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IHTRODUCTIOH

The study of literature in high schools and junior 
high schools is a very important one. How to make the 
subject Interesting is one of the problems of the teacher.
Books should be one of the most fruitful sources of en
joyment in our lives, but whether or not we enjoy reading 
depends very largely upon our introduction to it. The 
gusto with which a book should be approached is expressed 
very well by Stevenson in "A Gossip on Homance^ "in any
thing fit to be called by the name of reading, the process 
itself should be absorbing and voluptous; we should gloat 
over a book, be rapt clean out of ourselves, end rise from 
the perusal, our mind filled with the buoiest kaleidoscopic 
dance of images, incapable of sleep or continuous thought.
The words, if the book be eloquent, should run thenceforward 
in our ears like the noise of breakers, and the story, if it 
be a story, repeat itself in a thousand coloured pictures to 
the eye. It was for this last pleasure that we read so 
closely, and loved our books so dearly, in the bright, troubled 
period of boyhood. Eloquence and thought", character and 
conversation, were but obstacles to brush aside as we dug 
blithely after a certain sort of incident, like a pig for 
truffles." Certainly the interest for the boy or girl lies

I-------------------------- ---•------— --------:------------
Stevenson - The Works of Robert Louis Stevenson, vol. VI.p. 119.
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in the plot, the adventure, rather than In the more formal 
and external things such as structure, phraseology, and imagery 
by which literature Is judged. But In addition to the Interest 
In the plot, It Is my belief that the young reader will find 
more enjoyment In a book whose plot has some basic ground of 
appeal for him. If the story can be In any way related to his 
own experience or knowledge. It will arouse his Interest more 
quickly than a book whose plot, no matter how exciting and 
adventurous, is remote from his background or experience.

I have said that books should have something# which 
touches the life of the reader in order to arouse the greatest 
interest. These things which touch the lives of boys and girls 
osn be found, I think, in good literature. While the important 
thing in teaching literature is to develop in the pupil a love 
of books, it is also important to develop a love of good books. 
Junior high school pupils will naturally know little, and care 
little, for beauties of form and style in writing, rheir taste 
will be formed insensibly, however, by what they read, and it 
is important that it be formed on good models. If the pupil 
learns to like reading through reading good books, his taste 
will become a sound guide, for his future enjoyment and ap
preciation of literature.

To the American boy or girl, American life as itis ex
pressed in literature^ should be especially interesting. Our 
civilization has much that is Indigenous end peculiar to our
selves, and these things have that basic ground of appeal for
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Amerioan school children of which I have spoken. Of all 
the phases of American life which have been written about, 
perhaps none is more interesting or more typical than pioneer

: . ' • '7 .life. America has been the country of an ever-advancing 
frontier, and while we feel now that the last frontier has 
been reached, the books which have been written about this 
phase of our development are filled with adventure and stirring 
incident. They have the very elements which will capture the 
imagination of the young reader, and which will whet his appetite 
for books and reading.

In dividing the selections Into groups, I have followed 
the westward march of American civilization - the early settle
ment of the colonies on the Atlantic seaboard; the opening of 
the old southwest, the settlement of the middle west and the 
Mississippi valley, and finally, the development of the far 
west, yor each section 1 have tried to find selections to il
lustrate the most typical activities of these pioneers. The 
home, the school, the relations of the settler to the Indians, 
the means of livlihood such as hunting, trapping, and farming, 
are all represented. In addition I have drawn up a supplementary 
list of books for each section which further illustrates the 
various phases of pioneer life in America. These books have been 
selected for their interest, and will, I hope, stimulate the 
reader to further advances in literature.



' ’ SECTION I 

COLONIAL PSHIOD

When we think of the hardships and dangers whidh con
fronted our ancestors in coming to America, we wonder that 
they bad the courage to leave their homes, their friends, their 
country, and all the familiar things of their lives to face 
an uncertain future in a strange and terrifying land, the 
colonists who settled in America both in New England and in the 
south, must make homes, learn to support themselves from the 
products of the country, and face the constant danger of attacks 
from hostile Indians. Although the Puritans colonized in New 
England In search of religious freedom, and the cavaliers in 
Virginia for profit to themselves in trade and agriculture, the 
same problems faced them all. In order to survive, they must 
build civilized communities, where law was recognized, and a 
political organization for the best interests of all was 
established.

The rigid standards of the Pilgrims did little to soften 
the hardships of pioneer life in New England. Even the children 
were subject to the harsh rules of Puritan discipline. The 
settlers of New England were almost all men of good education, 
and it was natural that they should be deeply interested in the 
education of their children. Both the boys and the girls were



sent to Dame schools when they were very young. They were 
all taught to read In order that they might be able to read 
their Bible. The girls were taught to cook, spin, weave, sew, 
and knit, too, and In addition to these practical studies they 
became accomplished In feather work, painting on glass, and 
embroidering# The boys were taught Latin, English grammar, 
mathematics and penmanship. Spelling, however, was pretty 
much a matter of taste. Religious teaching was of course in
cluded for both boys and girls.

The homes of these pioneers of Hew England must have 
been very uncomfortable indeed. They were built of logs, and 
it was almost impossible to stop the chinks and holes so that 
the bitterly cold winds of winter could be kept out. Huge 
fireplaces were the only means of heating, but they were not 
altogether successful in warming these homes. The chimneys 1 
were so large that they not only let much of the heat of the 

- fire escape, but they also let in the cold. With the intro
duction of stoves for heating, and the use^of brick and stone 
for building, these discomforts were greatly reduced.

We read a great deal about the scarcity of food in the 
Puritan settlements in the early years after their founding. 
During these first few years the Pilgrims had to depend largely 
on game and the few kinds of fruits and vegetables raised by 
the Indians for their food supplies. The meat which they had 
brought with them spoiled, and had the gome not been plentiful, 
they would have suffered very much. Indian corn or maize was
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one of the staples of their diet, and they learned how to 
raise it and how to cook it from the Indians. Pop-corn, which 
seems so,commonplace to us, was introduced to the Puritans by 
the Indians, and was considered a greet dainty by the Puritan 
children. . , ,, ■ :

Holidays and diversions of all kinds were frowned upon 
by the Puritans. Christmas festivities especially were banned, 
because theyffifo reminiscent of the Established Church of 
England and its so-called "Popish rites" from which the Puritans 
were trying to escape. Plays and dances were prohibited, too, 
as snares of the evil one. The only form of diversion and enter
tainment which was not only allowed, but encouraged, was the 
Thursday lecture delivered by the minister. At this time, too, 
all wrongdoers were publicly punished in the stocks, so that the 
people attended not only a sermon but a spectacle. Thanksgiving 
was the one holiday which was set aside by the Puritans, not as 
a time of religious worship, but as a time for enjoyment and re
laxation. The first Thanksgiving lasted, not a day but a week.
It was held at Plymouth in December 1621, and was attended by 
the fifty-five colonists and some ninety Indians as well. From 
such hard and grim beginnings the New England colonies with 
their independent spiritnand strength of purpose developed.

The social and economic life of the southern colonies 
presents quite a different picture from that of New England.
The settlors who came to Virginia, Maryland, and the Carolines 
came with a very different purpose from that of the Puritans.
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They oaae for profit to thmaselvos either through trade or 
agriculture. The differences of climatic conditions and . 
geography of the south made their development take another 
form. In the south the rivers were more easily navigated, and 
travel and communication were easier, so that the population 
was not centered in towns as it was in New England. Agriculture 
was carried on 6n a much larger scale, with the use of slave 
labor, and each plantation became a little community by itself. 
In the early days white servants were imported from England, end 
"bound out* for a stated length of time. The importation of 
Negro slaves soon supplanted this system of indentured servants, 
however. Since there were very few towns or cities, there were 
few schools. The wealthy planters had private tutors for their 
children, and the poor people were forced to remain ignorant. 
Neither the climate, the natural resources, nor the social 
order was conducive to the development of manufacturing in the 
south. The poorer people could provide themselves with the 
necessities of life with very little effort, and the rich 
people imported from England those things .hich could not be 
produced at home.

The lives of these people present a paradox. They had 
many servants and in some respects lived in the greatest ease 
and luxury, but at the same time they suffered all the hardships 
which are the inseparable accompaniment of pioneer life. They 
were waited on hand and foot by slaves, but their houses were 
poorly lighted and heated. The women must spin end weave and



knit In order to provide clothes for the slave although their
own clothes were imported from abroad. They were a much more
lighthearted and pleasure-loving people than the Puritans.
Isolated on their plantations as they were much of the time,
they enjoyed to the full every opportunity for social life.
Christmas and election time were their principal celebrations.
Dancing, horse-racing, cock-fighting, and card-playing were
the most fashionable entertainments.

The differences between the Hew England colonies and
those of the South seem at first too wide to be overcome, but
their common dangers and Interests, and the fact that they
were all members of the seme race in an alien land held them
together, and the further settlement of America was carried
on by the sons of these same pioneers.

The Landing Of The Pilgrim Fathers - Felicia Dorothea Remans
"The breaking w? ves dashed high 
On a stern and rockbound coast.
And the woods against a stormy sky 
Their giant branches tossed.
And the heavy night hung dark 
The hills and water o’er,"■
When a band of exiles moored their bark 
On the wild Hew England shore.
Hot as the conqueror comes,
They, the true-hearted, came;
Hot with the roll of the stirring drums.
And the trumpet that sings of fame.
Not as the flying come,

> In silence and iẑ  fear;
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 
With their hymns of lofty cheer.
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Admldat the storm they sen#,
And the stars heard and the sea:
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free!
The ooean eagle soared
From his nest by the white wave's foam:
And the rooking pines of the forest roared —
This was their welcome home!
There were men with hoary hair 
Amidst that pilgrim band;
Why had they come to wither there,
Away from their childhood lend?
There was woman's fearless eye,
Lit by her deep love's truth:
There was manhood's brow serenely high,
And the fiery heart of youth.
What sought they thus afar?

. Bright jewels of the mine?
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war?
They sought a faith's pure shrine!
Aye, call it holy ground,
The soil where first they trod.
They have left unstained what there they found —  
Freedom to worship God." 2

Questions:
1. Why does the author refer to the Pilgrims as "exiles?"
2. How does she describe their landing?
3. What do we owe to the Pilgrims?
4. Why does the author call the ground "holy" where the 

Pilgrims landed?

2 ; .: _ 1
Lyman and Hill - Literature And Living, Book I, p. 463
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Grandfatherfs uhair - Nathanlal Hawthorne.
’’The Old Fashioned Sohool” and ’’The Pine Tree Shillings’1 
are token from a group of true stories about Hew Khgland 
history by Nathaniel Hawthorne. The name of the book from 
which the stories ore taken is ’’Grandfather’s chair." The 
stories all center around an old chair which has belonged to 
many people who have had an important place in the develop
ment of Hew England. The owner of the chair tells the 
stories to his grandchildren.

"Now, imagine yourselves, my children, in Master Ezekiel 
Cheever’s school-room. It is a large, dingy room, with a 
sanded floor, end is lighted by windows that turn on hinges 

and have little diamond-shaped panes of glass. The scholars 
sit on long benchesi with desks before them. At one end of 
the room is a great fireplace, so very spacious that there is 
room enough for three or four boys to stand in each of the 
chimney corners. This was the good old fashion of fireplaces 
when there was wood enough in the forests to keep people worm 
without their digging into the bowels of the earth for coal.

It is a winter’s day when we teke our peep into the 
school-room. See what great logs of wood have been rolled 
Into the fireplace, and what a broad, bright blaze goes 
leaping up the chimneyi And every few moments a vast cloud 
of smoke is puffed into the room, which sails slowly over the 
heads of the scholars, until it gradually settles upon the walls 
and celling. They are blackened with the smoke of many years already.

Next look at our old historic chair; It is placed, you 
perceive, in the most comfortable part of the room, where the 
generous glow of the fire is sufficiently felt without being 
too intensely hot. How stately the old chair looks, as if 
it remembered its many famous occupants, but yet were conscious 
that a greater man is sitting in it nowl: Do you see the vener
able school-master, severe in aspect, with a black skullcap on 
his head, like an ancient Puritan, and the snow of his white 
beard drifting down to his very girdle? That boy would dare 
to play, or wrisper, or even glance aside from his book, while 
Master Cheever is on the lookout behind his spectacles? For 
such offenders, if any such there be, a rod of birch is hanging
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over the fireplace, and a heavy ferule lies on the master's 
desk. ,..V .

And now school is begun. What e murmur of multitudinous 
tongues, like the whispering leaves of a wind-stirred oak, as 
the scholars con over their various tasks! Huzz! buzfcl buzz!
Amid just such a murmur has faster Cheever spent above sixty 
years; and long habit has made it as pleasant to him as the 
hum of a beehive when the insects are busy in the sunshine.

Now a class in Latin is called to reeite. Forth steps 
a row of queer-looking little fellows, wearing square-skirted 
coats and small-clothes, with buttons at the knee. They look 
like so many grandfathers in their second childhood. These 
lads are to be, sent Cambridge and educated for the learned 
professions. Old Master uheever has lived so long, and seen 
so many generations of school-boys grow up to be men, that 
now he cen almost prophesy what sort of a man eaeh boy will 
be. One urchin shall hereafter be a doctor, and administer 
pills and potions, and stalk gravely through life, perfumed 
with assafoetida. Another shall wrangle at the bar, and 
fight his way to wealth and honors, and, in his declining age, 
shall be a worshipful member of,his Majesty's council. A 
third —  and he is the master's favorite —  shall be a worthy 
successor to the old Puritan ministers now in their graves; 
he shall preach with great unction and effect, and leave 
volumes of sermons, in print and manuscript, for the benefit 
of future generations.

But, as they are merely school-boys now, their business 
is to construe Virgil. Poor Virgil! whose verses, which he 
took so much pains to polish, have been misscanned, and mis- 
parsed, and misinterpreted by so many generations of idle school
boys. There, sit down, ye Latinists. Two or three of you, I 
fear, are doomed to feel the master’s ferule.

Next comes a class in arithmetic. These boys are to be 
the merchants, shopkeepers, and mechenics of future period. 
Hitherto they have traded only in marbles and apples. Here
after some will send vessels to England for broadcloths and 
all sorts of manufactured wares, and to the vest Indies for 
sugar, and rum,and coffee. Others will stand behind counters, 
and measure tape, and ribbon, and cambric by the yard. Others 
will upheave the blacksmith's hammer, or drive the plane over 
the carpenter* s bench, or take the lapatone and the awl and 
learn the trade of shoe-making. Many will follow the sea, 
and become bold, rough sea-captains.

This class of boys, in short, must supply the world with 
those active, skilful hands, and clear, sagacious heads, 
without which the affairs of life would be thrown into confusion
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by the theories of studious and visionary men. Wherefore, 
teach them their multiplication-table, good Master Cheever, 
and whip them well when they deserve It? for much of the . 
country’s welfare depends on these boys. . :

But, alas! while we have been thinking of other matters, 
Master Cheever’s watchful eye has caught two boys at play.
Now we shall see awful times. The two malefactors are summoned 
before the master’s chair, wherein he sits with the terror 
of a judge upon his brow. Our old chair is now a judgement- 
seat. Ah, Master Cheever has taken down that terrible birch 
rod! Short is the trial, —  the sentence quickly passed, —  
and now the judge prepares to execute it in person. Thwack! 
thwack! thwack! In these good old times, a schoolmaster’s 
blows were well laid on.

See the birch rod has lost several of its twigs, and 
will hardly serve for another execution. Mercy on us, what 
n bellowing the urchins make! My ears are almost deafened, 
though the clamor comes through the far length of a hundred 
and fifty years. There, go to your seats, poor boys? and 
do not cry, sweet little Alice, for they have ceased to feel 
the pain a long time since.

And thus the forenoon passes away. Now it is twelve 
o ’clock* The master looks at hi s'great silver watch, and 
then, with tiresome deliberation, puts the ferule into his 
desk. The little multitude await the word of dismissal with 
almost irrepressible impatience,

"You are dismissed," says Master Cheever.
The boys retire, treading softly until they have passed 

the threshold; but, fairly out of the schoolroom, lo, what 
a joyous shout! what a scampering and trampling of feet! what 
a sense of recovered freedom expressed In the merry uproar 
of all their voices! What care they for the ferule and birch 
rod now? Were boys created merely to study Latin and arithme
tic? No; the better purposes of their being are to sport, 
to leap, to run, to shout, to slide upon the ice, to snowball.

Happy boys! Enjoy your playtime now, and come again to 
study and to feel the birch rod and the ferule, to-morrow; not 
till to-morrow; for to-day is Thursday lecture; and ever 
since the settlement of Massachusetts, there has been noschool 
on Thursday afternoons. Therefore sport, boys, while you may, 
for the morrow cometh, with the birch rod end the ferule; and 
after that another morrow, with troubles of its own. Now the 
master has set everything to rights, and is ready to go home 
to dinner. Yet he goes reluctantly. The old man has spent 
so much of his life in the smoky, noisy, buzzing school-room, 
that, when he has a holiday, he feels as if his place were lost



and himself a stranger in the world. But forth he goes; 
and there stands our old chair, vacant and solitary, till 
good Master Cheever resumes his seat in it to-morrow 
morning.

Questions:
1. What subjects were taught in this school?
8» What things that are studied now were not studied then? 

What things did these school boys study that are not 
studied now?

3. Does Master Cheevers resemble modern school teachers? 
How does he differ?

4. Do you know why Thursday afternoon was a holiday?

Hawthorne - Grandfather's Chair, Part II. p. 12-17.3.
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The Pine' Tree Shilling#... ; '
"The Captain John Hull aforesaid was the mint-master of 

Massachusetts, and coined all the money that was mad® there.
This was.a new line of business; for, In the earlier days 
of the colony, the current coinage consisted of gold and 
silver money of;England, Portugal, and.Spain# These coins 
being scarce, the people were often forced to barter their 
commodities instead of selling them.

For Instance, if a man wanted to buy a coat, he per
haps exchanged a bear-skin for it. If he wished for a 
barrel of molasses, he might purchase It with a pile of pine 
boards. Musket-bullets were used instead of farthings. The 
Indians had a sort of money, called wampum, which was made of 
clam-shells; and this strange sort of specie was likewise 
taken in payment of debts by the English settlers. Bank- 
bills had never been heard of. There was not money enough of 
any kind, in many parts of the country, to pay th salaries 
of the ministers; so that they sometimes had to take quintals 
of fish, bushels of corn, or cords of wood, instead of silver 
or gold.

As the people grew more numberous, end their trade one 
with another increased, the want of current money was still 
more sensible felt. To supply the demand, the General Court 
passed a law for establishing a coinage of shillings, sixpences, 
and threepences. Captain Jpbn Hull.was appointed to manufacture 
this money, and was'xto have about one shilling out of every 
twenty to pay him for the trouble of making them.

Hereupon all the old silver in the colony was handed 
over to Captain John Hull. The battered silver cans and 
tankards, I suppose, and silver buckles, and broken spoons, and 
silver buttons of worn-out coats, and silver hilts of swords 
that had figured at court, —  all such curious old articles 
were doubtless thrown into the melting-pot together. But 
by far the greater part of the silver consisted of bullion from 
the mines of South America, which the English buccaneers —  
who were little better than pirates —  had taken from the 
Spaniards, and brought to Massachusetts.

All this old and new silver being melted down and coined, 
the result was an immense amount of splendid shillings, six
pences, and threepences. Each had the date, 1652, on the one 
side, and the figure of a pinetree on the other. Hence they 
were called pine-tree shillings. And for every twenty shillings 
that he coined, you will remember, Captain John Hull was
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entitled to put one shilling into his own pocket.
The magistrates soon began to suspect that the mint- 

master would have the best of the bargain. They offered 
him a large sum of money if he would but give up that 
twentieth shilling which he was continually dropping into 
his own pocket. But Captain Hull declared himself perfectly 
satisfied with the shilling. And well he might be; for so 
diligently did he labor, that, In a few years, M s  pockets, 
his money-bags, and his strong box were overflowing vith 
pine-tree shillings. This was probably the case when, he came 
Into possession of Grandfather’s chair; and, as he had worked 
so hard at the mint, it was certainly proper that he should 
have a comfortable chair to rest himself in.

When the mint-master had grown very rich, a young man, 
Samuel Sewell by name, came a-courting to his only daughter. 
His daugher —  whose name I do not know, but we will call her 
Betsey — was a fine, hearty damsel by no means so slender as 
some young ladies of our own days. On the contrary, having 
always fed heartily on pumpkin-pies, doughnuts, Indian 
puddings, and other Puritan dainties, she was as round and 
plump as a pudding herself. With this round, rosy Miss 
Betsey- did Samuel Sewell fall in love. As he was a man of 
good character, industrious in hie business, end a member of 
the church, the mint-master very readily gave his consent.

"Yes, you may take her," said b®, in rough way, "end 
you1!! find her a heavy burden ehough!"

On the wedding day, we may suppose that honest John 
Hull dressed himself in a plum-colored coat, all the buttons 
of which were made of pine-tree shillings. The buttons of 
his waistcoat were sixpences; and the knees of his small
clothes were buttoned with silver threepences. Thus attired, 
ho sat with great dignity in Grandfather’s chair; and, being 
a portly old gentlemean, he completely filled it from elbow 
to elbow. On the opposite side of the room, between her 
bridemaids, sat Kiss Betsey. She was blueing with all her 
might, and looked like a full-blown peony, or a great red 
apple.

There, too, was the bridegroom, dressed in a fine 
purple coat and gold-laoe waistcoat, with as much other finery 
as the Puritan laws and customs would allow him to put on.
His hair was cropped close to his head, because, Governor 
Endicott had forbidden any man to wear it below the ears.
But he was a very personable young man; and so thought the 
bridemaids and Miss Betsey herself.

The mint-master also was pleased with his new son-in-
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law; ©xpedaily as he had courted Miss Betsey out of pure 
love, and had said nothing at all about her portion. So, 
when the marriage ceremony was over, Captain Hull whispered 
a word to two of his men-servants, who immediately went out, 
and soon returned lugging in a pair of soales. They were 
such a pair as wholesale merchants use for weighing bulky 
commodities; and quite a bulky commodity was now to bo 
weighed on them;

"Daughter Betsey," said the mint-master, "get into one 
aide of these scales."

Miss Betsey —  or Mrs. Sewell, as we must now call her—  
did as she was bid, like a dutiful child, without any question 
of the why and herefore. But what her father could mean, unless 
to make her husband nay for her by the pound (in which case she 
would have been a dear bargain), she had not the least idea.

"And now," said honest John Hull to the servants,
"bring that box hither."

The box to which the mint-master pointed was a huge, 
square, iron-bound, oaken chest; it was big enough, my 
children, for all four of you to play at hide-and-seek in.
The servants tugged with might and main, but could hot lift 
this enormous receptacle, and were finally obliged to drag it 
across the floor, captain Hull then took a key from his 
girdle, unlocked the chest and lifted ills ponderous lid.
Behold! it was full to the brim of bright pine-tree shillings, 
fresh from the mint; and Samuel Sewell began to think that 
hia father-inlaw had got posaeasion of all the money in the 
Massachusetts.treasury# But it was only the mint-master's 
honest share of the coinage.

Then the servants, at captain Hull’s command heaped 
double hand handfuls of shlllngs into one side of the scales, 
while Betsey remained in the other. Jingle, jingle, went 
the shillings, as handful after handful was thrown in, till, 
plump and ponderous a® she was, they fairly weighed the young 
lady from the floor.

"There, son Sewell!" cried the honest mint-master, re
suming his seat in Grandfather's chair, "take these shillings 
for my daughter’s portion. Use her kindly, and thank Heaven 
for her. It is not every wife that’s worth her weight In silver." 4

4 ' '
Hawthorne - Grandfather’s Chair, Part I, p. 30-35.



questions:
1. What is stilling? How much would it be worth in 

our money? •
£. Why were the line Tree shillings coined?
3. How did they get their name?
4. Who coins money now? Who coined the Pine Tree shillings?
5. What is dowry? How did Captain Hull measure his 

daughter's dowry?
The Spinning Wheel ~ Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.
Miles Standish’, who is a soldier and commands the 

forces of the Puritans, is in love with Priscilla, a lovely 
Puritan maid. Instead of courting her himself, he sends 
his friend, John Alden, to win her for him. John Aldan, 
however, has fallen in love with Priscilla, too.

"Month after month passed away, and in 
Autumn the ships of the merchants

Came with MLndred and friends, with cattle 
and corn for the Pilgrims.

All in the‘Village was peace; the men were 
intent on th-air labors,

Busy with hewing and building, with 
garden-plot and with merestead,

Busy with breaking the blebe, and mowing 
the grass in the meadows,

Searching the.sea for its fishj and hunting 
the deer in the forest.

All in the village was peace; but at times 
the rumor of warfare

Filled the air with alarm, and the appre
hension, of danger.

Bravely the stalwart standish was scouring 
the land with his forces,

Waxing valiant in fight and defeating the 
alien armies.

Till his name had become a sound of fear 
to the nations.

Anger was still in his heart, but at times
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the remorse and oontrition 
Which' in all noble natures succed the pas

sionate outbreak.
Came like a rising tide, that encounters the 

rush of a river.
Staying its current awhile, but making it 

bitter and brackish.
Meanwhile Aldan at home had built him 

a new habitation,
Solid, substantial, of timber rough-hewn 

from the firs of the forest.
Wooden-barred was the door, and the roof 
Ai'v;.was covered with rushes;
Latticed the windows were, and the wlndow- 
. panes were of paper,
Oiled to admit the light, while wind and 

rain were excluded.
There too he dug a well, and around 

it planted an orchard:
Still may be seen to this day some trace of 

. the well and the orchard.
Close to the house was the stall, where, safe 

end secure from annoyance, 
tieghorn, the snow-shite bull, that had 

fallen to Alden's allotment 
In the division of cattle, might-ruminate in 

the night-time
Over the pastures he cropped, made fragrant 

by sweet pennyroyal.
Oft when his labor was finished, with 

eager fc-et would the dreamer 
Follow the pathway that ran through the 

woods to the house of Priscilla,
Led by illusions romantic and subtile 

deceptions of fancy,
Pleasure disguised as duty, and love in the 

semblance of friendship.
Ever of her he thought, when he fashioned 

the walls of his dwelling;
Ever of her he thought, when he delved in the soil 

of his garden;
Ever of her he thought, when he read in

his Bible on Sunday '
Praise of tho virtuous woman, as she Is 

described in the Proverbs, —
How the heart of her husband doth safely 

trust in her always,
How all the days of her life she will do him 

good, and not evil,
How she seeketh the wool and the flax and
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norketh with gladness,
How she layeth her hand to the spindle end 

holdeth the distaff,
How she is not afraid of the snow for her

self or her household,
Knowing her household are clothed with 

the scarlet cloth of her weaving!
So as she sat at her wheel one afternoon 

In the Autumn, :
Alden, who opposite sot, and was watching 

her dexterous fingers,
As if the thread she was spinning were that 

of his life and his fortune,
After a pause in their talk, thus spake to 

the sound of the spindle,
"Truly, Priscilla,* he said, "when I see 

you spinning and spinning,
Never idle a moment, but thrifty and

thoughtful of others, .
Suddenly you are transformed, are visibly 

changed in a moment;
You are no longer Priscilla, but Bertha 

the Beautiful Spinner.*
Here the light foot on the treadle,grew swifter 

and swifter; the spindle 
Uttered an angry snarl, and the thread 

snapped short in her fingors;
While the impetuous speaker, not heeding 

the mischief, continued:
"You are the beautiful Bertha, the spinner, 

the queen of Helvetia;
She whose story i read at a stall in the 

streets of Southampton,
Who, as she rode on her palfrey, o ’er 

valley and meadow and mountain,
Ever was spinning her thread from a distaff 

fixed to her saddle.
She was so thrifty and good, that her name 

passed Into a proverb.
So shall.it be with your own, when the 

spinning-wheel shall no longer 
Hum in the house of the farmer, and fill 

its chambers'with music.
Then shall the mothers, reproving, relate 

how it was in their childhood,
Praising the good old times, and the days 

of Prisoiila the spinner!"
Straight uprose from her wheel the beau

tiful Puritan maiden, :  ̂ i
Pleased with the praise of her thrift from 
him whose praise was the sweetest,
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Drew from the reel on the table a snowy 
skein of her spinning,

Thus making answer, meanwhile, to the 
flattering phrases of Alden:

"Come, you must not be Idle; If I am a 
pattern for housewives,

Show yourself equally worthy of being 
the model of husbands.

Hold this skein on you hands, while 1 wind 
It, ready for knitting;

Then who knows but hereafter, when fash
ions have changed and the manners, 

Fathers may talk to their sons of the good 
old times of John AldenlV 

Thus, with a jest and a laugh, the skein on 
his hands she adjusted,

He sitting awkwardly there, with his arms 
extended before him,

She standing graceful, erect, and winding 
the thread from bis fingers,
Sometimes chiding a little his clumsy man

ner of holding,
Sometimes touching his hends, as she dis

entangled expertly
Twist or knot in the yarn, unawares —  for 

how could she help it? :—
Sending electrical thrills through every 

nerve in his body.
Lo! in the midst of this scene, a breath

less messenger entered,
Bringing in hurry and heat the terrible 

news from the village.
Yes; riles Standish was dead! —  an Indian 

had brought them the tidings, —
Slain by a poisioned arrow, shot down in the 

front of the battle,
Into an ambush beguiled, cut off with the 

whole of his forces;
All the town would be burned, and all the 

people be murdered!
Such were the tidings of evil that burst on 

the hearts of the hearers.
Silent and statue-like stood Priscilla, her 

face looking backward
Still at the face of the speaker, her arms 

uplifted in horror;
But John Alden, upstarting, as if the barb 

of the arrow
Piercing the heart of hia friend had struck 

hie own, and had sundered 
Once and forever the bonds that held him 

bound as a captive,
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Wild with excess of sensation, the awful 
delight of his freedom.

Mingled with pain and regret, unconscious 
; of what he was doing,

Clasped, almost with a groan, the motionless 
form of Priscilla,

Pressing her close to his heart, as forever 
his own, and exolaming:

"Those whom the Lord hath united, let no 
man put them asunder!"

Even as rivulets twain, from distant and 
separate sources, • , ..

Seeing each other afar, as they leap from 
the rooks, and pursuing .

Each one its devious path, but drawing 
nearer and nearer,

Rush together at last, at their trysting-place 
in the forest;

So these lives that had run thus far in 
separate channels,

Coming in sight of eaeh other, then swerving 
and flowing asunder,

Parted by barriers strong, but drawing 
nearer and nearer,

Rushed together at last, and one was lost 
in the other#" 5

Questions:
1* What were:the pursuits of the Puritans at this time?
B* What was John Alden doing? What was he thinking about?
3. What does Priscilla make John do?
4* What is the news that the messenger brings?
5* What does John do when he hears the news?
6. Describe Priscilla at the.spinning wheel.

5 . -Longfellow, Henry Wadsworth -The courtship of Miles Standish 
Part VII. p. 180-188.
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Going to Church in Boston - Imogen Clark.
’’Throughout the 17th Century laws in Europe were herah, 

and even harsher were the punishments meted out to those who 
broke the statutes. It was the same In Massachusetts. The 
laws reflected strongly the ideas of the Puritans who were 
in control of the Colony, many of whom were bigoted and 
intolerant. As they were followers-of Calvin they believed 
firmly with"him in the government of the church; and the 
hand of the clergy, therefore, lay heavy on the little 
towns that had sprung up ahoutBoston, as well as in Boston 
itself. The people were taxed to support the church, and only 
church members were allowed to hold office as magistrates, or 
to vote. Every one —  big, or little, old, or young —  
was required to attend religious services, and if anybody 
was absent without a good reason the Tithlng^man was sent to 
discover the cause.

As for the Puritan baby, far from being allowed 
to remain at home, he made an early appearance at church. On 
the Sunday following his birth he was cerried to the Meeting
house to be baptized no matter what the weather might b e I n  
summer this was not a difficult undertaking, but winter had 
a different story to tell. The churches of those days were 
udheated, and even in August were chilly and gloomy, but with 
the coming of cold weather they grew colder, and damper, and 
deadlier, so it was a marvel that the babies ever lived 
through the pitiless winter christenings when, as it often 
happened, the ice had to be broken in the. christening-bowl.
Here is a record from an old diary dated February 6,1656:

Between three and four p. m. Mr. Willard baptlzeth 
my son whom I named Stephen, Day was louring after the 
storm, but not freezing. Child shrank at the water, but 
Cry*d not.
Another record of a later date offers this testimony:

Jan. 28-1694: A very extraordiahry Storm by reason
of the falling and driving of the Snow, Few women could get to 
Meeting. A Child named Alexander was Baptized in the Afternoons.

The Christening-day was not only the lord’s Day that the 
baby went to the Meeting-house. Puritan mothers were all 
church lovers, and strict church-goers, and the other members 
of the household were equally chureh-attending so the baby 
could not be left at home. Many of the Meeting-houses had little 
wooden cages—  dr frames —  to hold Puritan babies who were



too young, or too sleepy to sit upright, and if they took 
"forty winks* through the long sermons nobody was shocked.
But woe to the other children who were caught napping, or 
fidgeting, during the service! The Tithlng-man —  with 
his long stick, with a knob on one end, and a squirrelfs 
tail on the other —  was swift in dealing out punishments, 
and the sharp raps from the knobend quickly brought about 
proper behavior. At first the small boys sat with the 
girls and women on their side of the church, but as they 
grew older they moved over to the.men's side, and were 
seated in groups by themselves, or on the pulpit-stairs where 
the Tithlng-man kept watch over them.

Thl^ was only one of the responsibilities of this im
portant and much dreaded individual. His eyes and his pole 
were everywhere. If an old gentleman "dropped off" for a 
moment the squirrels tail immediately descended like some 
gigantic fly on his nose and fluttered there until the owner 
of it was wide awake. If one stately dame whispered some 
delicious bit of gossip to another, instantly the Tithlng- 
man threatened them with his wand of office, and they knew 
they would have to pay the fine for talking in church. And 
yet, vigilant as he was of the entire flock, he was always 
at hi# post by the pul ,it to turn the hourglass just as the 
last grain of sand trickled into the lower bowl. That was 
his proudest duty —  to control the sermon, which was three 
hours long —  or —  morel —  while the prayers lasted from 
one to two hours.

The singing of psalms, however, was not for his timing, 
neither were the hymns. They had to go on their tedious 
length till they were done, each verse "lined out" by the 
deacon, and then taken up by the other voices. As there was 
no ohuroh-organ, or music of any instrument, a pitch-pipe was 
used to set the key. Both the Pilgrims and the Puritans had 
very few tunes —  not more than eighty or ten, at first.
This number Increased slowly, and when the 17th Century closed 
included at least thirty. Most of them seem doleful and 
yawn-provoking to us now, but they were fervently loved by 
the worshippers of that day.

. Nor did the Tithlng-man take up the collection. The 
entire congregation —  one by one —  walked up to the deaconT a 
seat, and placed gifts of money, goods, or wampum in the box, 
or on the floor. After which, each returned to his or her 
place and waited there till the minister and his wife walked out.

Grim and long though the services were (there was an 
afternoon meeting as well), the people loved their church and 
for the most part —  strictly observed the laws that governed
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their Sundays. From sundown Saturday to sundown Sunday no 
work was done on the farm, or In the homes; no fishing, nor 
any rowing, sailing, walking, riding, save to and from 
Church. And persons breaking these laws were fined, or 
whipped." 6

Questions:
I? How was the church supported in New England?
2. What was one of the requirements for voting? Do we have 

such laws today?
3. What was done with Puritan babies during the church 

service?
4. Who was the Tithlng-man? Whet were his duties?
5. How long were the church services? "
6. Compare this Puritan service with a church service of 

today?

6; ; ....
Clark, Imogen - Old Days and Old Ways, Chap. II. p. 26-32.



An Escape from the Indians - James Fenimore Cooper#
A party of English travellers and their Indian com

panion Chingachgook, have been attacked by hostile Indians 
while travelling through the forest from one English settle
ment to another. They are hidden on the bank of a river, . 
and are waiting for nightfall in order to attempt to make 
their escape unseen.

"The moment has come, men, "Pathfinder commenced,
"when our plans must be coolly laid, in order that we may 
act together, and with a r^ight understanding of our errand 
and gifts. In an hour's time these woods will be as dark 
as midnight: and if we are ever to gain the garrison, it 
must be done under favor of this advantage. What say you, 
Master Cap? for, though none of the most experienced in 
combats and retreats in the woods, you years entitle you 
to speak first in a matter like this and in a council,"

"Well,, in my Judgment, all we have to do is to go on 
board the canoe when it gets to bo so dork the enemy’s look
outs can't aee us, and run for the haven, as wind and tide 
will allow,"

That is easily said, but not so easily done," returned 
the guide, "We shell be more exposed in the river than by 
following the woods; and then there is the Oswego rift below 
us, and I am far from sarfcoin that Jasper himself can carry a 
boot safely through it in the dark, what say you, lad,.as 
to. your own skill and judgment?"

"I am of Master Cap's opinion about using the canoe.
Mabel is too tender to walk through swamps and among roots 
of trees in such a night as this promises to be, and then I 
always feel myself stouter of heart and truer of eye when 
afloat then when ashore."

"Stout of heart you always be, lad, and 1 think tolerably 
true of oye for one who has lived no much in broad sunshine 
and so little in the woods. Ah's me! the Onatarlo has no 
trees, or it would be a plain to delight a hunter's heart!
As to your opinion, friends, there is much for and much against 
it. For it, it may be said water leaves no trail — "

"What do you call the wake? " interrupted the pertinacious 
and dogmatical Cap.
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"Go on," said Jasper; "Master Cap thinks he is on the 

ocean —  water leaves no trail — "
"It leaves none, Bau-douoe, hereaway, though I do not 

pretend to say fhat it may leave on the see. Then a canoe 
is both swift and easy when it floats with the current, and 
the tender limbs of the Sergeant1s daughter will be favored 
by its motion. But, on the other hand, the rive will 
have no cover but the clouds in the heavens; the rift is a 
ticklish thing for boats to venture into, even by daylight; 
and it is six fairly measured miles, by water, from this 
spot to the garrison. Then a trail on land is not easy to 
be found in the dark. I am troubled, Jasper, to say which 
way we ought to counsel and advise."

"If the serpent and myself could swim into the river 
and bring off the other canoe," the young sailor replied, 
it would seem to me that our safest course would be the
water." . v •.. . ■ . ■ :

"If, Indeed! and yet it might easily be done, as soon 
as it is a little darker. Well, well, I am not sartaln it will 
not be the besti Though, were we only a party of men, it would 
be like a hunt to the lusty and brave to play at hide-and-seek 
with younder, miscreants on the other shores "Jasper," con
tinued the guide, into whose character there entered no in
gredient which belonged to vain display or theatrical effect, 
"will you undertake to bring in the oanoe?"

"I will undertake anything that will serve and protect 
Mabel, Pathfinder."

"That is an upright feeling, and I suppose it is natur1. 
The Serpent, Eho la nearly naked already, can help you; and 
this will be cutting off one of the means of them devils to 
work their harma"

This material point being settled, the different members 
of the party prepared themselves to put the project in ex
ecution i The shades of evening fell fast upon the forest; 
end by the time all was ready for the attempt, it was found 
Impossible to desoern objects on the opposite shore* Time 
now pressed; for Indian cunning could devise so many ex
pedients for passing so narrow a stream, that the Pathfinder 
was getting impatient to quit the spot* While Jasper and his 
companion entered the river, armed with nothing but their 
knives and the Delaware’s tomahawk, observing the greatest 
caution not to betray their movementa, the guide brought 
Mabel from her place of concealment, and bidding her and 
Cap proceed along the shore to the foot of the rapids,
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ho got into the oanoe that remained in his possession, in 
order to carry it to the same place.

This was easily effected. The canoe was laid against 
the bank, and Mabel and her uncle entered it, taking their 
seats as usual; while the Pathfinder, erect in the stern, 
held by a bush in order, to prevent the swift stream from 
sweeping them down its current. Several minutes of intense 
and breathless expectation followed, while they awaited the 
results of the bold attempt of their comrades.

It will be understood that the two adventurers were 
compelled to swim across a deep and rapid channel before 
they could reach a pert of the rift that admitted of wading. 
This portion of the enterprise was soon effected; and Jasper 
and the serpent struck the bottom side by side at the same 
instant. Having secured firm footing, they took held of 
each other’s hands, and waded slowly and with extreme caution 
in the supposed direction of the canoe. But the darkness was 
already so deep that they soon ascertained they were to be 
but little aided by the sense of sight, and that their search 
must be conducted on the species of instinct which enables 
the woodsman to find his way when the sun is hid, no stars 
appear, and all would seem chaos to one less accustomed to 
the mazes of the forest. Under these circumstances, Jasper 
submitted to be guided by the Delaware, whose habits best 
fitted him to take the lead. Still it was no easy matter to 
wade amid the roaring element at that hour, and retain a 
clear recollection of the localities. By the time they 
believed themselves to be in the centre of the stream, the 
two shores were discernible merely by masses of obscurity 
denser than common, the outlines against the clouds being 
barely diaginguishable by the ragged tops of the trees,
Onoo of twice the wanderers altered their course, in con
sequence of unexpectedly stepping into deep water; for they 
knew that the boat had lodged on the shallowest part of the 
rift. In-short, with this feet for their compass, Jasper 
and his companion wandered about in the water for nearly 
a quarter of an hour; and at the end of that period, which 
began to appear interminable to the young man, they found 
themselves apparently no nearer the object of their search 
than they had been at its commencement. Just as the 
Delaware was about to stop, in order to Inform his associate 
that they would do well to return to the land, in order to 
take a fresh departure, he saw the form of a man moving 
about the water, almost within reach of his arm, Jasper 
was at his side, and he at once understood that the Iroquois 
were engaged on the snrae errand as he was himself.

"Mingo!” he uttered in Jasper’s ear. "The Serpent will 
show his brother how to be cunning."
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Th© young sailor caught a gllmgs© of the figure at that 
instant,' and the startling truth also flashed on his mind* 
Understanding the necessity of trusting all to the Delaware 
chief, be kept back, while his friend moved cautiously 
in the direction In which the strange form had vanished.
In another moment it was seen again, evidently moving 
towards themselves* The waters nede such an uproar that little 
was to b® apprehended from ordlna&y sounds, end the, Indian, 
turning his head, hastily said, "Leave it to the cunning of 
the Great Serpent.M • v:. . : . . ■ -

"Hugh! exclaimed the strange savage, adding, in the 
language of his people, "The canoe is found, but there were 
none to help me. Come, let us raise It from the rock."

>Willingly,M answered Chingaohgook, who understood the 
dialect. "Lead; we will follow." ; , ■

The stranger, unable to distinguish between voices and 
accents amid the raging of the rapid, led the way in the. 
necessary direction; and, the two others keeping close at 
his heels, all three speedily reached the canoe. The 
Iroquois laid hold of one end, Chingaohgook placed himself 
in the centre, and Jasper went to the opposite extremity, 
as it was important that the stranger should not detect the 
presence of a pale-face, a discovery that might be made by 
the parts of:th@ dress the young man still wore, as well as 
by the general appearances of his head.

"Lift," said the Iroguois in the sententious manner 
of his race; and by a trifling effort the canoe was raised 
from the rock, held a moment in the air to empty it, and then 
placed carefully on the water in its proper position. All 
three held it firmly, lest it should escape from their hands 
under the pressure of the violent current, while the Iroquois, 
who led, of course, being at the upper end of the boat, took 
the direction of the eastern shore, or towards the spot where 
his friends waited his return, ^

As the Delaware and Jasper well knew there must b@ 
several more of the Iroquois on the rift, from the oircum- 
stanoe that their own appearance had occasioned no surprise 
in the individual they had met, both felt the necessity of 
extreme caution. Men less bold and determined would have 
thought that they were incurring too great a risk by thus 
venturing into the midst of their enemies; but these hardy 
borderers 7/ere unacquainted ;with fear, were accustomed to 
hazards, and so, well understood the necessity of at least 
preventing their foes from getting the boat, that they would 
have cheerfully encountered even greater risks to secure their 
object. So all-important to the safety of Mabel, Indeed, did
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Jasper deem the possession or the destruction of this canoe, 
that he had drawn his knife, and stood ready to rip up the 
bark, in order to render the boat temporarily unserviceable, 
should anything occur to compel-the Delaware and himself 
to abandon their prize.

In the meantime, the Iroquois, who led the way, pro
ceeded slowly through the water in the direction of his 
own party, still grasping the canoe, and dragging his 
reluctant followers in his train. Once Chlngaohgook raised 
his tomahawk, and was about to bury it in the brain of his 
confiding and unsuspicious neighbor; but the probability 
that the death-cry or the floating body might give the alarm 
induced that wary chief to change his purpose. At the next 
moment he regretted this indeoission, for the three who 
clung to the canoe suddenly found themselves in the centre 
of a party of no less than four others who were in quest of 
it. . • ; . .. . '

After the usual brief characteristic exclamations of 
satisfaction, the savages eagerly laid hold of the canoe, for 
all seemed impressed with the necessity of securing this 
important boat, the one side in order to assail their foes, 
and the other to secure their retreat. The addition to the 
party, however, was so unlooked-for, and so completely gave 
the enemy the superiorityi that for a few moments the 
Ingenuity and address of even the Delaware were at fault.
The five Iroquois, who seemed perfectly to understand their 
errand, pressed forward towards their own shore, without 
pausing to converse; their object being in truth to obtain 
the paddles, which they had previously secured, and to embark 
three or four warriors, with all their rifles and powder- 
horns, the want of which had alone prevented their crossing 
the river by swimming as soon as it was dark.

In this manner, the body of friends and foes united reached 
the margin of the eastern channel, where as in the case of the 
western, the river was too deep to be waded. Here a short 
pause succeeded, it being necessary to determine the manner 
in which the canoe was to be carried across. One of the four 
who had just reached the boat was chief and the habitual 
deference which the American Indian pays to merit, experience, 
and station kept the others silent until this individual had 
spokdn. ■ : •

The halt greatly added to the danger of discovering the 
presence of Jasper, in particular, who, however, had the 
precaution to throw the cap he wore into the bottom of the 
canoe. Being without his jacket and shirt, the outline of 
his figure, in the obscurity, would now be less likely to 
attract observation. His position, too, at the stern of the 
canoe.a little favored his concealment, the Iroquois naturally
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keeping their looks directed the other way. Not so with 
Chingaohgook. This warrior was literally in the midst of his 
most deadly foes, and he could soaffeely move without touching 
one of them. Yet he was apparently unmoved, though he kept 
all his senses on the alert, in readiness to escape, or to 
strike a blow at the proper moment. By carefully abstaining 
from looking towards those behind him, he lessened the chances 
of discovery, and waited with the indomitable patience of an 
Indian for the instant when he should be required to act*

' ■ ■ .... . . - . ' . . . ■ : -  . • ■; .

"Let all my young men but two, one at each end of the 
canoe, cross and get their arms," sal# the Iroquois chief.
"Let the two push over the boat."

The Indians quietly obeyed, leaving Jasper at the 
stern, and the Iroquois who had found the canoe at the bow 
of the light craft, Chingaohgook burying himself so deep in 
the river as to be passed by the others without detection.
The splashing in the water, the tossing arms, and the calls 
of one to another, soon announced that the four who had 
last joined the party were already swimming. As soon as 
this fact was certain, the Delaware rose, resumed his former 
station, and began to think the moment for action was come.

One less habitually under self-restraint than this warrior 
would probably have now aimed bis meditated blow; but u 
Chingaohgook knew there were more Iroquois behind him on the 
rift, and he was a warrior much too trained and experienced 
to risk anything unnecessarily. Tie suffered the Indian at 
the of the canoe to push off into the deep water, end then 
all three were swimming in the direction of the eastern shore. 
Instead, however, of helping the canoe across the swift current, 
no sooner did the Delaware and Jasper find themselves within 
the Influence of its greatest force than both began to swim in 
a.way to check their father progress across the stream. ITor 
was this done suddenly, or in the incautious manner in which a 
civilized man would have been apt to attempt the artifice, 
but warily, and so gradually that the Iroquois at the bow 
fancied at first ho was merely struggling against the strength 
of the current. Of course, while acted on by these opposing 
efforts, the eanoe drifted down stream, and in about a 
minute it was floating in still deeper water at the foot, of 
the rift. Here, however, the Iroquois was not slow in 
finding “hat something unusual retarded their advance, and, 
looking back, he first learned that he was resisted by the 
efforts of his companions.

That second nature which grows up through habit Instantly 
told the young Iroquois that he was alone with enemies.
Dashing the water aside, he sprang at the throat of 
Chingaohgook| and the two Indians, relinquishing their hold 
of the the canoe, seized each other like tigers. In the
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midst of the darkness of that gloomy night, and floating 
in an element so dangerous to man •then engaged in deadly 
strife, they appeared to forget everything but their fell 
animosity and their mutual desire to conquer*

Jasper had now complete command of the canoe, which 
flew off like a feather impelled by the breath under the 
violent reaction of the struggles of the two combatants*
The first impulse of the youth was to swim to the aid of 
the Delaware, but the importance.of securing the boat 
presented itself with tenfold force, while he listened to the 
heavy breathings of the warriors as they throttled each other, 
and he proceeded as fast as possible towards the western shore. 
This he soon reached; and after a short search he succeeded 
in discovering the remainder of the party and in procuring 
hla clothes, A few words sufficed to explain the situation 
in which he had left the Delaware and the manner in which 
the canoe'had been obtained*

When those who had been left behind had heard the 
explanations of Jasper, a profound stillness reigned among 
them, each listening Intently in the vain hope of catching 
some clue to the result of the fearful struggle that had 
just taken place, if it wore not still going on in the water* 
Nothing was audible beyond the steady roar of the rushing 
river; it being a part of the policy of their enemies on 
the opposite shore to observe the most deathlike stillness,

"Take the peddle, Jasper," said Pathfinder calmly, 
though the listeners thought his voice sounded more melancholy 
that usual, "and follow with your own canoe. It is unsafe 
for us to remain here linger."

"But the tierpent?"
"The Great Serpent is in the hands of his own Deity, 

and will live or die, according to the intentions of 
Providence. We con do him no good, and may risk too much 
by remaining her® in idleness, like women talking over their 
distresses. This darkness is very precious."

A loud, long, piercing yell came from the shore, and 
out short the words of the guide.

"What is the meaning of the uproar, Master Pathfinder?" 
demanded Cap. "It sounds more like the outcries of devils 
than anything that con come from the throats of Christians

"Christians they are not, end do not pretend to be and 
do not wish to be; and in calling them devils you have
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scarcely misnamed .them. That yell is one of rejoicing, and 
it is as conquerors they have given it. The body of. the 
Serpent, no doubt, dead or alive, is in their power."

"And wet" exclaimed Jasper, who felt a oang of gen
erous regret, as the idea that he might have averted the 
calamity presented itself to his mind, had he not deserted 
his comrade.

"We can do the chief no good, lad, end must quit this 
spot as fast as possible."

"Without ohe attempt to reseue him? —  without even 
knowing whether he be dead or living?"

"Jasper is right," said Mabel, who could speak, though 
her voice sounded huskily and smothered; "I have no fears, 
uncle, and will stay here until we know what has become of our 
friedd." • ;

"This seems reasonable, Pathfinder," put in u@p. "Your 
ture seaman cannot well desert a messmate; and I am glad to 
find that motives so correct exist among those fresh-water 
people."

"Tutl tut!" returned the impatient guide forcing tho 
canoe into the stream as he spoke; "ye know nothing and ye 
fear nothing. If you value your lives, think of reaching 
the garrison, and leave the Delaware in the hands of Providence. 
Ah’s meI the deer that goes too often to the lick meets the 
hunter at last." 7
Questions:
1. What was the: plan of escape decided upon?
2. Why must Jasper and Chingachgook capture the second canoe?
3. TTow do they succeed in gaining possession of it?
4. Why did the Pathfinder leave the Serpent in the hands 

of his enemies? Do you think the Serpent escaped?
5. Did the rest of .the party make thoir escape?

7 : '
Cooper - The Pathfinder - Chapter VI. p 73-01.
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Pocaty>ntaa Rescues Captain John Smith - John H. Muslok.

Captain John Smith, on® of the earliest settlers in 
Jamestown, Virginia, has been captured by the Indians while 
hunting and exploring in the forest. His companions hare 
either been killed by the Indians, or have deserted him, 
and he is being taken to Powhatan, the chief of the tribe, 
for judgment. ;

"There Is no story more dear to the heart of the 
American than that of Pocahontas, It has been so often 
narrated that It has become a nursery legend, yet in all 
history none more dramatic and touching can be found. It 
has moved hearts since It was first told to civilized ears,
Each succeeding generation reads anew the tender tale, narrated, 
perhaps, by some new author, who, in song or story, makes of 
Smith and his child rescuer the incarnation of M s  own fancy.
It has been told in romance, sung to the sweet notes of the 
harp,- performed on the stage, and gravely narrated by the 
historian, yet wherever heard, however told, it loses nothing; 
the story itself is always the same, and never fails to move 
the heart of the listener.

While with Opeohanoanough, Captain Smith was kept in 
continual dread, for he could not rid himself of the belief 
that he was being fatted for some barbarous banquet. This 
fear kept him in such suspense that he scarcely dared to 
shut his eyes to sleep. He fell upon the devise of starving 
himself, and never did mortal dread an increase of adipose 
tissue more than this captive; but his appetite was un
controllable in the presence of such tempting viands, end 
he regarded with alarm his increasing plumpness. To form 
the subject of some future orgies, to deck the triumph of 
some savage price was no part of his choice. His present 
captivity was bad enough; but there might be things, he 
imagined, even worse.

He was at last informed that he was to be conducted 
to the emperor. Next day the journey was undertaken, to the 
seat of Powhatan, which was called Werowoooraooo. The captive
was surrounded on every side by terrible looking savages, in 
the midst of Whom he was conducted along a path leading
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through the very heart of a dense end gloomy forest.
Everything contributed to add to hie fears. The grim, 
menacing appearance of the Indians, their dark looks, mysterious 
frowns and unintelligible gibberish. In tones so low as to, defy 
his deficient knowledge of their language, seemed to inspire 
dreed. During the entire journey, he was in one way and another 
kept in a perpetual state of alarm, until he finally reached, 
with his escort, the place where the royal chief, Powhatan, 
dwelt. .... . -

Smith, who was anxious to be rid of bis suspense in some 
way, hoped for an immediate interview that would decide his 
fate. "If I am to be roasted and eaten, wherefore should 
I defer the knowledge of it?" he reasoned. For a considerable 
time he was denied an Interview. The Indians wished to im
press him as deeply as possible with a sense of the greatness 
and majesty of their noble king; and accordingly were in no 
haste to bring about a meeting, but put it off on one pretext 
and another, all the while taking pains to make such shows 
and ceremonies as would most likely give their Intended victim 
an impressive idea of their numbers and power. They knew that 
Smith was the chief of the whites, whether the narrow-minded 
Englishmen at tho settlement so admitted or not.

His bold, aggressive spirit and good common sense had 
naturally stamped the impress of leadership on his fore
head. The savages determined that such a famous prisoner 
should be presented at the court of Powhatan with all the 
state and ceremony with which it was possible to surround 
him* ' •>

"Wherefore is all this foolish delay and ceremony?"
Smith asked himself, as he waited Impatiently.

Two hundred warriors were already gathered about his 
person, watching with unaffected wonder every movement he made, 
while savages came flocking In from other tribes in the 
vicinity, eager to lay their eyes on tho captive whose name 
and feme had gone abroad in their land. In solid phalanx 
they crowed so thickly about him that he sew hideously 
bedaubed savages in every direction he turned his head, and 
their stern borbidding presence cast a deeper gloom over 
his already depressed spirits.

And end to doubt and uncertainty ciipi &t last. One day a savage, who was some sort of a petty chief or officer, 
came to the prisoner, and said:

"Make ready to go th the emperor, the great Powhatan."
"Ihave been ready this long whileI" Smith answered.
He was led from the retreat where he had been kept,
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and brought before that august personage, the emperor, for 
whom all this popp and display had been undertaken.
Powhatan was "seated on a sort of a throne like a bedstead 
with his,dusky retinue around him. On either side of the 
Emperor sat a young woman of sixteen or eighteen years of 
age, and along each side of the house were two rows of 
men, and behind them as many women, all with their heads 
and shoulders painted red. Many of their heads were de
corated with the white down of birds; but all wore something 
in their hair, and great chains of beads about their neck.
The most fantastically attired of all was Powhatan, who 
was covered with a great robe of raccoon skin, forming an 
eccentric, but not an unbecoming costume for a savage 
chief. Before the emperor burned the council fire, which 
the Indians were never known to neglect.

The appearance of the prisoner was the signal for a yell 
that made the welkin ring, and a woman called the Queen 
of Appomatox brought Smith water with which to wash his hands, 
and another tendered him a bunch of feathers with which to 
dry them, after which Smith was seated on a mat, and the 
deliberation went on. An abundance of food was placed before 
the prisoner, of which he was directed to partake, though 
Just at this time his appetite was not the keenest, for 
his mind was filled with vague conjectures as to what 
would be the outcome of all this ceremony.

In vain he had gazed about that dusky throng for some 
friendly glance. He mat none, until he beheld a little 
maiden in whose large, dark eye he fancied he noticed an 
expression of sympathy. From the liberty she assumed, as 
well as from her rare costume of fawn-skin, bright feathers 
and furs, ho knew she must be the child of the emperor.
Her face was beautiful Emd her olive complexion was heightened 
by her great dark eyes and arched brows, given to her an air 
of divine beauty. She was but a child of ten or twelve years. 
Why did she so strangely attract Smith's attention? Perchance 
intuition, that "small still voice" which never deceives, 
foretold that in this weak child he would find his preserver. 
The strongest warrior in that band was powerless to aid him, 
yet a child might save his life. Wonderful is the strength 
of love.

The little maid was seen prattling with Powhatan in her 
sweet; innocent, childish way; but that stern old chief put 
her quietly aside, and resumed his council with his meu.

The suspense was at last over. The deliberation came 
to an end with a startling whoop, which caused the prisoner's 
heart to give a great bound in actual fear* He could not 
at first determine what conclusion bad been reechad, for. 
he was unable to read in their stern, unbending countenances
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hie doom, though fro® the first he was tormented with most 
oruel apprehensions*

He was not long kept in suspense after the breaking 
up of the council, for by words and signs he was Informed 
that he wee to suffer death* the Indiotment against Smith 
charged him with being the leading spirit of the strange, 
white settlers* He had slain four of their number with 
mysterious weapons, which spoke with the voice of thunder 
and breathed the lightning* He was captured while prowling 
about, exploring and spying the country, searching for secrets 
among their tribes, and probably concocting some terrible 
mischief with which"to visit them. It was believed that 
if he were out of the way, all further harm from the colonists 
would be at an end* Therefore it was best that he be brought 
to his doom, and, their country freed from the presence of 
a power superior to their own*

Ke received his sentence in the presence of a multitude, 
all listening and looking on with savage intensity. The decree 
was, that he die without further delay. Never did a doomed 
man hear his sentence with more composure* He was conscious 
of having done no wrong, and, though death might be visited 
on him, he would meet it with resignation and without a murmur.

Two large stones were rolled into the building and placed 
before Powhatan* The prisoner surveyed the proceeding with 
a calm and unmoved demeanor* He knew what was to follow, and 
breathed a silent prayer to heaven for his soul* An eager 
and excited crowd then laid violent hold on him, and forth
with dragged him to the spot* Across one of the stones they 
laid hie head, while a few stalwart savages, with huge clubs, 
took up their station near their victim, ready to obey the 
imperial signal to dash out his brains*

Smith had by this tine given over every hope of escape, 
end lay calm and unmoved awaiting his terrible fate. It was 
a moment of the most Intent anguish even for his brave soul* 
Ignorant of when the order would be given for the deadening 
blow, he only awaited the fall of the fatal club on his head.
In that single moment Smith lived a whole life crowded into 
one second of time* The horrible death, the ending of 
his brightest prospects, the termination of a gallant and 
victorious career in such a humiliating and barbarous manner 
was enough to fill his soul with agony.

Smith closed his eyes, as he supposed to open them no 
more on earth. Powhatan was ready to make the fatal signal, 
then a piercing shriek rang out on the air, causing the 
prisoner involuntarily to start and turn his head in the 
direction of the cry. Out from the silent group of females,
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he saw the figure of a little girl dart almost as rapidly aa 
thought toward him* For the moment he was filled with 
astonishment and almost forgot his awful doom. In less time 
than the whole occurrence can be told, she sprang forward 
between the uplifted clubs of the executioners and the head 
of the intended victim, and, throwing herself upon his neck, 
encircled it affectionately with her arms* A sudden shout 
of wonder rose from the savage multitude at so novel and 
•unexpected an event, and all eagerly strained their gaze 
to learn who the damsel was* A single look, a single cry, 
as if every voice had uttered it in one breath:

.i ^Pocahontas!"
It was the beloved daughter of their mighty king, that 

stern, old warrior who had never shown mercy to the con
demned, It was Pocahontas, who, had been entreating her 
father all along to extend compassion to the victim. She 
had pleaded, with tears running from her beautiful eyes, 
that the would spare the unfortunate captive.

Much as Powhatan doted on his sweet child, his savage 
heart had not yet learned to relent from its once formed 
purpose. In solemn council the prisoner had been condemned 
to die, and he ordered him to be executed.

What meant that strange cry? What slight form was that 
which darted forward? The old chief saw —  he knew, even 
before the name of that beloved child was pronounced, who 
it was. There was Pocahontas, her arms about the victim's 
neck, her warm cheek pressed against his own, interposing 
her valuable life for this white stranger. In her mellow 
Indian tongue she cried:

"Nol no! Slay him notI He shall not diei"
For a moment the executioners stood with uplifted clubs, 

abashed and confused, not knowing what course to take. They 
dared not strike, for the blow would fell on the.head of 
their darling princess. As soon as the profound astonishment 
which the incident produced had in a measure subsided, the 
brows of the executioners began to relax from their savage 
rigidity, and another feeling took possession of their hearts, 
while their dread war-clubs dropped harmlessly at their sides. 
It was an incident not to be lightly passed over, that the 
one who had thus openly befriended the prisoner was the 
daughter of the king. Her eras had been about his neck, 
her tears had fallen on hie face, and her sweet and tender 
compassion was not to be lightly regarded. Even her childish 
partiality deserved the sober and serious regard of the 
bravest and sternest warriors.
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Pocahontas was the idol of her royal father. A boon 
that she dared in this manner to crave it was next to 
impossible to refuse• The perfect artlessness with which she 
begged It, the open and flowing bravery with which the act 
was accompanied, the childish faith which she seemed to 
have in her own ability to protect the prisoner, wrought so 
much upon the stony nature of her father and his councillors 
that they soon yielded to the power of the new influence, 
and a stay of execution was granted until her prayer could 
onoe more be heard#

Unfortunately for the world, Smith did not understand 
enough of the Indian language to translate this appeal• It 
was a prayer for aeroy by a little untutored* savage; but, 
mightier than the strongest warrior, more eloquent than the 
greatest orator, she pleaded, she swayed, she moved, she 
carried the assembly, and her father, that stern old 
chieftain whose eagle<ye never quailed in battle, was con
strained to cry:

"Let the prisoner go,"
A wild shout of joy went up from the multitude of 

savages, who now that their hearts had been warmed by the 
childish spirit of Pocahontas, rejoiced that the captive 
was spared. Ho wonder that the .name of Pocahontas is held - 
in sweet remembrance by a grateful world through all the 
shifting scenes of ages. She who among the new strange 
people was first to kneel at the altar and worship the true 
God, had, within her heart, the spirit of Christ even from 
her savage infancy, "humanity, love, and charity for all mankind,"

Dazed end confused. Smith was raised to his feet, and 
a happy band of braves danced about him, end the women sang strange, wild songs of joy.

"What doth all this mean?" asked Captain Smith, rubbing 
his eyes, and feeling that he had just awakened from a dream.

Then came Opeohancanough to the prisoner, and by words and 
gestures said:

I
"Your life is to be spared."
"For which I give God thanksI" said Smith.
"The great king's favorite daughter, Pocahontas, has 

asked that you be spared, and her vrish is granted."
Ho was then led to the timid little maiden, whose cheeks 

were wet with tears, and whose frame still trembled from 
the excess of her pent-up emotions, and was informed:
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’’Pocahontas has Interposed and saved your life, and 
you henceforth belong to her."

Captain Smith understood that he was to be the slave 
of Pocahontas. From that time forward, he was to belong 
to her; to go where she sent him; to obey her wishes in 
everything; to minister to her wildest fancies, and to 
perform such acts of servile labor as would mark him 
a dependent and favorite. He was grateful for the privilege, 
for never had a slave a more gentle mistress, nor mistress 
a more devoted slave." 8
questions:
1. What did Captain Smith fear the Indians would do with 

him?
8. Who was Powhatan? Who waa Pocahantaa?
3. How was Powhatan dressed? How do Indians dress 

nowadays?
4. How did Pocahontas save Captain Smith?
5. What was done with Captain Smith when his life wns 

spared?

Mustek, John R. - Pocahontas - p, 112 —  123.
8
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Hiawatha’s Childhood - Henry Wadsworth Longfellow.

Downward through the evening twilight, 
In the days that are forgotten,
In the unremembered ages,
From the full moon fell Ifokomie,
Fell the beautiful Ifokomie,
She a wife, but not a mother.

She was sporting with her women, 
Swinging in a swing of grape-vines, 
When her rival, the rejected,'
Full of jealousy and hatred,
Cut the leafy swing asunder
Cut in twain the twisted grape-vines,
And Hokomis fell affrighted
Downward through the evening twiliight,
On the Muskoday, the meadow,
On the prairie full of blossoms.
"See! a star falls! " said the people; 
"From the sky a star is falling!”

There among the ferns and mosses, 
There among the prairie lilies,
On the Muskoday, the meadow,
In the moonlight and the starlight, 
Fair Hokomis bore a daughter.
And she called her name Wenonah,
As the first-born of her daughters.
'kbd the daughter of Hokomis 
Grew up like the prairie lilies,
Grew a tall and slender maiden,
With the beauty of the moonlight,
With the beauty of the starlight.

And Hokomis warned her often,
Saying oft, and oft repeating,
”0, beware of MudJekeewis,
Of the West-Wind, Mudjekeewis;
Listen not to what he tells you;
Lie not down upon the meadow,
Stoop not down among the lilies,
Lest the West*wind come and harm you!"
But she heeded not the warning, 

Heeded not those words of wisdom,
And the West-Wind came at evening,, 
Walking lightly o ’er the prairie, 
Whispering to the leaves and blossoms, 
Bending low the flowers and grasses, 
Found the beautiful Wenonah,
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lying there among the lilies,
Wooed her with his words of sweetness, 
Wooed her with bis soft caresses,
Till she bore a son in sorrow,
Bore a son of love and sorrow.

Thus was born my Hiawatha,
Thus was born the child of wonder 
But the daughter of Hokomis,
Hiawatha^ gentle mother,
In her anguish died deserted
By the West-Wind, false and faithless.
By the heartless Mudjekeewls.

For her daughter, long and loudly 
Walled and.wept the sad Hokomis;
"0 that I were deadt” she murmured,
"0 that I were dead, as thou arts 
Ho more work, and no more weeping, 
Wahonowinl WahonowinJ"

By the shores of Oltohe Gurnee,
By the shining Big-Sea-Water,
Stood the wigwam of Hokomis 
Daughter of the Moon, Hokomis.
Dark behind it rose the forest,
Hose the black and gloomy pine-trees, 
Rose the firs with cones upon them; 
Bright before it beat the water,
Beat the clear and sunny water.
Beat the shining Big-Sea-Water.
There the wrinkled, old Hokomis 

Hursed the little Hiawatha,
Rooked him in his linden credel,
Bedded soft in moss and rushes,
Safely bound with reindeer sinews; 
Stilled his fretful wall by saying, 
"Hush! The Naked Bear will'.hear thee!” 
Lulled him into slumber, singing, 
"Wwa-yea! my little owlet!
Who is this, that lights the wigwam?
With his great eyes lights the wigwam? 
Ewa-yea! my little owlet!"

Many things Hokomis taught him 
Of the stars that shine in heaven;
Showed him lahkookah, the comet, 
Ishkoodah, with fiery tresses;
Showed the Death-Dance of the spirits, 
Warriors with their plumes and war-clubs 
Flaring far away to northward 
In the frosty nights of Winter:
Showed the broad, white road in heaven, 
Pathway of the ghosts, the shadows, 
Running straight across the heavens, 
Crowded with the ghosts, the shadows*
At the door on summer evenings 

Sat the little Hiawatha 
Heard the whispering of the pine-trees,
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Heard the lapping of the water.
Sounds of music, words of wonder; 
MMinne-wawat" said the pine-trees, 
"Mudway-aushka! said the water 
Saw the fire-fly, Wah-wah-taysee,
Flitting through the dusk of evening,
With the twinkle of its candle 
Lighting up the brakes and bushes,
And he sang the song of children,
Sang the song Hokomls taught him: 
♦’Wah-wah-tayaee, little fire-fly,
Little, flitting, white-fire insects, 
Little, dancing, white-fire creature,
Light me with your little candle,
Ere upon my bed I lay me,
Ere in sleep I close my eyelidstn 

Saw the moon rise from the water 
Rippling, rounding from the water,
Saw the flecks and shadows on It, 
Whispered, "What is that, Ifokomis?"
And the good TTolomis answered:
"Once a warrior, very angry.
Seized his grandmother, and threw her 
Up into the sky at midnight;
Right against the moon he threw her:
’T is her body that you see there,"
Saw the rainbow in the heaven,

In the eastern sky, the rainbow,
Whispered, "What is that, Wokonis?"
And the good Nokomis answered:
"T is the heaven of .'flowerjs^you. see there
All the wild-flowers of the
All the lilies of the prairie
When on earth they faded and perish,
Blossom in that heaven above us."
When he heard the owls at midnight, 

Hooting, laughing in the forest,
"What is that?" he cried in terror;
"What is that," he said, "Hokomis?"
And the good Hokomis answered:
"That is but the owl and owlet,
Talking in their native language,
Talking, scolding at each other,"

Then the little Hiawatha 
learned of every bird its language,
Learned their names and all their secrets 
How they built their neats In Summer,
Where they hid themselves In Winter,
Talked with them whene’er he met them. 
Called them "Hiawatha’s Chickens,"

Of all beasts he learned the language, 
Learned their names and all their secrets, 
How the boavers built their lodges,
Where the squirrels hid their acorns,
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How the reindeer ran so swiftly,
Why the rabbit was so timid,
Talked with them whene’er he met them,
Called them "Hiawatha’s Brothers."
Then lagoo, the great boaster,

He the marvellous story-teller,
He the traveller and the talker,
He the friend of old Mokomis,
Made a bow for Hiawatha; „
From a branch of ash he made it 
From an oak-bough made the arrows,
Tipped with flint, and winged with feathers, 
And the oord he %ade of deer-skin.

Then he said to Hiawatha:
"Go, my son, into the forest,
Where the red deer herd together.
Kill for us a famous roebuck,
Kill for us a deer with antlers!"
Forth into the forest straightway 

All alone walked Hiawatha 
Proudly, with his bow and arrows:
And the birds sang round him, o ’er him,
"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!"
Sang the robin, the Opeohee,
Sang the bluebird, the Owaiaaa,
"Do not shoot us, Hiawatha!"
Up the oak-tree, close beside him,

Sprang the squirrel, Adjidaumo,
In and out among the branches,
Coughed end chattered from the oak-tree, 
Laughed, and said between his laughing,
"Do not shoot me, Hiawatha!"
And the rabbit from his pathway 

Leaped aside, and at a distance 
Sat erect upon his haunches.
Half in fear and half in frolic,
Saying to the llttler hunter,
"Do not shoot me, Hiawatha!"
But he heeded not, nor heard them,

For his thoughts were with the red deer;
On their tracks his eyes were fastened, 
Leading downward to the river.
To the ford across the river,
And as one in slumber walked he.

Hidden in the alder-bushes,
There he waited till the deer came,
Till he saw two antlers lifted,
Saw two eyes look from the thicket 
Saw two nostrils point to windward,
And a deer came down the pathway,
Flecked with leafy light and shadow.
And bis heart within him fluttered,
Trembled like the leaves above him,
Like the birch-leaf palpitated,
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As the deer oarae down the pathway.
Then, upon one knee uprising,

Hiawatha aimed an arrow;
Scarce a twig moved with his motion. 
Scarce a leaf was stirred or rustled,
But the wary roebuck started.
Stamped with all his hoofs together, 
Listened with one foot uplifted,
Leaped as if to meet the arrow;
Ah! the singing, fatal arrow,
Like a wasp it buzzed and stung him!

Dead he lay there in the forest,
By the ford across the river;
Beat hie timid heart no longer,
But the heart of Hiawatha 
Throbbed and shouted and exulted.
As he bore the red deer homeward,
And lagoo and Hokomis
Hailed his coming with applauses,
: Prom the red deer’s hide Hokomis 

Made a cloak for Hiawatha,
From the red deezto flesh Hokomis 
Made a banquet in his honor.
All the village came and feasted,
All the guests praised Hiawatha,
Called him Strong-Heart, Soan-ge-taha! 
Called him Loon-Heart, Ilahn-go-taysee!" 9

Questions:
1. Who was Hiawathals mother? Who was Nakomis?
2. What did Nakomis say the spots and shadows on the 

moon were?
3. What did Nakomis soy the rainbow was?
4. What did Hiawatha learn about the birds and the 

animals? What did he call them?
5. How did Hiawatha kill the depr? What did Nakomis do 

with the deer when Hiawatha brought it home?

•longfallow, Henry Wadsworth - Song of Hiawatha, Part III, 
p « 36 — 33,

9
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American Hero Stories
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SECTION II

The Development of the Old Southwest

The names of such men as Daniel Boone, George Rogers 
Clark, and John Sevier bring to our minds instantly deeds 
of daring and courage* The history of the settlement of 
the old Southwest is told in the lives of these men. It 
was their courage and tenacity which made the permanent 
settlement of the region between the Allegany mountains 
and the Mississippi river possible. They blazed the trail, 
and their glowing reports of the richness and beauty of 
this new land persuaded many other hardy pioneers to move 
with their families to the "dark end bloody ground." Most 
of the men and women who settled in the region which is now 
Kentucky, Tennessee, and Georgia were from what were called 
the "backwoods." They lived on the fringes of the older 
settlements and were already familiar with danger and hard
ships, :

The first permanent settlements in Kentucky as this whole 
region was called, were Doonesboro and Barrodstown. Both 
these towns were established in 1775. They were built in the 
form of stockades - the houses all built around a hollow 
square., so that the outer walls of the houses formed the 
wall of the fort. When an attack from the Indians was threatened, 
the cattle and horses were all driven into this enclosure for 
protection. The walls were fitted with loopholes, so that
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unless taken by surprise, those forts were practically im
pregnable, and could be easily defended.

The lives of these pioneers were even harder in some 
ways than the lives of the New England colonists. The 
almost impassable mountains out them off from communication 
with the more civilized part of the country. The Indians 
in the region were all hostile. The lend belonged to no 
one tribe, but was used as a hunting ground by tribes from 
both north and south. Each trible looked upon every other 
tribe as an enemy, and all the tribes regarded the white men 
as intruders to be hunted down and killed mercilessly at 
every opportunity.

Everything in this country must be of home manufacture. 
Nothing could be brought into the country which could not be 
carried over the mountains on horseback, as the trails were 
too steep and narrow to allow wagons to pass. The men 
tanned hides from which the women made moccasins and hunting 
shirts. The women not only spun their own yarn and wove 
their own thread, but they raised their flax and wool as 
well. The furniture in the cabins consisted of a few tables 
and stools made of slabs of wood fastened together with 
wooden pegs, as there were no nails, and beds built against 
the wall like bunks. The dishes and utensils, with the ex
ception of the few pewter spoons and dishes which had survived 
the :journey, were of wood or bone. The bed-coverings were of 
bear skin and buffalo hide, and the mattresses were of dried
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grass or moss.
Hunting and trapping were the chief means of livli- 

hood. The settlers planted fields, but the Indians were so 
dangerous that they never knew whether they would be able 
to harvest their crops, or if the Indians would leave them 
a crop at all. The game was abundant, however, and the 
skins were not only useful at home, but they could be sold 
for a good price in the coast settlements. They were easy 
to transport, since they could be carried over the mountains 
on horseback, and they could be exchanged for the most 
valuable commodity to the frontiersman -powder and bullets.

As the danger from the Indians wea diminished, and tales 
of the marvelous richness and fertility of the country beyond 
the mountains were circulated in the older settlements, more . 
people came into th territory to make homes. Conditions 
improved with the building of better roads, and life became 
more civilised. But even to-day in the mountains of the 
south - there are a great number of people, descendants of 
these sane Scotch, Irish, and English settlers, who live 
much as the earliest pioneers did. They have been isolated 
by the rug,",ed mountains in which they live, and modern life 
has hardly touched them. They are among the last real pioneers 
in America. -
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A House Haising - Conatanoe Lindsay Skinner.
Because of the constant danger from the Indians, the 

settlers worked together as much as they could. When there 
was any work to he done, such as building a house or 
harvesting a crop, the whole neighborhood Joined in, both 
for protection, and because they enjoyed the sociability 
of seeing their friends*

"Those more fortunate pioneers who settled in groups 
won the first heat in the battle with the wilderness through 
massed effort under wariness. They made their clearings in/> 
the forest, built their cabins and stockades,, and planted 
their cornfields while lookouts kept watch and rifles were 
stacked within easy reach. Every special task, such as a 
"raising,"as cabin building was called, was undertaken by the 
community chiefly because the Indian danger necessitated swift 
building and made group action Imperative, But the stanch 
heart is ever the glad heart. Nothing in this frontier history 
impresses us more than the joy of the pioneer at his labors.
His determined optimism turned danger's dictation into an c/ 
occasion for jollity. On the appointed day for the "raising," 
the neighbors would come, riding or afoot, to the newcomer's 
holding —  the men with their rifles and axes, the women with 
their pots and.kettles. Every child toddled along, too, 
helping to carry the wooden dishes end spoons. These free 
givers of labor had something of the Oriental's notion of the 
•acred ratification of friendship by a feast.

The usual dimensions of a cabin were sixteen by twenty 
feet. The timber for the building, .having been already cut, 
lay at hand —  logs of hickory, oak, young pine, walnut, or 
persimmon. To make the foundation*, the men seized four of 
the thickest logs, laid them in place, and notched and 
grooved and hammered them into as close a clinch as xf they 
had grown so. The wood must grip by its own substance alone 
to hold up the pioneer's dwelling, for there wre not an iron 
nail to be had in the whole of the Back Country, logs laid 
upon the foundation logs and notched into each other at the 
four corners formed the walls; and, when these stood at 
seven feet, the builders laid parallel timbers and puncheons 
to make both flooring and celling. The ridgepole of the roof



was supported by two orotohed trees and the roofing was 
made of logs ond wooden slabs. The crevices of the we^ls 
were packed close with red clay and moss, lastly, spaces 
for a door and windows were cut out. The door was made 
thick and heavy to withstand the Indian's rush. And the 
windowpanes? They were of paper treated with hog's fat or 
bear’s grease.

When the sun stood overhead, the women would give the 
welcome call of "DinnerlV Their morning had hot been less busy 
than the men's. They had baked corn cakes on hot stones, 
roasted bear or pork, or broiled venison steaks; and —  
above all and first of all —  they had concocted the great 
"stew pie" without which a raising 00uld^hardly take pbce.
This was a disputatious mixture of deer, hog, and bear —  
animals which, in life, would surely have companioned 
each other as ill! It was made in sufficient quantity to 
last over for supper when the day's labor was done. At 
supper the men took their ease on the ground, but with 
their rifles always in reach. If the cabin just raised 
bytheir efforts stood in the Yadkin, within sight of the 
great mountains the pioneers were one day to cross, perhaps 
a sudden bird note warning from the lookout, hidden in the 
brush, would bring the builders with a leap to their feet.
It might be only a hunting band of friendly Catawba* that 
passed, or a lone Cherokee who knew that this was not his 
hour. If the latter, we can, in imagination, see him look 
once at the new house on house on hie hunting pasture, 
slacken;rein for a moment in front of the group of families, 
lift his hand in sign of peace, and silently go his way 
hillwsrd. As he vanished into the shadows, the crimson sun, 
sinking into the unknown wilderness beyond the mountains, 
pours Its last glow on the roof of the cabin end on the 
group near its walls.v"With uhfelt fingers, subtly, it puts 
the red touch of the West in the faces of the men —  who 
have just declared, through the building of a cabin, that 
here is Journey's End and their abiding place," 10 /#

Questions: ' ■■ : r
1. Why did the whole neighborhood join in building each

cabin?
8, Deeoribe the materials used in building these cabins, and 

their size and appearance,
3, What did the women do while the men were building the 

house?



-49

4, Wore these "house raisings" a social event as well as 
a time for work?

A Capture and A Rescue - Edward F, Ellis., . _ . ■ ■ ■ - . • : . - \  -

It was the summer of 1776, and the colonies were aflame 
with war. Those were the days which tried men's souls, and 
the nkies were dark with discouragement and coming disaster. 
There were many hearts that could only see overwhelming 
failure in the momentous struggle in which the country was 
engaged.

For a.time, comparative quiet reigned in the neighbor
hood of Boonesborough. The settlers improved the time to the 
utmost. While some hunted and fished, others cleared the 
land, and a promising crop of corn had been put in the rich 
soil. Only one of the colony had been shot by Indians during 
the preceding winter, the band which did It having withdrawn 
before any retaliatory measures could be taken.

.;'v
On the afternoon of the seventh of July, Miss Betsey 

Callaway, her sister Frances, and a daughter of Daniel Boone 
entered a canoe under the bank of the river, as children 
would naturally do to amuse themselves. Betsey was a young 
lady, but the other two were about thirteen years of age,—  
all bright, joyous girls, who had no thought of danger, as 
they paddled about the rook where the frail boat had been 
moored. . . - ' . . \ -

They were laughing end padollng, when suddenly a 
rustling among the overhanging bushes arrested their attention, 
and, turning their gaze, they saw with consternation the 
painted face of an Indian warrior.

The girls were almost paralyzed with terror. The savage 
warned them by signs to make no outcry, through penalty of 
being brained with the tomahawk griped in his hand. They 
could only huddle together in terror and await his pleasure, 
whatever it might be.

The sinewy Indian then stepped cautiously into the canoe, 
and took up the paddle, which he handled with the skill 
peculiar to his people. With scarcely the slightest plash, 
he silently forced it out from the undergrowth and started 
for the other shore.

The terrified girls looked appealingly in the direction 
of the stockades, but they dare make no outcry. The stalwart

Skinner - Pioneers of the Old Southwest, p. 34-37.
10



savage dipped the paddle first on one side and then on the 
other, and tho canoe rapidly neared the shore, beneath whose 
overhanging bushes it glided the next moment like an arrow.

Turning toward the girls, the Indian signified that 
they were to leave the boat, and the poor girls could do 
nothing less. Several other warriors who were in waiting, 
joined them, and the journey was instantly begun toward the 
interior.

No more unfavorable time for the oaptives could have 
been selected. It was late in the afternoon, and before 
anything like pursuit could be organized it would be night, 
and the trail invisible. The Indians would use all the 
woodcraft at their command, and doubtless the morning would 
see them many miles removed from the settlement.

The- captors took the very precautions of which we .have 
spoken, directing their steps toward the thickest cane, 
where they separated and made their way through it with the 
unmost caution, with a view of rendering their footprints 
so faint that pursuit would be out of the question.

Having assured theaselved, so far as they could, that 
their trail was hidden from the scrutiny of the settlers, 
the Indians with the three girls made another turn, and 
striking a buffalo path, pushed forward without delay.

The girls had been reared in a society where outdoor 
life end exercise were a part of their creed, and they 
stood the unwonted task forced upon them with much greater 
fortitude than would have been supposed. They walked nimbly 
along, taking great consolation in each other*s company, 
though they were almost heartbroken at the thought that every 
mile through the gloomy forest was taking them so much further 
away from their loved ones, and lessened in the sane degree 
their chances of rescue by their friends at Boonesborough.

It being midsummer, they did not suffer from cold, and 
but for their terror of their ultimate fate, they would have 
oared nothing for the jaunt* Still, as children will feel 
under such circumstances, they had strong hopes that their 
parents and friends would soon be in close pursuit of the 
Indians.

And such indeed was the ease* For it was not long 
before the girls were missed at Boonesborough, end search 
made for them. Some one had seen them in the canoe, and 
when it was discovered that the boat was left on the 
opposite side of the river, and when the keen eyes of the 
pioneers were able to detect the imprint of moocasins along 
the shore where the craft had been moored on their side,
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there could be no doubt of nhat It meant.
The girls had been captured and carried away by 

Indians.
It can bo well understood that great excitment spread 

among the families of Boonesborough, all of whom were drawn 
together by the closest ties of friendship, and who shared . 
in each other’s joys and woes. The whole male force were 
ready to start at a moment’s notice to the reouce.

But that was not the way in which th secure them, for 
it would have been equally effective for a hunting party to 
go in search of the timid antelope with drums and banners.
What was needed was a small company of hunters, breve, swift 
of foot, clear-headed and skilled In the ways of the woods.

They should be men who could trail the red Indian where 
the imprints of his moocaslned feet were invisible to ordi
nary eyes, and who, when the critical emergency should come, 
were sure to do Just the right thing at the right time.

There were plenty such in Boonesborough, and there oould 
be no difficulty in finding them. At the head, of course, 
stood Daniel Boone himself, end he selected seven others who 
would be relied on in any emergency; but, by the time the 
pursuit could be begun, the shades of night were settling 
over wood and river, and it was out of the question to attempt 
anything like an intelligent search for the girls.

In such a case there la no basis for reasoning, for 
though it may seem certain to the veteran hunter that his 
enemy has taken a certain course in order to reach his distant 
lodge, yet the morning is likely to. show that he has gone on 
a different route altogether.

The American Indian, who la educated from his infancy 
in cuntilng and treachery, is likely to do that which is least 
expected end provided against; and Boone, therefore, did not 
make the mistake of acting upon any theory of his own which 
was likely to cause him to lose many precious hours of 
pursuit. . ‘

But it was the season when the days were longest, and 
at the earliest streakings of the morning light, the eight 
pioneers were on the other side of the river, looking for 
the trail of the Indians,

The delicate imprints were discovered almost instantly 
by the keen-eyed hunters, who started on the spent like 
bloodhounds, eager to spring at the throats of the savages.



But the pursuit was scarcely begun, when they were 
confronted by the very difficulty which they anticipated.

The Indiana, as we have shown, had separated and made 
their way through the thickest cane with such extreme care, 
that they succeeded In hiding their trail from the lynx 
eyes of even Boone himself.

In such an emergency, the pursuers could only fall 
back on their own resources of calculation and observation.

They noticed that the tracks all pointed in one general 
direction, and there was, therefore, a basis for deciding 
the side of the cane where they emerged. Acting upon this 
theory, they made a circuitous journey of fully thirty miles, 
and sure enough, struck the trail just as they hoped rather 
than expected.

Boon showed his woodcraft now by forming a reasonable 
theory and acting promptly upon it, for, though he may have 
been right, still he would have lost all the advantage by 
a failure to follow it up Instantly.

Recalling the unusual precautions taken by the Indians 
to throw their pursuers off their trail, Boone was convinced 
that the savages would believe that these precautions had 
accomplished their purpose, and they would therefore relax 
their vigilance. Their course, as a consequence, would be 
allowed more easily.

Accordingly, Boone and his comrades changed the route 
they were following, with the idea of crossing the path of 
the Indians. They had not gone far when they discovered 
it in a buffalo path, where it was quite evident that, 
from the careless manner in which the red-men were traveling, 
they had no suspicion of their pursuers being anywhere in 
the vicinity.

This was favorable to Boone and his companions, but 
they understood the delicacy and Anger of the situation, 
which was of that character that they might well tremble 
for its success, even with the great advantage .gained.

None know hotter than they the sanguinary character of 
the American Indian. The very moment the captors should see 
that it was impossible to retain the prisoners, they would 
sink their tomahawks in their brains, even though the act 
increased their own personal peril tenfold.

It was all important that the pursuit should be 
vigorously pressed, and at the same time-it was equally im-
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portent that the savages should be kept In ignorance of 
the men who were trailing them so closely.

As silently, therefore, as shadows, the pioneers, with 
their guns at a trail, threaded their way through the forest 
and dense cane-brakes. Their keen and trained vision told 
them they were gaining rapidly upon the Indians, who were 
proceeding at that leisurely gait which was proof that they 
held no suspicion of danger*

The settlers had already traveled a long distance, and 
even their iron limbs must have felt the effects of Journeying 
full forty miles through the wilderness, —  but they pushed 
on with renewed vigor, and, as the day advanced, observed 
signs which showed unmistakably that they were close upon . 
the captors. ' :

The pursuers slackened their gait and advanced with the 
extremest caution, for only by doing so could they hope to 
succeed in the rescue of the young girls. :

Suddenly the figures of the warriors were discerned 
through the trees a short distance ahead. They had stopped, 
and were in the act of kindling a fire, evidently meaning to 
encamp for the night. The Indiana were startled at the same 
moment by sight of the whites hurrying toward them, and not 
one of the dusky red-skins could misunderstand what it meant. 
Had it been possible for suoh a misunderstanding, they were 
undeceived the next instant.

The pursuers showed their earnestness by not waiting 
a moment for the warriors to rally, but four bringing their 
rifles to their shoulders, took a quick aim and fired into 
the party. The smoke of the powder had scarcely time to 
curl upward from the muzzles of the,guns, when the whole 
eight charged straight into camp on a dead run, and with 
the fury of tigers.

When the Indians saw those figures coming, they had no 
time to slay the amazed captives, but, snatching up only one 
of their, guns, they scattered pell-mell for the wood. As 
they went at headlong haste, Boone and one of his men fired, 
while still on a dead run. 5eoh fugitive was "hit.herd," 
but he managed to get away in the gathering darkness, and it 
may safely be concluded that none of the survivors looked 
upon that particular expedition against the settlers at 
Boonesborough in any other light than a failure.

The joy of the three girls over the rescue must be 
left to the imagination of the reader. They were terrified 
almost out of their senses when captured, but they knew they
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would soon be missed from home, and their friends would be 
on the trail, but they were old enough to understand the 
vast disadvantages under which they would be placed, knowing 
that no pursuit oould be instituted until the morrow#

And then, too, they knew the meaning of the extreme 
precaution taken by the Indians in separating and walking so 
carefully through the densest of the canebrakes# And, as 
mile after mile was placed behind them, and the warm summer 
day drew to a close, many a misgiving must have saddened 
their hearts, as they looked through the gathering shadows 
and failed to see anything of the loved forms.

But they had come, bursting into camp like thunderbolts,—  
the Indians had fled in terror, and the girls were restored 

X^to their friends without a hair of their heads being harmed.Xu
The place where the recapture took place was thick with 

cane, and some of the pursuers would have been glad to keep 
on and inflict further chastisement upon the Indians,>- but 
that was impracticable, and, as the girls were out of danger, 
the party turned about and started back toward Booneaborough, 
where they arrived without mishap or further adventure, and 
where, as may well be supposed, their return created joy 
and thanksgiving throughout the entire settlement.M 11

Questions;
1, Why did the girls fear that their absences would not be 

notioed?
2. How did the Indiana hide their trail?
3# How did Boone and his companions find the trail of 

the Indians?
4# How was the rescue aeoomp11shed?
5. Why didn’t Boone pursue the Indians who ©seeped? 11

11 "  ; 'Ellis -Life and Times of Colonel Daniel Boone, p. 69-77.
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Traveling in Kentucky - Andre Michaux

> Andre Miohaux waa French scientist who came to
America in 1786 to study the plants in the new world# He 
made many trips into the western part of the United States 
collecting specimens of plants and observing the manners 
and customs of the people. This selection is taken from the 
diary he kept on one of his trips to Kentucky. It gives 
us some idea of the difficulties and hardships of travel at 
that time.

"The 86th Started for Green river. The ground was 
covered with snow, the Hoads rough, and my horse fell lame.
I was obliged to walk. I made 18 miles. I was unable to 
light a fire because the trees and wood were all frosted.
I spent the night nearly frosen. About 8 o ’clock the Moon 
rose end I resolved to return to MaeFaddln’s where I arrived 
at 10 o ’clock In the morning.

The 87th being overcome by cold and weariness, having 
traveled afoot, having eaten nothing since the morning of 
the previous day and not having slept during the night, 
the toes of my right foot became inflamed. I bathed my 
feet in cold water several times during the following night 
and no sores resulted therefrom but for several days the 
toes were numb and as if deprived of sensation.

The 26th I was compelled to go a distance of seven 
Miles to get my horse shod and I went to sleep at Mr. MaddIson’s 
whose plantation was close by.

The 89th of January 1796 I started very early in the 
morning as I had 38 Miles to travel without coming to an inn 
or other habitation. I had been received with all the civility 
that can be expected from a man who has had a higher:education 
than the other inhabitants of the country. This Mr. Maddlsson 
was a Virginian and a relative of the celebrated Madisson, 
Member of Congress, This gentleman was a true Republican in 
bis principles and I spent a very interesting anl vex-y pleasant 
evening at his house. His wife surpassed him in offering me 
every service that hospitality could suggest, which is seldom 
met with in America except in the case of persons better 
educated than the common people. That Lady suggested that I 
should wear heavy woollen socks over my shoes. She herself



out me out a pair and I was so surprised at the eonfort 
I derived from then on the following days that I resolved 
never to travel in the season of snow and frost without 
taking the precaution to have a pair in ray Porte Monteau#
In the evening I came to a place three !’iles from Green river 
and slept at the house of one Walter; I slept on the floor 
and ray horse in the open air; but I was accustomed to this.

The 30th I crossed the Green river ferry in the morningf 
The cold was excessive and such as had not been felt for 
Many years. At 9 Miles I passed by Bacon Greek end the 
Cabin of a man but recently settled there and who was un
provided with everything, even Maise, needed for the 
sustenance of his household. At 28 Miles from Green Fiver 
is the House of one Hagon and I hurried on to reach some 
better habitations before night. 26 Miles from Green River 
I perceived a House 200 toises from the Road situate on the 
bank of a Greek. The Inhabitant was a German who had been 
settled there only a year; he had a good stable, was well 
supplied with fodder of wheat, straw, and Maize leaves for 
my horse, and I ate Wheat bread for the first, time since 
I had left Illinois. My supper consisted of bread and milk 
and I found myself very well treated. The name of my host 
was George Cloee; a German by Birth; his house is situated 
on-the South fork of Hoiin river." 12 . ;

questions: :
1. How did Andre Miohxux travel?
2. Describe hi® camp in the forest. Why couldn't he light

a fire? '• • "• ' •. " '
3. How was he received at the home of the Madiseons? Was 

this the usual type of welcome which he received?
4. Describe his reception at the home of George Glees.

• i n

Thwaites - Early Western Travels, vol. 5. p. 66-38
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Hospitality of the First Settle rs - James R, Greeoy.
"When I first reached what was called the "new purchase," 

in Mississippi —  a very large tract of the best cotton land 
in the State —  the settlers were "few and far between," and 
generally poor squatters. The harmless and inoffensive 
Choctaws were still there; end living, to travelers in those 
regions, was rude indeed, log cabins afforded almost the 
only shelter; and, perhaps, in a whole day's ride through 
an open wilderness, you would not Poet with more than two 
of these. The most miserable apologies for beds sufficed 
for the hardy pioneers, end the worst and simplest furniture 
was only to be seen. Seldom was a decent or educated female 
to be found; and the negro women were generally ignorant of 
house-work, for the first taken into that country were only 
accustomed to field labors, To one fresh from the comforts 
and luxuries of life in the Atlantic States, the change 
and contrast were awful.

But few, indeed, of the early settlers gave a thought 
to ga*dons or vegetables, and their food was coarse corn- 
meal bread, rusty pork, with wild game ooeaionally, and some- 
timewhat was, most slanderously, called coffee, without milk 
orcream, and often without sugar* In my yourneys, if, 
perchance, towards nightfall, I espied a cabin* with a vine, 
shrub, or flower cultivated about It, I knew a female was 
there, and my heart would throb with Joy, for I knew that 
such things alweys indicated a little bettor fere than usual. 
If no such evidence presented itself, gloom would settle 
upon me, and I would struggle hard to bear the sufferings I 
knew were awaiting me#

One evening, late in autumn, (after riding many miles 
without seeing a hut or human being,) while yet in the forest, 
and darkness becoming visible. I heard the barking of a dog, 
and then the lowing of a cow. A few minutes more brought 
to ray view a cabin, for my horse pointed his ears and 
quickened his pace, as much delighted at the barking and 
lowing as myself. As I approached, I saw a woman milking 
a cow; and one calf, in a small pen, near. I knew not whether 
the woman was black or white, but I addressed her In a very 
respectful manner, and inquired for the road to some little 
ideal embryo city I had understood res in the neighborhood.
She asnwered*

"You're -in the road, now; don't you see the blazes in 
the trees?" without raising her head.
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MHow far is It?" said I.
"High upon twelve miles," she replied.
"I cannot get there to-night; I could not follow the 

blazed through the forest, after dark," I said, half- 
muslngly. "Who lives here?"

"I do," said she, "siofa livin’ as ’tis."
"You are certainly not alone?" said I.
"No," she replied, "looking up at me from her milking 

for the first time.
I saw she was, or had been, a white woman, coarsely 

clad, and browned by exposure, till she was nearly as dark 
as a Choctaw squaw.

"My dear madam," said I, "could you give me shelter to
night, and furnish me with food for my horse; I am quite 
fatigued, and my horse more so, I will pay you liberally, 
and thank you, indeed, most kindly,"

"Well, I dunno," said she; "some mighty mean people 
pass here sometimes; but we haint got much to steal; and 
you don’t look like you had so much badness in you. You 
can light and rest till Sara gets home; he went out to 
shoot some meat ’bout an hour ago, for we haint got none 
in the house, and I heard the crack of his rifle as I was 
cornin’ to the cup-pen," (oowpen,} .

I thanked her, and gladly dismounted; led my horse to 
where I saw a pole on the ground, with a primitive bucket 
to one end, near a hole in the yard, in which was a good 
supply of very bad water; helped my horse bountifully, and 
drank out of the same vessel myself, and went to the front 
door of the cabin, where I took a seat on a block of wood.
My horse followed me, and no doubt wr.s thinking as seriously 
of his fare for the coming night as I was. The weather was 
rather pleasant, a little cool; but with my saddle-blanket, 
a very large, old fashioned cloak and saddle-bags, I knew 
I could prepare a comfortable "lodging on cold ground," if 
under a shelter, for I had slept thus in a cane-brake, sheltered 
by their bushy tops, and on that score I cared but little. I 
had learned to fast for twnety-four hours without the least 
inconvenience, but my horse had not learned any such lesson; 
and he told ne, as plainly as a horse could tell me, he wanted 
his supper.

At that moment a shout was heard, and ray landlady, who 
was in the cabin, exclaimed, joyfully,



"There’s Sam, and I know he’s got neat, for he never 
hollers when he haint got none."

Sam soon made his appearance; a stout hardy, weather
beaten young men, and threw down the hind quarter of a 
fine, fat deer, carelessly wrapped up in the skin.

"There’s the idee," said he, "first-rate and a quarter 
over; that’s the way to tell it. Hllloat how de do, stranger?" 
offering me his brawny hand in the kindest manner, which I 
shook with hearty good will, requesting his permission to 
remain during the night.

"Sartin, shure," he replied; "never refuse a bite or a 
part of my cabin to a stranger, so long as he is civil. I’ll 
take care of your horse; I’ve got plenty of corn, fodder, 
and pumpkins."

I followed him, with my horse, to where a trough, rude 
and rough enough, was resting on two strong wooden forks, 
firmly driven in the ground, to one of which, with the 
halter, I secured my horse; and then, Sam taking a basket, 
we went in a small field adjoining, where, with the yet 
existing twilight, we gathered about twenty ears of Indian 
corn, perfectly dry and hard* Sam shouldered a pumpkin of 
goodly size, returned to the trough, where, after breaking 
the pumpkin into numerous pieces, they, with the.porn, were 
placed in the trough, to the great delight of my hungry horse, 
who was a Tennessean, and quite up to corn and pumpkins.
Sam disappeared while 1 was congratulating the horse on his 
bright prospects, but in a few minutes returned with three 
large bundles of corn fodder, (corn blades cured in the sun,) 
which he threw down near enough, saying —

"There, old boss, is a chance to feed for one night; 
help yourself, and go ahead, steamboat." Then, turning to 
me, said, "Come in, stranger, your boss will do."

We walked towards the cabin, and, seeing his wife, said—
"Sally, spread yourself, gal, and see wbat you can do 

towards supper; I’m hungry as a panther, and T reckon this 
stranger aint much better off."

"I’m about; allers on hand," said Sally, who had already 
a rousing fire; had cut at least four pounds of the venison 
into beautiful slices, and was on her way for water.

She soon returned, end I was delighted to see how 
carefully she washed, salted, and laid it on a clean wooden 
tray to drain. She then took from a keg about a half gallon
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of meal, sifted It, poured 'boiling water on It, threw In 
a little salt* made It up Into snail pones, wrapping each 
very carefully in the Inner shucks of corn, fresh from the 
ear, scraped away the embers from one corner of the ample 
fire-place, laid them down and cowered them over deeply, 
with hot ashes and embers. In a few minutes the lid of 
an old pine chest was decently prepared as a table —  three 
plates, three pint bowls, clean, but a little cracked, and 
good, strong knives and forks. The venison was then quickly 
and artistically broiled, on an old (but clean) gridiron that 
had seen trouble, then left near the fire to keep warm in a 
deep plate; and in a very short time the corn cakes were 
drawn from the ashes and unrolled —  done to a turn —  
the bowls were filled with milk, and all of this was ac
complished speedily, without >noise or confusion.” We 
drew our(tools as near the chest as our knees would permit, 
and the havoc commenced. The venison was fat, juicy, and . 
tender, the bread was sweet and good, and the milk above 
suspicion, ^pure as the snow on the mountain's brow."
There was a meal that Heliogabalus never dreamed oft And 
I now affirm that nc Soman epicure of them all ever enjoyed 
a luxury (at whatever expense it was procured) more acutely 
than our humble but happy trio did this rich but simple 
petite souper. I was really happy and "courageous and re
freshed for future toil," and praised Sallyts cooking 
"very extensively;" to which, malgre my temperate habits,
I did ample justice indeed. I congratulated Sam on the 
possession of such a valuable wife, and made them both 
feel quite contented with themselves. About nine o ’clock 
I walked out to see if my horse was as much pleased with 
his supper as I was with mine, and found the happy fallow 
still luxuriating on his pumpkins and corn!

The moon was up, clear and bright. The sky, the stars, 
the forest, and all of heaven’s creation then in view was 
the picture of beauty, tranquillity, and happiness.
Nothing could have looked more serene end lovely since 
Eden’s early bloom, . .

. I returned to the cabin, and heard a debating about 
my lodging# Sam and Sally had both resolved that I should 
occupy their only bed, but I firmly opposed it, and prepared 
my pallet * instenter, myself, which settled the difficulty.

I took off my boots, coat, vest and stock, and "laid 
me down to sleep." My worthy entertainers were quickly in 
bed and snoring, as none but laborers or gourmands can 
snore. In defiance of the unmusical concert, fatigue 
weighed down my eyelids, and I too, slept.

About two o ’clock, (the moon was high and brilliant,)
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a scream, such as I had never heard before, more like a 
female in the death-struggle from sudden violence than 
anything else I could imagine, yet loud, shrillj and 
strong, startled all three of us to eur feet. The fire yet 
gave some light, and in an Instant San had his rifle and 
kas wide awake. I had heard the Indian war-whoop, but I 
knew the Choctaws in that country were harmless and peaceable, 
and I inquired what noise that possibly could be,

"Why, it*8 a tarnal panther, and nothing shorter," 
said San, nafter my calf.”

And then, opening the door oautiously, he stepped out.
I followed him and found my horse, terribly alarmed, near the 
door. He had broken loose, or rather torn up the fork to 
which I had fastened him, and was trembling from his head to 
his feet. The oow oame running towards us, perfectly frantic. 
We heard'the calf bleat, and the crack of Sam's rifle was 
almost simultaneous. Without moving, he commenced reloading.
I saw the panther bound over the fence into the road, halt, 
and look back, and before I thought Sam was ready, the 
dreadful beast had the second bell, He sprang at least his 
length from tho ground and fell, Sam did not move, but 
again b@g8nito load his good rifle, I stepped towards the 
fence, thinking the panther was dead. San shouted out 
"Stop,” and came towards me,'ramming down the bullet. We 
then walked quite near the fence, which was low and open too, 
and Sam gave him the .third charge, watched him keenly, and 
loaded up again, and then went to the fence. The panther 
was lying on his aide, but struggling a little; he was then 
within then or fifteen feet of us, his head nearest, into 
which Sea lodged the fourth ball, and his reoe was runl We 
found the calf alive, but seriously injured, and returned to 
the house after partially composing the horse and cow.
Sally had made up a fine fi re — but there was no more sleep 
for us that night.

After daylight we went to look at the disturber of our 
slumbers, and found him dead enough. He measured within a 
few inches of nine feet from his nose to the end of his tail, 
and was fat enough for the butcher’s stall. The flesh is 
often eaten by hunters, and is said to resemble mutton.” 15
Questions:
1, What kind of houses did these pioneers live in?

13 : ,
Creecy - Scenes in the South , p. 83*95,
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Z, What kind of reception did the traveller receive?
3. Describe the evening meal which was served to the

traveller, •
4. What woke the sleepers in the night? How was the 

panther killed? How large was the panther?

A Man Child is B o m  - Edgar Lee Masters;
Abraham Lincoln was born in Kentucky in 1809. At 

this time Kentucky was still the frontier, and Lincoln grew 
up in a pioneer home. This poem tells us about the home in 
which he was bom.

"The wind blows through the chinks—  it*3 snowing too, 
Tom piles the logs on, but that door is loose.
An earthen floor is always cold. You're warm.
Ifm glad I brought a kiverlid along,
An extra one comes handy at this time.
You are all right —  you had an easy time,
Considering this baby, big and long.
He's very long, will be a tall man, too,
A hunter and a chopper, Indian fighter,
Lord, who knows what, a big man in the country,
A preacher, congressman or senator,
A president —  who knows? God blesses you 
To give you such a son. He nurses well.
Don't let him have too much at first. You see 
That single window gives too little light 
To show you what he's like.. He looks a little 
Like Nancy Shipley Hanks, your mother, perhaps 
A little like your aunt, old Mary Lincoln.
Since you and Tom are cousins, it may be 
This boy will be a mixture, but if folks 
Resemble animals, the traits of you 
Will he made stronger in this child, because 
You two are cousins.

You will be up to see
What he looks like, In just a week or so.
Perhaps when next the flames mount in the fire-place 
The light will show you. Have you named him yet —
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Tom llk@a the name of Abraham •• well, that * s good 
You’ve ohosen thatI

I thought I heard a step -
Who do you think is coming? Dennis Hanks!
He’s come to see his cousin Abraham.
Good mornIn’, Dennis! oome into the fire —
Itll let you see your cousin Abraham —
A big, long baby —  quick! and shut the door,
The room la none too warm, the wind is blowing —  
Tom’s gone for logs again! Here, I’ll raise up 
The kiverlid and let you see —  look here!
You think he’s homely! Pretty is, you know.
As pretty does —  but see how big and long!
In fifteen years he’ll make you up and come 
To beat him wrestling, I will bet a coon’s skin. 
Now you may kiss him; in a little, bit 
I’ll let you hold him by the fire. The pot 
Is on for dinner, we are having squirrel 
And hominy for dinner •• you can stay.
Now clear out, Dennis —  I must do some things —  
Open the door for Tom, he’s coming there •
With logs to men the fire!” 14

questions: •
1. From this poem describe the house in which Lincoln 

was born.
2. How does the neighbor woman describe the baby?
3. What does &he predict for the baby’s future? Does 

this prediction come true?

Masters - The Open Sea, p. 49-51.
14



64-

Our Southern Highlanders - Horace Kepbart.
These two selections - MA Bear Hunt" and "Home Folks 

and neighbor People" - are taken from "Our Southern 
Highlanders" by Horace Kephart* Mr. Kephart spent several 
years in the South, and his book is full of interesting 
stories of the way these people live. They are still 
pioneers. These two selections give pictures of their home 
life, and their hunting. Hunting is both a sport with them, 
and a means of livlihood.

A Bear Hunt.
"We spent the evening in debate as to where the next 

drive should be made. Some favored moving six miles east
ward, to the old mining shack at Siler’s Keadow, and trying 
the head-waters of Forney’s Creek, around Hip Shin Thicket 
and the Ounstick Laurel, driving towards Cllngman Dome and 
over into the bleak gulf, southwest of the Sugarland 
fountains, that I had named Godforsaken —  a title that stuck. 
We knew there were bears in that region, though it was a 
desperately rotigh country to hunt in.

But John and the hunchback had found "sign" in the 
opposite direction. Bears were crossing from Little River 
in the neighborhood of Thunderhead and Briar Snob, coming 
up just west of the Devil’s Court House and "using" around 
Block House, woolly Midge, Bear Pen, and thereabouts. The 
motion carried, and we adjourned to bed.

Yie breakfasted on bear Meat, the remains of our 
Thanksgiving turkey, and wheat bread shortened with bear’s 
grease until it was light as a feather; and I made tea.
It was the first time that Little John ever saw "store tea." 
He swallowed some of it as if it had been boneset, under 
the impression that it was some sort of "yerb" that would 
be good for his insides. Without praising its flavor, he 
asked what it had cost, and, when I tdld him "a dollar a 
pound," recokoned that it was "rich man’s medicine"; said 
he preferred dittany or sassafras or goldenrod, "Doc"
Jones opined that it "looked yaller," and he even affirmed 
that it "tasted yaller."



"Waal, people," exolamed Matt, "I 'low I've done growed 
a bit, atter that mess o' moat. Le's be movin’

It was a hard pull for me, climbing up the rooky 
approach to Briar Khob, This was my first trip to the main . 
divide, and my heart was not yet used to mountain climbing.

The boys were anxious for me to get a shot. I was 
paying them nothing; it was share-and-share alike; but 
their neighborly kindness moved them to do their best for 
the outlander. •

So they put me on what was probably the best stand for the 
day. It was above the Firescaid, a brule or burnt-over space 
on the steep southern side .of the ridge between Briar Knob 
and Laurel Top, overlooking the grisly slope of Killpeter.
Here I could both see and hear an uncommonly long distance, 
and if the bear went either east or west I would have timely 
warning./: ' ; . 7 ■ ' . ; ‘ . .

This Fire-scald, by the way, is a famous place for 
wildcats. Once in a blue moon a lynx is killed in the highest 
zone of the Smokies, up among the balsas and spruces, where 
both the flora and fauna, as well as the climate, resemble 
those of the Canadian woods. Out native hunters never heard 
the word lynx, but call the animal a "catamount." Wolves 
and panthers used to be common here, but it is a long time 
since either has been killed in this r#gin% albeit im
pressionable people see wolf tracks or hear a "pant♦er" 
scream every now and then.

I had shivered on the mountain top for a couple of hours, 
hearing only an occasional yelp from the dogs, which had 
been working In the thickets a mile or so below me, when 
suddenly there burst forth the devil of a racket.

On came the chase, right In my direction. Presently I 
could distinguish the different notes: the deep bellow of 
old Dred, the houndlike baying of Rock and Coaly, and little 
Towse's feisty yelp. ^

I thought that the bear might chance the comparatively 
open space of the Fire-scald, because there were still some 
ashes on the ground that would dust the dogs' nostrils and 
throw them off the scent. And such, I believe, was his 
intention. But the dogs caught up with him. They hipped 
him fore and aft. Time after time ho shook them off; but 
they were true bear dogs, and, like Matt Hyde after the 
turkey, they knew no such words as quit. I

I took a last squint as my rifle sights, made sure



there was a cartridge la the chamber, and then felt my ears 
grow as I listened. Suddenly the chase swerved at a right 
angle and took straight up the side of Saddle-back. Either 
the bear would tree, or he would try to smash on through 
to the low rhododendron of the Devil1s Court House, where 
dogs who followed.might break their legs. I girded myself 
and ran, wiggling and wlngllng" along the main divide, and 
then came the steep pull up Briar Knob. As I was grading 
around the summit with all the lope that was left in me, I 
heard a rifle crack half a mile down Saddle-back. Old "Doe* 
was somewhere in that vicinity, I halted to listen# Creation 
what a rumpusI Then another shot. Then the warwhoop of the 
South, that we road about.

By and by, up they came, John and Cope and "Doc,” two 
at a tine, carrying the bear on a trimmed sapling. Presently 
Hyde Joined us, then came Granville, and we filed back to 
camp, where "Doc^ told his story*

"Boys, them dogs’ eyes shined like new money. Coaly fit 
agin, all right, and got his tail bit. The bear div down 
into a sink-hole with the doge a-topo*him. Boon’s I could 
shoot without hittin* a dog, T let him have it. Thought 
I’d shot him through the head, but ho fit on. Then I jumped 
down into the sink and kicked him loose from the dogs, or 
he’d a-killed Coaly. Waal, sir, he wa’n ’t hurt a bit —  the 
ball jest glanced off his head. He riz an’ knocked me down 
with his left paw, an-’ ’walked right over me, an’ lit up the 
ridge. The dogs treed him in a minute. I went to shoot up 
at him, but my new hulls (cartridges) fit loose in this old 
chamber and this one drap.(dropped) out, so the gun stuck.
Had to git my knife out and fix hit. Then the dad-burned 
gun wouldn’t stand roostered (cocked); the feather-spring 
had jumped out o’ place. But I held back with my thumb, 
and killed him anyhow.

’’Fellers," he added feelingly, "I wish t’ my legs 
growed hind-side-fust•"

"What fer?"
"So ’s I wouldn’t bark my shins!"
"Bears," remarked lohn, "is all left-handed. Ever note 

that? Hit’s the left paw you wanter look out fer. He’d 
a-knooked somethin’ out o ’ yer head if there’d been much in 
it, Doo." :

Funny thing, but hit’s true," declared Bill, "that a 
bear allera dies flat on his hook, onless he’s trapped."

"So do men," said "Doc" grimly; "men who’ve; been shot 
in battle. You go along a battlefield, right atter the



action, and you’ll find most o* the dead faces platin’ 
to tho sky,”

"Bears is almost human, anyhow, A skinned bear looks 
like a great big-bodied man Tilth long arms and stumpy legs#"

■ I did not relish this turn of the conversation, for we 
had two bears to skin immediately. The one‘. that had been 
hung up over night was frozen solid, so I photographed her 
standing on her legs, as in life. When it came to skinning 
this beast the job was a mean one; a fellow had to drop out 
now and then to warm his fingers. .

The mountaineers have ah odd way of sharing the spoils 
pf the chase. They call it "stoking the meat," a use of the 
word stoke that I have never heard elsewhere. The hide is 
sold, and the proceeds divided equally among the hunters, 
but the meat is cut up Into as many pieces as there are 
partners in tho chase; then one men goes indoors or behind 
a tree, and somebody at the carcass, laying his hand on a 
portion, calls out: "Whose pieco is this?"

"Granville Calhoun’s cries the hidden man, who cannot
see it. : - - " . . : -

"Whose la this?"
"Bill Cope’s."
And so on down the line. Everybody gets what chance 

determines for him, and there can be no charges of unfairness." 15

Questions:
1. Describe the cabin in w ich the hunters spent the night?
2. What did the hunters have for breakfast?
3. Describe the station of the teller.of the story. Why 

was be given this stand? Was it a good one?
4# Put in your own words "Doe’s" account of how he killed 

the bear.
5. Bow did the hunters divide the spoils of the hunt? Does 

it seem to you to be a fair method?
15 : ”  :

Kephart - Our Southern Highlanders, p# 97-103,
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Horn® Folks and neighbor People.
"Despite the low standard of living that prevails In 

the backwoods, the average mountain heme Is a happy one, as 
homes go. There Is little worry and less fret. Nobody’s 
nerves are on edge. Our highlander views all exigencies 
of life with the calm fortitude and tolerant good-humor of 
Bret Harte’s southwesterner, "to whom cyclones, famine, 
drought, floods, pestilence and savages were things to be 
accepted, and whom disaster, if it did not stimulate, 
certainly did not appall."

It is a patriarchal existence. The man of the house 
is lord. He takes:no orders from anybody at home or abroad. 
Whether he shall work or visit or roam the woods with dog and 
gun is nobody’s affair but his own. About family matters 
he consults with his wife, but in the end him word Is law.
If madams be a bit shrewish he is likely to tolerate it 
as natural to the weaker vessel; but if she should go too 
for he checks her with a curt "Shot upI" and the incident 
is closed.

"The woman," as every wife is called, has her kingdom 
within the house, and her man seldom meddles with its 
administration. Now and then he nay grumble "A woman’s 
allera findin’ somethin’ to do that a man can’t see no 
sense in;" but, then, the Lord made women fussy over 
trifles —  His ways are inscrutable —  so why bother about 
it? . . •

The mountain farmer’s wife is not only a household 
drudge, but a field-hand as well. She helps to plant , 
hoes corn, gathers fodder, sometimes even plows or splits 
rails. It is the commonest of sights for a woman to be 
awkwardly hacking up firewood with a dull axe. When her man 
leaves home on a journey he is not likely to have laid in 
wood for the stove or hearth: so she and the children must 
drage from the hillsides whatever dead timber they can find.

Outside the towns no hat is lifted to maid or wife.
A swain would consider it belittled his dignity. At table, 
if women be seated at all, the dishes are passed first to 
the men; but generally the wife stands by and serves. There 
is no conscious discourtesy In such customs; but they 
betoken an Indifference to woman’s weakness, a disregard for 
her finer nature, a denial of her proper rank, that ere
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real and deep-seated in the mountaineer. To him she is little 
more than a sort of superior domestic animal. The ohivalrio 
regard for women that characterized our pioneer* of the Far 
West is altogether lacking in the habits of the backwoodsman 
of Appalachia,

And yet it is seldom that a highland women complains 
of her lot. She knows no other. From aboriginal times the 
men of her race have been warriors, hunters, herdsmen, olearers 
of forests, and their women have toiled in the fields. Indeed 
she would scarce respect her husband if he did not lord it 
over her end oast upon her the menial tasks. It is "manners" 
for a woman to drudge and obey. All respectable wives do 
that. And they stay at home where they belong, never visiting 
or going anywhere without first asking their husband1a 
consent.

I am satisfied that there is less bickering in mountain 
households than in the most advanced society of Christendom. 
Certainly there are fewer divorces In proportion to the 
marriages. This is not by grace of any uncommon regard 
for the seventh commandment, but rather from a more tolerant 
attitude of mind.

Mountain women marry early, many of them at fourteen 
or fifteen, and nearly all before they are twenty. Large 
families are the rule, seven to ten children being con
sidered normal, and fifteen is not an uncommon number; but 
the infant mortality is high.

The children have few toys other than rag dolls, broken 
bits of crockery for "play-purties’,’ and such "ridey-hosses" 
and so forth as they make for themselves. They play few 
games, but rather frisk about like young oolts without aim 
or method. Every mountain child has at least one dog for 
a playfellow, and sometime a pet pig is equally familiar.
In many districts there is not enough level land for a 
ballground. A prime amusement of the small boys is 
"rooking" ^throwing stones at marks or at each other), in 
which rather doubtful pastime they become singularly 
expert." 16
Questions:
1. Are mountain homes usually happy ones?
8. What kinds of work do the women of the family do?
3. What is the attitude of the men toward the women?
T5 ■ : ' '

Kephart - Our Southern Highlanders, p. 856-259.
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4. Do the mountain people marry young?
5. What kind of gamea do the children play?

Supplementary Heading List - Development of the Old 
Southwest.

Altsheler - The Wilderness Road
Bruce Daniel Boone and the Wilderness Hoad
ureeoy Scenes in the South
Cheyney Scott Burton in the Blue nidge
Everson Early Days in Ohio
Ellis The Life and Times of Daniel Boone:
Fox • The Little Shepherd of Kingdom Come 

The Trail of the Lonesome Pine
Gregor Jim Mason Stories:

Jim Mason, Backwoodsman 
Jim Mason, Scout 
Captain Jim Mason

Johnson The Varmint
Kent The Wilderness
Kephart Our Southern Highlanders
tioosevelt The Winning of the West (vol. 1,2)
Skinner Pioneers of the Old Southwest
Thwaites Daniel Boone
Tomlinson Scouting with Daniel Boone 

Scouting in tho Wilderness 
Scouting in the Old Frontier

Whitaker The Settler



White Daniel Boone, Wilderness Scout
The Mountains
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The Development of the Middle West

At the olose of the Revolutionary War, the problem of 
the settlement of the region west of the Allegheny mountains 
was undertaken. Boone's Wilderness Road had already been 
opened, and hardy and adventurous fur-traders and trappers 
had blazed the way for the permanent settlement of the 
South. A few sturdy backwoodsmen were holding the right 
of possession to the Ohio valley. Many people thought, 
however, that the desert plains and the high mountains which 
separated the east from the west made it impossible that 
the entire territory from the Atlantic to the Pacific should 
ever be united into one nation with similar interests and aims 

The danger from the Indiana had been very great, but in 
1794 the limits of the Indian territory were definitely 
settled, and the land which we now know as the middle west, 
but which wns then on lied the north west, was opened to 
settlers. The land was sold at two dollars an acre by the 
government, and this oould be paid over a period of four 
years. This region was devided into five states - Michigan, 
Wisconsin, Ohio, Illinois and Indiana and territorial 
governments were established. There was an immediate rush 
of immigration with the opening of the territory. The
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settlers came not only from the eastern part of the United 
States, but many foreign emigrants came as well, and all 
were merged into a people more truly American than even the 
deoendente of the first colonists. These people left 
tradition behind them, 'end developed their own customs and 
laws. They were not bound, as the New England Colonists 
had been, by an older civilization. They were starting a 
new life in a new place, and they developed to meet the 
needs of this life.

When we think of the westward march of the American 
settlers, we think of long lines of covered wagons pulled 
by ox-teams, with men and boys on horse-beck or on foot 
beside the wagons. This, however, is not a true picture 
of the way in which these earliest immigrants travelled.
Up to 1840 there were few wagon trains to be seen. Many 
of these families travelled on foot with all their possessions 
packed in bend-carts. Sometimes they drove pack-horses, but 
only rarely were teams and wagons seen. The government soon 
saw the necessity of building roads, so that the products 
of this new country could be shipped to the eastern markets. 
When this was done, the development proceeded even more 
rapidly than before. Now the settler oould not only earn 
a living for himself and his family, but he had a market 
for his products. This was an incentive for him to work 
his land to the best advantage. The Mississippi and the



Ohio rivers were early established as tax-free waterways, 
and this too stimulated trade and industry.

The life of these pioneers resembled in many respects 
that of the earlier settlers in America• They were faced 
with the problem of conquering a wilderness as the first 
colonists had been. In some ways, however, they did not 
have so many difficulties# The danger from the Indians 
was not so great here. Neither did these people have to : 
struggle so hard to make a living as the Puritans had had to 
do. The soil was fertile, and almost limitless in extent.
The settlers lived on farms which were more or less isolated,
rather than in towns or villages* They did not need to live

' Y ■ : ■close togethQr^oxvproteotion, and farming and stock raising
• . ■ ■ - '

were the principal occupations. Their homes were built of
logs, where there were forests, but on the plains where 
wood was scarce, they built sod houses until better building 
materials could be brought In. The life was hard, as ell 
pioneer life is, but they developed the groat farming regions 
of the United States. This was a period of internal 
development, when the new nation was. becoming a unit, distinct 
from European influences, and the work of these pioneers had 
much to do with the formation of a truly American spirit.
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Making a Home in the Wllderneaa - Anna Howard Shaw
When the author of this story was twelve years old,

she and her mother and brothers and sisters moved to
Michigan. Her father had taken up some land there and
built a cabin on it. He sent his family out alone, end
joined them eighteen months later. This selection tells
how they made a home in the wilderness.

"We faced our situation with clear and unalarmed 
eyes the morning after our arrival. The problem of food, 
we knew, was at least temporarily solved. We had brought 
with us enough coffee, pork, and flour to last for several 
weeks; and the one necessity father had put inside the 
cabin walls was,a great fireplace, mode of mud and stones, 
in which our food could be cooked. The problem of our 
water-supply that which we caught in troughs when the rain 
fell. .; - '

We held a family council after breakfast, and in this, 
though'! was only twelve, I took an eager and determined 
part. I loved work —  it has always been my favorite form 
ofc recreation —  end ay spirit rose to the opportunities of 
it which smiled on us from every side. Obviously the first 
thing to do was to put doors and windows into the yawning 
holes father had 16ft for them, and to lay a board flooring 
over the earth inside our cabin walls, and these duties we 
accomplished before we lad occupied our new home a fortnight. 
There was a small saw-mill nine miles from our cabin, on the 
spot that is now Big Hapids, and there we bought our lumber. 
The labor we supplied ourselves, and though we put our hearts 
into it and the results at the time seemed beautiful to our 
partial eyes, I am forced to admit, in looking back upon 
them, that they halted this side of perfection. We began 
by making three windows and two doors; then, inspired by 
these achievements, we ambitiously constructed an attic and 
divided the ground floor with partitions, which gave us four 
rooms.

The general effect was temperamental and sketchy. The 
boards which formed the floor were never even nailed down; 
they were fine, wide planks without a knot in them, end
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they looked so well that we merely fitted them together as 
closely as we could and llghtheartedly let them go at that. 
Neither did we properly chink the house. Nothing is more 
comfortable than a log cabin which has been carefully built 
and finished; but for some reason —  probably because there 
seemed always a more urgent duty calling to us around the 
corner —  we never plastered our house at all. The result 
was that on many future winter mornings we awoke to find our
selves chastely blanketed by snow,while the only worm spot 
in our living-room was that directly in front of the fire
place, where great logs burned all day. Even there our 
faces scorched while our spines slowly congealed* until 
we learned to revolve before the fire like a bird upon a 
spit. No doubt we would have worked more thoroughly if 
my brother James, who was twenty years old and our tower of 
strength, had remained with us; but when we had been in our 
new home only a few months he fell 111 and was forced to 
go East for an operation. He was never able to return to us, 
and thus my mother, we three young girls, and my youngest 
brother —  Harry, who was only eight years old—  made our 
fight alone until father came to us, more than a year later.

Mother was practically an invalid* She had a nervous 
affection which made it impossible for her to stand without 
the support of a chair, But she sewed with unusual skill, 
and it was due to her that our clothes, notwithstanding the 
strain to which we subjected them; were always in good 
condition. She sewed for hours every day, and she was able 
to move about the house, after a fashion, by pushing her
self around on a stool which Jetmes made for her as soon as 
we arrived. He also built for her a more comfortable chair 
with a high back.

The division of labor planned at the first council was 
that mother should do our sewing, and my older sisterg,
Eleanor and-Mary, the housework, which was far from taxing, 
for of course we lived in the simplest manner. My brothers 
and I were to do the work out of doors, an arrangement that 
suited me very well, though at first, owing to our lack of 
experience, our activities were somewhat curtailed. It 
was too late in the season for plowing or planting, even if 
we had possessed anything with which to plow, and, moreover, 
our so-called "cleared" land was thick with etrudy tree-stumps., 
Even during the second summer plowing was impossible; we could 
only plant potatoes and corn, and follow the most primitive 
method 4n doing even this. We took an ax, chopped up the 
sod, put the seed under it, and let the seed grow. The seed 
did grow, too —  in the most gratifying and encouraging 
manner. Our green corn and potatoes were the best I have 
ever eaten.. But for the present we lacked these luxuries.

We had, however, in their place, large quantities of



wild fruit —  gooseberries, raspberries, and plume •• 
which Harry and I gathered on the banks of our creek. Harry 
also became an expert fisherman. We had no hooks or lines, 
but he took wires from our hoop-skirts and made snares at 
the ends of poles. My part of this work was to stand on a 
log and-frighten the fish out of their holes by making 
horrible sounds, which I did with impassioned earnestness.
When the fish hurried to the surface of the water to 
investigate-the appalling noises they had heard, they were 
easily snared by our small boy, who was very proud of his 
ability to contribute 4n this way to the family table.

During our first winter we lived largely on oornmeal, 
making a little journey of twenty miles to the nearest mill 
to buy it; but even at that we were better off than our 
neighbors, for I remember one family in our region who for 
an entire winter lived solely on coarse-grained yellow turnips, 
gratefully changing their diet to leeks when these came in 
the spring.

Such furniture as we had we made ourselves. In addition 
to my mother*s two chairs and the bunks which took the place 
of beds, James made a settle for the living-room, as well as 
a table and several stools. At first we had our tree-cutting 
done for us, but we soon became expert in this art, and I 
developed such skill.that in later years, after father came,
I used to stand with him and "heart" a log.

On every side, and at every hour of the day, we came 
up against the relentless limitations of pioneer life.
There was not a team of horses in our entire region. The team 
with which my brother had driven us through the wilderness had 
been hired at Grand Rapids for that occasion, and, of course, 
immediately returned. Our lumber was delivered by ox-teams, 
and the absolutely essential purchases we made "outside" (at 
the nearest shops, forty miles away) were carried through the 
forest on the backs of men. Our mail was delivered once a 
month by a carrier who made the yeurney in alternate stages 
of horseback riding and canoeing. But we had health, youth, 
enthusiasm, good appetites, and the wherewithal to satisfy 
them, and at night in our primitive bunks wo sank into 
abysses of dreamless slumber such as I have never known since. 
Indeed, looking back upon them, those first months seem -to 
have been a long-drawn-out and glorious picnic, interrupted 
only by occasional hours of pain or panic, when we were hurt 
or frightened.

Naturally, our two greatest menaces were wild animals 
and Indians, but as the days passed the first of these lost 
the early terrors with which we had associated them. We 
grew indifferent to the sounds that had made our first night



a horror to us all --there was even a certain homeliness 
in them —  while we regarded with accustomed, almost blase . ~ 
eyes the various furred creatures of which we caught distant 
glimpses as they slunk through the forest. Their experience 
with other settlers had taught them caution; it soon became 
clear that they were as eager to avoid us as we were to shun 
them, and by common consent we gave each other ample elbow- 
room. But the Indians wore all around us, and every settler 
had a collection of hair-raising talas to tell of them. It was 
generally agreed that they wore dangerous only when they 
were drunk; but aa they were drunk whenever they could get 
whisky, end as whieky was constantly given then in exchange 
for pelts and game, there was a harrowing doubt in our minds 
whenever they approached us.

In my first encounter with them I was alone in the woods 
at sunset with my small brother Harry. We were hunting a cow 
James had bought, and our young eyes were peering eagerly ' 
"among the trees, on the alert for any moving object.
Suddenly, at a little distance, and coming directly toward 
us, we saw a party of Indians. There were five of them, all 
men, walking in single file, as noiselessly as ghosts, their 
mocoasined feet causing not even a rustle among the dry 
leaves that carpeted the woods. All the horrible stories we 
had heard of Indian cruelty flashed into our minds, and for 
a moment we were dumb with terror. Then I remembered having 
been told that the one thing one must not do before them 
is to show fear. Harry was carrying a rope with which we 
had expected to lead home our reluctant cow, and I seized 
one end of it and whispered to him that we would "play horse,M 
pretending he was driving me. We pranced toward the Indiana 
on feet that felt like lead, and with eyes so glazed by 
terror that we could see nothing save a line of moving figures; 
but as we passed them they did not give to our little im
personation of care-free children even the tribute of a side- 
glance, They were, we realized, headed straight for our home; 
and after a few moments we doubled on our tracks and, 
keeping at a safe distance from them among the trees, ran 
back to warn our mother that they ware coming.

As it happened, James was away, and mother had to meet 
her unwelcome guests supported only by her young children.
She at once prepared a meal, however, and when they arrived 
she welcomed them calmly and gave them the best she had.
After they had eaten they began to point at and demand ob
jects they fancied in the room —  my brother's pipe, some 
tobacco, a bowl, and such trifles —  and ray mother, who 
was afraid to annoy them by refusal, gave them what they 
asked . They were quite sober, and though they left without 
expressing any appreciation of her hospitality, they made 
her a second visit a few months later, bringing a large 
quantity of venison and a bag of cranberries as a graceful
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returns.’1 17 
Questions:
1. Row did the family get their water at first?
2. Describe the dabIn as they found it, and the Improvements 

which they made. Describe the furniture#
3. How did the family devide the work?
4. Describe the encounter with the Indians# How did the 

Indians return the hospitality of the pioneers?

Shaw —  The Story of a Pioneer, Chapter II. p. 28-36.17



Christmas on tho Plains - Bess Streeter Aldrich
This selection tells the story of how one pioneer 

mother managed to have a real Christmas celebration for 
her family, even though they were poor and everything had 
to be made at home. The arrival of a barrel of clothes 
and toys from relatives in the east acts as on incentive 
to Abbie - the mother - to make plans for Christmas.

"Yes, the coming of the barrel seemed to put something 
back into Abbie which had been gone temporarily, —  laughter 
and hope, courage and faith. She began planning right away 
for Christmas. Hack was nearly eight, Hargaret six and 
little Jo$m two. They were going to have the finest 
Christmas they had ever known. To Abbie1s pleasure. Will 
entered into the preparations, too. He was as glad to see 
Abbie come to life as she was to see him throw off a little 
of his morosenesa.

She told Ous and Christine Kelnmueller their plans.
"Achl" Christine snorted. "So? Cans' narrioh ... 

voolish." '
"A hell of a Christmas we*11 have," was cub’s equally 

enthusiastic response.
But Abbie found sympathy in Sarah Lutz, Sarah, with 

her little black beady eyes and her cheerful, energetic way..
"You know, Sarah, I think every mother owes it to her 

children to give them happy times at Christmas. They'll 
remember them all their lives, I even think it will make 
better men and women of them."

"I think so, too, Abbie. We're going to have a cedar 
tree hauled up from the ^latte. Henry can get you one, too."

All day long Abbie worked at the tasks that demanded 
attention, washing, Ironing, patching, mending, baking, 
ohurhing, oaring for the chickens, —  all with meager 
equipment or no equipment at all* Two wooden tubs, three 
heavy, clumsy flat-irons, a churn with wooden dasher,
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scissor®, needles and thread, and a baking board with a 
few heavy dishes and utensils# But from them, clean clothes, 
sweet butter, neatly made-over suits and dresses and food 
that was palatable. The tapering t'eokenzie fingers were 
calloused and'burned and pricked. As tired as all these 
tasks left her, she would got the children to bed early 
and then bring out the Christmas things, end begin working 
on them.

She got out the precious paints ?'rs# Whitman had 
given her and worked on a picture for Will when he was away. 
It was a scene of the prairie with a clump of cottonwoods 
in the foreground. She tried to got the afterglow of the 
sunset but even though she worked faithfully, she could 
not get it. "If I only had some one to help a little," she 
would say. "Some day I want to take some painting lessons 
again. If I could just make a picture as I want to, —  
it would satisfy something in me."

From the barn she got clean husks end made a family 
of dolls for Margaret, She made She bodies, beads end 
limbs from the husks and braided the corn-silk for hair.
A man, a lady and a baby, she made, and dressed then in 
corn-husk clothes. Will built a small bedstead for them.
Out of one of the coats In the barrel she made rack a new 
suit and concocted a bonnet for Margaret out of the old 
one Hegine had sent, trimming it with a little wisp of the 
pink tips. With her points, she marked off a checkerboard 
for Mack, end Will whittled checkers from the circumference 
of some;small cottonwood branches. She cut a pattern and 
made a calico dog for little John, stuffing it with corn- 
husks, and covering it with knotted enda of carpet rags to 
give it.a woolly appearance. She ironed out brown wrapping 
paper, tied the pieces with yarn end drew waggish-looking 
cows and horses on it for him, too.

Margaret laboriously hemmed a handkerchief for her 
father and Mack made him a box for his newspapers. There 
was a State Journal now, end as scarce os money was, Will 
had subscribed. "We can't drop out of touch with other 
parts of the country," he had said. "And wo must know what 
the rest of the settlrs are doing."

The children could talk of nothing but the approach of 
the wonderful day. The word "he" had only one meaning in 
their vocabulary, —  a portly gentleman with a white beard 
and a sack on his back.

"Are you sure he 'll come this year, Mother? Relnle
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Heinmueller said he wouldn’t. He said his mother said so."
"Of course he’ll come," Abbie assured the three.

"Because Father and I are making things, too, to help him 
when he comes."

With Scotoh-Irish cleverness, she could think of a 
dozen things to do with her meager supplies to add to the 
festivities. She ran tallow in tiny molds for the candles,
She made a little baton of molasses candy and baked cookies 
in star and diamond shapes. She boiled eggs and painted  ̂
faces on them and made little calico bonnets for then.

Christine was contemptuous toward the unnecessary 
festivities,

"For dot ... ho time I haf. You learn ’em vork ... 
cows milk ’n* pigs svill ... ’n’ day for foolishness no 
tine haf." .

"Oh, don’t let us ever get like Beinmuellers," Abbie 
said. , "We’re poor. If we were any poorer we might as well 
lie down and give up. But we can fight to keep civilized ... 
can fight to keep something before us besides the work."

On the day before Christmas the show lay deep on the 
prairie and the children’s greatest anxiety was whether 
"he" would find the little house which was half buried. 
Margaret, with the characteristic ingenuity of the female 
of the species, suggested tying/a piece of bright cloth where 
"he" would notice it. And Mack, with tlfe characteristic 
daring of the less deadly of t'he same, got on top of the low 
house via a crusty snow bank /and tied one of little John’s 
red flannel shirts to the stove-pipe.

At lamp-lightning, they all hung up their stockings, even 
Will end Abbie. The children were beside themselves with 
excitment. By their parents’ stockings they put the little 
presents they had madd for them. They danced and skipped 
and sang. They uupped their eyes with their hands, pressing 
their faces to the little half-window and looking out into 
the night. The gleam of the stars was reflected in the 
snow, and the silence of the sky was the silence of the 
prairiu.

"I see the Star." /''' / '', , ' ' :  ' .;':' -
"So do I. Right up there,"
"It looks like it was over a stable."
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"Yes, sir. It looks like it was over a manger-stable,”
"Now it looks like it's stopping over us."
"Yes, sir, it looks like it's stopping right over our 

house."
Wide-eyed, they went to bed. The three faces in a row 

on the pillows, with the patchwork guilts tucked under the 
chins, were flushed with anticipation.
. "Always keep the Christmas spirit going,” Abbie told 

them. "Promise me, that when you get big and have homes 
of your own, you'll keep the Christmas spirit In your 
homes."

"We will," they promised in glib and solemn accord.
When at last they slept, Will brought in the little 

cedar tree. The morning found it trimmed with popcorn and 
tallow candles. And a marvelous flock of butterflies had 
settled upon it. Their bodies were of dried apples 
dipped in sugar and their antennae were pink end feathery, 
looking surprisingly as though they had once adorned Begins 
Deal's bonnet. Will had made end painted Abbie a corner 
what-not with four shelves, secreting it in the stable 
behind some straw bedding. And he had constructed a monstrous 
hobby-horse for the children, the body and head of cotton
wood chunks, real horse's hair for mane end tall, reins and 
a bit in the steed's cut-out mouth. The wooden horse of 
Troy never looked so huge. And then the old brass horn was 
unwrapped.

"I'm so excited," Mack said, in solemn ecstasy. "I'm 
so excited ... my legs itch.”

Historians say, "The winter of 1 seventy-four to * seventy- 
five was a time of deep depression.” But historians do not 
take little children into consideration.Deep depression?
To three children on the prairie it was a time of glamour. 
There was not much to eat in the cupboard. There wee little 
or no money in the father's flat old pocketbook. The presents 
were pitifully homely end meager. And all in a tiny house, —  
a mere shell of a house, on a new raw acreage of the wild, 
bleak prairie. How could a little rude cabin hold so much 
white magic? How could a little sod house know suoh en
chantment? And how could a little hut like that eventually 
give to the midwest so many influential men and women?
How, indeed? Unless, ... unless, perchance, the star did 
stop over the house?” 18

Aldrich - A Lantern in Her Hand, Chapter XV. p. 11B-116
18
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Questions:
1« When did Abbie find time to work on the Christmas gifts?
2. What did she make for her husband? What did she make 

for each of the children?
3. What did the children do to mtike sure that Santa Clause 

would not miss their house?
4. Row did Abbie trim the Christmas tree?
5. What did the father make for the children and for Abbie?

Going for the Doctor • Hamlin Garland 
"A Son of the Middle Border" is the story of the life 

of the author •Hamlin Garland. He was brought up on the 
plains of Iowa in the early days. This selection tells of 
a night ride for a doctor. Such incidents were common in 
a country where the people lived far apart and doctors 
were few*

"No history of this time would be complete without 
a reference to the doctor. We were vigorous and on the whole 
a healthy tribe but accidents sometime happened and "Go for 
the doctorl" was the first command when the band-cutter 
slashed the hand of the thresher or one of the children fell 
from the hay-rick.

One night as I lay buried in deep sleep close to the 
garret eaves I heard my mother call ne •- and something in 
her voice pierced me, roused ne. A polghant note of alarm was in it.

"Hamlinj" she called, "get up —  at once* You must 
go for the doctor* Your father is very sick. Hurryi"

I sprang from my bed, dizzy with sleep, yet under
standing her appeal. "I hear you, I’m coming," I celled 
down to her as I started to dress.

"Call Hattie. I need her too."
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The rain was pattering on the roof, and as T dressed 
I had a disturbing vision of the long cold ride which 
lay before me, I hoped the ease was not so bad as nother 
thought. With limbs at111 numb and weak I stumbled down 
the stairs to the sitting room where a faint light shone,
- Mother met me with white, strained face. ’’Your father 
is suffering terribly,. Go for the doctor at once."

1 could hear the sufferer groan even as I moved about 
the kitchen, putting on my coat and lighting the lantern.
It was about one o'clock of the morning, and the wind was 
cold as I picked my way through the mud to the barn. The 
thought of the long miles to town made me shiver but as 
the son of a soldier I could not falter in my duty.

In their warm stalls the horses were resting in dreamful 
doze. Dan and Dick, the big plow team,1 stood near the door.
Jule and Dolly came next. Wild Frank, a fleet but treacherous 
Morgan, stood fifth and for a moment, I considered taking him.
He wi.-e strong and and of wonderful staying powers but so savage 
and unreliable that I dared not risk and accident, I passed 
on to bay Kittle whose bright eyes seemed to inquire, "What 
is the matter?"

Flinging the blanket over her and smoothing it carefully,
I tossed the light saddle to her back and cinched it tight, 
so tight that she grunted. "I can't take any chanced of a 
spill," I explained to her, and she accepted the bit willingly. 
She was always reedy for action and fully dependable.

Blowing out my lantern I bung it on a peg, led Kit from 
her stall out into the night, and swung to the saddle. She 
made off with a spattering rush through the yard, out into 
the road. It was dark as pitch but I was fully ayake now.
Tho dash of the rain in my face had cleared ray brain but I 
trusted to the keener senses of the mare to find the road 
which showed only in the strips of water which filled the wagon 
tracks.

We made way slowly for a few minutes until my eyes ex
panded to take in the faint lines of light along the lane.
The road at last became a river of Ink running between faint 
gray banks of award, and my heart rose In confidence. I . 
took on dignity. I was a courier riding through the night 
to save a city, a messenger on whose courage and skill 
thousands of lives depended.

"Get out o' this!" I shouted to Kit, and she leaped 
away like a wolf, at a tearing gallop. •
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She knew her rider. We had herded the cattle many 
days on the prairie, and In races with the wild colts I had 
tested her speed. Snorting with vigor at every leap she 
seemed to say, "My heart Is brave, my limbs are strong.
C-ll on me."

Out of the darkness John Martin’s Carlo barked, A 
half-mile had passed. Old Marsh’s fox hound clamored next. 
Two Billed were gone. Prom here the road ran diagonally 
across the prairie, a velvet-black band on the dim sod.
The ground was firmer but there were swales full of water. 
Through these Kittle dashed with unhesitating confidence, 
the water flying from her drumming hooves. Once she went. 
to her knees and almost unseated me, but I regained my 
saddle and shouted, "Go an,.Kit.”

The fourth mile was in the mud, but the fifth brought 
us to the village turnpike and the mare was as glad of it 
as I, Her breath was labored now. She snorted no more in 
exultation and confident strength. .She began to wonder —  
to doubt, and I, who knew her ways as well as I knew those 
of a human being, realised that she was beginning to flgg. 
The mud has begun to tell on her. It hurt me to urge her 
on, but the memory of my mother’s agonized face and the 
sound of my father’s groan of pain steeled my heart,- I set 
lash to her side and so kept her to her hightest speed.

At last a gleam of light! Someone in the village was 
awake. I passed another lighted window. Then the green and 
red lamps of the drug store cheered me with the promise of 
aid, for the doctor lived next door. There too a dim ray 
shone.

Slipping from my weary horse I tied her to the rail 
and hurried up the walk toward the doctor’s bell. I re- 
embered just where the knob rested. Twice T pulled sharply, 
strongly, putting Into it some part of the anixety and 
Impatience I felt, I could hear its imperative jingle as 
it died away in the silent-house.

At last the door opened and the doctor, a big blonde 
handsome nan in a long night gown, confronted me with 
impassive face, "What is it, my boy?" he asked kindly.

As I told him he looked down at my water-soaked form 
and wild-eyed countenance with gentle patience. Then he 
peered out over my head into the dismal night. He was a 
man of resolution but he hesitated for a moment. "Your 
father is suffering sharply, is he?"

"Yes, sir. I could hear him groan, —  Please hurry."
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He,mused a moment. "He is,a soldier. He would not. 
oomplairi of a little thing —  I will come."

Turning in relief, T ran down the walk and climbed 
upon ray shivering mare. She wheeled sharply, eager to be 
off on her homeward way. Her spirit was not broken,but 
she was content to take a slower pace, vhe soemed to know 
that our errand was accomplished end that the warm shelter 
of the stall was to be her reward*

Holding her down to a slow trot, I turned often to see 
if I could detect the lights of the doctor's buggy which was 
a familiar sight on our road, I had heard that he kept one 
of his teams harnessed ready for calls like this, and I 
confidently expected him to overtake me. "It's a terrible 
night to go out, but he said he would come," I repeated as 
I rode.

At last the lights of a carriage, crazily rocking, ctme 
into'view and pulling Kit to a walk I twisted in ay saddle, 
ready to shout with admiration of the speed of his teem.
"He's driving the ’Clay-Banks,'" I called in great escitment.

The Clay-Banks were famous throughout the county as 
the doctor's swiftest and wildest team,-a span of bronchos 
whose savage spirits no journey could entirely subdue, a 
team he did not spare, a team that scorned petting and pity, 
bony, sinewy, big-headed. They never walked and had little 
care of mud or snow.

. They came rushing now with splashing feet and foaming, 
half-open jaws, the feig doctor, calm, iron-handed, masterful, 
sitting in the swaying top of his light buggy, his feel 
against the dash board, keeping his furious span in hand 
as easily as if they were a pair of Shetland ponies. The 
nigh horse w s running, the off horse pacing, and the splatter 
of their feet, the slash of the wheels and the roaring of 
their heavy breathing, made ray boyish heart leap. I could 
hardly repress a yell of delight.

As I drew aside to let him pass the doctor called out 
with mellow cheer, "Take your time, boy, take your timet"

Before I could even think of an answer, he was gone 
and I was alone with Kit and the night.

My anxiety vanished with him. I had done all that 
could humanly be done, I had fetched the doctor. Whatever 
happened I was guiltless. 1 knew also that in a few minutes 
a sweet relief would come to my tortured mother, and with 
full faith and loving confidence In the man of science, I



Jogged along homeward, wet to the bone but t r i u m p h a n t 19

questions: .
1. Who was .111 at the home of the author?
2. Describe the rid®. How far was It? What kind of a night

-wae.lt? : ; , ■ ; ,
3. Did the doctor seem willing to go out to the farm?
4* Describe the doctor's team and his driving,

Tu : : w
Garland - A Son of the Middle Border, Chapter XII, p. 139-143



Learning to be a Mississippi,River Pilot - Mark Twain,
Mark Twain wrs a pilot on the Mississippi rlrer when 

he was a young man, and In *Life on the Mississippi” he 
tells about his adventures, From this selection we see 
how much there was to be learned before a man could 
become a full-fledged pilot. Mr, Bixby has left Mark Twain 
to pilot the boat alone for the first time,

"During the afternoon watch the next day, Mr, Bixby 
asked me if I knew how to run the next few miles. T said:

”Go inside the first snag above the point, out-side the ' 
next,one, start out from the lower end of Riggins's wood- 
yard, make a square crossing, and ” ' '

"That's all right. I'll be back before you close up 
on the next point,”

But he wasn't. He,was still below when I rounded it 
e.td inveren upon a piece of river which I had some misgivings 
about, I did not know that he was hiding behind a chimney 
to see how I would perform, I went gayly along, getting 
prouder and prouder, for he had never left the boat in my 
sole charge such a length of time before, I even got to 
"setting” her and letting the wheel go entirely, while I 
vaingloriously turned my back and inspected the stern marks 
and hummed a tune, a sort of easy indifference which I had 
prodigiously admired in Bixby and other great pilots. Once 
I inspected rather long, and when I faced to the front again 
my heart flew into my mouth so suddenly that if I hadn't 
clapped ray teeth together T should have lost it. One of 
those frightful bluff reefs was stretching its deadly length 
right across our bows! My head was gone in a moment; I did 
not know which end T stood on; I gasped and could not get 
ray breath; I spun the wheel down with such rapidity that it 
wove itself together like a spider's web; the*boat answered 
and turned square away from the reef, but the reef followed 
her! I fled, but still it followed, still it kept —  right 
across my bows! T never looked to see where I was going,
I only fled. The awful crash was imminent. Why didn't that
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villain come? If I committed the crime of ringing a bell 
I might get thrown overboard. But better that than kill 
the boat. So In blind desperation I started such a 
rattling "ahlvnree" down below as never had astounded an 
engineer in this world before, I fancy. Amidst the frenzy 
of the bells the engines began to back and fill in a 
furious way, and my reason forsook its throne —  we were about 
to crash into the woods on the other side of the river. Just 
then Mr. Blxby stepped calmly into view on the hurricane deck. 
My soul went out to him in gratitude. My distress vanished;
I would have felt safe on the brink of Niagara with Mr. Blxby 
on the hurricane deck.. He blandily and sweetly took his 
toothpick out of his mouth between his fingers, as if it were 
a cigar, —  we were just in the act of climbing an over
hanging big tree, and the passengers were scudding astern 
like rats, —  and lifted up these commands to me ever so 
gently:

"Stop the starboard* Stop the larboard! Set her back 
on both!”

The boat hesitated, halted, pressed her nose among the 
boughs a critical instant, then reluctantly began to back away.

"Stop the larboard! Come ahead on it! Stop the star
board! Come ahead on it! Point her for the bar!"

I sailed away as serenely as a summer's morning. Mr. 
Blxby oame in and said, with mock simplicity:

"When you have a hall, my boy, you ought to tap the 
big bell three times before you land, so that the engineers 
can get ready."

I blushed under the sarcasm, and said I hadn't had any hail. ■■ v . ' . , ,
"Ah! Then it was for wood, I suppose. The officer 

of the watch will tell you when he wcnts to wood up."
I went on consuming, and said I wasn't after wood,
^Indeed? Why, what could you want over here in the 

bend, then? Did you ever know of a boat following a bend 
upstream at this stage of the river?"

"Ho, sir —  and I wasn't trying to follow it. I was 
getting away from a bluff reef."

"No, it wasn't a bluff reef; there Isn't one within three miles of where you were."
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"But I saw it. It T?as as bluff as that one yonder."
"Just about. Hun over It!"
"Do you give it as.an order?"
"Yes* Run over it!"
"If I don’t, I wish I may die."
"All right; I an taking the rosponsibility."
I was juat aa anxious to kill the boot, now, as I had 

been to save it before. I impressed ay orders upon my 
memory, to be used at the inquest, and made a straight break 
for the reef. Asit disappeared under our bows I held my 
breath; but we slid over it like oil.

"Now, don’t you see the difference? It wasn’t any' 
thing but a wind reef. The wind does that."

"SO I see. But is is exactly like a bluff reef. How 
am I ever going to tell them apart?"

"I can’t tell you. It is an instinct. By and by 
you will just naturally know one from the other, but you 
never will be able to explain why or how you know them apart."

It turned out to be true. The face of the water, in 
time, became a wonderful book —  a book that was a dead 
language to the uneducated passenger, but. which told its 
mind to me without reserve, delivering its most cherished 
secrets as clearly as if it uttered them with a voice. And 
it was not a book to be read once and thrown aside, for it 
had a new story to tell every day. Throughout the long 
twelve hundred milee there was never a page that was void 
of interest, never one that you could leave unread without 
loss, never one that you would want to skip, thinking you 
could find higher enjoyment in some other thing. There 
never was so wonderful a book .written by man; never one whose 
Interest was so absorbing, so unflagging, so sparklingly re
newed with every reperuaal. The passenger who could not 
read it was charmed with a peculiar sort of feint dimple on . 
its surface (on the rare occasions when he did not overlook 
it altogether); but to the pilot that was an italicized 
passage; indeed, it was more than that, it was a legend of 
the largest capitals, with a string of shouting exclamation 
points at the end of it > for it meant that a wreck or a 
rook was,buried there that could tear the life out,of the 
strongest vessel that ever floated. It is the faintest 
and simplest exprssion the water ever makes, ond the most 
hideous to a pilot’s eye. In truth, the passenger who could
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not read this book saw nothing but all manner of pretty 
pictures in it, painted by the sun and shaded by the clouds, 
whereas to the trained eye these were not pictures at all, 
but the grimmest and most dead-earnest of reading matter#

How when I had mastered the language of this water, 
and had come to know every trifling feature that bordered 
the great river as familiarly as I know the letters of 
the alphabet, I had made a valuable acquisition. But I had 
lost something, too. I had lost something which could 
never be restored to me while I lived. All the grace, the 
beauty, the poetry, had gone out of the majestic riverI 
I still kept in mind a certain wonderful sunset which I 
witnessed when steamboating was now to me. A broad 
expanse of the river was turned to blood; in the middle 
distance the red hue brightened into gold, through which 
a solitary log came floating, black and conspicuous; one 
place a long, slanting mark lay sparkling upon the water; 
in another the surface was broken by boiling, tumbling 
rings, that were as many-tinted as an opal; where the ruddy 
flush was faintest, was a smooth spot that was covered 
with graceful circles and radiating lines, ever so delicately, 
traced; the shore on our left was densely wooded, end the 
sombre shadow that fell from this forest was broken in one 
place by' a long, ruffled trail that shone like silver; 
and high above the forest wall a cleanstemmed dead tree 
waved a single leafy bough that glowed like a flame in the 
unobstructed splendor that was flowing from tb? sun. There 
were graceful curves, reflected images, woody heights, soft 
distances; and over the whole scene, for and near, the 
dissolving lights drifted steadily, enriching it every passing 
moment with new marvels of coloring.

T stood like one bewitched# I drank it in, in a speeh- 
lesa rapture. The world was new to me, and I had never 
seen any thing like this at home# But as I have said, a 
day came when 1 began to cease from noting the glories and 
the charms which the moon and the sun end the twilight wrought 
upon the river’s face; another day came when 1 ceased altogether 
to note them. Then, if that sunset scene had been repeated, I 
should have looked upon it without rapture, and should have 
commented upon it, inwardly, after this fashion: "This sun
means that we are going to have wind to-morrow; that floating 
log means that the river is rising, small thanks to it; that 
slanting mark on the water refers to a bluff reef which is 
going to kill somebody’s steamboat one of these bights, if 
it keeps on stretching out like that; those tumbling’boils’ 
show a dissolving bar and a changing channel there; the 
lines and circles in the slick water over yonder are a warning 
that that troublesome place is shoaling up dangerously; that
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silver streak in the shadow of the forest is the ’break1 
from a new snag, and he has located himself in the very beat 
place he could have found to fish for steamboats; that tall 
dead tree, with a single living branch, is hot going to 
last long, and then how is a body ever going to get through 
this blind place at night without the friendly old land
mark?

No* the romance and the beauty were all gone from 
the river* All the value any feature of it had for me now 
was the amount of usefullness it could furnish toward 
compassing the safe piloting of a s t e a m b o a t 20

Questions:  ̂; . ..
1. What did the author see which frightened him so?

What did he do?
8, What did Mr.'Boxby say to him when he returned? Why 

did Mr. Bixby stay away for so long?
3* What does Mark Twain say the water became to him?
4. How did hia pleasure in watching the river change as, 

he became an expert, pilot?

Twain • Life on the Mississippi, Chapter IX. p. 67-72.
20



The Hew Teacher - Edward Eggleston
This selection is taken from "The Hoosier School Boy,M 

by Edward Eggleston. It tells us how some of the boys in 
this pioneer school tried .to bully their new teacher, but 
without success. Their old Teacher had been very cruel, 
and they thought all teachers were to be hated.

The new teacher who was employed to take the Greenbank 
school in the autumn woo a young man from college. Standing 
behind the desk hitherto occupied by the grim-faced Mr. Ball, 
young Williams looked very mflti by contrast. He was evidently 
a gentle-spirited man as compared with the old master, and 
King Pewee and his crowd were gratified in noting this fact. 
They could have their own way with such a master as that I 
When he called the school to order, there remained a bustle 
of curiosity and mutual recognition among the children.
Riley and Pewee kept up a little noise by way of defiance. 
They had heard that the new master did not Intend to whip.
Now he stood quietly behind his desk, and waited a few 
moments in Silence for the whispering group to be still.
Then he slowly raised and levelled his finger at Riley and 
Pewee, but still said nothing. There was something so 
firm and quiet about his motion —  something that said, "I 
will wait all day, but you must be still" —  that the boys 
could not resist it

By the tine they were quiet, two of the girls had got 
into a titter over something, end the forefinger, was aimed 
at them. The silent man made the pupils understand that 
he was not to he trifled with.

When at length there was quiet, ho made every one lay 
down book or slate end face around toward him. Then with 
his pointing finger, or with a little slap of his hands 
together, or with a word or two at most, he got the school still again.

"I hope we shall be friend®," he said, in a voice full 
of kindliness. "All I want Is to — "

But at this point Klely picked up his slate and book, 
and turned away. The master snapped his fingers, but 
Riley affected not to hear him.

"That young man will put down his slate." The master
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spoke in a low tone, as one who expected to be obeyed, and 
the slate was^jreluotantly put upon the desk*

"When I am talking to you, I want you to hear," he went 
on, very quietly. "I am paid to teach you. One of the 
things I have to teach you is good manners. You," pointing 
to Riley, "are old enough to know better than to take your 
slate when your teacher is speaking, but perhaps you have 
never been taught what are good manners. 1*11 excuse you 
this time. How, you all see those switches hanging here 
behind me. I did not put them there. I do not say that 1 
shall not use them. Some boys have to be whipped, I suppose, 
like mules,-- and when I have tried, I may find that I cannot 
get on without the switches, but I hope not to have to use 
them." 1 ' _ -

Here Riley; encouraged by the master’s mildness and 
irritated by the rebuke he had received, began to make 
figures on his slate,

"Bring me that slate," said the teacher.
Riley was happy that he had succeeded in starting a 

row. He took his slate and his arithmetic, and shuffled 
up to the master in a half-indolent, half-insolent way.

"Why do you take up you work when I tell you not to?" 
asked the new teacher.

"Because I didn’t want to waste all my morning. I 
wanted to do my sums."

"You are a remarkably Industrious youth, I take it."
The young master looked Riley over, as he said this, from 
head to foot. The whole school smiled, for there was no 
lazier boy than this same Riley. x "I suppose," the teacher 
continued, "That you are the best scholar in school —  the 
bright and shining light of Oreenbank,"

Here there was a general titter at Riley.
"I cannot have you sit away down at the other end of 

the school-room, and hide your excellent example from the 
rest. Stand right up here by me and cipher, that all the 
school may see how industri. us you are."

Riley grew very red in the face and pretended to "cipher 
holding hia book in his hand.
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"Now," said the new teacher, "I have but just one rule 
for this school, and I will write it on the black-board 
that all may see it."

He took chalk and wrote:
" DO RIGHT.
"That is all. Let us go to our lesson."
For the first two hours that Riley stood on the floor 

he pretended to enjoy it. But when recess came and went and 
Mr. Williams did not send him to his seat, he began to shift 
from one foot to the other and from his heels to his toes, 
and to change his slate from the right had to the left.
His class was called, and after recitation he woo sent back 
to his place. He stood it as best he could until he noon 
recess, but when, at the beginning of the afternoon session, 
Mr. Williams again called bis "excellent scholar" and set 
him up, Riley broke down and said:

"I think you might let me go now."
"Are you tired? asked the cruel Mr. Williams,
"Yes, I am," and Riley hung hie head, while the rest 

smiled.
Hind are you ready to do what the good order of the 

school requires?"
"Yes, sir."
"Very well; you can go."
The ohopfallen Riley went back to his seat, convinced 

that it would not do to rebel against the new teacher, 
even if he did not use the beech switches." 21
Questions:
1. Why did the boys think they need not be afraid of the 

new teacher?
2. How did the teacher punish Riley Was it a good punish-

21 . ' '
Eggleston - The Hoosier School Boy, Chapter XXI. p. 142-146.
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ment? What had Riley done to annoy the teacher? 
he deserve to be punished?

3. What was the new teachers rule for the school?

Did
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SECTION IV.

The i?ar West.

The gold rush to California In 1849 Is usually 
thought of as the beginning of the development of the far 
west, but although the western ooast of the United States 
was not settled by Aaerloane until that time, the region 
had been explored much earlier. What was called the new 
north west was acquired by the Louisiana Purchase 1803.
At the time of the purchase almost nothing was known of the 
region, but in 1803 the Lewis and Clark expedition was sent 
to explore this territory. The expedition started from 
St. Louis and followed the Hissonri River to its source, 
crossed the Hooky Mountains into Montana, and followed the 
tributaries of the Columbia River to their juncture with 
the Columbia, and then followed the Columbia to the 
Pacific. The explorers were gone two years, and met many 
dangers from wild animals, swollen rivers, perclpitous 
mountains, end hostile Indians. In some regions they 
found abundant game, and in others were in danger from 
starvation. This expedition furnished the first definite 
information about th is  Tast region.

Trappers and fur-traders were the first settlers in 
this country. Their most important gift to the development



of the region was the opening of the overland trails which 
later immigrants were to follow. Three great routes for 
wagon trains were made, t w o of them - the Oregon Trail and 
the Santa Fe Trail - started at Kansas City. The third route, 
the Overland, ran through Omaha, Nebraska, and westward.
These routes are now followed by the great transcontinental 
railroads. In the 1850*s and 60’s, however, long lines of 
covered wagons made their way across the plains and over 
the high mountains to a new land of promise. Some went to 
California in search of gold, end some went to the north 
west to build homes and start farms*

The cattle business, which has become so characteristic 
a part of western life, was begun almost by accident. A 
number of freighters in western Nebraska were caught in 
the snow one winter. They were forced to leave their wagons 
and turn their oxen lose. In the spring they returned to 
reclaim their goods and wagons, expecting their o&en to have 
perished. They were amazed to find the stock fat and sleek 
after their winter in the open. This was the reel beginning 
of the cattle industry in the west. Texas soon became the 
center of the cattle country, and Texas longhorns were driven 
across the plains to Kansas end the middle west to be fattened 
for the market * The breed of the cattle was gradually 
improved, as the longhorns were not very valuable except for 
their hides. The cow-boy made his appearance when the 
industry became well established, and he is one of the most

-100-



-101

romatic figures in western life.
The far west was probably the most romantic of all 

the frontiers of America. The stories of the mining camps 
of California, the tales of cattle round-ups, stage robberies, 
and Indian raids are full of glamour. With the end of the 
mining boom, and the fencing of the ranges, however, the 
last frontier became a thing of the past.
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The Story of the Lewis and Clark Expedition -
John A. Morris#
Tbs Lewis and cinrk Expedition was sent to explore 

the territory which had been acquired by the Louisiana 
Purchase in 1803# This account tells about Saoajawea, the 
Indian girl who acted as guide for the party.

"The first thousand miles up the Missouri River from 
St, Louis was truly appalling on account of the difficulties 
encountered# Snags and half submerged logs seemed to combine 
against the craft, to prevent it from invading the head
waters of the river; but owing to the determination of the 
men the obstacles that beset then were overcame, end they 
finally reached Council Bluffs * where they distributed their 
presents among the Indians.

After staying here for a tine, they pushed on their way 
Into the country of the Omehas, whose villages along the 
river were decimated since Cruzatte, one of the company who 
spoke their language, had traded there years before'. Black
bird, an enemy, had poisoned the little town out of existence 
by means of arsenic#

While the party was preparing to erect its winter 
quarters among the Mandan Indians, in the southern part of 
what is now Dakota, an Indian woman named Saoajawea, known 
among members of her own•tribe as the "bird woman" because of 
her gift of song, came forward to help the intrepid pioneers, 
Lewis and Clark, in the ultimate purpose of their expedition. 
She it was who led them through the vast wilderness of the 
Northwest, piloting the vanguard of civilisation across a 
continent.

It is thus to her credit that America presents its 
modern appearance on the map of the new world, for were it 
not for the presence end power of Saoajawea, the little band 
would in all probability have boon massacred, and Lewis and 
Clark would not have been able to complete their explorations 
and surveys in time to enable the country to lay claim to 
such an extensive area of territory#

At 13 years of age the Dakotas had stolen her from her 
people, and brought her far away into their own country.They treated her well, however, and a few years later a 
French fur trad:,*, named Charboneeu, gave them the price of
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her ransom and made her hie wife, promising her that she 
should some day visit her people. Learning that Lewis and 
Clark were in search of a guide, the little Frenchman in
formed Saoajewea that this was her opportunity#

She was at this time 18.years of age, and readily 
promised to lead the expedition over the pathless wilderness 
that stretched for hundreds of miles westward from the head
waters of the Missouri*'x . '

In the spring of 1805 they cane into the land of the 
Shoshones, whom they found honest, true and fearless. Their 
horses were their pride, end they had so many that they were 
willing to trade some of them for tomahawks, Until the white 
man came among them they had never seen steel hatchets, guns, 
rifles and the like. The lightning-like feats of the paleface 
with some of these weapons were a continual source of as- 
onishment to the Indians#

In the western part of Idaho they came across the tribe 
from which Saeejawea had been stolen five years previous, and 
one of the old women recognized the girl as the child who 
had been taken away from her. The relatives of the Indian 
maid tried to persuade her to abandon the party and remain in 
her old home, but Saeejawea was "truablua" and would not rest 
content until she had seem the explorers roach the Pacific Ocean. 
Besides, had she not given her word?

One of the most memorable (though almost tragic) 
occurrences of the trip was the meeting of the Lewis and Clara 
band with Saoajawea's brother and his warriors* Doubtless, 
if the little "bird woman" had not been with the party the 
expedition would have ended then and there.

It was just before they came to the headwaters of the 
Columbia Kiver as they were defiling down a narrow canyon 
when a band of Indians, in war paint and thundering the war 
whoop, come down upon them. The chief, a fleree-looking savage, 
looming tall and strong at the head of the column, seemed 
intent on wiping the company out of existence* He probably 
would have done so, as the bend of white men were weak from 
a long fast, and the Indiana far outnumbered the explorers, 
bad not Saeejawea sprung forward with a ittie cry of pleasure 
and surprise, and in the language of the attacking tribe soon 
convinced the chief that she wes his long-lost sister. He 
sprang from his horse and caught the girl in his arms.

When he fov«d out how fond the white men were of her, 
how she was regarded as their leader, and how a white man had



mode her his wife, the chief become their friend, seeing 
that they had oil the rations end horses they required. Ee 
also sent runners ahead to worn the Shoshone people as far 
as the setting sun not to molest the travelers*

Hot until November 7, 1805, after more than two years 
of hardship end privetion, did Lewis and Clark reach the 
western limits of sunset land* Here they built a rude 
fortification, which they named !fort Clatsop, after a friendly 
tribe of Indians they bad met on their way to the sea. Here 
the company spent all winter, the men spending their tine 
in writing up reports, studying the customs of the tribes 
about them, the fauna, the animal life, the climate, the 
topographical and geographical formation of the country, etc.

Saoajawea was an object of supreme curiosity to the 
Chinook Indian women, among whom they now stayed. She had 
a white man for a husband, a little half-breed boy, Touaesnt, 
for a son, and acted as guide for a large band of white men.

On March S3, 1806, Lewis and Clark and their bend of 
Intrepid men left fort Clatsop to retrace their stops to 
civilization back to the Mandan country where they had first 
met Saoajawea, the "bird woman*” She insisted on going with 
them, and she had her way, although her people begged her to 
remain with the Shoshones* Hear where the town of Bismarck 
now stands, in South Dakota, the white men left her with her 
husband and little boy. On parting Lowia gave 0500 to 
Charboneau in payment for hie service ao cook, while to 
Saoajawea he gave a number of trinkets end bead work* Clark 
be :ged to be allowed to educate the little Toussant, and 
when he was three years old Saoajawea and her husband took 
him to St. Louis, where General Clerk placed bin in a convent• 
Ee received a good education and became a nan of worth,” 22
questions; .
1. Describe the difficulties of the first part of the

*, - - v

journey up the Missouri river* ,
2. What did the Members of her own tribe call Saoajeweat
3. Why did she offer to guide the explorers?
4. What were the Shoshone like? What was their chief pride?
5. How did Saoajawea save tho party from the hostile Indians?

88Morris - The Pacific Monthly, vol, XIV* p. 95-94*
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A Buffalo Hunt - Fran©is Pnrknan
Mr. Parkraaa travelled over the Oregon trail with 

several companions in 1846. This was before the gold rush 
to California, but many immigrant* aero already going to 
Oregon. Mr. Parkman wished to study the lives of the Indian*. 
This seleotion tell* about a buffalo, hunt.

"We had gone eoaroely a mile when ae saw an Imposing 
spectacle. From the river-bank on the right, away over the 
swelling prairie on the left, and in front as far as the eye 
could reach, was one vast host of buf alo* The outskirts of 
the herd were within a quarter of a mile. In many parts 
they were crowded so densely together that in the distance 
their rounded hacks presented a surface of uniform black
ness; but elsewhere they were more scattered, and from 
amid the multitude rose little columns of duet where some 
of thorn wore rolling on the ground* Here and there a battle 
was going forward among the bulls, Fe could distinctly 
see them rushing against each other, end hear the clattering 
of their horns and their hoarse bellowing. Shaw was riding 
at some distance In advance, with Henry Chet1Hon; I saw 
him atop and draw the leather covering from his gun. With 
such a sight before us, but one thing could be thought of.
That morning I had used pistols in the chase. I had now a 
mind to try the virtue of a gun. Deeleurlere had one 
and I rode up to the side of the cart; there he sat under 
the white covering, biting his pipe between his teeth and 
grinning with exoitraent,

"Lend me your gun, Deslauriere,"
Oui, Monsieur, oui," said Desleuriera, tugging with 

might and main to stop the mule, which seemed obstinately 
bent on going forward. Then everything but his mocceaons 
disappeared as he crawled into the cart end pulled at the 
gun to extricate it.

"It is loaded?" I asked.
"Oui, bien charge; you’ll kill, mon bourgeois; yes, you’ll 

kill —  o’est un bon fusil."



I handed him my rifle and rode forward to Shew.
"Are you reedy?" he naked*
"Come on," said I*
"Keep down that hollow," said Hnery, "and then they 

won’t see you till you get close to them,"
The hollow was a kind of wide ravine| it ran obliquely 

towards the buffalo, and we rode at a center along the bottom 
until it became too shallow; ihen we bent ©lose to our horses1 
necks, and, at last, finding that it could no longer conceal 
us, cam# out of it and rode directly towards the herd. It 
was within gunshot; before its outskirts, numerous grlszly 
old bulls were scattered, holding guard over their females.
They glared at us in angor and astonishment, walked towards 
us a few yards, and then turning slowly round, retreated at 
a trot which afterwards broke into a clumsy gallop. In m  
instant the main body caught the alarm. The buffalo began 
to crowd away from the point towards which we were ap
proaching, and a gap was opened in the side of the herd.
We entered it, still restraining our excited horses. Every 
instant the tumult was thickening. The buffalo, pressing to
gether in large bodies, crowded away from us on every hand.
In front and on either side we could see dark columns and 
masses, half hidden by clouds of duet, rushing along In terror 
end confusion, and hear the trsmp and clattering of ten thousand 
hoofs. That countless multitude of powerful brutes, Ignorant 
of their own strength, were flying in a panic from the approach 
of two feeble horsemen. To remain quiet longer was impossible.

"Take that band on the left," said Shaw; "I’ll take 
these in front."

He sprang off, and I saw no more of him. A heavy Indian 
whip was fastened by a band to my wrist; I swung it into 
the air and lashed my horse’s flank with all the strength of 
my arm. Away she darted, stretching close to the ground.
I could see nothing but a oloud of dust before me, but I 
knew that it concealed a band of mpny hundreds of buffalo.
In a moment I waa in the midst of the cloud, half suffocated 
by the dust and stunned by the trampling of the flying herd; 
but I was drunk with the chase and cored for nothing 
but the Buffalo. Very soon a long dark mass became visible, 
looming through the dust; then I could distinguish each 
bulky carcass, the hoofs flying out beneath, the short tails 
held rigidly ereot. In amoment I was so close that I could 
have touched them with my gun. Suddenly, to my amaizement, 
the hoofs were jerked upwards, the tails flourished in
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the air, and amid a cloud of dust the buffalo seemed to sink 
into tho earth before me* One vivid impression of that in
stant remains upon my mind, T remember looking down 
upon the backs of several buffalo dimly visible through the 
dust. We had run unawares upon a ravine. At that moment 
1 was not the most accurate Judge of depth and width, but 
when I passed It on ray return, I found it about twelve feet 
deep and not quite twice as wide at the bottom. It was im
possible to stop; X would have done so gladly if I could 
so, half sliding, half plunging, down went the little mare.
She came down on her knees in the loose sand at the bottom;
I was pitched forward against her neck and nearly thrown 
over her head among the buffalo, who amid dust and confu
sion came tumbling in all around. The mare was on her feat 
in an instant and scrambling like a cat up the opposite side.
I thought for a moment that she would have fallen* back and 
crushed me, but with a violent effort she clambered out and 
gained the hard prairie above, Glancing back, I saw the 
huge head of a bull clinging as it were by the forefeet at 
the edge of the dusty gulf. At length I was fairly among 
the buffalo. They ware less densely crowded than before 
and I could see nothing but bulls, who always run at the 
rear of a herd to protect their female#* As I passed among 
them they would lower their heads, and turning as they ran, 
try to gore my horse; but as they were already at full speed 
there was no force in their onset, and as Pauline ran faster . 
than they, they were always thrown behind her in the effort,
I soon began to distinguish cows amid the throng. One just 
in front of me seemed to my liking, and I pushed close to 
her side. Dropping the reins, I fired, holding the muzzle of 
the gun within a foot of her shoulder* Quick as lightning 
she sprang at Pauline; the little mare dodged the attack, 
and I lost eight of the wounded animal amid the tumult * 
Immediately after, I selected another, and urging forward 
Pauline, shot into her both pistols in succession. For a 
while I kept her in view, but in attempting to load my gun, 
lost sight of her also In the confusion. Believing her to be 
mortally wounded and unable to keep up with the herd, I 
checked my horse. The crowd rushed onwards. The dust 
and tumult passed away, and on the prairie, far behind the 
rest I saw o solitary buffalo galloping heavily. In a moment 
I and my victim were running side by side, firearms 
were all empty, and I had in my pouch nothing but rifle 
bullets, too large for the pistole and too small for the gun.
I loaded the gun, however, but as often as T levelled it to 
fire, the bullets would roll out of the muzzle end the gun 
returned only a report like a squib, am the powder harmlessly 
exploded. I rode in front of the buffalo and tried to turn 
her back; but her eyes glared, her mane bristled, and, lowering 
her head, she rushed at me with the utmost fierceness and
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activity* Again and again I rode before her, and again 
and again she repeated her furious charge• But little 
Pauline was in her element* She dodged her enemy at every 
rush, until at length the buffalo stood still, exhausted 
with her own efforts, her tongue lolling from her jaws*

Riding to a little distance, I dismounted, thinking to 
gather a handful of dry grass to serve the purpose of wadding, 
and load the gun at my leisure* ITo sooner were my feet 
on the ground than the buffalo oame bounding In such a rage 
towards me that 1 Jumped back again into the saddle with 
all possible despatch* After waiting a few mlntues more,
I made an attempt to ride up and stab her with my knife; 
but Pauline was near being gored In the attempt. At length, 
bethinking me of the fringes at the seams of my buckskin 
trousers, I jerked off a fow of thorn, and, reloading the 
gun, forced them down the barrel to keep the bullet in 
its place; then approaching, 1 shot the wounded buffalo 
through the heart* Sinking to her knees, oho rolled over 
lifeless on the prairie. To my astonishment,J found that 
instead of a cow, I had been slaughtering a stout yearling 
bull. Ho longer wondering at his fierceness, I opened his 
throat, and cutting out his tongue, tied it at the back of 
my saddle. My mistake was one which a more experienced eye 
than mine might easily make in the dust and confusion of 
such a chase*

Then for the first time I had leisure to look at the 
scene around me. The prairie in front was darkened with the 
retreating multitude, and on either hand the buffalo came 
filing upib endless columns from the low plains upon the 
river. The Arkansas was throe or four miles distant. I 
turned and moved slowly towards it. A long time passed before, 
far in the distance, I distinguished the white covering of 
the oart and the little black speaks of horsemen before and 
behind it. Drawing near, I recognized Shaw*a elegant tunic, 
the red flannel shirt, conspicuous far'off. I overtook the 
party, and asked him what success he had had. He had 
assailed a fat cow, shot her with two bullets, and mortally 
wounded her. But neither of us was prepared for the chase 
that afternoon, and Shaw, like myself, bed no spare bullets 
in his pouch; so be abandoned the disabled animal to Henry 
Chatlllon, who followed, despatched her with his rifle, and 
loaded his horse with the mat.

We camped olose to the river. The night was dark, 
and as we lay down we could hear, mingled with the howling 
of wolves, the hoarse bellowing of the buffalo, like the
ooean beating upon a distant coast," 33 
—  ■

Parkman- The Oregon Trail, p. 304-308.



•108-

Questions:
1. Describe the herd of buffalo In your own words,
2. What method did those men use to hunt the buffalo?
3. Why did the bulls run at the rear of the herd?
4. How did Mr, Perkasn reload his gun?

The Pony Express • Arthur Chapman.
The Pony Express was established in 1860 to carry 

mail from the Missouri Hiver to California, It took eight 
days, and this was considered very fast, as all mall had 
been taken by boat previously, and had taken nearly two 
months. The riders were daring and hardy men, and this 
poem gives a picture of the way they rode across the 
lonely plain.

* The eddies swirl in the treacherous ford,
And the clouds gather dark ahead;

And over the plain, where the sunlight poured, 
Scarce a gleam does the pale moon shed.

The pony drinks, but with gasp and sob,
And wan is the man at Its Aide;

The way has been long, past butte and knob. 
And still he must ride and ride.

How the cinch is drawn and the plunge is 
mode
And the bank of the stream is gained;

Eyes study the darkness, unafraid,
And ne’er is the good horse reined.

And the feoof•beats die on the prairie vast, 
to the lone wolf’s answering wall —

Thus the ghost of the Poney Express goes past 
On the grass-grown Overland Trail.* g4

S*3Rrothingham - Songs of Horses, p. 19-20
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Questions:
1. Can you describe the horse and rider from this poem?
2» Do you think it took courage to be a Toney Express rider? 
3. That do you know about the Overland Trail?

Tennessee's Partner - Bret Harte#
In this story of a California gold camp, we see not only 

the swift justice which the miners meted out, but the loyalty 
of friends. Tennessee's Partner was devoted to hie, and the
other miners, although they tennessee, respected his
partner's love for him.

"I do not think wo over knew his real name. Our 
ignorance of it certainly never gave us any social incon
venience, for at Sandy Bar In 1854 most men were christened 
anew. Sometimes these appellatives were derived from some 
distinctiveness of dress, as in the case of "Dungaree Jack"; 
of from some peculiarity of habit, as shown in "Saleratua Bill," 
so called from an undue proportion of that chemical in his 
daily bread; or from some unlucky slip, as exhibited ln"The 
Iron Pirate,M a mild, inoffensive man, who earned that baleful 
title by his unfortunate mispronunciation of the term "iron 
pyrites." Perhaps this nay havp been the beginning of a rude 
heraldry; but I am constrained to think that It was because 
a man's real name in that day rested solely upon his own 
unsupported statement. "Cell yourself Clifford, do you?" said 
Boston, addressing a timid new-comer with infinite scorn; "hell 
is full of such Cliffords!" Fe then introduced the unfortunate 
man, whose name happened to be really Clifford, as "Jay-bird 
Charley," —  an unhallowed inspiration of the moment, that 
clung to him ever after.

But to return to Tennessee*a Partner, whom we never knew by any other than this relative title; that he had eyer 
existed as a separate and distinct individuality wo only 
learned later. It seems that in 1853 he left Poker Flat to 
go to San Franoieoo, ostensibly to procure a wife. He never 
got any father than Stockton. At that place he was attracted 
by a young person who waited upon the table at the hotel where 
he took his meals# One morning he said something to her which
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caused her to smile not unkindly, to somewhat ooquettishly 
break a plate of toast over hie upturned, serious, simple 
face, and to retreat to the kitchen* He followed her, and 
emerged a few moments later, covered with more toast and 
victory. That day week they were married by a Justice 
of the Peace, and returned to Poker Flat. I on aware that 
something more might be made of this episode, but I prefer 
to tell it as it was current at Sandy Bar, -- in the 
gulches and bar-rooms, —  where all sentiment was modified, 
by a strong sense of humor. .

Of their married felicity but little is known, perhaps 
for the reason that Tennessee, then living with hie partner, 
one day took occasion to say something to the bride on his 
own account, at which, it is said, she smiled not unkindly 
and chastely retreated, —  this time as far as Marysville, 
where Tennessee followed her, and where they went to 
housekeeping without the aid of a Justice of the Peace. 
Tennessee's Partner took the loss of his wife simply and 
seriously, as was his fashion. But to everybody's suprise, 
when Tennessee one day returned from Marysville, without 
his partner's wife, —  she having smiled and retreated with 
somebody else, —  Tennessee's Partner was the first man 
to shake his hand and greet him with affection. The boys 
who had gathered in the canon to see the shooting were 
naturally indignant. Their indignati n might have found 
vent in sarcasm but for a certain look in Tennessee's 
Partner's eye that indicated a lack of humorous appreciation.
In fact, he was a grave nan, with a steady application to 
practical detail which was unpleasant in a difficulty.

Meanwhile a popular feeling against Tennessee bad grown 
up on the nar. He vas known to be a gambler; he was suspected 
to be a thief. In these suspicions Tennessee's Partner was 
equally compromised; hie continued intimacy with Tennessee 
after the affair above quoted could only be accounted for on 
the hypothesis of a copartnership of orinc. At last Tennessee1 
guilt became flagrant. One day he overtook a stronger on his 
way to Bed Dog, The stranger afterward related that Tennessee 
beguiled the time with interesting anecdote and reminiscence, 
but illogically concluded the interview in the following words: 
"And now, young man, I'll trouble you for your knife, your 
pistols, fnd your money. You see your wepplngs might get 
you into trouble at Hed Dog, and you money's a temptation 
to the evilly disposed. I think you said your address was Sen 
Francisco. I shall endeavor to call." It nay be stated here 
that Tennessee had a fine flow of humor, which no business 
preoccupation could wholly subdue.

This exploit was his last. Red Dog and Sandy Bar made 
common cause against the highwayman. Tonneasee was hunted in



very much the same fashion as his prototype, the grizzly.
As the tolls closed around him, he made a desperate dash through 
the Bar, emptying his revolver at the crowd before the Arcade 
Saloon, and so on up Grizzly Canons but &t its father extremity 
he was stopped by a small man on a gray horse. The men looked 
at each other a moment in silence. Both were fearless, both 
self-possessed and independent; and both types of a civili
zation that in the seventeenth century would have been celled 
heroic, but, in the nineteenth, simply "reckless." "Whet 
have you got there? —  I ooll," said Tennessee, quietly.
"Two bowers and an ace," said the stranger, as quietly, 
showing two revolvers and a bowie-knive. "That takes me," 
returned Tennessee$ and with this gamblers* epigram, he 
threw away bis useless pistol, end rode back with hie captor.

It was a warm night. The cool breeze which usually 
sprang up with the going down of the sun behind the 
chaparral-crested mountain was that evening withheld from 
Sandy Par. The little canon was stifling with heated 
resinous odors, and the decaying drift-wood on the Bar 
sent forth faint, sickening exhalations. The feverishness 
of day and Its fierce passions, still filled the camp.
Lights moved restlessly along the bank of the river, striking 
no answering reflection from its tawny current. Against the 
blackness of the pines the windows of the old loft above 
the express-office stood out staringly bright; and through 
their ourteinlese panes the loungers below could see the 
forms of those who were even then deciding the fate of 
Tennessee. And above all this, etched on the dark firmament, 
rose the Sierra, remote and passionless, crowned with remoter 
passionless stars.

The trial of Tennessee was conducted as fairly as was 
consistent with a judge and jury who felt themselves to some 
extent obliged to justify, in their verdict, the previous 
Irregularities of arrest and indictment. The law of Sandy 
Bar was implacable, but not vengeful. The excitement and 
personal feeling of the chase were over; with Tennessee safe 
in their hands they were re dy to listen patiently to any 
defence, which they were already satisfied was insufficient. 
There being no doubt in their own minds, they were willing 
to give the prisoner the benefit of any that might exist;
Secure In the hypothesis that he ought to be hanged, on 
general principles, they indulged him with more latitude of 
defence than his reckless hardihood seemed to ask. The 
Judge appeared to be more anxious than the prlsioner, who, 
otherwise unconcerned, evidently took a grim pleasure in 
the responsibility he had crested. "I don’t take any hand 
in this yer game," had been his invariable, but good-humored 
reply to all questions. The Judge —  who was also his captor —  
for a moment vaguely regretted that he had not shot him "on
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sight," that morning, but presently dismissed this human 
weakness as unworthy of the judicial mind. Reverthieas* 
when there was a tap at the door, and It was said that 
Tennessee's Partner was there on behalf of the prisoner, 
he was admitted at once without quest ion* Perhaps the younger 
members of the jury, to whom the proceedings were becoming 
Irksomely thoughtful, helled him as a relief.

For he was not, certainly, an Imposing figure. Short 
and stout, with a square face, sunburned Into a perternatural 
redness, clad In a loose duck "jumper," and trousers streaked 
and splashed with red soil, his aspect under any circumstance# 
would have been quaint, and was non even ridiculous. As he 
stoqped to deposit at his feet a heavy carpet-bag he was 
carrying, it became obvious, from partially developed legends 
and Inscriptions, that the material with which hie trousers 
had been patched had been originally intended for a less 
ambitious covering. Yet he advanced with great gravity, and 
after having shaken the hand of each person in the room with 
labored cordiality, he wiped his serious, perplexed face 
on a red bandanna handkerchief, a shade lighter then his 
complexion, laid his powerful hand upon the table to steady 
himself, and thus addressed the Judge*-

"I was passim* by," he began, by was of apology, "and 
I thought T*d just step in and see how things was gittin* 
on with Tennessee thar, —  my perdner. It's a hot night.
I disremember any slch weather before on the Bar."

He paused a moment, but nobody volunteering any other 
meterological recollection, he again had recourse to his 
pocket-handkerchief, and for some moments mopped his face 
diligently,

"Have you anything to say in behalf of the prisoner?" said the Judge, finally.
"That * a it, " said Tennessee's Partner, In a tone of 

relief. "I come yar as Tennessee's pardner, —  knowing 
him nigh on four year# off and onj wet and dry, in luck and 
out o* luck. His ways ain't allers my ways, out thar ain’t 
any p'ints in that young man, thar ain't any liveliness as 
he's been up to, as I don't know, And you aez to me, sez 
you, —  confidential*»llk@, and between man and,man, —  sez 
you, 'Do you know anything in his behalf?* and I sez to you, 
sez I, —  confidential-liko, as between man and man, —
♦what should a man know of his pardner??"

"Is this ell you have to say?" asked the Judge, 
impatiently, feeling, perhaps, that a dangerous sympathy of
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humor was beginning to humcnize the Court#
"Thet*e so," continued Tennessee’s Partner# "It ain’t ' 

for me to say anything agin’ him. And now, what * s the 
case? Here’s Tennessee wants money, wants it bad, and 
doesn’t like to ask it of his old pardner, Well, what 
does Tennessee do? He lays for a stranger, end he fetches 
that stranger# And you lays for him, and you fetehes him; 
and the honors is easy. And I put it to you, bein’ a 
far-minded man, and to you, gentlemen, all, as far-minded 
men, if this is n ’t so."

"Prisoner," said the Judge* interrupting, "have you 
any questions to ask this man?"

"Hoi not" continued Tennessee’s Partner, hastily, "I 
play this yer hand alone# To come down to the bed-rook, 
it’s just this: Tennessee, thar, has played it pretty rough . 
and expenoivoliko.on a stranger, and on this yer camp. And 
now, what’s the fair thing? Some would say more; some 
would say less. Hero’s seventeen hundred dollars in coarse 
gold and a watch, —  it’s about all my pile, —  end call 
it squarei" And before a hand could be raised to prevent 
him, he had emptied the contents of the oarpet-beg upon 
the table.

For a moment his life was In jeopardy. One or two 
men sprang to their feet, several hands groped for hidden 
weapons, and a suggestion to "throw him from thewidow" 
was only overriden by a gesture from the Judge. Tennessee 
laughed. And apparently oblivious of the excitement,
• Tennessee’s Partner Improved the opportunity to mop his 
face again with his handkerchief#

When order was restored, and the man was made to understand 
by the use of forcible figures and rhetoric, that Tennessee’s 
offence could not be condoned by money, hie face took a more 
serious and sanguinary hue, end those who were nearest to 
him noticed that his rough hand trembled slightly on the 
table. He hesitated a moient as he had not yet entirely 
caught the elevated sense of justice which swayed the 
tribunal, and was perplexed with the belief that he had not 
offered enough. Then he turned to the Judge, nnd saying;
"This yer is a lone hand, played alone, end without my 
pardner," he bowed to the jury and was about to withdraw, 
when the Judge called him back. "If you have anything 
to say to Tennessee, you had better soy it now," For the 
first tine that evening the eyes of the prisoner and his 
strange advocate met# Tennessee amlled, showed his white 
teeth, and, saying, "Euchred, old man!" hold out bio hand. 
Tennessee’s artner took it in his own, and saying, "I 
just dropped in as T was passim’ to see how things was
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gattin’ on," let the head, passively fall, and adding 
that "it was a warm night," again mopped his face with 
his handkerchief, and without another word withdrew.

The two men never again met each other alive. For 
the unparalleled insult of a bribe offered to Judge Lynch —  
who, whether bigoted, week, or narrow, was at least in
corruptible —  firmly fixed in the mind of that mythical 
personage any wavering determination of Tennessee’s fete; 
and at the break of day he wan marched, closely guarded, 
to meet it at the top of Harley’s Hill*

How he met it, how cool he wee, how he refused to 
say anything, how perfect were the arrangements of the 
committee, were all duly reported, with the addition of 
a warning moral and example to all future evil-doers, in 
the tied Dog Clarion, by its editor, who was present, and 
to whose vigorous English I cheerfully refer the reader•
Dut the beauty of that midsummer morning, the blessed 
amity of earth and air and sky, the awakened life, of the 
free woods end hills, the joyous renewal and promise of 
Nature, end above all, the infinite Serenity that thrilled 
that thrilled through each, was not reported, as not 
being a part of the social lesson• And yet, when the 
weak end foolish deed was done, and a life, with its 
possibilities end responsibilities, had passed out of the 
misshapen thing that dangled between earth and sky, the 
birds song, the flowers bloomed, the sun shone, cs 
cheerily as before; and possibly the Had Dog Clarion was 
right.

Tennessee’s Partner wad not in the group that surrounded 
the ominous tree* But as they tunned to disperse attention 
was drawn to the singular appearance of a motionless donkey- 
cart halted at the side of the road. As they approached, they 
at once recognized the venerable "Jenny" and the* two-wheeled 
cart as the property of Tennessee’s Partner, —  used by him 
in carrying dirt from his claim; and a few paces distant 
the owner of the equipage himself, sitting unger a buckeye- 
tree, wiping the perspiration from his glowing face. In 
answer to an inquiry, he said he had come for the body of 
the"diseased," "if it was all the same to the committee."
He did n’t wish to "hurry anything" ; he could "wait." He 
was not working that day; and when the gentlemen were done 
with the "diseased," he would take him. "Ef than' is any 
present," he added, in his simple, serious way, "as would 
care to jin in the fun’l, they con cone." Perhaps it was 
from a sense of humor, which I have already intimated was 
a feature of Sandy Bar, —  perhaps it was from something 
even better than that; but two thirds of the loungers 
accepted the invitation at once.
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xt was noon when the body of Tennessee was delivered 

into the hands of his partner. As the ©art drew up to 
the fatal tree, we noticed that it contained a rough, 
oblong box, —  apparently made from a section of sluicing,
— and half filled with bark and the tassels of pine. The 
cart wee further decorated with slips of willow, and made 
fragrant with buokeye-bloeecae# When the body wee 
deposited in the box, Tennessee’s Partner drew over it a 
piece of tarred canvas, und gravely mounting the narrow 
seat in front, with his feet upon the shafts, urged the 
little donkdy forward. The equipage moved slowly on, at 
the decorous pace which was habitual with "Jenny" even 
under lees solemn circumstances. The men —  half ©arioualy, 
half Jestingly, but all good-humoredly —  strolled along 
beside the ©art; some in advance, some a little in the 
rear of the homely catafalque. But, whether from the 
narrowing of the road or some present sense of decorum, as 
the cart passed on, the company fell to the rear in couples, 
keeping step, end otherwise assuming the external show of 
a formal procession. Jack Folinsbee, who had at the out
set played a funeral march in dumb show upon an imaginary 
trombone, desisted, from a lack of sympathy and appreciation, 
—  not having, perhaps, your true humorist’s capacity to be 
content with the enjoyment of his own fun.

The way led through Grizzly Canon, —  by this time 
clothed in funeral drapery and shadows. The redwoods, 
burying their mocoasoned feet in the red soil, stood in 
Indien-file along th track, trailing an uncouth bene
diction from their bending boughs upon the passing bier.
A here, surprised Into helpless inactivity, sat upright 
and pulsating In the ferns by the roadside, as the cortege 
went by. Squirrels hastened to gain a secure outlook 
from higher boughs; and the blue-jays, spreading their 
wings, fluttered before them like outriders, until the 
outskirts of Sandy Bar were reached, and the solitary cabin 
of Tennessee’s Partner.

Viewed under more favorable circumstances, it would 
not have been a cheerful piece. The unpicturesque site, 
the r de and unlovely outlines, tho unsavory details, which 
distinguish the nestbuilding of the California miner, were 
all here, with the drearineen of decay superadded. A few 
paces from the cabin there was a rough enclosure, which, 
in the bried days In Tennessee’s Partner’s matrimonial 
felicity, had been used as a garden, but was now overgrown 
with fern. As we approached it we were, surprised to find 
that what we had taken for a recent attempt at cultivation 
was the broken soil about an open grave.

The cart was halted before the enclosure; and rejecting



the offers of assistance with the same air of simple 
self-reliance he had displayed throughout, Tennessee’s 
Partner lifted the rough coffin on his back, and de
posited it, unaided, within the shallow grave. He then 
nailed down the board which served os a lid; and mounting 
the little mound of earth beside it, took of hie hat, and 
slowly mopped his face with his handkerchief. This the 
crowd felt was a preliminary to speech; and they disposed 
themselves variously on stumps and boulders, and sat 
expectant.

"When a man," began Tennessee’s Partner, slowly, " has 
been running free all day, what’s the natural thing for him 
to do? Why, to come home. And if he ain’t in a condition 
to go home, what can his best friend do? Why, bring him 
home! (And here’s Tennessee has hewn running free, and we 
brings him home from his wanderttg," He paused, and picked 
up a fragment of quartz, rubbed it thoughtfully bn his 
sleeve, and went on: "It ain’t the first time that I’ve 
packed him on my back, as you see’d me now. It ain’t the 
first time that I brought him to this yer cabin when he 
couldn’t help himself; it ain’t the first time that I 
and ’Jinny* have waited for him on yon hill,, and picked 
him up end so fetched him home, when he couldn’t speak, 
and didn’t know me. And now that it’s the last time, w h y — " 
he paused, and rubbed the quartz gently on his sleeve — "
"you see it’s sort of rough on his pardner. And now, 
gentlemen," he added, abruptly, picking up his long- 
handled shovel,"the fun’l*s over; and my thanks and Tennessee 
thanks, to you for your trouble.

Resisting any proffers of assistance, he began to fill 
in, the grave, turning his back upon the crowd, that after 
a few moments’ hesitation gradually withdrew. As they 
orbaeed the little ridge that hid Sandy Bar from view, some, 
looking back; thought they could see Tennessee’s Partner, 
his work done, sitting upon the grave, his shovel between 
his knees, and his face buried in his red bandanna hand
kerchief. But it was argued by ethers that you couldn’t 
tell his face from his handkerchief at that distance; and 
this point remained undecided. .

In the reaction that followed the feverish excitement 
of that day, Tennessee’s Partner was not forgotten. A 
secret investigation had cleared him of any complicity in 
Tennessee’s guilt, and left only a suspicion of his general 
sanity. Sandy Bar made a point of calling on him, and 
proffering various uncouth, but well-aent kindnesses. #ut 
from that day hia rude health and greet strength seemed 
visible to decline; and when the rainy season fairly set In, 
and the tiny gress-blaoes wore beginning to peep from the
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rooky mound above Tennessee’s grave, he took to his bed.
One night, when the pines beside the cabin were 

swaying in the storm, end trailing their slender fingers 
over the tfoof, and the roar and rush of the swollen river 
were heard below, Tennessee’s Partner lifted his head from 
the pillow, saying, "It is time to go for Tennessee; I 
must put ’Jinny’ in the cart"; and would have risen from 
his bed but for the restraint of his attendant. Struggling, 
he still pursued his singular fancy: "There, now, steady, 
’Jenny,’ —  steady, old girl. How dark It is! Look out 
for the ruts, — and look out for him, too, old gal. Some
times, you know, when he’s blind drunk, he drops down right 
in the trail# * eep on straight up the pins on the top 
of the hill. Thar —  I told you sol —  Thar he is, —  
coming this way, too, —  all by himself, sober, and his 
face a-shining. Tennessee! Pardnerl"

And so they met." 24

Questions:
1. How were men renamed in the mining camps?
2. What had Tennessee done? Did the miners regard 

stealing as a serious crime?
3. What did Tennessee’s Partner do to try to save him?
4. What did Tennessee’s Partner do after Tennessee had 

been bung?
5* How did the other miners regard him after this?

24, ' '
Earte - The Luck of Roaring Camp, p. 56-71.



119

The Old Yuma Trail - Bagheal Pumpoily.
Mr. Pumpelly, the author of thie seleotion, and ,

Yuma in 1861in 1861. This account gives us some Idea of the
dangers of travelling over the desert at that time. Pater 
was scarce, and there was constant danger from Mexican 
bandits. •

"In a few days we approached the worst part of the 
desert; the watering places became more separated and the 
supply smaller. Our route lay over broad, gravelly plains, 
bearing only cacti, with here and there the leafless palo- 
verde trees, the horrid oholie, and the rarely-failing 
greasewood bush. In the distance, on 'either side, arose 
high granite mountains, to which the eye turns in vain 
for relief. They were barren and dazzling masses of rock. 
Night brought only parching winds, while during the day 
we sought often in vain for shelter from the fierce sun- 
rays.

In leaving the Santa Rita mines I had brought awpy, 
as mementos of Oroavanor, the miner's compass and the 
chemical thermometer that he had treasured in memory of his 
friend, Bronkow, murdered at the San Pedro mine. This 
thermometer was a glass rod about one-quarter of an inch 
thick and fifteen inches long, having no case nor any kind 
of protection. I kept it under my saddle-pillow at night, 
and carried it, by day, rolled up in my blanket tied behind 
the saddle. Every night and every morning I was surprised 
to find it whole, and it remained so till we reached Sen 
Francisco, when I had a tin case made for it, I have it 
still after carrying it through all the exposures of a 
very rough life around th- world, though In a tin tube 
after leaving San ^ranolaco.

This thermometer showed that the temperature throughout 
the desert journey ranged between 120° and 130° F. in the 
shade day and night. The only shade we had by day was 
when we found wind-hollowed holes in the^vade of rock. So 
intense was the heat that to touch the black barrel of a gun, 
exposed to the direct ravs of the sun, meant a blistered hand.
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On these vast deserts the sluggish rattlesnake meets the 
traveler at every turn. The most powerful Inhabitant, his 
sway Is undisputed by the scorpions and the lizards on 
which he feeds. One night we folded our blankets and lay 
naked on them with our saddles for pillows. Poston lay 
about two feet from me. Te were talking when I moved 
slightly. A rattle sounded between us, "e rolled away in 
opposite directions, jumped to our feet, and seized the still 
burning brands from the dying fire that had made our coffee.

A "horned" rattlesnake was just disappearing into a hole 
under my saddle. We caught his tail in time to break his 
back, which made him harmless.

The rout# over these wastes were in places marked by 
mummified settle, horses, and ah#**.

With a feeling of much anxiety we encamped on the border 
of a plcya, a depressed region covered with water after cloud
bursts. ”e found a surface of dried mud crossed by ridges 
of shifting sand. From that camp on there ley before us 
a continuous ride of nearly thirty hours, before we could 
hope to find the nearest water on the Vila hirer, and it was 
not probable that our animals could bear up under the fatigue 
and thirst added to that they were already suffering from.

But during the night a dense cloud covered the neighboring 
mountains and there came a cloudburst, the first rain that 
had fallen on this desert for more than two -ears# Never was 
a storm more welcome. Both we and our animals enjoyed heartily 
the drenching. Before daybreak the sky cleared, end with the 
rising sun began the heat of another day, A broad sheet of 
water, only a few inches deep, covered the playa for miles 
before us, and banished from our minds nil fear of suffering. 
Across the center of this great plain there stretches, from 
north to south, a mass of lava about a mile wide, and ex
tending southward as far as the eye can reach. On this lava ■ 
stream there stand many volcanic cones, 100 to 300 feet high.

On the second day after the rain the water had almost 
everywhere disappeared, having been evaporated by the heat 
and dryness of the air. We were now approaching the Tinaja 
Alta, the only spot where, for a distance of nearly 120 miles, 
water might at times bo found.

It was a brilliantly moonlit night. On our left rose 
a lofty sierra, its fantastic sculpturing weird even in the 
moonlight. Suddenly we saw strange form# indefinable In the 
distance. As ".we .ceme nearer our horses became uneasy, and, we
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saw before us animals standing on each side of, and facing, 
the trail. It was a long avenue between rows of mummified 
cattle, horses, end sheep.

Nothing could be more weired. The pack animals bolted, 
and Poston and I rode through with difficulty.

Ten or twelve years before, during the tine when meat was 
worth In California almost its weight in gold dust, it paid 
to take the risk of losing on this desert nearly all of a herd 
if a few might survive.

If no water was found at the Tlnaja Alta most or all of 
the animals and some of the men were sure to die.

In the intensely dry and pure air there was no decomposi
tion; all the dead simply became mummies.

This weird avenue had been made by some travelers with 
a sense of humor, and with a fertile imagination which had 
not been deadened by thirst.

Our next camp was made at the Tlnaja Alta or high tanks. 
Here, In a steep ravin® in the mountains, there Is a series of 
five or six large pot holes, one above the other, gouged in 
the granite bed of the gorge. This gorge was apparently the 
outlet onto the desert of a system of drainage of the sierra.
It had been carved either by erosion in a long past period 
of a different climate, or by occasional cloud-bursts happening 
through scores of millenniums. After a rain these holes are 
all filled, but as the season advances the lower ones become 
empty, and the traveler is obliged to climb to the higher 
tanks and bail water into the one below him, and from this 
into the next, and so on until there is enough in the lowest 
to quench the thirst of his animals. The higher tanks are 
accessible only at risk of life. After a succession of dry 
seasons It sometimes happened that travelers arrived here . 
already dying from thirst. Finding no waterIn the lower 
holes, they olImbed in vain to the higher ones, where perhaps, 
exhausted, they fell from the narrow ledge, and the tanks.
In which they sought life became their graves.

Here I found a large pair of horns of the Hooky Mountain 
sheep, or "big-horn," that had doubtless strayed too far from 
the usual watering place.

A forced ride of a day from the Tlnaja Alta brought us 
to the Gila River, at one of the stations of the abandoned 
overland stege route. Here a piece out from a newspaper, and 
fastened to the door of the house, first informed us of the
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defeat of the North at Bull Run. Almost the last news we 
had received before this from the East was of the firing 
on Fort Sumter.

Our route now lay along the Gila River. Stopping In 
the afternoon, we sought relief from the heat by taking a 
bath In the stream; but the water which we had found pleasant 
In the morning was now unpleasantly warm, and on trying 
It with the termometer the mercury sank from 117 degrees 
in the air to only 100 degrees in the water, which was thus 
two degrees above blood-heat.

During the night we were traveling by the bright light 
of the full moon when, looking south, I saw a black wall 
rising like a mountain of darkness, and rapidly hiding the 
sky as it moved toward us. In a few minutes we rare in 
intense obscurity, and in the heart of a sandstorm which 
rendered all progress impossible. Dismounting, we held the 
terrified animals by the lassos, and sat down with out backs 
to the wind. We had repeatedly to rise to prevent being 
buried althgether by the deluge of sand. When the storm 
was over the moon had set.. This obliged us to unload our 
half-buried animals and camp for the night.

The next morning we reached Colorado City, opposite Fore 
Yuma on the Colorado River, This place, consisting of one 
house, had a curious origin, which was told me by Poston, 
who was also the founder. Soon after the purchase of Arizona 
my friend had organized a party and explored the new region. 
Wishing to raise capital in California to work a valuable 
mine, he wrs returning thither with his party when they- 
reached the Colorado River at this point. The ferry 
belonged to a German named Jaeger, whose fare for the party 
would have amounted to a considerable sum. Raving no 
money, they encamped near the ferry to hold a council over 
this unexpected turn of affairs, when my friend, with the 
ready wit of an explorer, hit upon the expedient of paying 
the ferriage In city lots. Setting Shrenberg, the engineer 
of the party, and under him the whole force, at work with 
the instruments, amid a great display of signal stakes, they 
soon had the city laid out in squares and streets, and re
presented in due form on a sketch, not forgetting water lots 
and a steam ferry. Meanwhile Jaeger sat smoking his pipe in 
front of his cabin on the opposite shore, and, watching the 
unusual proceeding, his curiosity led him to cross the river. 
He began to question the busy surveyors, by whom he was 
referred to my friend. On learning from that gentleman that 
a city was being founded so near to his own land the German 
became interested, and, as the great future of the place, 
was unfolded in glowing terms, and the necessity of a steam
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ferry for the increasing trade dwelt upon as well as the 
coming of a traneoontinental railway, he became enthusiastic, 
and began negotiations for several lots. The result was the 
sale of a small part of the embryo city, and the trans
portation of the whole party over in part payment for one 
lot. I must do my friend the justice to any that he after
ward did all that could be done to forward the growth of 
the place#

"Row about the city?" I asked Poston.
"There it is; we'll breakfast in it," he answered, pointing 

to the miserable house.
And we did; and in breakfasting, with the exception of 

the proprietoress, our party formed the entire population 
of a city eight years old." 25

questions:
1. Describe the country through which the party passed?
2. What were the dangers and discomforts of this Journey?
3. What does Tinaja Alta mean? Describe these water tanks.
4. Why was this dangerous trail used by the California 

freighters?
5. What was the origin of Colorado City?

Pumpelly - Reminiscences, vol. I. p. 253-858,
25
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The Glory Trail - Badger Clark.
In the cattle country the cowboys have a great 

many songs and ballads which they sing to themselves 
while riding alone. This one contains a story which 
is amusing and typical of the cowboy songs.

" ’Way high up the ?,Togo lions,
Among the mountain tops,

A lion cleaned a yearlin’s bones 
And licked his thankful chops,

When on the picture who should ride, 
A-trippin* down a slope,

But High-Chin Bob, with sinful pride 
And mav’ridk-hungry rope.
"Oh, glory be to me," says he,
"Aid fame’s unfadin’ flowers!

All meddlin’ hands are far away;
I ride my good top-hawse today 
And I’m top-rope of the lazy J—

Hi! kitty oat, you’re ours!"
That lion licked his paw su brown 
And dreamed soft dreams of veal —

And then the circlin’ loop sung down 
And roped him ’round bis’ meal;

He yowled quick fury to the world 
Till all the hills yelled back;

The top-hawse gave a snort end whirled 
And Bob caught up the slack.

"Oh, glory be to me," laughs ho.
"*'e hit the glory trail.

Ho human man as I have read 
Darst loop a ragin’ lion’s head,
Hor ever hawse could drag one dead 

Until we told the tale."
’Way high up.the Mogolions 
That top-hawse done his best,

Through whlppln’ brush and rattlin’ stones, 
From canyon-floor to crest.

But ever when Bob turned and hoped 
A limp remains to find,

A red-eyed lion, belly roped 
But healthy, loped behind.
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"Oh, glory be to me," grunts he.
"This glory trail is rough,

Yet even till the Judgment Morn 
I’ll keep this dally ’round the horn, 
For never any hero born

Could stoop to holler: ’HuffS’"
Three suns had rode their oirole home 

Beyond the desert’s rim,
And turned their stat^herds loose to roam 

The ranges high and dim;
Yet up and down and ’round and ’oroee 

Bob pounded, weak and wen,
For pride still glued him to hie hawse 
And glory drove him on.

"Oh, glory be to me,” sighs he.
"He kalnt be drug to death,

But now I know beyond a doubt 
Them heroes I have read about 
Was only fools that stuck It out 

To end of mortal breath."
’Way high up the Mogollons 
A prospect man did swear 

That moon dreams melted down his bones 
And hoisted up his hair:

A rlbby cow-hawse thundered by,
A lion trailed along,

A rider, ga’nt but chin on high,
Yelled out a crazy song.

"Oh, glory be to mel" cries he,
"And to my noble noose*

Oh, stranger, tell my pards below 
I took a rampin’ dream In tow,
And If I never lay him low,

I’ll never turn him loose!" 26
Questions:
1. How does Bob rope the lion? Had anyone succeeded In 

roping a lion before?
2. How long did Bob ride with the lion behind him?

26 Clark - Sun and Saddle Leather, p, 70-73.



5# What did the prospector see?
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Abbott Heoolleotione of a California Pioneer
Abbot Kit Carson
Allen David Crockett, Scout
Baylor Juan and Juanita
Bradley The Poney Express
Clemens Roughing It

The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Caliveras County
Cody Autobiography of Buffalo Bill
Custer Boots and Saddles
Grey Wildfire

The Border Legion
Grew Beyond Hope and Fence
Grinnell Jack the Young Ranchman
Harte The Luck of Hearing Camp and Other Stories
Hawkee ; Patches, a Wyoming Cowpony
Hooker Cricket
Hough The Covered Wagon 

North of *36
Inman The Old Santa Fe Trail

Judson
Ranches on the Oxhide
Myths and legends of California and the Southwest

Jackaon Romans



King The Colonels Daughter
london Moonface and Other Stories
MeNell With Kit Carson in the Bookies
Puiapelly Travels and Adventures of Hapheal Puiapelly
Parkman The Oregon Trail
Sabin Gold Seekers of *49 

On the Plains with Custer 
Buffalo Bill and the Overland Trail 
General Crook and the Fighting Apache

White Arizona nights
Wiater The Virginian
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