
day’s work about done, Mrs. Kate went out to the milking,
while Fergus joined the men in their duties. It was agreed
that the settler’s family should sup with them in the open,
much to the delight of Janet and Aleck. As Gen. Neville
had stored the boat with sundries which were luxuries
alongside the mush and milk, pone cake and bacon, hominy
and game that formed the staple food of the cabin, the
children carried the feast in memory many a day.
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Blanche went with Mrs. Kate and got thus a good view
of the home surroundings. A clearing around the house
was given up to a field of Indian corn and pumpkins, a
" patch of potatoes and a small planting of flax. Beyond this
the high timber was girdled, or ringed around the butt
with an outchopped belt, to kill the leaves and cut off the
shade, and thus allow a few plants to grow between, time
and help being too scant to permit full clearing at present.
A sty close by held a sow and a litter of pigs. Other pork-
ers were running wild in the woods, feeding upon the rich
mast. Beech nuts, hickory nuts, pig nuts and acorns were
abundant in their season, not to speak of other lush morsels
that swine affect.

“But what good can they do you,” quoth Blanche, “run-
ning wild that way in the woods?”

What good? was the echoed answer, as if surprised
at such a question. Had they not guns? And though Fer-
gus commonly gave chase when they wanted pork, Mrs.
Kate was by no means dependent on him. She could take
her own rifle from the buckhorn bracket over the fireplace,
and shoot a wild porker, or other wild beast, for that
matter. ‘

It would be ill housekeeping in the wilderness, the
housewife continued, if it were not for the hog. To say
nothing of its flesh in various forms, as ham, sausage, sids
meat, souse and spare ribs, the bristles helped in the rude -
sewing in vogue through the use of leather and deer-skin
clothing. Brushes, too, came of them, though not as ser-
viceable as might be. Moreover (and the cabin mistress
seemed to think this no small matter), the pigs were enc-
mies of rattlesnakes and copperheads. Oh! these were the
terror of her life, next the savages. She trembled not for
herself alone, but for the children, and never knew when
they might be poisoned unto death. Blessed Ircland, where
no snakes ever harbored! That very day had they unnested
and slain a brood of rattlers (Ugh!)—and burnt them in
the brush fire with uncommon joy.

When the pigs were turned loose so far from fleeing
from the snakes they sought them. They were agile in
avoiding the poisonous fangs, and seizing the reptile, would
tear it to pieces, or throw their sharp hoofs upon it and
stamp it to death. Ay, indeed, they were useful animals,
a true gift of God to poor pioneers! Thus Blanche learned,
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and we may also, that the “Great American Hog,” the sub-
ject of much modern diplomacy, has been a considerable
factor in the progress of civilization. Who will rear a
statue to the honor of this humble beast? '

Turning from her pig-sty, Mrs. Kate came into the
stable yard where three cows were nipping wisps of hay
from a rick of tall stakes, a number of which, crossed like
the letter X, were placed close together, and the hay tossed
into the open top. Blanche thought it strange that cows
with so much pasturage would take hay.

“Ah, but it’s salted!” quoth Mrs, Kate. Salt was a most
costly commodity, but the cows were almost half their liv-
ing, with milk and cream, and butter, and bonny-clabber,
and what the Pennsylvania Dutch call smearkase. So a
pinch of salt in a pan of water well sprinkled over the hay
brought the cows home regularly to the evening milking;
for, poor things, they loved the salt and needed it, too, as
much as themselves. :

The tinkle of a bell tied about the throat of one of the
cows ever and anon dropped a pleasant note upon the quiet
evening air. “Why do you bell the cow?” asked Blanche,
“and why not all of the herd?”

One was quite enough, the housewife averred; for being
sociable creatures, the kine would be sure to keep together.
The sound of one bell served as well as several, for it gave
warning of the presence of the herd. The forestry was so
thick around them that the cows need stray but a short way
to be out of sight. Then, whether evening or morning, she
knew just where to go to bring them in. And oh! it was in-
deed a comely sound, the tink-tinkle of the bell as the beast
walked along and nipped the grass; or the sharper rink-
tink, tink-a-link, as she swung her head back to whisk off
the flies and gnats. Ever in the morning that was the
first sound listened for through the river mist. When she
had nearby neighbors, and the herds got together, so nicely
did her ear get tuned to the sound of her own cow bell, that
she could tell it amid all the clangor of the rest, as one
could tell the voice of her own child in the hullabaloo of
a score of romping children.

When the bairns were small, she would tie them in bed
to hinder them from gadding off, and to fend them from
fire and snakes. Then taking trail by the tinkling of the
bell, she would make her way through the rank growth, all
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beaded with dew, to where the cattle grazed; and so back to
get the breakfast with dabbled skirts, and moccasins soak-
ing wet and clammy to the feet. No! your deerskin shoes
may be pretty, and all that, but in wet weather they are
only a respectable way of going barefoot! How she missed
the stout leathern shoes and the warm wool clothing of
dear old Ulster! “Ah well, but we’ve a lordly domain of
our own,” quoth Mrs. Kate, “and half our acreage would be
a noble barony in the auld country.”

Thus she prattled on, while the milk was squeezed from
.the udders into foaming buckets, with many a cooing word
as “so-oh, sookey! ho-oh, bossy!” and the like, such as milk-
maids are wont to soothe their cattle with. Then they
returned to the cabin, not forgetting to look into the log
stable where two horses of excellent breed were haltered to
their feeding trough. Horses, though at first scarce on
the border, soon became quite plentiful, as much attention
was paid to breeding them because of their great service
at plowing, packing and pulling, and for saddle use on the
warpath or the chase.

Thus four beasts, the hog, dog, cow, and horse, have
jointly with man subdued the mighty wilderness. The
sheep, too, has had its part; but while wolves were plenty
frontier flocks grew slowly. Therefore, wool came in more
tardily to add to the pioneer’s comfort, who,driven by neces-
sity, made use of dressed skins, and the flax with which his
old country life had made him familiar.

By this time evening had come. The camp-fire was flar-
ing on the river bank, and its lurid tongues were reflected
on the still water of the little cove. Beyond the girdled
wood the brush fire was burning with a steady glow, the
flames having reached the heart of the pile and fastened
upon the heavy logs, which added to the weird effect of
night in the forest. The General’s tent had been pitched
for the first time, and therein Blanche’s quarters estab-
lished.

The boat table was brought ashore and spread with sun-
dry stores, while Andy, as chief cook, prepared the game
and Johnny-cake on the red, clean coals, in that implement
known to pioneers as a “Dutch oven.” Roasting ears, too,
contributed by Fergus from l.is field of green corn, and
baked in their husks within the hot ashes, added a luscious
“bite to the bill of fare. All being seated, the General at the

7
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head said grace, or, asked a blessing, as it was there called,
a matter in which he was punctilious. Then, all fell-to
heartily; and it was fine to see the Inspector’s courtly man-
ner with no smack of superiority, and the jollity and good-
will of all. The negro caught his master’s urbanity and
served all, Mrs. Kate said afterwards, “as though we were
quality folk!” So indeed they were, of the finest sort, if
the world only knew it.

There was at least one of the company who for a time
had his enjoyment of the meal much abridged. The boy
Aleck found before him, as he sat on his log seat, a little
cup (as he afterwards related) “stood up inside a bigger .
one, with some brownish lookin’ stuff in it, which was
nuther b’iled milk nor broth.” What could it be? And
what to do with the little cups and wee bit cutty spoon that
belonged to them, he could not guess. He could make a
fairish horn spoon, and whittle out a wooden one, and knew
bravely what to do with them too, when it came to venison
soup, and mush and milk, and succotash. But these toys?
Tush!

However, he would ask Janet. But she was as dazed as
he, and shook her frowsy pate with a despairing negative.
Ah! he would watch the lady and the other big folks. They
lifted the cup and supped from it. So did he. Ugh! the
drink was nauseous beyond anything he ever had tasted.
How he longed to sputter it out! But his pride checked
him, and with the spirit of an Indian, he gulped down the
deuced black draught, and made no wry face, though the
tears streamed from his eyes. But must he drink it all?
Ay, that he would if it choked him!

When the vessel was empty, and Hannibal came with
his bland manner to refill it, the boy inwardly cursed the
blackamoor, yet dare not say “no,” but, sore distressed,
heroically undertook the second helping. Now he noticed
that some put cream into the mess, which he also did, and
that whitened the black draught, but slopped it over into
the “big cup” beneath. Still, it tasted a little better.
Then he noticed that some put sugar within and stirred it
with their cutty spoons. That he also did, and found the
drink more palatable, but nasty still. Dear heart! could
he only have the sugar without the other!

The lady must have read his 