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NTRODUCTION

When children advance beyond the nursery age, no story is
so wonderful as a true story. Fiction to them is never as appealing
as fact. | have often been faced with the inquiry: whether or not a
storyis a true one. The look of gratification, when told that "it
actually happened,” was most satisfying to me as a-sttiey.

The nearer a story is to the life and traditions of the child, the

more eagerly it is attended. True stories about our own people

about our neighbors and friends, and about our own country at
large, are more interesting than true stories of remote places and
people. We naturally are interested in our own affairs, and the

nearer they are to us the greater the interest we feel.

That history is just a long, thrilling story of the trials and
triumphs of pioneers and patriots is well known to those who have
had to do with the teaching of history to youthful minds. That the
dry recital of political and governmental history does not ager
children is also well known. History should be made vital, vibrant,
and personal if we expect children to be stirred by its study. To
gratify the love of children for the dramatic and picturesque, to
satisfy them with stories that are true, and to nthken familiar
with the great characters in the history of their own country, is the
purpose of this volume.

It is hoped that through appeal to youthful love of
adventure, this collection of stories, covering the entire range of
American history, will stnulate the ambition and strengthen the
patriotism of those young citizens whose education has been the
constant concern of the author for many years.

LAWTON B. EVANS

Augusta, Ga
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CHAPTER |

L EIF, THE LUCKY

Leif was a bold Norseman, and was called "Lucky"
because he came safely through so many dangers. He was the
bravest seaman of hiace, and the sailors believed that whatever
boat carried him would come safely into port, no matter how
fierce the storm.

When voyagers from the far seas brought word to Iceland
that fair lands covered with forests lay to the west, for they had
seen thm, Leif the Lucky called for thirtfive strong and true
men. "Let us sail to this country, and get wood for our ships, and
perhaps gold and silver to sell to the kings of Europe,” he said.
The men came forward and the ship set sail in the summer.

They went by way of Greenland, where they stopped for
more news of the strange lands, and then sailed southwest for
many days. The first place they saw was a land of ice and
mountains. This was probably Newfoundland. Then they reached
a level country covered witlirees. This was probably Nova
Scotia. Still sailing onward, the little ships with their brave crews
came to a beautiful country abounding in trees, grass, and flowers.
Here they landed, and carried all their baggage ashore with them.
The place was so be#ul, they resolved to spend the winter
there, and at once set about building houses. This was probably
somewhere in Rhode Island.

When the Norsemen had built their houses, Leif said to his
men, "Let us explore the land; some of us will stay to guard the
houses, and the rest will find out what there is to see." So they set
forth into the interior.

Soon they came upon an abundance of grapevines hanging
from trees and covered with luscious fruit. Leif was delighted, and
at once named the country Vinland,tbe Land of Vines. So they
gathered grapes, and cut wood for their ships, and built more
houses, and settled down to spend the winter in this delightful
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spot. The cold came on, but the Norsemen did not mind it, for
they had plenty of food and great firdmesides which, they were
accustomed to cold weather.

In the spring they loaded their ships with timber, and
sailed for home. Here they narrated their marvelous story of the
new land. Leif offered his ship to his brother, Thorwald, and told
him he mightgo and spend a winter in Vinland. So Thorwald
fitted himself out and started for the new country, but he was not
as lucky as his brother. He found the homes that had been built by
those who had been before him; but the Indians attacked his party
one night,and killed Thorwald with a poisoned arrow. He was
buried on the shore, and his men set sail for home as soon as the
weather allowed them to leave.

About eight hundred years after this, a skeleton clothed in
armor was found buried in the earth at the hehtlarragansett
Bay. No one knew who it was; but we have every reason to
believe that it was the remains of the brave old Norse warrior,
Thorwald, or, maybe, of one of his followers. At any rate, the
Skeleton in Armor has been the subject of much romamck
poetry, and the traditions of the Norsemen have been handed
down to us as sagas in the writing of the seafaring Icelanders.
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CHAPTER I

How THE SPANIARDS CONQUERED MEXICO

The one thing the early Spaniards wanted above all else
was gold. For it they we willing to abandon their homes and
families in the Old World, undergo all kinds of hardships and
suffering, treat the Indians with great cruelty, and often imperil
their own lives. Thus we see what men will do when possessed of
a greed for wealth!

In Cuba there lived a Spanish gentleman named Hernando
Cortez. He was the son of wealthy parents, and he had studied
law. But when nineteen years of age, he had run away from home
to find adventures in America. He possessed wonderful courage
and great commanaver men; but by nature he was very cruel. He
loved gold, as all the others did in those days, but he loved power
and adventure as much as he did wealth.

Cortez heard stories about the wonderful wealth of the
King of Mexico. It was said that gold was sontmon among
them that the very people ate and drank from golden vessels. The
King was said to live in a palace so covered with gold that it
shone like the sun, while he and all his attendants were believed to
wear gold embroidered clothes every day. THabelous stories
were told by the natives, and the Spaniards were wild with
excitement.

Cortez was placed at the head of an expedition designed to
conquer Mexico, and with him were the bravest of the Spanish
captains and the wildest adventurers in the Néorld. Nothing
suited Cortez better than this expedition, and with hope he and his
men set forth.

The ruler of Mexico was the proud Montezuma. He was
far beyond the ordinary Indian in his ways and manners. He lived
in a palace, and fared sumptuously uplo@ dainties of his land.
Was it not said of him that he ate fresh fish, brought every day
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from the coast by runners who came in relays over two hundred
miles? Around him was every kind of comfort and luxury, and
Mexico, the capital city, showed many esmtes of a high
civilization.

When Cortez landed at Vera Cruz, Indian runners carried
swift word of the stranger to Montezuma, as he sat on his throne
in Mexico City. The King turned pale as he heard of the white
men, riding strange animals, killing th&@nemies with the aid of
weapons that gave out smoke and made noises like many
thunders. He cried in dismay, "They are the children of the sun,
who, according to the traditions of my country, have come to take
away my throne. Alas! woe is me, and woe isxMe!" And the
brave Indian monarch shed tears of distress.

The runners were sent back to Cortez, bearing presents of
gold, jewels, and rich cloth, and begging him to begone with his
men and leave the country in peace. When Cortez saw the gifts,
his eyedlazed with greed, and he said, "Go tell your Montezuma
we will visit him in his palace, even if we have to force our way.
Tell him also that we have a disease of the heart; it will take much
gold to cure us!"

The King heard this message with dismay, Herdid not
understand why men should want gold. They could not eat or
wear it, and he feared their coming to his beautiful capital.

Cortez burned his ships, so that his men could not think of
retreat, and then set out on his march to Mexico City. Thiéiedrr
natives fled before him at the sight of his horses, and at the sound
of his cannon and guns. The roads over the mountains were
smooth, with here and there a stone house built nearby for the
convenience of traders.

At last Cortez and his adventurezame to a point where
they could look down over the city of Mexico. Great white stone
buildings, were seen on an island in the middle of a lake,
connected with the mainland by means of bridges. The temples
and palaces were reflected in the clear water tla@avhole scene
was peaceful and beautiful. "The Land of Gold! The City of
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Plenty!" exclaimed Cortez, and he rested awhile before preparing
for his triumphal entry.

Montezuma sat in his palace with his attendants around
him. "The strangers are in the nmbains,” announced his chief
warrior. "Shall | drive them away, or let them enter?" Montezuma
thought awhile, and replied, "It will be of no avalil to try and drive
them away. Let them enter the city."

Cortez, on a fine horse and covered with all the traysp

of war, attended by his captains and men, rode into the city.
Montezuma was carried to meet him in a chair beneath a canopy
of feathers. His mantle was decorated with gold and precious
stones, and his bearers brought with them great quantities of food
and rich gifts for the strangers. Alas for poor Montezuma! If he
thought that was the way to get rid of the cruel and greedy
Spaniard, he was much mistaken!

Cortez was given the freedom of the city. He went
everywhere, observing the means of defensettagrovisions of
warfare. He visited the temples and saw the priests offering up
human lives to the heathen gods. He resolved to force these
people to adopt the Christian religion, and to abandon their
heathen rites. He was very arrogant, and made thechtfexgive
him everything he demanded.

So matters went on for several weeks, until the Mexicans
showed plainly that they wanted the Spaniards to leave. But the
Spaniards wanted more and more gold, and Cortez became
anxious, for the natives were growingeti and unfriendly. He felt
that he was walking over a volcano that might blow up at any
minute. A Mexican slew one of his soldiers. This proved to
Montezuma's subjects that the white man could be killed. Cortez
demanded that the murderer be turned ovairntofor punishment,
and, when this was done, the Spaniards burned him alive in the
public square. The Mexicans became more sullen and dangerous.

Cortez had only two hundred men with him, and around
him were thousands of Mexicans. He and his men, alreadied
with plunder and in fear of their lives, resolved to escape with
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what they had. It would mean for them certain destruction if the
Mexicans once began hostilities. Montezuma, whom Cortez had
quite terrified, advised him to go, so as to escape ththwfahe
Mexican people. Just about this time, Alvarado, one of the
Spanish captains, witnessing the sacrifice of human lives at a
Mexican religious festival, grew so indignant that he ordered his
men to fire their cannon into the group, thereby killimgns of

the priests.

This brought matters to a crisis. The Spaniards must now
indeed leave, and leave quickly. So they planned to go by night.
But as they departed over the bridge that connected the city with
the mainland, the Mexicans discovered them, dmedjan a
merciless attack upon them. They swarmed forth by the
thousands, cutting away portions of the bridge, hurling stones and
arrows, and rushing upon the Spaniards with their spears. Cortez
lost many men before he could withdraw. The greedy Spanish
sddiers would not follow his advice to drop their packs of gold as
they fled. They clung to their plunder to the very last, and, in
consequence, many were killed who might have escaped. In
Spanish histories this is known as "the sorrowful night."

It took awhole year for Cortez to get enough men from
Cuba and Spain to march again upon Mexico. In the meantime
Montezuma had been slain by his own people, and Guatemazin
reigned in his stead. This time the siege lasted three months, and
thousands of the Mexicangere slain before the proud city gave
way, and the conquest of Mexico was complete. Cortez had at last
broken the heart of the ancient race, and from that time on Mexico
was in possession of the Spanish conquerors.
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CHAPTER I

THE CONQUEST OF PERU

Franasco Pizarro was a Spaniard of low birth, and was so
ignorant that never in all his life did he learn to read and write. His
parents were very poor, and his wicked mother deserted him when
he was a child. He would have died if he had not been nursed by
anold sow.

When Pizarro became old enough to work, he took up the
occupation of a swineherd, feeding and tending pigs. He became
very rough and lawless, but like all other Spaniards of the day,
was eager for conquest in America. So he ran away from his
maser, and shipped in a vessel bound for the West Indies. Here he
met Vasco Nunez de Balboa, and was one of the party that went
with this explorer when he beheld the waters of the Pacific Ocean.
He heard a great deal about a land to the south, aboundintylin go
and silver.

Of course Pizarro wanted to conquer this land, just as
Cortez had conquered Mexico. With a small party of men and
some horses, he started out in one ship to explore the west coast of
South America, where the Peruvians lived. As he went dben
coast he saw signs of villages here and there, and some large
towns with houses and streets. The people he noticed wore
clothing, and appeared to have plenty of gold ornaments.

At one place a party of fifty of his men landed with their
horses and beg a march into the interior. The Peruvians came
against them by the thousands, but the Spaniards fired off their
guns and dismounted their horses. The strange noise of armor, and
the appearance of an animal that could separate itself into two
partsg for the natives thought the horse and rider were one, so
terrified the savages that they fled in dismay.

Seeing the vast numbers of people in this new land, and
also its limitless riches of gold and silver, Pizarro decided to
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return to Spain for larger forcesxd more supplies, and then to
return for the complete conquest of Peru. So he made his way
back to Spain and reported to his King what he had seen. The
Spanish monarch told Pizarro that he might be governor of all the
land he subdued, and in addition heginh keep half the gold he
found. But the King did not give him any money with which to
buy ships and supplies.

Pizarro was not daunted, however, by this. After a few
months he found enough men and borrowed enough money to
start afresh. He landed again thie Peruvian coast, and remained
a year in one place, awaiting reinforcements and supplies. He then
started on his march inland to meet Atahualpa, who was the King
of the country. Atahualpa sent friendly messages, beautiful
presents of gold, silver, andrgeious stones, together with
plentiful provisions for the Spaniards.

Pizarro marched over the narrow mountain passes with a
few hundred men, while Atahualpa could easily have gathered
fifty thousand soldiers to overwhelm him. But Pizarro's men were
fierce as wolves, while the Peruvians were as timid as sheep.
There was no opposition to the onward march of the Spaniards. At
last they came to a large village, which had been abandoned by
the inhabitants and left for the use of the Spaniards. In this village
Pizarro quartered his men, and made himself comfortable.

He was now with about two hundred men in the heart of
Peru, a thickly settled country of thousands of Indians, who could
destroy him at any time they saw fit. But the Indians were
superstitious, tind, and not warlike; while the Spaniards had
horses and guns, and were long accustomed to war.

Pizarro fortified his town as best he could, and then sent
his own brother, with forty men, to Atahualpa's camp to ask him
to pay the Spaniards a visit. "Tellet Inca that he must come, or
else | shall make him. | will take a few horses and my men, and
lay waste all his country.”

The terrified King then made haste to visit the Spanish
camp.
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Pizarro waited all day for Atahualpa to appear. Late in the
afternoonhe learned that the King and his men were on the
outskirts of the village. So word was sent him that supper was
prepared and that it would be kept waiting until he arrived. In the
meantime, Pizarro made ready for an attack, inasmuch as he
feared the treadny of the Spaniards.

Atahualpa appeared, borne on a litter, plated with silver
and gold, and adorned with feathers. With him were five thousand
soldiers, carrying clubs, slings, and bags of stones. The cortege
halted in the great square, and Pizarro céwmneard to greet his
guest. After an exchange of courtesies, a Spanish priest began to
expound the Christian religion. The King listened, and grunted as
if he were not interested.

Then Atahualpa glanced around at his soldiers, speaking to
them in their an language. The Spaniards thought this was a
signal for war, drew their swords, and rushed upon the Indians.
They met with but slight resistance. Hundreds of the Indians fell
in the pursuit, for they all ran away. Those who bore the King's
litter droppedit, leaving the poor monarch on the ground. He was
easily taken prisoner, all of his army having fled with loud cries
over the mountains.

Atahualpa saw what the Spaniards wanted, and offered to
buy his life and liberty by giving up many wagtoads of gadl
and silver. Pizarro agreed to this and the wagons began to come
in, bringing riches in such abundance that it would have been
impossible to carry all away. There were vessels, cups, bowls,
idols, earrings, ornaments of all kiddgverything of pure goldro
silver.

"Take this and leave my country. Also baptize me as a
Christian, if you will, for | would serve your God if you will give
me back to my people,” said Atahualpa.

The eyes of Pizarro burned at the sight of so much wealth.
If this were a part oftj why not have it all? His men gathered
around the great pile and began to wonder at their own riches.
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Pizarro, for no reason whatsoever, began to accuse his
captive of treachery, claiming he had an army ready to overwhelm
the Spaniards, and hence desérdeath for his conduct. He then
put the King in chains, and had him tried for treason and for being
a heathen.

Poor Atahualpa was sentenced to be burned at the stake. In
spite of his willingness to give up all his gold and silver, and to
become a Chrign, he was cruelly put to death. Thus did Pizarro
carry out the practices of the early Spaniards in America, and
complete the Conquest of Peru.

CHAPTER IV

THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH

Ponce de leon was a brave Spanish soldier who came over
with Columbus on hisecond voyage. He was so fine a soldier
that he was made governor of a part of Hispaniola. One day he
stood on a high hill, and saw the fair shores of Porto Rico. "l will
conquer that island,” said he, and forthwith sailed across the
waters, annexing it asne of his possessions and establishing
himself as governor.

Like all the early Spaniards he was cruel to the Indians and
greedy for gold. He made the poor natives work hard, and slew
them for the slightest offenses. In consequence, De Leon was
hated asvere all the Spanish oppressors of that period.

De Leon was getting old; his hair was white, his strength
was waning, and he longed for the vigor and fire of youth. One
time he complained to an Indian of his coming age. The cunning
savage replied: "Acrosthe sea, only a few days' sail from here,
there is a beautiful land full of flowers and fruit and game. It is the
most beautiful place in the world, far more lovely than this island.
Somewhere yonder there is a fountain of magic water, in which, if
one bghes, his hair will become black and his limbs will become
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strong. He then can carry his sword without fatigue, and conquer
his enemies with his strong arm. He will again be a young man!"

De Leon listened gladly to the story of this wily savage
who was meely trying to get him and his men to leave Porto
Rico. He resolved to find the beautiful country, so that he might
bathe in the Fountain of Youth. He called his men to him at once
and told them about the wonderful water. In a few days he set sall
on his auest, full of foolish hope and pride.

It was in the early spring; the breeze was soft and the air
was mild. In a short while the ship came to land, and De Leon
named it Florida. He anchored his ship, and his men rowed him to
shore. The spot where they thad was near the mouth of the St.
John River, not far from where St. Augustine now stands. They
were the first white men to set foot on the soil of the mainland of
North America, since the days of the Northmen, five hundred
years before.

Now began the vai search for the Fountain of Youth.

Deep into the forests the soldiers plunged, wondering at the
gorgeous flowers, the abundant fruit, and the plentiful game. The
Indians scurried away at the approach of the strange white faces.
De Leon and his men wererieon other things than Indians and
flowers; they were hunting for their lost youth! In every stream,
brook, river, and creek they bathed. Up and down the coast they
wandered, trying the waters everywhere. They had never bathed
as much before in all thdives, but it was all in vain!

No matter where or how often he bathed, Ponce de Leon's
hair remained white, his skin was dried and his limbs were bent
with age and fatigue. In vain he tried a hundred places, and at last
exclaimed, "There is no such foumehere; we must return to
Porto Rico."

Accordingly, he set sail for the island from whence he had
departed, just as old, just as white haired, and just as foolish in his
belief as when he had started out on his fruitless mission. If De
Leon did not finchis Fountain of Youth, he at least did discover a
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beautiful country, and give a name to one of the future states of
our Union.

For nearly a year afterwards, De Leon and his men
wandered up and down the coast of Florida. Perhaps they were
still seeking the~ountain of Youth. One day, they were attacked
by the Indians, and De Leon was wounded by an arrow. His
followers put him on board ship and sailed away to Cuba. Here De
Leon died of his wounds, with all his hopes unfulfilled.

CHAPTER V

DE SOTO DISCOVERS THE MISSISSIPPI

Hernando de soto had been with Pizarro in Peru, and had
seen there the temples all plated with gold. He was eager for
conquests and wealth of his own, and called for volunteers to
follow him into the unexplored lands which lay northward.
Hundreds of warriors flocked to his standard, thirsting for gold
and adventure. It was always so with the Spaniards of those days!

In May, 1539, De Soto, with six or seven hundred
followers, landed at Tampa, in Florida. He carried blbodnds
to hunt the mdians and chains to fetter them. A drove of hogs was
brought along for fresh meat. The men were provided with horses,
fire-arms, cannon, and steel armor. It was a gay and cruel band,
bent on war and on finding gold.

They had not gone far before out ofetliorests there
stepped a white man, named Juan Ortiz, who had been captive
among the Indians for ten years. He knew the Indian language
well, and joined the adventurers as guide and interpreter.

The band marched northward, everywhere robbing the
villages of food, and terrifying the Indians. A year passed, and
there was no gold. Fear alone made the Indians meet them with
peace, but this was repaid by the Spaniards with many brutal
deeds. At last they came to the banks of the Savannah River,
where they weremet by a beautiful Indian Princess. As they
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neared the village, she came out to meet them and welcome them,
hoping thus to make friends with them. She was borne on a litter
by four of her subjects. She alighted before De Soto, and made
signs of peace anfiliendship. Taking a double string of pearls,
which she wore, she hung it around the neck of De Soto and bade
him follow her into the village.

Here the party rested for awhile, entertained by the
Princess and her people. But De Soto ill repaid her kirsdr@s
leaving, he and his men robbed the village of all the valuables
they could find, and took the Princess captive. They made her
follow them into the wilderness. But De Soto gained little by this
cruelty, for, after a few days' marching, the Princessaped,
taking with her a large box of pearls, which De Soto had prized
very highly.

They now marched westward and then southward, until
they came to the town of Mavila, where Mobile, Alabama, now
stands. The Indian Chief met De Soto with a great show of
friendship, and begged him and a few of his soldiers to enter the
palisade which protected the village. No sooner had they done so
than the Chief shouted a word of insult and ran into one of the
houses. In a moment a cloud of arrows swept from the houses, a
many of the Spaniards fell dead. Only De Soto and a few of them
escaped. Enraged by this treatment, the Spaniards assaulted the
town, and a terrible battle followed, lasting nine hours. In the end
the Spaniards won, but they lost many men, and neédnby tieir
property was destroyed. The town was burned and hosts of
Indians killed, but De Soto could ill afford to lose anything more,
for his men were few and the natives were many.

A year and over had now passed, and the adventurers were
tired of their journey. They had found no gold, but had
experienced only hardship and battle and danger. They clamored
to go home, but De Soto would not hear of it. He made them again
take up their journey northward and westward.

It was now a strang®oking army. Theuniforms with
which they had started had worn out, and were replaced by skins,
and mats made of rushes and bark. Their hair and beards had
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grown until they looked like wild men. All the hogs had long
since been eaten, or had died on the march. The Indimosd to

go along and carry the baggage, often escaped at night, taking
with them or destroying before they left whatever they could. The
remaining horses were gaunt and haggard. There was no longer
any medicine, and but little ammunition for the gunise§e men
were sick at heart and sorely discouraged.

Onward they trudged, day by day, avoiding the Indians as
much as they could. Two years passed, and again it was May. One
morning they marched out of the thick undergrowth, and stood on
the banks of a gee river. It was the Mississippi, the Father of
Waters, gazed upon for the first time by the eyes of a white man.
It was a noble and imposing sight, as the vast volume of water
rolled majestically before them on its way to the Gulf of Mexico.

Little, however, did De Soto care for the majesty or beauty
of this river. In his heart still burned the desire for gold. He cried
to his men: "Let us hasten and build boats that we may cross. It
was a hard task for his enfeebled followers, but they undertook the
labar, that they and their few horses might get to the other side.
Once over, they began the fruitless search, but always with the
same result.

For another year they wandered over the country, west of
the Mississippi. Sometimes they had to fight the Indiahsays
losing a few men and shortening their ammunition supply.
Sometimes they were kindly treated, and rested in the villages. At
one place the Indians thought De Soto was a god, and brought to
him the sick to be healed and the blind to be cured. Theg wer
sorely disappointed at the result.

De Soto was now weary, emaciated and ill. He had at last
lost his dreams, and the time had come for him to die. He had
caught a fever from camping in a swampy place, and he knew his
final hours were at hand. Callingshmen around him, he begged
their forgiveness for the perils and suffering he had made them
endure, and appointed one among them to be his successor. The
next day he died, and was buried near the camp.
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His followers, however, feared the Indians would cita
them, should they discover that De Soto was dead, or find his
body. For all along he had pretended that he was immortal and
could neither die nor be slain. Therefore, at night, his body was
taken up, wrapped in clothes filled with sand and stones, and
carried to the middle of the river, where it was dropped into the
keeping of the mighty current he had discovered.

What was left of the band of adventurers fashioned a few
boats of rough material, and embarked on the river to make their
way out of the wilerness. For many days and weeks they sailed
and toiled, until at last a ragged remnant reached a settlement in
Mexico, where they told the sad story of their wanderings and
misfortunes.

CHAPTER VI

SR WALTER RALEIGH

Walter Raleigh was a gallant young manEngland, very
bold and fond of adventure. He was an officer in Queen
Elizabeth's army. One day, in London, he had an opportunity of
attracting the attention of the Queen, herself. She was out for a
walk in the royal park, attended by her courtiers, wtnenparty
came to a muddy place in the path over which the Queen must go.
As she hesitated for a moment, there stepped from the bystanders
a young man who threw his cloak down over the mud so that she
might pass without soiling her shoes. When she hassed) she
called the young man to her side and offered to pay for the velvet
cloak.

"The only pay | desire, your Majesty, is permission to keep
the cloak; for since your Majesty's foot has pressed on it, it has
become valuable indeed," was the reply efybung officer.

The Queen was pleased at the answer, and asked his name.
"Walter Raleigh, most gracious lady," said he. The Queen passed
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on, but the next day she sent for him and made him one of the
guards in the royal household.

Raleigh soon grew inttavor with the Queen. Court life
was very gay in the reign of Elizabeth. Raleigh was among the
most brilliant and successful of all the courtiers. He had many
suits of satin and velvet, he wore a hat with a band of pearls, and
his shoebuckles cost sever#éhousand dollars. He also had a suit
of silver armor, studded with diamonds. He paid for all these
things himself, for he was not only a fine soldier and sailor, but
was also one of the best business men of his time.

Among the cherished plans of Ralemhs one to found a
colony in the New World. The Queen said he might plant a colony
in America anywhere he could find a place, but that he must do so
at his own expense. The Queen was as thrifty as Raleigh was
adventurous.

So he fitted out two ships, andliected a lot of poor
people who were willing to go anywhere, and he sent them across
the ocean to plant a colony in the New World. After four months'
sailing, they came to Roanoke Island, off the coast of North
Carolina. Taking a look at the land, thegiled back home, and
reported that the country was very beautiful, but that they would
rather be in England. Raleigh named the land Virginia, in honor of
the Virgin Queen; he was not quite sure where it was.

The next year another company was sent out dgigh.
They landed on Roanoke Island and started a colony, but in a
short while they grew tired and a passing ship took them also back
to England. Thus the second effort was a failure.

These colonists, however, brought back to Raleigh many
products of te country, among other things some tobacco, which
they told Raleigh the Indians burned in their pipes, drawing the
smoke through their mouths. Raleigh liked the idea of smoking,
and soon began to use tobacco like the Indians. As he sat in his
room one daywith his pipe, blowing the smoke into the air, his
servant came in with a pot of ale. He was amazed to see smoke
coming out of Raleigh's mouth. "The master is on fire," he cried in
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alarm, and threw the ale into Raleigh's face, very much to the
latter's amaement and chagrin.

One day while smoking before the Queen, Raleigh laid her
a wager he could weigh the smoke coming from his pipe. The
Queen accepted the bet. Raleigh thereupon weighed a small
guantity of tobacco, smoked it all, and then carefully weigihe
ashes. The difference between the weight of the tobacco and the
weight of the ashes, he said, must be the weight of the smoke. The
Queen laughingly paid the wager.

Raleigh tried to found a third colony in America, but it
came to grief and was lodte therefore gave up all his plans of
colonization. He had spent large sums of money, and besides he
had married one of the Queen's madfhonor, which so
displeased Elizabeth that Raleigh lost his favored place at Court.
He managed to get up an explgriparty to go to South America
in search of gold. Soon after his return to England, the Queen
died, and James I. became King.

King James did not like Raleigh, and listened to his
enemies, who were envious of his popularity. Charges were
preferred againgtim, and he was thrown into prison. On the day
of his trial, he pleaded his own cause with great eloquence. He
spoke all day long, from early morning until dark, but he was
condemned to death.

For some reason he was not executed for fifteen years, but
was kept confined in prison, where he spent his time writing a
history of the world.

He met death like a brave man, asking to be executed in
the morning hours, for he had a fever at the time, and he knew that
if he waited until evening the chill would comadahe would
shake; thus his enemies might think he trembled for fear. His
request was granted. As he mounted the block, he touched the
headsman's axe, saying, "It is a sharp medicine, but it will cure all
ills."

He then laid his aged head upon the blald, when the
axe fell, the old courtier's troubles were over.
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CHAPTER VII

THE LOST COLONY OF ROANOKE

When Sir Walter Raleigh tried a third time to plant a
colony on Roanoke Island, he sent across the ocean farmers,
mechanics and carpenters, with theived, thinking that families
would be more content to stay than single men. The expedition
was in charge of Captain John White.

The colonists landed on the island, built houses and forts,
planted gardens, and cultivated the fields. Raleigh had advised
themto make friends with the Indians. So, when one of the Chiefs
came in, Captain White greeted him, and gave him some cheap
jewelry, a gaudy handkerchief, and a knife as presents. He then
asked the Indian to kneel down while he conferred on him the title
of Lord of Roanoke. All went well with the little colony. The
houses were ready for the coming winter, the crops were growing,
and the Indians were friendly. There was great rejoicing when it
was announced that Mrs. Dare, the daughter of the Governor, had
a little baby girl, the first white child of English parents to be born
in America.

Governor White thought he might safely sail back to
England in order to get some supplies for the winter; he planned
to return to his colony in a few weeks. So he went toldft
leaving his happy people on Roanoke Island. But, when he
reached England, he found that country in a state of great
excitement over the threatened Spanish invasion. It seems that a
bold Englishman, Sir Francis Drake, had sailed into the harbor of
Cadz, in Spain, and had burned or captured all the ships there.
This had made the Spaniards angry, especially as he had said, "I
have singed the beard of the Spanish King."

The King of Spain fitted out a great fleet intended to
destroy the English navy; veould land an army on English soil
and plunder England herself! The fleet consisted of about one
hundred and thirty ships, with 30,000 soldiers and sailors. It
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would not be considered wonderful in these days, but it was
considered a great fleet then, andswcalled the "Invincible
Armada.”

This expedition created consternation in England, and
everybody was hurried on board ships to fight the Spaniards.
Hardly had the Armada sailed out of the harbor before a severe
storm scattered the English ships; so,ttater on, Drake and the
other English sea captains fought the enemy singly. Fortunately,
the English ships were light and were able to sail all around the
big, heavy Spanish ships, doing them much damage and not
suffering much themselves. The Armada leidcthe British Isles,
meeting storm after storm, and pursued and harried by the
English. At last the great fleet was broken up in a terrible gale,
many of the ships were lost, and the great Armada came to
nought.

It took a long time for all this to happgeand, in the
meanwhile, Governor White could not get back to his colony at
Roanoke. One ship was fitted out and ready to sail, but the
Government seized it and sent it off to fight the Spaniards.
Another ship was made ready, and actually sailed, buC apeain
turned pirate, and went after Spanish vessels in the West Indies. It
was nearly three years before Governor White found himself on
board his own ship, on his way to the colonists and to his little
granddaughter. We can imagine the feelings of tdeCaptain as
he sailed over the seas, wondering what had become of his friends
and family, and how they had fared all this time. They had looked
for him to return to them in a few months, and here it was nearly
three years!

Land was sighted one day juafter dark, and a light
glimmered on shore. "That must be the home of one of the
colonists,” exclaimed the Governor. Hastily, a boat was lowered
and he was rowed to shore. On landing, his men with him looked
about, called aloud, blew trumpets and fired tbiéir guns, but
there was not a sight or a sound of any of the colonists.
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ON A TREENEARBY WAS CARVED THE WORD 'CROATAN'".

All night they searched, dmext day. At last they came to
a few huts, broken down and long unused; there were also some
torn bits of clothing scattered about. No signs could be found of
any colonists having been near in a great while. On a tree near by
was carved the wordyoatan

Governor White, when he saw this, thought he knew what
had become of the colonists, because he had told them that if, for
any cause, it was necessary for them to move away, they should
carve on a tree or dogost the name of the place to which they
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were going. Croatan was the name of a tribe of Indians, and the
Governor at once thought his colonists had gone to the island
where those Indians lived.

He tried to reach this island, but storms arose and blew
him off his path. Besides which, his crew demeshthat he return
home. So he set sail for England, leaving the lost colony to its
fate. From that day to this no one has ever known what became of
the lost colony of Roanoke, or of the little baby girl whose eyes
first saw the light on the soil of America

CHAPTER VIII

SOME ADVENTURES OF JOHN SMITH

Our hero of Jamestown, Virginia, was such a remarkable
character that it is well for us to learn something of his adventures
before he came to the New World.

As a boy, he was strong, active, and full of dariithen
he was fourteen years of age, he ran away from home to join in
the wars of Holland. For four years he served as a soldier; then,
getting tired of obeying orders, he left his company and built for
himself a hut in the woods. Here he did all his oworky cooked,
and studied military tactics. He was determined to be a great
soldier.

He now set out for the East to join the Christians who were
fighting the Turks. As he passed through France, our young hero
lost his money, and had a hard time to keepsbifrfrom starving.
Finally he reached a port, after walking many miles and begging
food along the road, and he boarded a vessel bound for Italy.

After they had been out at sea for a few days, a storm
arose, and the ship looked as though she were abgot down.
The sailors were so frightened they began praying. One of them
said, "We have a lad here, not of our religion. He has brought on
the storm. Overboard with him!" Thereupon, they seized John
Smith, and cast him into the sea. But Smith was thesvastmer
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of his day, and the water was like land to him. So he swam for
many hours, and finally landed on a strange shore.

We next hear of him in Austria, where he joined the army
and again set out on his way to fight the Turks. Smith won a great
name forhimself in the following way: A Turkish officer, to
amuse the ladies in his camp, sent a challenge to the Austrian
army for single combat with any man they might send against
him.

"I will accept the challenge," said Smith, and rode out in
front of both amies. He dared the Turkish officer to come forth.
They fought on horseback, and, as they rushed together, Smith
directed his lance so that the point of it went through the eye of
his opponent. The Turkish officer fell dead, and Smith cut off his
head, cariing it away on his spear. This so enraged the Turkish
soldiers that another officer rode out to avenge his comrade's
death. But he shared a like fate, and Smith carried his head away
on the end of his spear. Then with a great show of daring he rode
up tothe Turkish lines, and challenged another to come out and
give him battle.

Nothing daunted, a third Turk, big and fierce, came forth
on a fresh horse. Smith was tired out by this time, having killed
two men, but he spurred his horse into the combat. Adwtio
came together, Smith fell to the ground, and his companions
thought he was dead.

The Turkish officer leaped from his horse to complete the
victory, but Smith was up in a hurry and, sword in hand, awaited
his enemy. Fiercely they fought for an hoat,the end of which
time Smith's sword went through the body of the big Turk, and his
head also was carried off the field.

By now the Turks had had enough fighting, and the ladies
declared they were sufficiently amused for the day.

In one of the battlesvhich occurred, Smith fell into the
hands of the Turks and was made a slave, according to the custom
of those days. He wore a ring around his neck, and worked about
the house for his Turkish mistress. She was so much pleased with
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him that she sent him aspaesent to her brother, who lived in a
distant town.

Smith found his new master very cruel indeed, and his life
was hard. One day a bitter quarrel ensued between them, in which
Smith slew his master. Taking off the dead man's clothes, he
dressed himseliip as a Turk, and marched away, out of captivity.
No one molested him, for he spoke the Turkish language, and
acted in every way as though he were a Turk.

Soon he came to the border of Russia, and from there went
peaceably through Germany, France andrggaially making his
way back to England, where he told everybody about the
wonderful adventures which had befallen him.

CHAPTER IX

M ORE ADVENTURES OF JOHN SMITH

When John Smith arrived in England, he found a ship with
colonists on board ready to sail fine New World. He was asked
to join the party and try his fortune in the strange land across the
ocean. Of course, he agreed, and the ship soon set sail. Now, the
King had arranged for the new colony to be governed by twelve
counselors, whose names werg in a sealed envelope, not to be
opened until the vessel reached America. There was much
guarrelling on board as to which among the adventurers was the
greatest; you may be sure that Smith did a deal of boasting, and
would allow that no one was greatdran he. His vain talk so
alarmed some of those present and so enraged others that they put
him in irons and kept him thus until they reached land.

They founded Jamestown, in Virginia but the colonists
were not suited to the rude work of the wildernedseyTwere
gentlemen who wanted gold, and they did not care to cut down
trees, build houses, and plant gardens. Smith warned them they
had better plant their gardens in the spring; if they wanted gold,
they could seek it afterwards. But they would not lisi@rhim,
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and went about the woods, digging around trees and seeking in the
gullies for the precious metal. This made the Indians laugh, for
they knew that the winter would find the white folks without food.
And so it came to pass. A terrible starving tife# upon them,

and many of them died.

The Indians would not sell corn to the colonists, and so
Smith set out to make them. He and a few men went up the James
River in a boat, until they came to an Indian village. Here they
made signs that Smith would d»nge hatchets and beads for
corn. The Indians knew the whites were starving, and shook their
heads, "No." The trinkets Smith offered did not tempt them, but
they said they would give a small piece of bread for Smith's gun
and sword.

Smith knew the Indiamwere afraid of his gun, so he fired
it off several times. This frightened the Indians so much that they
ran, yelling, into the woods, which gave Smith and his men the
opportunity to seize a quantity of corn. The Indians soon came
back, carrying their pated idol which they thought would
destroy the white men. But Smith and his men fired their guns
again, whereupon, the Indians dropped the idol and ran away into
the woods for the second time.

Smith seized the idol and started to carry it away. When
the hdians returned and saw him with their precious god, they
gladly exchanged a boat load of corn for it; by their manner they
showed Smith plainly that they wished he would go away as
quietly as possible. This the brave Captain was not slow to do,
especiallyas he had a large amount of good corn.

Later on, Captain Smith decided to explore the country,
and, with a few men and two Indian guides he sailed up the
Chickahominy River in search of adventure. After he had sailed
for some distance, with an Indian deihe went ashore, leaving
the rest of the party to boil the pot for supper. He had not gone
very far before he heard cries and sounds of strife from the
direction of the canoe. The Indians had attacked the party and had
killed every one of them. This leBmith and his guide alone in a
wilderness, surrounded by hostile savages.

Distributed by Heritage History 2009



Smith now tied the Indian fast to his own arm, so that he
could not escape and both began to run. An arrow whizzed out
from the bushes, striking Smith in the thigh. Signs of Insliaare
all around. Their forms skulked in the undergrowth, and their
arrows flew through the air. Smith seized his guide and held him
in front as a shield to protect himself from the arrows. In this way
the brave soldier tried to walk backwards towardschisoe, but,
not seeing where he was walking, he backed into a quicksand up
to his waist.

The Indians, realizing the plight of Smith and the Indian
guide, ran yelling from the woods, and made them both captive.
They were pulled from the mud, washed cleamq their clothes
were dried before a fire. Smith knew that this was all in
preparation for a great time when he would be tortured to death.

Soon the Indians came with Smith to their Chief,
Opecancanough, who looked at the captive with angry face. Smith
thought his hour had arrived, but he resolved to put it off as long
as he could. So he took out his pocket compass and showed it to
the Indians. They looked at the trembling needle, which they
could see but not touch, on account of the glass, and were so
astonished that they decided not to kill Smith at once, but to send
him to Powhatan.

When Powhatan saw the white man, he was greatly
pleased, and ordered him fed abundantly that he might be fat
when the time came to kill him. Smith ate so much bread amd de
meat and vegetables that he fell ill, and asked Powhatan to let him
send word to his friends at Jamestown.

Smith wrote a note on a piece of bark, with a bit of burnt
stick, and gave it to a messenger to take to the colony. The
messenger quickly delived the note, and came back with
presents for Powhatan. But Powhatan said that any man who
could make a piece of bark talk by merely marking on it was a
magician, and should be put to death.

One day Smith was brought in before the savage old Chief,
bound wth thongs, and laid upon a stone, while the warriors
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prepared to beat out his brains. This would have been the end of
Captain John Smith if Powhatan's daughter, Pocahontas, had not
rushed in and begged her father to spare the life of the white man.
Old Pavhatan ordered Smith unbound, and he was led away to

continue his adventures in the wilds of America.

CHAPTER X

PERSECUTION OF THE PILGRIMS AND
PURITANS

When James |. became King of England, he tried to
enforce obedience to one Church, with all its formusd
ceremonies and beliefs. Other kings had done this before him.
Said he, "I will have one doctrine, one discipline, one religion in
substance and ceremony."

This was very unwise in the King, for men should be
allowed to worship God in their own way, andt in any king's
way. But James cared little for the wishes of his people. "I will
govern according to the common weal, and not according to the
common will," was his haughty speech.

There were many people in England who were opposed to
parts of the régious service and to many of the ecclesiastical
ceremonies of the Church of England. They wished to purify the
Church of its old customs, and so they were called "Puritans” by
way of derision. The Puritans frankly refused to conform to the
Church.

"I shdl makethem conform, else | shall harry them out of
this land, or even worse," said King James, in anger.

Some of the Puritans, believing they had a right to think
for themselves in the matter of religion, broke away from the
Established Church, and gthieformed separate congregations of
their own. One of these congregations met in the old Manor
House of Scrooby, where lived a certain William Brewster, who
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was a staunch Puritan, N&@onformist and Separatist. His
followers were called "Not€onformists"because they refused to
conform to the Established Church, and "Separatists" because they
separated from it.

Every Sunday, numbers of people could be seen going to
his house to listen to the sermon of their teacher and pastor. One
of the most active of ki congregation was William Bradford,
whose home was near the old manor house. Bradford was only
seventeen years old at the time he joined the congregation at
Scrooby.

When King James heard of this meeting he was very wroth
indeed. "They must conform to ngGhurch and my service, or it
shall be the worse for them!" he declared.

Therefore, some of the Puritans were taken and put in
prison, others had their houses watched day and night, while still
others were threatened with a loss of their means of livadiho
All of them lived in terror of the King and his agents. No wonder
the Puritans resolved to leave the country, if possible.

Though the King said he would harry them out of the land,
they now found it hard to get away. The King's officers were told
to arest any who attempted to go. Accordingly, they had to make
their plans with great secrecy.

A large company of the Puritans hired a ship solely for
themselves, and agreed with the owner to be ready on a certain
day to board her with all their goods andattels. After long
waiting, much exposure, and many delays, the ship finally arrived
one night, and the Puritans went on board, hoping to get to
Holland.

Hardly were they gathered together before the Captain
betrayed them into the hands of the King'sceffs. They were put
into open boats, and were rifled of all their possessions. Even their
shirts were torn open in the search for money. Their books and
papers were taken away. Then the entire company was sent back
to town, and put into prisof,some for amonth and others for
even a longer time.
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But the Puritans refused to give up their congregation, and
they would neither conform to the King's Church nor bow to his
will. After they were all out of prison, they secretly made an
arrangement with a Dutch @@in to take them on board his
vessel at a point agreed upon, far from any town.

The women and children were sent to this place in a small
boat, which, arriving ahead of time, put into a small creek to wait.
Unluckily the time came for low tide and thetuck in the mud.
There was no way to reach them, nor could they get away until the
tide rose and floated the boat. In the meanwhile, the ship arrived,
ready for her passengers.

The men of the Puritan party had come and were walking
impatiently along thehore. One of the ship's boats was sent to get
them; for it was thought that the women and children could be
taken up later. But just as these men were safely on board, an
armed body of the King's pursuers was seen coming across the
fields. The Dutch Capia, in great haste, weighed anchor, hoisted
his sails, and made away.

The Puritans were in great despair over leaving their
families to the mercy of the officers, but the Captain refused to go
back, since he feared the wrath of his own Government dtuss t
defying the will of the King of England. Therefore, the men were
landed in Holland.

But it was not long before the English King grew tired of
the controversy. "Let them go; the country is well rid of them,"
said he, and gave orders to make no morestsr Therefore, in a
short while, the women and children and the rest of the Puritan
Church joined the men in Holland, and began their new life in a
strange land. It was now that they called themselves "Pilgrims."

For the next eleven or twelve years figrims lived in
Holland. But it was hard to keep English customs in a foreign
land. Their religion was too solemn and sober for the pleasure
loving Dutch. The young people were fast learning the Dutch
language and customs. The elders saw more dangettseito
religion from the Sunday pastimes of the people, than they found
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in England from the wrath of the King. Besides, they were poor,
and there was also a rumor of war coming on.

Therefore, the Pilgrims decided upon another change. The
King of England ganted them land in the New World, and let
them know he would not molest them in their worship. Doubtless
he was glad to put the ocean between him and the troublesome
congregation.

Two vessels were engaged to take them aértss
Speedwe]llying at Delftraven, in Holland, and th®ayflower,
taking on supplies at Southampton, in England. The two vessels
started out together, but tispeedwellsprung a leak, and had to
put back into harbor. The Pilgrims, about one hundred and twenty
in all, went aboard th&layflower, and set sail for the shores of
America, glad to turn their backs on the persecutions and
hardships of the Old World, and knowing that they would find in
their new home freedom to worship God in their own way.

CHAPTER XI

THE ADVENTURES OF MILES STANDISH

Captain Miles Standish was an English soldier who, in his
wanderings, came across the Pilgrim settlement in Holland. He
liked the courage of these brave countrymen of his, and attached
himself to their community, though he would not join their
Chuch. When they began to discuss a plan for coming to
America, he spoke up heartily in favor of it.

He was fond of adventure, and knew there were Indians
and bears and wild creatures of all kinds in America to fight; and,
since fighting was his main bussgeand pleasure, he resolved to
be among the very first to go over with the Puritans.

Accordingly, Miles Standish was among the colonial
passengers on the Mayflower. For nine weeks, the little ship
battled with wind and waves. It was a trying voyage, Mues
Standish was among those who did not lose courage. He strode
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the deck in the worst weather, and helped the sailors manage the
ship. He had a cheerful voice and a kindly manner with his fear
smitten companiond, all of which aided many a discouragediso

in standing the long voyage.

When the ship reached Cape Cod, Standish, with a few
followers, went on shore, looking for a place to establish a
settlement. Such a. place was found almost at the very end of
Cape Cod. The men went in single file for abaumile, when they
saw five or six Indians, with a dog, coming towards them. When
the savages caught sight of the white men, they ran into the wood
and whistled for the dog to follow.

Standish and his men pursued the Indians, but could not
overtake themWhen night came, they built a fire, set three men
to act as sentinels, and slept on the ground until morning. By
daybreak they were up and after the Indians, but found no trace of
them nor of any houses.

They next discovered some mounds of sand that tboke
like graves. These they dug into, and came upon bows and arrows.
But they covered them over again, knowing the Indians did not
like their dead to be disturbed. Other mounds contained baskets of
corn, which the men very promptly carried away, since thegew
much in need of it for bread.

As they went through the woods, they came upon & deer
trap, which was such a curious contrivance that William Bradford
examined it with much curiosity. Stepping upon the hidden spring,
the trap closed on his leg so tighthat he called lustily for his
companions to hasten and relieve him.

After wandering through the woods all day, they came to
the shore, shot off their guns as a signal to the ship, and then were
taken on board the vessel. This ended the first adveotides
Standish at Cape Cod.

After exploring the land several times for a place to found
their colony, and locating none to suit them, the company spent
about a month in the Mayflower, making the best of a very
uncomfortable situation. At last, towartlet end of December,

Distributed by Heritage History 2009



they came to a place which John Smith, of Virginia, in one of his
voyages along this coast, had named Plymouth. Here they landed
and founded their colony.

An Indian tribe had lived among the Plymouth hills, but a
plague had swept thentre tribe away. The stubble in the fields
was several years old, and the rude shelters of the Indians were
rotting. There was no one to dispute the rights of the settlers to
claim the soil for their own.

Rough houses of logs were soon built, the sphetgeen
the cracks of the logs being daubed with mud. Oiled paper was
used instead of glass for the windows. The weather was now very
cold, the snow covered the ground, and almost blocked the people
in their homes. There was little fuel and scant food. ddlenists
suffered dreadfully.

Many of them died, including Rose Standish, the beautiful
young wife of the brave Captain. But the Captain himself kept up
staunchly, and went among the sick and dying, doing all he could
to help them. At one time he and sithers were the only well
ones in the place. These well ones brought all the wood, made all
the fires, cooked all the food, attended to all the beds, and even
washed the clothes for the entire colony. When spring came, only
fifty of the company were lefalive. It was a dreadful winter, but
the Pilgrims were not dismayed by this bad beginning.

For fear the Indians would discover the weakness of the
whites, and attack them in their sick and helpless condition, the
graves of those who had died were plouhbger and sown with
seed. During the spring they made friends with some of the
Indians, particularly with Massasoit, an Indian Chief, and with
Squanto, another chieftain who knew how to speak English.
Squanto was very helpful to the colonists. He taulgétt how to
catch fish and how to tread eels out of the mud. He told them to
plant corn when the oak leaf was as big as a mouse's ear, and to
drop a dead herring in each hill for fertilizer. He informed the
unfriendly Indians that the white settlers kepe fhlague in their
cellars, beside the black thunder powder, and could let it loose
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whenever they chose. In fact, he saved the little colony from utter
destruction at the hands of the unfriendly savages.

At one time, Captain Standish had gone in a bodtuto
corn from a tribe of Indians down the coast. When he arrived, the
Indians formed a plot to kill him. One of them invited him to
spend the night in his house. The wary Captain did not close his
eyes. He could not understand what they said, but theanact
were suspicious. Pacing to and fro, keeping his gun always ready,
he watched through the long night for any sign of attack. "Why do
you not sleep?" asked an Indian. "l have no desire to sleep in the
house of a stranger,” replied Standish. In the nmnggnstandish
backed out of the house, making the Indian follow him to his boat,
and even back to Plymouth.

The Massachusetts Indians formed a plot to destroy all the
English at Plymouth. Massasoit sent word to the colonists that, if
they would save theitives, they must kill the Massachusetts
Chiefs. Standish, with eight men, undertook the mission. He went
to their village, and pretended to trade for furs. The trade was very
smooth, for smiling and fair words were spoken. But the Indians
said, "The Captais eyes are watchful, and there is anger in his
heart."

Then came a Chief, whetting his knife. He said boastfully,
"By and by it shall see, and by and by it shall eat, but not speak."
Then, turning to Standish, he said, "You are a great Captain, if
you ae a little man. | am not a Chief, but | have great strength.”

Then Standish gave a signal, and sprang upon the boasting
Indian. Snatching the knife from the hands of the astonished
savage, he drove it through his heart, laying him dead on the floor.
The companions of the Captain made an onslaught on the other
Indians, whereupon they all fled shrieking to the woods. This
ended the combat and the conspiracy. From that time on the name
of Standish was enough to make the Indians tremble with fear.

In this wagy, Captain Standish kept down the Indians,
inspired hope and courage among the colonists, and secured peace
and prosperity for Plymouth.
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CHAPTER XII

BUILDINGA CANOE

The birch bark canoe was the most beautiful and ingenious
of all the Indians' inventiondt was so broad that it could float in
shallow streams, so strong that it could shoot dangerous rapids,
and so light that one man could easily carry it on his back.

To make such a boat the Indians picked out a tall tree, with
thick bark and with as felwranches as possible. This they would
cut down, care being taken to prevent it falling against other trees,
thereby hurting the bark. The bark was then split along the length
of the tree, and carefully peeled off in pieces the length and
breadth of the care. They were very particular not to have any
holes in the bark, which, during the season when the sap was in
the tree, was firm and fine.

The bark was then spread on the ground in a smooth place,
the inside downwards, and, in order to stretch it bekbgs of
wood or stones were placed on it. Then the edges of the bark were
gently bent upwards to form the sides of the boat. Some sticks
were fixed into the ground at a distance of three or four feet from
each other, forming the curved line which the sidéshe boat
were intended to make. The bark was bent to the form which the
boat was to have, being held firmly in position by the sticks thus
driven into the ground.

The ribs of the boat were made of tough hickory, cut into
long, flat pieces, and bent tbe shape of the boat, the wider ones
in the middle, and the narrower ones towards the ends. When thus
bent and tied in position, the ribs were placed upon the bark about
ten inches apart.

The upper edge of each side of the boat was made of two
thin poles, the boat's length, and put close together with flat edges
to hold the bark between. These long poles, firmly attached to the
ribs, determined the shape of the boat.
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WITH LONG PADDLESAND STRONGARMS, THE INDIANS FORCEDTHEIR
CRAFT ALONG THE RIVER.

The edge of the bark was now inserted between the poles
on each side, and was sewed to the poles by means of -mouse
wood, bark, or roots.
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The poles were nowewed together at the end, and the
bark was made water tight where it was joined by pounded bark of
the red elm. Bands were placed across the top of the ribs of the
boat to prevent spreading or crushing in, and boards were laid
across the bottom to step.drhe boat was then ready for use.

This was a frail structure, and had to be treated very
tenderly. The sides were easily torn open by rocks and hidden
branches of trees, and, therefore, the Indian was always on the
lookout for danger. The bottom could basily crushed through;
hence the Indian went barefoot, and entered the canoe very
gingerly.

But with such a canoe three or four persons could easily
float, and in some of the war canoes even a dozen Indians could
find space. With long paddles and strargs, the Indians forced
their craft over the lakes and along the rivers with great ease and
speed. It was strong enough to hold a heavy load, so long as it did
not strike a rock or hidden tree. Such a boat could shoot down a
dangerous rapid, if it was réicted by skillful hands. When the
Indians wished to move from one lake to another, they lifted the
canoe out the water, strapped it across the back of one man, who
took it over the trail across country from one body of water to
another.

CHAPTER XIlII

THE FLIGHT OF ROGER WILLIAMS

There was a young Puritan minister, named Roger
Williams, who lived with his wife and two children in the town of
Salem, Massachusetts. His congregation was small, but his labors,
especially the comfort he gave to those who weok sir in
distress, made him greatly beloved.

He at one time had preached at Plymouth, and had visited
the Narragansett Indians. He slept in the wigwams, and ate the
food of his Indian friends. He went fishing and hunting with them,

Original Copyright 1920 by Lawton Evans 22

and learned from them any secrets of Indian woodcraft. After
awhile he could speak their language, and for hours would sit
around their camp fires and hear them tell their stories. In this way
the Indians became his firm friends, and he thus came to
understand much about them Wwould not otherwise have known.

When Roger Williams went to Salem to preach, he became
very bold in his opposition to many of the doctrines of his Puritan
brethren. For instance, it was the Puritan law that everybody had
to go to meeting on Sunday, whet he wished to or not. At the
beating of the drum, or the ringing of the bell, or the sounding of
the horn, everybody, who was not sick in bed, had to march out
and proceed to the meetihguse. In fact there was a captain who
inspected the houses to $kat nobody was in hiding.

Roger Williams thought this was wrong. "We should not
compel people to go to church. If their own consciences do not
urge them to attend worship, let them stay at home," he said.

When the Puritans heard of this, they were tiyea
shocked, and declared Roger Williams a dangerous member of
society. To them it was a great crime to stay away from church.

Another rule of the Puritans was that every man had to pay
a tax for the support of the Church. No matter whether he was a
goodman or a wicked one, he had to go to church and had to pay
for the preacher.

Roger Williams thought this was wrong. "No man should
pay for his religion unless he wishes to do so. His conscience and
not the General Court should determine the amount,"itle sa

When the Puritans heard of this they were still more
surprised and shocked, for by this time Roger Williams was
becoming so bold that there were threats of sending him out of the
community.

But this was not all, by any means. Roger Williams
declared,"The King of England has no right to give away the
lands in America. They do not belong to him, but they belong to
the Indians. The Indians alone have a title to them, and it is from
the Indians alone they can be bought."
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This was more than the Puritarcduld stand. "It is
dangerous to have such a man in our colony. He must be sent back
to England, or he will break up our religion,” said the Puritan
leaders, and they straightway ordered him before the General
Court.

Little mercy did they show the braveimister. "Back you
go to England in six weeks, or else you must stop preaching those
dangerous doctrines," was what they told him.

"I shall not go to England. | came here to find freedom for
my conscience and here | find nothing but persecution. You are
trying to do in America the very thing for which we left England,”
replied Williams boldly.

So he went on preaching his own doctrines and the
Puritans decided to seize him, put him on board a ship, and send
him to England. The kind Governor Winthrop selgresent him
word that he had better escape, or else he would be arrested.

When Williams received the message, he hastily left his
wife and children, and, taking a package of food and a heavy cane,
committed himself to the wilderness. It was mathter when he
started. The ground was covered with snow, and he had only a
small pocket compass to guide him through the forest. Fearing
that the officers of the General Court would try to overtake him,
he traveled only at night, hiding by day in caves or in thepde
shelter of the woods.

Thus he wandered for fourteen weeks. At night he built a
fire as best he could, and cooked the game he had caught in the
snow. Oftentimes he had only acorns to eat. If it had not been for
the wigwams of his Indian friends, whichke Hound along his
journey, he would have frozen to death; and but for their aid he
would long since have starved.

At length he came to Massasoit, one of his oldest friends,
"I have come to live with you. My white friends have cast me out,
and | am cold, tingry, and very tired,” said he to the Indian Chief.

Massasoit took him into his own wigwam, laid him down
on a couch of skins, and covered him up so he might be warm.
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Then Williams slept long, while Massasoit wondered what this
friend had done that he wacast out of Salem. When Williams
awoke he was given food to eat, a pipe to smoke, and warm
clothes to put on.

When Massasoit heard his story he said, "Stay here until
the snow has gone, and the spring has come. They shall not find
you or hurt you."

Williams stayed in the wigwam of Massasoit until spring.

By this time, the Puritans decided to let him alone,
provided he did not come back to them. Hearing this, Williams
sent for his wife and children, and, with a few friends who joined
him, journeyed to Mrragansett Bay in the spring. He bought some
land from Canonicus, and made a settlement.

"We shall call this place Providence, for the Lord has
provided for us," said he. And so it is called to this day.

CHAPTER XIV

OLD SILVER LEG

The Dutch took possdss of the Hudson River
settlements, and for forty years their Governor ruled over the
colony at the mouth of the river. They called their town, New
Amsterdam. Traders came from Holland to traffic with the
Indians, and to bring supplies to the merchanttheftown. The
fat old burghers sat on the desteps of their quaint Dutch homes,
and smoked their pipes of peace, perfectly satisfied with
themselves and with all the world.

At last came Peter Stuyvesant from Holland to govern the
colony. He had beenfae soldier, and had lost a leg by fighting
in the West Indies. He had a wooden leg, of which he was so
proud that he had silver bands put around it as ornaments. He used
to tap it with his heavy stick and say, "l value this old wooden leg
more than all i other limbs put together.” The people called him
"Old Silver Leg."
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Peter was very higtempered and obstinate. He made his
own laws and had them obeyed; but they were very good laws and
he was a just old governor, even if he was cross at times. He had a
Council of nine men, chosen by himself, but as they were self
satisfied and sleepy old merchants, all they did was to smoke their
pipes and hear what Stuyvesant had to say.

If the people did not suit him, or quarreled among
themselves, or disobeyed hawls, the irate old man would berate
them with his heavy stick, and storm up and down the village
streets. But as he was generally right in all he did and required, the
people let him have his way, however much he belabored some of
them over their backs. Mewhile, the colony prospered, the
Indians were friendly, ships came and went, schools and churches
were opened, and the people were contented and happy.

And so the years went by, until the English settlements, up
in Connecticut, began to worry the Dut#s a matter of fact the
English still claimed the land the Dutch had occupied, because the
territory had been explored by John Cabot, an Englishman, and
because Henry Hudson was an Englishman, even if he did sail
under a Dutch flag. At last the King of gland boldly gave the
Dutch colony to his brother, the Duke of York, and told him to go
and take possession. This was not very just, but it was the way
kings did things in those days.

Stuyvesant was in Boston when he heard of those- high
handed plans, arfte at once sent word to the Dutch to prepare for
war. The Council met and decided to build defenses for their
town; but as this cost money and as the people were very thrifty,
and as the enemy was not in sight, the poor little city got no
fortifications atall.

When the English fleet appeared off the coast of New
Amsterdam, demanding the surrender of the town, the people ran
to their houses and hid themselves, praying for the brave old
Governor to come home and tell them what to do. When
Stuyvesant returrmefrom Boston he was in a great rage because
nothing had been done. He stormed and threatened the Council for
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not obeying his orders, and he swore he would not surrender his
town.

The burghers listened with dismay. The English
commander had told them taursender, and they could live
peaceably under the English flag. Otherwise he would destroy
their town and drive them away. They did not care whose flag
they lived under so long as they were let alone. English or Dutch,
it was all one to the peadi®ing merchants of New Amsterdam.

They showed Stuyvesant a copy of the summons to
surrender. But he thrust it in his pocket, and told the Council to go
home; he would defend the colony all by himself, he said. The
burgomasters called a meeting of the people, whmeed to
surrender the town, and a note was sent to Stuyvesant to that
effect. He used the note to light his pipe, and made no reply.

Governor Winthrop, of Connecticut, wrote him a letter,
advising him to surrender. The burgomasters came in a body to
present this communication. But Stuyvesant tore it into bits, threw
the pieces in the face of the nearest man, hit another over the head
with his pipe, and kicked the rest down stairs with his wooden leg.
"You are a pack of cowards," he called after them.t"@umy
sight! | have done with you!"

In the meantime, the English had sent their own men
among the Dutch, and had told them of the terrible things that
would happen to them if they did not surrender. On the other
hand, they were promised they would n@&t imolested if they
quietly gave up their town.

And so the Dutch, who loved their stores, houses, gardens
and cattle, and cared little for the Dutch flag, decided they would
surrender anyhow. When Stuyvesant heard of it, he swore a great
oath, but had togaee, for there was nothing else to do.

The treaty of surrender was brought to him to sign. He
threw away the pen and tore up the paper. The next day the people
gathered in a crowd before his house, and harangued him for three
hours. They put the treatyndhe end of a pole and thrust it up to
his window. At last he signed it, threw it out, and closed the
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shutters. The British then entered the city, and changed the name
from New Amsterdam to New York.

Stuyvesant retired to his farm on Manhattan Islancreh
he lived quietly the rest of his days, dying at the ripe old age of
eighty years.

CHAPTER XV

WILLIAM PENN AND THE QUAKERS

Among the religious sects which came to England about
the time of the settlement of America were the Quakers, or, as
they calledthemselves, "The Society of Friends." They believed
that no special honor should be paid to anyone, and that all men
should be addressed as "Friend." They even spoke of the King as
"Friend James" or "Friend Charles."” They would not take off their
hats in he presence of anyone, not even the King himself. They
always used the words "thee" and "thou," instead of the word
"you" in speaking to a person.

Soon after Charles 1l was crowned King of England,
William Penn, who had become a Quaker, was given anraalie
When Penn entered the royal room, he found the King standing
with his hat on, as was the custom; and all the courtiers were
around him uncovered and vying in their efforts to flatter him and
do him the most honor.

Penn came up with his hat on. Theniiat once removed
his hat and bowed very low to the approaching Quaker. "Why dost
thou remove thy hat, Friend Charles?" asked Penn. "Because it is
the custom of this Court for only one man to remain covered,"”
explained the King, to the amazement of therters.

The Quaker men dressed very simply in drab or gray
clothes, with broadbrimmed hats. The women wore gray dresses,
with simple white cuffs and collars. No matter how rich or poor,
the Quakers wore costumes that cost about the same. They
believed 8 men to be equal, and an honest man who tried to do
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right was entitled to as much respect as the King himself, and
more so, if the King was not a good man.

In their meetings the Quakers had no music and no
preaching. The people came in and sat silentl}i) someone was
moved by the spirit to speak or pray. Not having any paid
preacher, themselves, they believed no one should be paid to
preach the Gospel, and so they refused to pay taxes to support the
Church of England. Since the Bible said it was wraoo swear,
they refused to take an oath in the courts of law, saying that a
truthful man did not have to swear to what he said; if he were not
a truthful man he did not mind swearing to a lie.

They did not believe in courts of law and quarrels, and
they refused to go to law about anything, but settled their
differences among themselves. Not believing in quarrels and
bloodshed, they disapproved of taking a part in war. They were
people of peace, who believed in equality, brotherly love, and
simplicity of living.

It was not long before the English Government made laws
to prevent the spread of the doctrine of the Quakers. These laws
forbade them to hold meetings. Many of the Quakers were thrown
into prison and fined, some were publicly flogged, and all were
hooted at and sometimes stoned upon the public streets. But the
Quakers made no protest, and endured all these persecutions with
true Christian spirit.

The Quakers attracted the attention of the young man,
William Penn. He was the son of a famous Enghsimiral, Sir
William Penn. When the boy was fifteen years old, he was sent to
Oxford University, where he met a Quaker who had great
influence over him. At that time the students were required to
wear long black gowns. Penn and some of the other younger me
refused to wear these gowns, and even went so far as to tear them
off of some of their fellow students. For this he and his friends
were expelled from College.

His father was very angry, and sent William to Paris to
indulge in the gay life of that cityhoping it would divert his
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mind. After two yeas however, the young man returned to

England unchanged in mind, and openly joined the Society of
Friends. It was then that he began to preach their doctrines. For
this his father disowned him, and the King eredd him thrown

into prison.

While in prison he wrote many books and pamphlets on
religious subjects, and sternly refused to change his faith. When
he was released, he and his father were reconciled, just a short
while before the old Admiral died, leaving/illiam Penn his
estate.

Penn now found himself a wealthy young man, and
resolved to carry out his plan of founding a colony in America for
the persecuted Quakers. It seems that the King owed Penn's father
a lot of money he had borrowed from him. Penoppsed to the
King to cancel the debt by receiving a grant of land in America.
This was easy for the King to do, for it cost him nothing, and was
a good way to get rid of the debt.

The King said to Penn, "I shall never see you again,
William, for the Indans will boil you in their kettle."

"Nay, nay, Friend Charles," replied Penn, "I shall be
friends with the savages, and pay them for their lands."

The King was astonished, and asked Penn why he intended
to buy lands that were the King's by right of digexy.

"Discovery!" exclaimed Penn. "Suppose a canoe full of
savages had landed in England, would they own this kingdom by
right of discovery?" To such a question the King made no reply.

Penn wanted his grant named "Sylvania," which means
woodland. But te King would add "Penn” to the name in honor
of the old Admiral, his friend. And so the future colony of the
Quakers came to be called "Pennsylvania."”
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CHAPTER XVI

THE CHARTER OAK

When James |l became King of England, he made a
determined effort to oventbw the liberties of the American
colonies. He was a bigoted tyrant, who tried to work hardships
upon his own people in England, and to discipline the colonists
abroad. His idea was to take away the charters of the New
England colonies, with all the rightgranted them by former
kings, and to make them submit to the arbitrary rule of governors
whom he should appoint. Sometimes it seemed that the kings of
England did everything they could to destroy the affection of the
people of America.

King James sent enof his adherents, Sir Edmund Andros,
to New England to be Governgeneral of those colonies, with
authority to take away their charters and to rule them according to
his own and the King's will. Some of the colonies submitted, but
those of Connecticutbgolutely refused to surrender the precious
document. Andros lived in Boston in the most arrogant style, and
for a while Connecticut was left undisturbed.

After nearly a year had passed, and the charter of
Connecticut still remained unsurrendered, Ancesolved to go
after it. Therefore he made his appearance in Hartford with a
bodyguard of sixty soldiers, and marched up to the Chamber
where the Assembly was in session, declaring boldly, "I have
come by the King's command to order you to surrenderhitheer
of Connecticut. | am henceforth to be the Governor of this colony,
and to give you such laws as it pleases the King to grant. You will
at once place the charter in my hands. It is the will of His Majesty,
King James II."

Now, the charter allowed éhpeople of Connecticut to
elect their own Governor, and to have their own Assembly, and to
make their own laws. Consequently, they did not wish to
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surrender it. Nor were they willing to displease the King if it could
be avoided. Therefore they showed muespect to the blustering
Andros, and began to explain, entering upon a long and calm
debate of why they could not place the charter in his hands.

Governor Treat, who was presiding, addressed Andros
with respect and remonstrance. He said:

"Sir, the peofe of this country have been at great expense
and hardship in planting this colony. Their blood and treasure
have been freely poured out in defending it against savages and all
others who tried to drive them from their possessions. We came
here by consenof the King, and His Majesty, Charles Il., the
brother of our most gracious King, granted us our liberties only
fifteen years ago in a charter which we greatly prize. We beg you,
therefore, to represent to the King that we are his loyal subjects
and will remain faithful to him, but we earnestly desire to keep in
our possession the rights and privileges granted us."

Thus the Governor spoke at great length, while Andros
grew more and more impatient. He had not come to hear
arguments; he had come to get tharter, and words were wasted
on him. Night was drawing on, and still the members spoke, as if
they would wear out the tyrant with their argument. At length
Andros thundered forth,

"No more of this; | am weary of your words. Bring in the
charter, or | shiharrest the Assembly."

Reluctantly, the box containing the charter was brought in
and laid on the table. Candles were lighted and placed beside it so
that it could be seen. It was opened, exposing to view the
document the tyrant sought. Andros rose frdms seat and
advanced to the table to seize the precious papers, and thus end
the whole matter, when suddenly someone threw a cloak upon the
candles, completely extinguishing them, and leaving the room in
darkness.

Amidst the confusion there was a sowfdpapers being
rolled and of feet rushing from the hall. When the candles were re
lighted the charter had disappeared. It was nowhere to be found,
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and to all the threats and ravings of Andros the members returned
a blank stare. No one knew what had becaowhet. It had
disappeared as completely as if it had sunk into the earth.

What had happened? In the Chamber, a brave young
militiaman, Captain Joseph Wadsworth, had thrown his cloak over
the candles. He had then made a rush for the table, seized the
chater and leaped out of a window. To the crowd assembled
without he cried: "Make way for me. | have the charter, and it
shall not be surrendered to a tyrant." The crowd cheered, and let
him through. He disappeared in the darkness, just as the candles
were béng relighted inside the Chamber and Andros was raving
in his disappointment.

Wadsworth sped onward, looking for a safe place in which
to conceal the document. He came to a great oak tree, standing in
front of the house of one of the colonial magistraldsere was a
hollow in the tree, ample inside, but with an opening not larger
than a man's hand. Into this Wadsworth thrust the charter, and
concealed the opening with leaves and rubbish.

"Now, let Sir Edmund rave!" he said to himself. "This oak
will keep its secret." And so the oak did. It became known as "The
Charter Oak." It stood the storms of many winters, and was
pointed out, for one hundred and skxtyne years afterwards, as
the place of refuge of the Connecticut charter. A tempest felled it
to the ground in 1856.

As for Andros, he assumed control of Connecticut, charter
or no charter, and ruled for a short while with an iron hand. The
next year, however, the royal tyrant of England was driven from
his throne, and Andros lost his power. He waswimr into prison
in Boston, and shipped back to England. Then the precious charter
was brought out of its hidinglace by Wadsworth and a few
others, who knew where it was, and Connecticut again had her
rights and liberty.
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CHAPTER XVII

BLOODY MARSH

When Georgia was settled by an English colony under
Oglethorpe, and the town of Savannah was begun, the enterprise
was met with protest from the Spaniards in Florida, because Spain
claimed all the territory of America, clear to the Arctic Ocean. She
had foundednly one colony, that of St. Augustine, in Florida, but
still she claimed the whole land.

Ten years after Georgia was settled, the Spaniards resolved
to wipe out the colony, then march to Charleston, and so on as far
north as possible. We shall see tieytdid not get very far.

A great fleet of thirtysix ships, with five thousand men on
board, appeared off the coast of St. Simon's Island in Georgia. The
Spaniards raised the red flag of war and landed their troops on the
southern end of the island. Otjlerpe had hastily collected all the
men he could, but at best he had only six hundred and fifty to
oppose the great army confronting him.

Oglethorpe posted his scouts, and awaited the coming of
the Spanish forces. He was determined to make his littlg arm
check the advance of the enemy as long as he could. One day a
scout came into camp, and announced that the Spaniards were
within two miles of Oglethorpe's camp. The General hastily called
for a body of his own troops, skirted through the woods, and fell
upon the advance forces with such fury that they were nearly all
killed or captured. Oglethorpe took two prisoners with his own
hands.

"That is a good beginning,” he said to one of his captains.
"Now for the rest, before they can rally. We will lie in amsh for
them.” And so he did, along the road by which the Spaniards had
to march.

Before long the enemy came in sight, halted in the defile
where the ambush was, and stacked their guns. Some began to
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cook, while others lay down to rest, for it was Julyl dhe day

was very hot. One of their horses noticed a strange uniform in the
bushes, and by rearing and pitching gave the alarm. The Spaniards
sprang to their guns, but it was too late. A deadly fire poured into
them from an unseen f@ehow many or how fewhey did not
know! They fled in all directions, but were met by the bayonet of
the English soldier and the scalping knife of the Indian. The
ground was covered with their dead. Because of this victory and
the great slaughter of the Spaniards, the plaseskiar since been
called "Bloody Marsh."

The defeat drove back the advance force, but there was
still the main body to be accounted for. Oglethorpe resolved to
surprise it by night. He knew these soldiers were not accustomed
to Indian warfare, or to fightg in the tangled forests, and he was
trying to demoralize them with fear before they could attack his
small army.

He advanced within a mile of their camp, late in the night,
and was making ready to attack, when one of his soldiers, a
Frenchman, fired éfhis gun and ran into the Spanish lines. He
was a deserter, and had fled to the enemy to give the alarm.
Oglethorpe hastily retreated to save his little army.

He knew the deserter would tell the enemy of his real
strength, and he at once devised a ptathtvart this purpose. He
wrote a letter in French, urging this man by all means to persuade
the Spaniards to attack, to speak of the smallness of his forces and
the exposure of his position. He must not, however, mention the
reinforcements which had ared, but must induce the Spaniards
to stay on the island so Oglethorpe could attack them in a few
days.

Of course this was a decoy letter. He handed it to a
Spanish prisoner, and said to him, "Take this letter to the man
whose name is on it. He is a frienflmine in the Spanish camp.
Say nothing about it to any one, and | will give you your liberty."

The man agreed, was handed the letter, and was set free.
The deserter put the paper in his pocket, where it was found by the
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Spanish Commander, when he oetkthe deserter examined. The
Commander read the letter with alarm, and was at a loss to know
what to do. He called a council of his officers and laid the facts
before them. He said, "This deserter is a spy in our camp, and this
letter is the opposite ohé truth. | believe the English are on us in
great force." Thereupon he ordered his great army to get on their
ships and sail away. It was a very cowardly thing to do, but the
Spaniards were not very anxious to fight any way, and, besides,
they were frightned at what might happen.

Thus did General Oglethorpe, with a few hundred men,
outwit a force nearly ten times as large as his, and save the
southern colonies from invasion by the Spaniards.

CHAPTER XVIII

THE SAVING OF HADLEY

King Philip's War was ragmm Hundreds of the people of
New England had fallen victims to the fury of the savages. Whole
villages had perished, their inhabitants being slain or carried away
as captives. The country was in a state of terror, for Philip was a
ruthless foe, and the warhoop of his followers meant death by
tomahawk or firebrand.

The whites were ever on the lookout. The farmer took his
gun with him to the fields, and listened always for the sound of
alarm from his cabin. The churches were guarded like forts, and
men payed with musket in hand. By night the villages slept with
a watch posted at every avenue of approach. Despite all this, the
dusky savage glided upon his foe undetected, and generally left
behind him a havoc of smoking ruins and dead bodies.

Hadley, Massehusetts, was a frontier town at this time,
1676. It was on the northwestern edge of white settlements, and
beyond were the forests full of deadly Narragansetts. One day, in
the midst of summer, the people were gathered at church, engaged
in divine worship The hour had been set apart for fasting and
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prayer, that the land might be delivered from the scourge of
warfare. As the people prayed, the men clutched their muskets and
the women cowered in dread.

Precaution was well taken. In the midst of their devat
yells smote upon their ears. The Indians had crept through the
bushes and, under cover of the forests, had passed the guards and
were upon the people before they knew of their danger. The men
ceased their prayers and grabbed their guns. Hurryingtroay,
found the foe in the streets of the village, filling the air with
terrible cries of ferocious triumph.

Confusion and terror reigned among the inhabitants. On alll
sides the Indians were beginning their deadly work. The
suddenness of the attack prewehtthe villagers from getting
ready with their usual vigor, and it seemed that a panic would
ensue, and everybody would be slain or captured. Hadley then
would be one more of the towns wiped out by the Indians!

Just at the critical moment, a strange mppeared among
them. He was tall and stately, with long white hair, and dressed in
the oldfashioned style of England. His face glowed with
determination, his manner gave confidence, and his voice inspired
the people to resistance.

"Here, get into line anarder at once! The women and
children must retire to the church! Come on, men, with me!
Ready, march. He gave orders in a quick fashion, and the men,
without question, obeyed at once. It seemed to them that God had
sent an angel to deliver them from thieguble.

Inspired by the thought that God had answered the prayers
which, only a short while before, they had offered up, and firm in
the belief that an angel led them, they shouted with one voice,
"Lead on! We follow to the last man." Their shout of
deermination matched the war cry of the Narragansetts
themselves.

With remarkable vigor for an aged man, the stranger led
the attack. The men of Hadley followed closely, and pressed
vigorously upon the ranks of the Indians. Seeing the sudden vision
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of a whie-haired figure in a strange dress, the Indians were
dismayed, and began to waver.

"Make ready! Fire!" cried the leader, and raised his stick.
The men of Hadley sent volley after volley into the terrified
enemy, who turned and fled to the forest, purdoedhe whites
until they were completely out of sight. They then returned to the
town to thank their savior who had led them successfully through
this dreadful disaster.

He was nowhere to be found. He had mysteriously
disappearedl even as mysteriously && had come, and from that
time on no man in Hadley ever saw him again, except the minister
himself, the only one in all the town who knew anything about
him.

To solve the mystery we must go back to England, to
1649, the year in which Charles I. was exedu To his death
warrant there were signed the names of Hifitye judges. After a
number of years his son, Charles Il., mounted the throne and
swore he would behead everybody who had had anything to do
with the murder of his father. As a result, manyh# judges paid
the death penalty.

We have only to do with two of thémnWhalley and
Goffed who, when they saw the fate that awaited them in
England, fled to America and landed in Boston about thirteen
years before the incidents occurred which are the ahtiefest of
this story. Here they hoped to live in peace. But word came that
they were wanted in England, so they moved to New Haven to
escape capture at the hands of the King's men. The King had sent
royal messengers to America to find and arrest thecickg, as
they were called. He was resolved to put them to death.

These messengers found nothing but trouble in their path.
The people, who knew Whalley and Goffe very well, would give
no information whatsoever to the King's agents, but passed the
two judges on from town to town, hiding them in cellars or attics,
and even in caves in the woods, that they might escape. They
lived for months, sometimes even years, in the houses of friends,
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and only a few people would know when they were in the village.
At one time the royal pursuers passed over a bridge, while
Whalley and Goffe were lying beneath it, only an arm's length
from the horses' feet!

Once they dwelt in a cave, their food supplied by the
people of a neighboring village, when the Indians found their
retreat. The poor fugitives feared the savages would betray them,
so they hastened to find a new place of shelter. They made their
way to Hadley, aided by many friends and traveling only by night.
Here they were received by the minister of the villagegwnen a
refuge in his house. For twelve years, they lived comfortably here,
never venturing outside, their presence quite unsuspected by the
villagers. It was not until the Indians attacked the village that one
of them, Goffe, showed himself, and in the mer we have
described!

After the attack was over, the mysterious leader
disappeared from view and from history. What became of him and
his companion will forever remain one of the mysteries of the
romantic period in our history when this country was wemyng.

CHAPTER XIX
SR WILLIAM PHIPS

AND THE TREASURE SHIP

This is the story of a poor boy who lived on a miserable
plantation on the Kennebec River, in New England, yet who
ended by becoming a nobleman of Old England. His nhame was
William Phips, and héad twenty brothers and five sisters. In his
early life he tended sheep, and learned the trade of a ship
carpenter. He then went to Boston, where he learned to read and
write and, later on, married a good wife. He settled down to hard
work, and after teryears became Captain of one of the King's
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ships. Little did he know he was about to face the great adventure
of his life, as we shall see.

These were the days when Spanish ships were seeking
silver and gold and precious stones on the coast of Peru; when
they were carrying their cargoes back to the old country, if they
were fortunate enough to escape the pirates! Some of these
cargoes went to the bottom in storms, or ran foul on dangerous
reefs. Many were the stories of precious wrecks along the shores
of the Bahamas.

On one of his trips to the Bahamas, Phips heard of a
Spanish wreck "wherein was left a mighty treasure™ at the bottom
of the sea. He made up his mind to be the discoverer of that ship
and to recover that treasure, if it was possible. Manyrawaald
have laughed at the story, or would have hesitated over the task;
but Phips was not like other men. He was born for great
adventure, and herein he saw his chance.

Forthwith he sailed for England, and sought the wealthy
people of the realm. He wascomely man, full of honesty and
sincerity, and Royalty at Court listened to his smooth words with
apparent confidence. For he came back to New England, Captain
of his King's ship, and with full power to search the seas for silver
and gold in sunken cargs.

Phips's task was not an easy one. Fifty years had passed
since the particular ship of which he had heard had sunk; hence
the exact spot was not easy to find. All that was known was that it
was somewhere near the Bahamas. But men have ventured in
seart of gold on far less certainty than this, and Phips was not
one to be dismayed.

He took his crew to the Bahamas, and began his long and
discouraging search. He dredged here and there; he questioned the
old inhabitants along every coast; he used everynmeat
information and discovery. But without success.

At length his crew grew mutinous. They wanted to turn
pirates, and to set sail for the South Seas. Accordingly, one day
they rose, and marched with drawn swords to the Captain, saying,
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"We will have nomore of this. Take us to more profitable waters
under the black flag, or we will heave you overboard. We will be
pirates henceforth, and will not search the bottom of the sea for
ships, when there are plenty to be found on top of it."

Phips was aghast dhis mutiny, and, besides, he was
unarmed and helpless. Still he was by far the most powerful man
on board, and was terrible in his wrath. Slowly he approached the
ring-leader, as if to parley with him. Then, with bare hands, he
leaped upon him, knockedinm down, seized his cutlass, and
attacked the others with fury. So impetuous was the onset that in a
short time the deck was strewn with wounded men, while many
others fled in dismay, begging mercy of the infuriated Captain.

Soon after the mutiny, Phipsiked back to Jamaica in
order to get a new crew, more disposed to do as they were told.
The treasurship must be somewhere, and its riches haunted him
day and night. He sailed to Hispaniola in search of information.
He met a very old Spaniard who saidkmew where the ship was
sunk, and who told of the spot on a reef of shoals, a few leagues
from Hispaniola, and not far from Port de la Plata which was so
named because of a bdaad of sailors who landed there with
plate saved from the sinking vessel.

This was enough for our hero. He needed more men and
more money, so he bravely returned to England to beg for both.
He had a hard time to convince any one of his story, but Phips was
very plausible and the account of how he quelled the mutiny on
his vesselvon him many admirers. Such was not an easy task in
those days of adventure. However, it was not long before Captain
Phips found himself headed for the lost treasure on the quarter
deck of a new ship, well manned and equipped.

He reached Port de la Platadue time. It was now about
1685. He set about getting ready a great canoe, hollowed out of
the trunk of an enormous tree. The point selected by him for
search was a terrible reef, known as "The Boilers," where the sea
foamed over a sloping réefno man kew how deep. Phips
anchored his ship near the perilous spot, made ready his divers
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and his divingbell, got out the canoe, and set to work with a slow
and steady resolve to see the undertaking through or else perish.

Days passed in vain search. The weathas calm and the
ship's supplies were abundant. The men did not complain, but
dived down, along the reef, looking everywhere for signs of a lost
vessel. One day a boatman, gazing into the clear water, saw,
growing out of what seemed to be a rock, whathought was a
beautiful sea feather, usually to be found in sea gardens. So an
Indian diver went down after it and brought it up in his hands.

"That was not a rock, but a great gun you saw," said the
diver to his companions in the boat.

"What do you s@? Gun! Gun!" they cried. "It must be
what we are seeking! On board, all you divers!" There was intense
excitement in the canoe.

Other Indians were sent down, and one of them came back
with a lump of silver in his hands. It was a bar worth a thousand
dollars. "I found it near the gun. There are other guns and other
lumps like itd many, many!" he explained, his eyes almost
starting from their sockets.

The sailors roared with joy. At last the place was found!
Their search was over! They were masters of siixer-ship!
Riches untold were in their possession! They marked the spot with
a buoy, and rowed back to the ship to inform Phips of what they
had found and to show him the bar of silver.

"Thanks be to God, our fortunes are made," cried the
Captain, andtaonce repaired with his men to the spot marked by
the buoy.

There was no indifference now on the part of the crew.
Every diver went down and every sailor lent a hand. Bar after bar
was brought up from the ocean's depths, and stored away, as well
as casesf silver coin, gold in large quantities, together with
pearls and precious stones. Never was there such treasure dug up
from the bottom of the ocean, where it had lain for half a century.

It was worth a million and a half dollars. The work continuedl unti
provisions were exhausted and the men were ill. Though the
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sunken ship held more, they had to leave it where it was. Phips
sailed to England and showed his treasures to the King, and to his
friends. He was the most honest and generous man of his day, and
paid his crew liberally. He gave his patrons a large share of his
fortune, and his employees had nought to complain of. What
remained to him after this still left him a very rich man, and for a
time he was the most talked of man in England.

As for the Knhg, he was so well pleased with the
adventure, and with the admirable manners of Phips, that he made
the latter a knight, which meant that he was called "Sir William"
from that time on. And this is the story of how a plain country boy
of New England camehrough his manly qualities and his love of
adventure, to belong to the aristocracy of England.

CHAPTER XX

HANNAH DUSTIN

During the time of King William's War, there lived, near
Haverhill, Massachusetts, a man named Thomas Dustin, and his
wife, Hannah. Thy had built a home, and had a small family of
children, among whom was a little baby. One day, Mr. Dustin left
his wife and baby in the house, and, with his other children, was
cutting wood some distance away. Possibly he was clearing
ground for the plaimg of a new crop, for it was early spring, and
the weather was good.

The Indians had not been giving them much trouble of
late, and Mr. Dustin did not think it dangerous to leave his wife
and baby with the nurse for a while. But, alas, the Indians were
watching him, and, at a favorable moment, burst from the forest
near by, rushed upon the house, slew the little baby and carried
Mrs. Dustin and the nurse off into the woods!

Mr. Dustin heard the awful yells of the savages, and flew
to the rescue of his @ and child. But it was too late! The party
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had been swallowed up in the forest, and, as the Indians leave no
trail, the hearbroken man gave his loved ones up for lost.

TO TRUDGEWITH THEM THROUGH THE WOODS
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For fifteen days the Indians forced Mrs. Dustin and the
nurse to trudge with them through the forest. There was still some
snow andice in places, and neither woman was clad for such a
journey. In fact, Mrs. Dustin had but one shoe, and traveled over a
hundred miles, thus partly barefoot. They endured great hardships
by day, and, at night, were so closely guarded by two Indians that
there was no chance of escape. At last, they came to a place, now
known as Dustin Island, where they found other white capdives,
two men, one woman, and seven children. There was also a young
boy, who had been held for over a year.

Mrs. Dustin gathered fromvhat the Indians said that it
was their intention to make their prisoners "run the gauntlet,”
when they reached their final destination. By "running the
gauntlet” was meant that a prisoner was stripped to the waist and
made to run between two files of iads who beat him with clubs
and sticks. He was indeed fortunate if he reached the end of the
file alive.

For many days the party rested where they were,
presumably waiting for more prisoners. Mrs. Dustin talked with
the other captives, made friends wilte Indians, and showed no
suspicion of her designs, in order to throw them off their guard, if
it could be done. She told the boy to do likewise; and he won the
favor of a Chief, who explained to him how to scalp an enemy.

Mrs. Dustin now began to plarome definite way of
escape. Five weeks had passed, and, at her suggestion, the
prisoners showed no signs of trying to get away. In fact, they
talked to the Indians as if they would like to be adopted into the
tribe, and live a savage life. Mrs. Dustin seeded in getting a
little corn every day and hiding it, and she finally found out from
the Indians exactly where they were, and in what direction lay the
white settlements. In the meantime, she and the nurse had also
learned how to scalp, and several sharwes had been secured
by them and hidden away.

At last a time came when the Indians no longer kept guard.
They all slept, and sometimes their sleep was very deep. Mrs.
Dustin often arose and went among the braves, to see how
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wakeful they were to soundBut they slept as if no one was near.
Then one night arrived, after a hard hunt, when the Indians were
so tired and had feasted so fully that they had fallen into a very
deep sleep indeed.

It was dark, and all around was still. Mrs. Dustin gently
shook the boy and the nurse, who arose with tomahawks and
knives in hand. Each selected three Indians, and Mrs. Dustin took
four. Slowly they crept, by the dim light of the camp fire, close to
the sleeping savages. Knife after knife descended with unerring
aim, and the tomahawk struck its deadly blow quickly and surely,
until ten Indians lay dead. Not a soul was left of them, except one
old Indian woman and a boy of eleven, who escaped in the dark.

Mrs. Dustin and her companions freshly lighted the fire,
and bythe glow scalped all the dead Indians. Then they made
their way to the canoes on the shore, and, scuttling the boats
except those they needed, they took the guns, ammunition and
food belonging to the Indians, as well as the food they had hidden,
and startd down the river.

Day after day they paddled, pausing at night to rest.
Cautiously they built small fires to cook their muokeded food.
While they slept, one was always left awake and on guard. After a
while, the party reached home, and there was gegaiting, for
they had long since been given up as dead.

The General Assembly of Massachusetts voted Mrs.
Dustin a large sum of money, and the Governor of Maryland sent
her a silver tankard which, to this very day, is preserved with
much pride by her desndants.
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CHAPTER XXI

| SRAEL PUTNAM CAPTURES THE WOLF

Long before the Revolutionary War, Israel Putham was a
farmer in Connecticut. He was very busy building houses and
barns, felling trees, making fences, sowing grain, planting
orchards, and taking caoéd his stock. We may be sure he had all
the worries of the farmer of 4day, but, in addition, the wolves
came and killed his sheep. In one night he lost sexMargysheep
and goats, killed by an old sheolf which, for several years, had
wrought havoc mong the cattle of the neighborhood.

Putnam and five of his neighbors resolved to hunt down
the wolf, and put an end to her depredations. This particular beast
was known to have lost the toes from one foot in a steel trap;
therefore, her tracks in the smavere easily recognized. The men
and the clogs started in pursuit one day, tracking the wolf to a den
about three miles from Putnam's house. She was a vicious old
beast, cunning and fierce, and even the dogs were afraid to follow
her into her hidingplace

The people from nearby came with fire, straw, sulphur,
and everything else they could think of, to smoke the wolf out;
and their guns were held ready to fire when she appeared at the
mouth of the den. The dogs were at last sent into the cave, but
they dambered out, wounded and howling, and could not be
persuaded to go back. Blazing straw and wood had no effect. The
wolf refused to be driven out, either by the dogs or by the smoke
of the fire.

Putnam proposed to his negro servant that he should go
down after the wolf; but the negro flatly refused. Whereupon
Putnam declared that he would go in after the beast himself. His
neighbors tried to dissuade him from the perilous task, but Putnam
was man of his word. He took off his coat, tied a rope around one
foot, so he could be dragged out, seized a firebrand, and crawled
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into the cave. He went in, head foremost, on his hands and knees,
waving the torch before him.

The opening was small. Then the cave descended a depth
of fifteen feet, and ran horizontally féen feet more. In no place
was it large enough for Putnam to stand up; so he slid down the
incline until he reached the bottom. It was very dark and very still.
Cautiously crawling along, he saw the glaring eyeballs of the wolf
at the end of the cave.

He then kicked the rope as a signal to his friends that he
had met his prey. Thinking he was being attacked and in great
danger, they pulled on the rope so fast that they dragged him out
of the cave, tearing his shirt, and skinning his back badly. Putnam
hadfound the wolf, however, and, after rubbing his bruises a little,
he loaded his gun, lighted a fresh torch, and was again lowered
into the den.

When he drew near the old wolf, she gnashed her teeth,
growled, and, uttering a long and terrible howl, spramghe
brave man in front of her. Putnam, however, was quick with his
gun. By the light of the torch he saw the wolf's eyes, and fired as
she sprang. Again his friends dragged him up the incline, for they
had heard the howl of the wolf and the reporthef gun. After the
smoke cleared away, Putnam went down the third time, and, when
he came near, the wolf lay very still. He put the lighted torch to
her nose, but she did not move. He knew then that she was dead.
He kicked the rope, and the people outsmletiie last time drew
Putnam out, holding on to the great body of his prize.
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CHAPTER XXII

A YOUNG SURVEYOR

When Washington was a boy, there lived in Virginia an
old English nobleman, by the name of Lord Fairfax. He had come
into possession of a large ¢taof land, but was by no means sure
of its extent and boundaries.

The grandfather of Lord Fairfax, the famous Lord
Culpepper, had, at one time, been Governor of Virginia. When he
went back to England, he asked the King, Charles II, to give him
all the land between the Potomac and Rappahannock Rivers,
which the King, in his easgoing way, readily consented to do. It
was a large and valuable estate, with but few settlers on it. Lord
Culpepper, however, did not trouble himself much about it, and
never caméack to Virginia to see it.

When the old Governor died, this land descended to his
daughter, and from her to Lord Fairfax. The latter was a
fashionable young nobleman in London society; so he sent his
cousin, William Fairfax, to look after his great estah the
wilderness of America, not caring a great deal at that time what
became of it.

Now, it happened that Lord Fairfax fell in love with a
beautiful young lady, and the two became engaged to be married.
But she proved faithless to her promise, andgrwa nobleman of
higher rank presented himself, she promptly threw Lord Fairfax
aside. This was a bitter blow to him, and he was so distressed and
mortified that he determined never to marry anyone, but to move
to America and live on his Virginia estate.

So he came across seas, and, with his cousin, dwelt in his
fine mansion at Belvoir, not far from the Washington estate at
Mount Vernon. Here he became a middged man, tall, gaunt,
and neassighted, spending much of his time in hunting, of which
he was ery fond. His favorite companion on these hunting trips
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was young George Washington, who was a very active boy, fond
of all outdoor life.

Lord Fairfax was so much attached to Washington that he
decided to employ him as a surveyor for his great estateg&eo
had studied surveying, and was anxious to undertake the work.
The old man and the young boy, now sixteen years of age, talked
the matter over carefully, and everything was made ready for the
great survey. Lord Fairfax's estate was large, his "gramtthing
between the Potomac and Rappahannock Rivers, and crossing the
Blue Ridge mountains into the valley beyond. It was all wild
country, with only a few settlers here and there, with scattered
Indian villages and wild beasts. But it had to be survesed
measured, and maps had to be drawn before any part of it could be
sold. To make this survey and these maps was the task assigned to
George Washington, the young surveyor.

It was in the early spring of 1748, that George Washington
and George William Reax, son of the Master of Belvoir, armed
with good guns, mounted on sturdy horses, and fully equipped
with surveying instruments, started on their trip into the
wilderness. The country in which they found themselves was
beautiful. Lofty trees, broad gmas slopes, sparkling streams, and
giant mountains lent variety and interest to their work. Spring was
just beginning, and the birds, the early flowers, and the fresh
sunshine made life very happy for the two boys entering upon
their summer's excursion intbe woods.

Their course led them up the banks of the Shenandoah,
where they measured and marked the land as they went, and
mapped down its leading features. At night they found shelter in
the rude cabin of some settler, or, if none was near, they built a
fire in the woods, cooked the game they had killed, and lay down
upon the ground to sleep. Thus they went on, day by day, till they
came to the place where the Shenandoah flows into the Potomac.
Then up the Potomac and across the mountains to a plaed call
Berkeley Springs.

The two boys had no serious adventures. They met one
band of Indians, about thirty in number, painted and armed for
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war; but these paid no attention to the two surveyors and offered
them no harm. At times life in the woods was hagring often
soaked them, and the dampness prevented them from building a
fire for cooking; it was also difficult to get warm in the chill
nights of the mountains. They slept mostly in the open air,
wrapped up in their great coats, and lying upon a bedawtteor
boughs. Often they cooked by merely holding bits of meats on
sharp sticks before the fire; while chips or pieces of bark took the
place of dishes. But the two boys enjoyed the work heartily. They
were never sick and never dissatisfied.

The weeks assed by, and still they measured the land,
located the marks, and made their maps. It was nearing
summertime when they completed their journey, and turned their
faces homeward. They rode over the mountains, and back to
Belvoir, where they made their repdo Lord Fairfax. The old
nobleman was delighted with what they had done, and more than
pleased with the wonderful estate they had surveyed.

Lord Fairfax left Belvoir, and made his home at Greenway
Court, which was a hunting lodge he had built upon biste.
Here he spent the remainder of his life, surrounded by the great
forests, in sound of the running waters, and in sight of the tall
mountains. Here, an old and feeble man, the Revolutionary War
found him still alive. When he heard of the victory oédige
Washington at Yorktown, he exclaimed, "I knew, when he was a
lad surveying the wilderness for me, that boy would make a great
man. Still, I am sorry he did not fight for the King instead of
against him."
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CHAPTER XXIII

THE ADVENTURES OF Y OUNG WASHINGTON

When Washington was twentne years old, he was sent
by Governor Dinwiddie, of Virginia, with a message to the French
Commander in the Ohio Valley, directing him to withdraw from
that territory, since it was claimed as an English possession. The
place where Washington was to go was about five hundred and
sixty miles away, through a tangled wilderness, beset by Indians
and dangers of all kinds.

Washington, with a small party, started, in October, on his
long journey. The winter soon settled down be travelers as
they toiled along. The snow fell thick and fast, the rain froze, and
the sleet cut their faces like knives. Still, they were all strong
young men, capable of enduring great hardship, and they bravely
pursued their way.

When they reached ¢hFrench settlement, they found the
officer in charge busily engaged, preparing his fort. Washington
delivered the letter from Governor Dinwiddie. The French
Commander politely replied that he was a soldier, acting under
orders, and that it was his purpdeestay where he was, until the
Governor of Canada directed him to move. He wrote a letter to
Governor Dinwiddie to this effect, and handed it to Washington;
after which he treated the party with much consideration and
kindness, until they were ready teghrt.

Our story mainly deals with his return journey. It was now
the dead of winter, and very cold. The long pathless forest, the
steep mountains, the swollen streams, the treacherous savages,
hunger and cold, lay before Washington; but, with a few fidith
Indian guides and a companion, named Gist, he prepared to start
on his perilous way. The French were polite to the very last. They
stocked his canoes with provisions, and gave him everything he
needed for his journey.
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But Washington found the snow lfag so fast that he sent
a few men with the horses and baggage through the forest, while
he took his own small party in canoes down the river. The way
was most difficult. The channel was obstructed by rocks and
drifting logs. Shallows and dangerous cutsestoounded.

"Many times," wrote Washington, "all hands were obliged
to get out and remain in the water half an hour or more, while
taking their canoes across the shoals. At one place, the ice had
lodged and made it impassable by water; so we were fdoced
carry our canoe across a neck of land the distance of a quarter of a
mile."

In six days they went one hundred and thirty miles, on a
half frozen river, in frail canoes, to the place where they had
planned to meet their horses and baggage. When thiegdarr
they found the outfit in a very pitiable plight.

Under these conditions Washington and Gist determined to
proceed alone on foot, leaving the others to follow. With his gun
on his shoulders, his knapsack on his back, and a stout staff to
steady his det, the brave adventurer started, followed by his
faithful companion, similarly equipped. Leaving the regular path,
they struck a straight course, by the compass, through the woods.

The journey was full of excitement. An Indian at one place
met them andgreed to show them the way. At the end of the first
day, Washington grew very weary and fsotre with the heavy
traveling. The Indian, who had carried his knapsack, now offered
to carry his gun also. This Washington refused, and the Indian fell
back a fev paces, his face scowling. They had proceeded a few
miles further on when the Indian, who had dropped behind,
suddenly stopped.

Washington and Gist looked back and saw the treacherous
savage aiming his gun at them. With a cry of alarm they both
leaped asle, just as the weapon was fired, thereby escaping
injury. But it was a narrow escape, and Gist was angry at this
treatment; so he ran in pursuit of the Indian, who had taken refuge
behind a tree. He seized him by the throat and was on the point of
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thrustng his knife into him, when Washington called out, "Don't
kill him. It will do no good, and will only sound an alarm to bring
other savages down upon us. Bind him, and have him go with us."

Gist accordingly bound the Indian and ordered him to walk
aheadof the party for a day or more. Then Washington released
him, and bade him begone to his home in the woods. The
following night they reached the Allegheny River, where they
were destined to meet with a most dangerous experience.

They had hoped to cross tme ice, but the river was not
frozen hard enough; so they lay down on a bed of snow, and
covered themselves up in their blankets, expecting that, by
morning, the thick ice would be formed. But on rising, they saw,
at a glance, that the ice was not yetbedarusted.

"We will make a raft, and rely on our good fortune to get
us safely over," said Washington. Whereupon he and Gist began
to cut down trees with their one small hatchet, and to bind the logs
together with vines. It took a whole day to complise raft, but,
not caring to spend another night in the same place, they
immediately launched their frail craft, and put out from the shore.

Before they had gone half across, the raft was jammed in
the floating ice, so that it seemed as if they wouldhbevin into
the water at any moment. Washington tried to hold the raft with
his pole, in order to prevent it from drifting down stream. The
result was most disastrous. The strength of the current was so
great that Washington, powerful as he was, was jeviddntly
from the raft, and thrown into the icy current.

It was a dangerous moment for the future leader of the
Revolutionary armies of America. By heroic effort, he breasted
the cold water, pushed aside the floating ice, and caught hold of
one end of th raft. Here, Gist assisted him to regain his place,
dripping and shivering.

They had to abandon the raft and seek shelter on an island.
All night long, without fire and food, his wet clothes freezing to
his body, Washington waited for the hours to pdlssiorning. He
kept alive by stamping his feet and beating his arms. When day
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dawned, the river was frozen over, thick and solid, and our two
adventurers hastened to cross to the other side. Gist had his face
and fingers frozen, but Washington escapedrynjThey reached

a tradingpost where, after several days, they were completely
recovered and ready to resume their journey.

The remaining portion of the trip was without adventure,
though it was not without hardship. In due time, Washington
reached theapital of Virginia and delivered to the Governor the
answer of the French Commander. He had been absent eleven
weeks and had traveled over a thousand miles.

CHAPTER XXIV

HoOw THE INDIANS TREATED M AJOR PUTNAM

It was during the French and Indian war, in thenth of
August, 1758, that Major Israel Putnam and a body of Patriots
pursued a straggling party of the enemy, in the hope of capturing
some of them. But, as Putnam was discovered by the French
scouts, he feared an attack in force, and thought it bestun to
headquarters.

The route was a difficult one, and the Patriots were
proceeding with caution, when one of the officers foolishly fired
his pistol at a mark, thereby betraying their presence to the French
and Indians. Molang, the noted French igart, was the leader of
the enemy, who, having located Israel and his party, laid an
ambuscade for their capture.

Onward through the woods advanced the Patriots, not
suspecting any danger. Hardly had they gone a mile, when yells
broke forth from the buskeon both sides, and a shower of arrows
was poured into their ranks. Putnam was in the lead, and ordered
his men to return the fire; at the same time he sent back word for
the others to hasten to the rescue. The fight soon becamédhand
hand. The Indiandashed from tree to tree, the Patriots engaging
them whenever possible.
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Putnam, himself, was met in fierce struggle by a gigantic
Indian. Putting his gun to the breast of the savage, he pulled the
trigger, but missed fire. At once the Indian dashed thapwe
aside, drew his tomahawk, and, with the aid of other savages,
overcame the brave woodsman. Putnam was disarmed and his
hands were tied behind him. He was securely bound to a tree,
while his antagonist returned to the conflict. Fiercely the battle
raged around the captive. Bullets and arrows flew past him, some
of them striking the tree to which he was tied, and some even
piercing his clothing. A young Indian hurled a tomahawk at his
head, but the keen weapon missed its mark, and buried its edge in
the bark. A French officer leveled his musket at his breast, but it
failed to fire; whereupon he struck his captive a cruel blow on the
jaw. In the end, the savages were driven back, but not before they
had time to unbind their prisoner, and take him with tHema
death by slow torture.

After marching a short distance, Putnam was deprived of
his coat, vest, shoes, and stockings, and his shoulders were loaded
down with a heavy pack. His wrists were tied as tightly as the
cords could be drawn, and, in this ddron, he was made to walk
through the woods until the party came to a halt. His hands began
to bleed from the bands; his feet were swollen and cut, and he was
in a pitiable condition. He begged the Indians, by signs, to knock
him on the head, or to endshmisery by burning him then and
there. A French officer heard his piteous appeal, ordered his cords
to be loosed, and the burden removed from his back. Shortly
afterwards, the Indian who had captured him saw the way he was
treated, and, claiming him aiponer, gave him moccasins to wear
and seemed kindly disposed to him. But this Indian was suddenly
obliged to go elsewhere, and Putnam was again left to his fate.

It was the purpose of the savages to burn their captive
alive. When they reached their camgground, they took him
into the forest, removed all his clothing, tied him to a stake, and
heaped dry fuel around him. While doing this, they rent the air
with the most dreadful yells, describing the torture they intended
to inflict upon him. When the |@ was ready, it was set on fire,
and the flames caught the dry brush quickly.
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By a miracle, a heavy downpour of rain put the fire out,
and wet the fuel so thoroughly that it would not burn. The Indians
yelled with chagrin, and waited until the rain wa®i0 In a short
while, the sky cleared, and again the savages returned to their
cruel sport. By degrees, another fire was kindled, and, slowly, its
scorching breath came nearer and nearer to the agonized prisoner.
His last moments indeed seemed to haveecom

"For the sake of heaven," cried the unhappy victim, "strike
me dead and end this torture." He gave vent to a terrible cry of
pain as the fire began to scorch his flesh. The Indians danced and
yelled with evetincreasing delight; the agony of a victinways
gave them the keenest pleasure.

At this moment, a French officer, who had heard the noise
made by time savages, rushed through the bushes, pushed the
howling band aside, and began to stamp the fire out. It was
Molang, himself, who, though Putnam'dtdér foe, would never
allow his prisoners to be tortured. It took but a moment to free the
almost fainting Putnam from his bonds, and to turn him over to
the gigantic Indian who had first captured him and who was far
more humane than the others of hiberi

The savage regarded Putnam with some feeling of
consideration. He fed him with soft biscuits, and gave him
clothing, at the same time taking care that he should not escape.
The long march to Montreal began, for Putnam was but one of
several hundred mmoners, mostly Indians, on their way to the
French forts in Canada. On reaching Montreal, Putham was in a
frightful condition. His clothing was almost gone; he was dirty;
his beard and hair were long and tangled, his body torn by thorns
and briers, and hiface blooestained and swollen.

He was such a forlorn object to look at that the Indians
thought it hardly worth while to keep him; so, when the time came
to exchange prisoners, he was cheerfully released to his friends in
New England. We, who read tosy, know that Putnam recovered
his full strength and was afterwards able to give a good account of
himself as a daring American soldier.
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CHAPTER XXV

How DETROIT WAS SAVED

At the close of the French and Indian War, the town of
Detroit was garrisoned by abt three hundred men, under
command of Major Gladwyn. All appearance of conflict was at an
end. The Indians seemed to be most friendly, and were allowed to
approach the fort without interference, for the purpose of trade
and conference.

Pontiac, howevera noted Indian Chief, conceived a plan
for capturing the fort, and murdering the garrison. He approached
with a band of Indians, and camped a short distance away. He sent
word to the Governor, Major Gladwyn, that he would like to come
into the fort to trde and to have a talk. The Governor replied that
he would be glad to have so famous a Chief, and his warriors, pay
him a visit; and he fixed the day for their reception. He had no
idea that they meditated treachery, and was really anxious to
secure their god-will and friendship.

The evening before the meeting, an Indian woman, who
had been employed by Major Gladwyn to make him a pair of
moccasins out of elk skin, brought them in. They were beautiful,
and Major Gladwyn was so pleased with them that hegthtolie
would like to give them to a friend. He therefore told the Indian
woman to take the rest of the elk skin, and make him another pair.

He then paid what he owed her, and dismissed her. The
woman went to the door, but no further. She held back dwif s
had something more to say. Upon being questioned why she did
not hurry home, she hesitated a while, and then replied, "You have
been very good to me. You have given me work and have paid me
for it. | do not want to take away the elk skin, for | may mesee
you again to give you the shoes you want me to make."

The Governor insisted upon knowing why she felt this
way, and, after much persuasion and many promises that no harm
should ever befall her, she confided to him that Pontiac and his
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band had forme: a plot to kill all the garrison, during the visit they
were about to pay the following day; after which they planned to
plunder the town.

She told the Governor also that the Indians had shortened
their gun stocks, so as the better to conceal them uhder
blankets. At a given signal, they were to rise and fire, first upon
the Governor himself, and then upon every soldier in sight. Other
Indians in the town were to be armed likewise, and, at the sound
of firing, were to begin a general murder and bogni

This was a terrible story, and the Governor began at once
to make preparations for thwarting the plans of Pontiac and his
Indian warriors. He sent the woman away, called out all the
soldiers, and armed them heavily. He gave every man directions
what © do, and told all the traders in town to be in readiness to
repel any attack.

About ten o'clock, Pontiac arrived, his warriors covered
with heavy blankets. The Governor and his officers received them
cheerfully. Pontiac was surprised to see so many essldin
guard, and gathered in the streets. So he asked why it was. The
Governor replied, "I drill them every day to keep them ready for
service." Pontiac was disconcerted by the number, but said
nothing further.

He then began his speech of friendship @oadd will,
saying he never intended to harm the English any more, but
always expected to live in peace with them. He desired his
warriors to have free access to Detroit, promising no danger to the
people. He was about to hand the Governor a belt of wampum,
which was the signal for attack, but Gladwyn turned upon him
suddenly, and said,

"You are a traitor, and are not to be believed; see this
evidence of your deceit!" He tore aside the Chief's blanket,
revealing the shortened gun concealed beneath it. Gloeers
thereupon seized the blankets of the other warriors, and laid bare
all the guns ready for their foul design.
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The Indians were thus taken by surprise, and gave no
signal to their companions outside. The Governor told Pontiac that
the English had nams of discovering all their plots, and that
everything they did was sure to be known at once. He then led the
much astonished Chief and his band to the gates of the fort, and
ordered them never again to return for trade or conference. He
spared their live, but the next time he promised there would be no
mercy.

By evening all the Indians had been driven out of the
town, and the gates were closed and guarded. Pontiac never
discovered that Detroit was saved by the timely warning of a
grateful woman, but evafterwards believed that the English had
a way of knowing plashe made for their destruction.

CHAPTER XXVI

THE STORY OF ACADIA

Once upon a time, in a land of the far north, which we now
call Nova Scotia, there lived a company of French people whose
anestors, in generations back, had come from France to make
their homes in the New World.

They were very happy and peaceful, for they were
industrious and frugal. In spring and summer there were bright
flowers and abundance of fruits, while autumn brought a
bounteous harvest. They desired nothing more than to be let alone
in their homes, to pursue their daily labors undisturbed, and, on
the Sabbath, to worship God in their own way. They called their
country Acadia.

So the darlkeyed children wandered throughe woods
and orchards in the bright sunshine, and through the fields when
the grain waved, and over the meadows where the cows tinkled
their bells. The fathers of these boys and girls worked in the fields
or in their shops; and built little houses by thee of the streams.
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Their mothers took care of the homes, nursed the babies, and
made clothing for the winter.

All day long the colony was very busy. Not a soul who
could do anything to help was idle; even the children, when not in
school, and even aftaheir hours of play, had their appointed
tasks to do. At night the families would gather on the doorsteps, or
in winter by the fires, and tell stories of their ancestors who lived
in France.

Because their grandfathers and gig@ndfathers had left
France to come to America, these people still loved the old
country, and considered themselves to be French. They spoke
French, dressed in French manner, and kept up the customs of the
land in which their forefathers were born.

Thus, for a hundred and fiftyears, lived these peasants in
the happy valley of Acadia. There were about seven thousand of
them, and to them the world, with its quarrels and wars, its rulers
and conquests, was of no moment; they cared to have no part in it.

Times of trouble soon looed up for the Acadians. The
land in which they lived became an English possession, and the
King of England was their lawful ruler. The simple Acadians,
ignorant of dynasties and kings, and loving only the old France of
their ancestors, refused to take tath of allegiance to England.

"We are French people. Our greggtindfathers came from
France. We speak French, and our priests tell us to love the land
from which we sprang. We cannot forswear our beautiful France,"
they said to the British officers.

An English Governor was sent to rule over the country.
The French and Indian War commenced, and it was feared the
Acadians would send help to the French, even though they
promised to be neutral.

"We are French born, and therefore love the French
people. Yousay we are now English subjects by treaty and
cession of our land to England. Therefore, we pray you to let us be
neutral; we do not want to enter this war, for we would not care to
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take sides against our King and our people,” replied the Acadians
to ther new Governor.

But the English were not satisfied with this, and decided
upon the harsh measure of moving all the Acadians away from
their homes. On the first day of June, 1755, a ship sailed into the
Bay of Fundy, and anchored within a few miles of B&ajour,
the only military post held by French troops.

It took short work to dispose of this fort. In a few months
the troops were ready to carry out the order of the English
government. The people were again asked if they would take the
oath of allegiane to the British King, and again they said, "No."

It was now August, and the waving fields of grain
betokened the industry and thrift of the people. The cattle were
lowing in the meadows, and the orchards were heavy with the
ripening fruit. The green sles were dotted with farhouses,
from whose chimneys came the curling smoke of busy
housewives, and around whose doors grew bright autumn flowers
nodding to the laughter of little children.

A body of English troops encamped in the village of
Grand Pré. Arorder was issued for all the men to gather at the
church on a certain day, in order to hear a decree of the King. The
bayonets of the soldiers showed plainly that the men had to obey.

Clad in homespun, wholly unarmed, and innocent of
impending misfortunethe men came, at the sounding of the bell
and the beating of the drums. Without, in the churchyard, were the
women, sitting or standing among the graves of their dead.

Then there arrived the guard from the ship, and the
soldiers entered the church. THeor was closed, and the men
waited in silence to hear the will of the King.

The Commander arose, and held up a paper bearing the
royal seal. Then he spoke: "You are convened by his Majesty's
orders to be told that all your lands, dwellings, and cattlallof
kinds are forfeited to the Crown, and that you yourselves are to be
transported from this Province to other lands. Even now you are
prisoners."
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The men listened to the voice of the Commander as if they
did not hear him. They were silent for a momentspeechless
wonder. Then, when they understood the awful meaning of the
order, louder and louder grew their wails of anger and sorrow.
They rushed, with one impulse, to the door, but in vain; for the
soldiers had barred the entrance and held it with bagionets.

One man, a blacksmith, rose, with his arms uplifted and
with his face flushed with passion. "Down with the tyrants of
England! We have never sworn allegiance. Death to those foreign
soldiers, who seize on our homes and our harvests!" he Bugd.
the merciless hand of a soldier smote him upon the mouth, and he
was dragged to the pavement.

The order was carried out to the letter. In a few weeks, the
population of the peaceful valley was launched upon the sea for
unknown shores, while the lovgnof cattle and the howling of
dogs were the only sounds heard from the desolate homes that
once were the scenes of peace and plenty.

Some of the people escaped to the woods and were not
captured. The others were scattered among the English colonies
all the way from Connecticut to Georgia. Many made their way
back to Canada, while some few returned to their old homes in
Acadia. A number found their way to Louisiana where, on the
west bank of the Mississippi, their descendants may still be found.

CHAPTER XXVII

BLACKBEARD THE PIRATE

In the days before the Revolution, the high seas
surrounding America were infested with robbers, called pirates.
Their ships, manned by desperate men, and carrying cannon and
arms for fighting, scoured the ocean highways, andcled
peaceable and slow sailing vessels, which they robbed of
merchandise; often they killed the sailors and sank the ships.
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These pirates had hidirfglaces along the coast, especially
the inlets, where they landed for supplies, sold their prizes, or
buried their treasures in secret. A pirate's life was full of
adventure. So terrible was the menace from these robbers that
every sailing vessel dreaded to meet them on their way across the
ocean, or up and down the coast.

Among these pirates was a Captaihose real name was
Thatch, but who was known as "Blabkard.” He wore a long
black beard, of which he was very careful and proud, but which
gave him a frightful look. Around his shoulders was a strap from
which huge pistols hung, ready for use in caseattle. About his
waist was a belt, holding his cutlass, which was so large and
strong that, with one blow, he could cut off a man's head.

He was very cruel and wicked. He never hesitated to Kkill
all the sailors on board a captured vessel, sometimesnugiigim
to the rigging, and often tying them securely and leaving them on
their ship as it went to the bottom. Once he shot several of his own
crew when they disobeyed him about a small matter.

The scene of his operations was around the shores of
Virginia and North Carolina, and even as far south as the coast of
Georgia. He had accomplices on shore, who bought Fgstién
cargoes, supplied his ships with provisions, and his men with
arms. He became so bold and terrible that the people of Virginia
fitted out two ships to go after him and to destroy him, if they
could.

Only vessels that could sail in shallow water near the coast
were sent out, and these, under the command of Lieutenant
Maynard. For many days the ships sailed around, looking for
Blackbeardand his crew. After a while the pirate ship came into
view, and hoisted her flag with the skull and cross bones, calling
on Maynard to surrender. But instead, Maynard hung out his flag
and dared the pirate to come on. Blackbeard drew near, and called
out, "Give up your ship at once, | take no prisoners.”

Maynard replied, "I shall not surrender, and | shall not
show you any mercy." With that the battle began.
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Maynard, after sending most of his men into the hold of
his ship for safety, ran alongside theape. Blackbeard fired a
broadside into Maynard's vessel, and, seeing no men aboard,
thought that every one was killed. He therefore ordered his own
crew to take possession. When the pirates came aboard, swords in
hand, Maynard's men sprang from the holdh®ir vessel, and
desperate fighting began on the deck.

Blackbeard was shot five times, besides being wounded
with sword cuts. He fought bravely, calling so loudly to his men,
that his voice was heard above the roar of the battle. His pistol
was soon eptied, and, seizing another, he leveled it at one of
Maynard's men. Just then, however, he received a wound through
the head and was instantly killed. His men were taken prisoners
and the battle was ended.

Maynard hung the pirate's head before the bohighip,
and sailed back to Virginia, where the people made a great
celebration in honor of his victory.

CHAPTER XXVIII

THE ADVENTURES OF DANIEL BOONE

Daniel Boone was one of the first settlers in Kentucky. He
had to fight wild animals and Indians, bu¢ hked it. He loved
adventure, and went forth to find a home for his family in the deep
and unbroken forest. He came to Kentucky, in June, 1769, with
five companions. We will let him tell his story in his own words:

"We found, everywhere, abundance oldabeasts of all
sorts through the vast forest. The buffaloes were more numerous
than cattle in the settlements, fearless because ignorant of the
violence of man. Sometimes we saw hundreds in a drove, and the
numbers about the salt springs were amazing.

"As we ascended the brow of a small hill, near the
Kentucky River, some Indians rushed out of a thick dana&e
upon us, and made us prisoners. They plundered us of what we
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had, and kept us in confinement seven days. During this time we
showed no uneasine®r desire to escape, which made them less
suspicious of us. But, in the dead of night, as we lay in a thick
canebrake by a large fire, | touched my companion, and gently
woke him. We improved this favorable opportunity, and departed,
leaving the Indianto take their rest.

"Soon after this, my companion in captivity was killed by
the savages, and the man that came with my brother returned
home by himself. We were then in a dangerous, helpless situation,
exposed daily to perils and death among savagésvdd beasts,
not a white man in the country but ourselves. One day | took a
tour through the country, and the beauties of nature | met with
expelled every gloomy and vexatious thought. | laid me down to
sleep, and awoke not until the sun had chased aigay.

"l returned to my old camp, which was not disturbed. | did
not confine my lodging to it, but often slept in the thick cane
brakes to avoid the savages, who, | believe, often visited my
camp, but fortunately in my absence. In this situation | was
constantly exposed to danger and death. In 1772, | returned safe to
my old home, and found my family in happy circumstances.

"l sold my farm and what goods we could not carry with
us, and, in company with five families more and forty men that
joined us, weproceeded on our journey to Kentucky. After two
weeks, the rear of our company was attacked by a number of
Indians, who killed six men and wounded another. Of these my
eldest son was one who fell in the action. This unhappy affair
scattered our cattle, arsb discouraged the whole company that
we retreated to the settlement on Clinch River.

"Within fifteen miles of where Boonesborough now stands
we were fired upon by Indians, who killed two and wounded two
of our numbers. Although surprised and taken disadvantage,
we stood our ground. Three days later we were fired upon again,
and two men were killed and three were wounded. Afterwards, we
proceeded to the Kentucky River without opposition, and began to
erect the fort at Boonesborough, at a salt liddoua sixty yards
from the river on the south side.
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"In July three girls, one of them my daughter, were taken
prisoners near the fort. | pursued the Indians with only eight men,
overtook them, killed two of the party, and recovered the girls.
Shortly aftewards, a party of about two hundred Indians attacked
Boonesborough. They besieged us faight hours, during which
time seven of them were Kkilled. At last, finding themselves not
likely to prevail, they raised the siege and departed.

"In October, a paytof Indians made an excursion into the
district called the Crab Orchard, and one of them, who was
advanced some distance before the others, boldly entered the
house of a poor, defenseless family, in which was only a negro
man, a woman, and her childrerhelsavage attempted to capture
the negro, who happily proved too strong for him and threw him
on the ground; in the struggle, the mother of the children drew an
ax from a corner of the cottage, and cut his head off, while her
daughter shut the door.

"The other savages appeared, and applied their tomahawks
to the door. An old rusty gdbarrel, without a lock, lay in the
corner; this the mother put through a small crevice in the door,
perceiving which the Indians fled. In the meantime, the alarm
spread throgh the neighborhood. The armed men collected, and
pursued the savages into the wilderness. From that time the
Indians did us no mischief.

"I can now confess that | have proved true the saying of an
old Indian, who, on signing a deed for his land, remarked
'‘Brother, we have given you a fine land, but you will have much
trouble in settling it." Many dark and sleepless nights have | been
the companion of owls, separated from the cheerful society of
men, scorched by the summer's sun, and pinched by the 'siinter
cold, an instrument ordained to settle the wilderness."
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CHAPTER XXIX

SUNDAY IN THE COLONIES

All the Colonists were strict in the observance of worship.
Sunday was a severe day, and everybody had to be on his best
behavior. The first building used fohurch purposes was the fort,
to which every one marched in a body, the men fully armed to
protect the congregation from the Indians. Before the fort was
finished, the people worshiped under trees, or in tents, or
anywhere they could find a place. Manytbé earliest meeting
houses were log huts, with mud between the cracks, and with
thatched roofs.

These early churches had oiled paper in the windows.
When glass was brought over, it was set in by nails, for there was
no putty. Neither was there any paist the outside of every
house was left to turn gray with the weather, or to become-moss
covered from the dampness of the grove in which it were usually
placed.

Rewards were paid for the killing of wolves, and any one
who brought a wolf's head, nailedtd the outside wall of the
church, and wrote his name under it. You can imagine what a
grim sight the bloody trophies made. All sorts of notices were
posted on the church doors, so that everybody might seéthem
announcements of town meetings, of proposadiages, of cattle
sales, of rules against trading with the Indians; in fact the church
door took the place of the newspaper ctl&y for spreading the
news. It was the only means of advertisement.

In front of the church stood a row of hitchi#pgsts ad
stepping stones, for nearly everybody rode to meeting. On the
green, in front or to one side, were often placed the pillory, stock,
and whippingpost.

There were many ways of calling the people to church,
such as beating a drum, ringing a bell, or blgyva shell. Many of
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the churches had a drummer, who went up and down the streets,
or else stood in the belfry and drummed. After the signal was
given, a man went the rounds of the village, and looked in all the
houses, to see that everybody who was abiedume to church.
Woe betide the man who was late, or the boy who had skipped
away to the woods!

The inside of a Colonial church was simple enough.
Overhead, the rafters usually opened to the thatch or clapboard
roof; the floors were of earth, or roughads; and the pews or
benches had straight backs and were hard. The pulpit was usually
a high desk, reached by a staircase or ladder, with a sounding
board over it. There was no heat in these early churches, for a
heating stove was unknown. The chill oéthuildingd dark and
closed all the week, and damp from the shadowed growas
hard for every one to stand. To keep from suffering during the
long service, the women put their feet in bags, made of fur and
filled with wool. Dogs were allowed so that themasters might
put their feet under them. In fact, churches appointed dog
whippers to control the dogs or to drive them out if they became
noisy and unbearable. Some of the women and children had foot
stoves, which were little metal boxes on legs, withlshaes in
the top and sides, and with hot coals inside.

The services were very long, no matter how cold it was.
The snow might be falling and the wind blowing, but the people
had to wrap up in their furs, snuggle down in the benches, and
listen to a senon two or three hours long. Sometimes a single
prayer lasted an hour, while the people knelt on the bare floor.
When a church was dedicated, the sermon generally lasted three
or four hours. We might well wonder what the preacher could find
to say, that itook so long a time to say it!

There was a tithingnan, whose duty it was to maintain
order, and also to keep everybody awake. The men sat on one side
of the church, the women sat on the other, while the boys and girls
were made to sit near the pulpitp th the loft were places for the
negroes and the Indians. The tithimgn kept close watch for
sleepers. He had a long stick, with a rabbit's foot on one end and a
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rabbit's tail on the other. If a man nodded, or a boy made a noise,
the tithingman struckhim a sharp blow on the head. If an old
lady closed her eyes, the tithingan gently tickled her nose with
the rabbit's tail. He was generally kept pretty busy toward the end
of a long sermon!

During the noon intermission, in the winter time, the half
frozen congregation went to the nearest house or tavern to get
warm, and to eat a simple Sunday meal. In summertime, they sat
on the green and talked in low, solemn tones. After two hours'
intermission, the congregation assembled again, and the dreary
servicewas resumed. The singing was very doleful. There were
few books, so the deacon or leader gave out the hymn, a line or
two at a time. Often, the singing of these psalms or hymns lasted a
half-hour, during which the people stood. Altogether, we can
easily ®e that a Sunday service, morning and afternoon, would
last seven hours.

In all the Colonies, Sunday was strictly observed. Any
unseemly conduct was punished by whipping or by fire. It was
forbidden to fish, shoot, sail, row a boat, or do any kind of work
on that day. Horses were used only to drive or ride to church.
There was little or no cooking, but everybody ate cold food on the
Lord's Day. No one was allowed to use tobacco near any meeting
house. The Sabbath began at sunset, on Saturday, and lagted un
sunset, on Sunday.

After the Colonists grew better off, they built larger and
better churches, sometimes of stone, or brick, and often beautiful
in their stately architecture. Many of these churches are preserved
at the present day, with their highlpits, and their big, stiff back
benches, or box pews, for the whole family. In all of them,
however, the same severity of worship was observed, for it was
thought thereby to make a Géeharing and Gogerving people.

Original Copyright 1920 by Lawton Evans 4¢

CHAPTER XXX

THE SALEM WITCHES

In olden times nearly everybody believed in witches.
These witches were supposed to have sold their souls to the devil,
and to have received from him power to ride through the air on
broomsticks. With "the evil eye," they could make people ill,
they could desty cattle by mysterious diseases, they could blight
the crops, and do other impossible and dreadful things. They were
supposed to have meetings at night, when the devil came and they
received the witches' sacrament. Consequently, everybody was
afraid of awitch, and nobody wanted to be called one.

The witches were blamed for everything that went wrong.
If children fell suddenly ill, if a horse became lame, if a house
burned clown, if the butter would not churn, if the cart stuck in the
mud, the explanatioalways was, "A witch did it.

Generally, women, or old men, or ugly, deformed persons
were accused of being witches; but sometimes suspicion fastened
upon younger persons, and even upon those in high authority. To
test whether a person was a witch or pats were stuck into the
body to find a place where it did not hurt. These were spots where
the devil's hands had touched the witch. Another test was by
water. The supposed witch was thrown into the water; if she sank
and was drowned, she was innocent;slife floated, she was
assuredly a witch and must be burned.

The belief in witchcraft and in the punishing of witches
was nowhere stronger than in Salem, Massachusetts. The least
suspicious circumstance was sufficient for an accusation. A young
girl, thirteen years of age, accused a laundress of having stolen
linen from the family. The mother of the laundress rebuked the
girl severely for this false charge. The girl became immediately
bewitched, or said she was, which amounted to the same thing.
Others in ler family began to act strangely. Some grew deaf, then
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dumb, then blind. They barked like dogs and purred like cats if
anybody came near.

The town went wild with excitement over the bewitched
family. The poor mother of the laundress, who was nothing but a
harmless and illiterate old woman, and who had tried to defend
her daughter from the charge of stealing linen, was accused of
being a witch. She was tried, convicted, and executed.

Shortly afterwards, the child of the minister, nine years
old, and his rece, twelve years old, began to act queerly and to
suffer great pains. There was nothing the matter with them that a
little medicine would not have cured, but they chose to think
themselves bewitched. A hdifeed Indian woman, a servant in
the house, waslso accused, and, being whipped, she tried to
secure her release by confessing that she was really a witch. Of
course she was not, but the poor creature would say anything to
save herself from torture. The two children were the two most
conspicuous figurein the village; they had "fits" and everybody
came to the house to see them. They were generally
accommodating to all beholders!

An epidemic of witches now broke out in the village. Any
one who desired notoriety, or who wished to wreak vengeance
upon amlther, would fall down in a fit and cry out, "Witch!
Witch!" The excited town folk would set upon the poor accused
one, throw him in prison, and often string him up on the gallows.

An old farmer, who did not believe in witches, cured his
Indian servant by good beating. "I'll flog the witch out of you,"
he cried; and before long the Indian was perfectly well. But this
brought down the people's wrath upon the old farmer. They said,
"He is a witch himself, for he rebukes the disease in others.” And
forthwith the farmer and his wife found themselves in the
common jail.

So it went, until nineteen persons were put to death on the
accusation of being witches. One poor old man, who stoutly
maintained that nobody was a witch, was pressed to death
between two doat
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One hundred and fifty people were thrown into prison; so
many indeed that the jail was full to overflowing. Two hundred
and more were accused and left outside the jail for lack of room. It
seemed as though everybody in Salem, sooner or later, would
hawe to stand trial for being a witch.

At last, when they began to accuse persons of high rank,
such as one of the Judges, the wife of the Governor, and the wife
of the minister himself, it brought the people to their senses.
Suddenly it occurred to them whfols they had been. Then the
jails were opened, and the poor people inside were set free, and
allowed to go about their business. The children who pretended
they were under a spell were punished; and soon there was
nobody under accusation.

Since thenno one has really believed in witches. There
never was, nor ever can be, such evil beings, and the people in
Salem would have been spared much folly and misery if they had
known it. In Salem, there stands to this day one of the old houses,
and it is pointd out as "The Witch House."

CHAPTER XXXI

TRAVELING BY STAGE-COACH

In early Colonial days, the pioneers had to walk or go by
canoe from one village or settlement to another. Later on, the
trails were improved to the extent that horses could be used; and
for a long time this was the only means of travel. Women and
children usually rode on a pillion, or on cushions behind a man.
Sometimes pack horses followed, carrying the household goods,
or provisions for the journey.

One way by which four persons couldej at least part of
the distance, was known as the "rmledtie system.” Two of the
four persons started ahead on foot. The other two, mounted on the
saddle and pillion, rode about a mile past the two who were
walking, dismounted, tied the horse and wealkon. When the
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two, who had first started, came to the waiting horse, they
mounted, rode on past the walking two ahead of them for a mile
or more, dismounted, tied the horse and again proceeded to walk.
In this way, all four rode half the distance, ane tlorse had a rest
every few miles.

The mail, what there was of it, was carried by pagtrs
on horseback. The postage was very high, and was paid for by the
person receiving the lettérif he ever received it! It took about a
month to send a letter fmo New York to Boston, and to get a
reply. The mail generally lay in the peaster's house till he had
enough to pay for the trip. When the mail was delivered, it was
laid on the table at an inn, and any one could have his letter by
paying the innkeeper ¢hpostage.

After the Revolution, the roads were widened and made
better than the old trails. Hence, wagons, or stagehes, came
into use for transportation. Traveling by stamgach lasted until
the time of the railroads, and indeed still later in squlaees in
the West. The stage between New York and Philadelphia made
the trip in two days, provided the weather was good. From New
York to Boston took a week's hard riding.

A passenger from Boston to New York thus describes his
journey:

"The carriages ere old and shackling, and much of the
harness made up of ropes. One pair of horses carried us eighteen
miles. We generally reached our resting place for the night, if no
accident interfered, at ten o'clock, and, after a frugal supper, went
to bed, with anotice that we should be called at three next
morning, which generally proved to be half past two. And then,
whether it snowed or rained, the traveler must rise and make
ready, by the help of a lantern and a farthing candle, and proceed
on his way over badoads, sometimes getting out to help the
coachman lift the coach out of a quagmire or rut, and arrived in
New York after a week's hard traveling, wondering at the ease, as
well as the expedition, with which the journey was effected."
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On good days, in thespring and summer, travel by
stagecoach was not disagreeable. The horses were generally good
and strong, and the coach rattled along fairly well. The driver had
a long horn which he blew when he approached a stojgbacg,

So as to let the people knowethtage was coming. The stops were
frequent, and when the coach drove up to a tavern or inn, the
passengers would get out for a meal, or else stretch themselves by
taking a short walk.

Some of the turnpikes were beautiful and splendid roads.
The way fromAlbany to Schenectady, New York, ran in a straight
line, between rows of poplars, with many taverns along the route.
Relays of horses were provided every ten miles; teams were
changed in a few minutes; and with blowing of horns the coach
would merrily depd. It was not at all unusual, over the fine roads,
to make one hundred miles in twetfiour hours.

But all the roads were not good ones; some of them were
very bad indeed. And all the weather was not spring time! In the
dead of winter, over a bad roadstgecoach was anything but
pleasant to ride in. There was no way of heating it, and the
passengers had to endure hours of freezing cold, with much jolting
and hard pulling over bad places. Sometimes, the coach stuck hard
and fast in the mud, when all lkdshad to get out and pull and dig
until the wheels were released.

Sometimes the driver had to call to the passengers to lean
out of the carriage, first on one side and then on the other, to
prevent it from oveturning or sticking in a ditch. "Gentlemeto,
the right," he would call, upon which all the passengers would
rush to the right and lean out of the windows to balance things.
"Now, gentlemen, to the left,” he would say, and the same thing
would be done on the left side.

Along the road were inns daverns for the travelers. Here,
the weary passengers could take their meals, get warm by the fire,
and find a bed at night. The cooking was good, the food abundant,
and the beds usually comfortable. The charge was not high. One
can well imagine how weleoe these wayside taverns were to the
cold, hungry, and tired folks, when they drove up at dark on a
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winter's day, to find a blazing fire in the big front room with its
raftered ceilings, a hot supper ready on the table, and a warm bed
to sleep in. What mter if they did have to rise by candle light,
and be on their way! Nobody traveled for pleasure, anyway, in
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Many of these taverns had very curious signs hanging
outside, with names upon them, such as "The Red Horse," "The
Bear and Eagle,” "The Anchor,” "The Blue Jay," "The Twin
Bogs"; and often these signs woulé painted to represent the
name itself. Even the rooms were sometimes named, instead of
being numbered, as in modern hotels. Such names as the "Star
Chamber," "Rose Room," "Sunrise Room," "Blue Room," and
even "Jerusalem Room" were common.

As one journged south, the roads were not so good and
the taverns less frequent; because few people traveled by stages in
the southern country. Those who traveled at all went in their own
coaches, or by horseback. But there were some coaches going
over the rough highays, and it was the universal custom for the
planters to open their doors for meals and lodging. Eager for news
and company they would order their negroes to stand at the gates,
and to invite the passeby to come into the house to be
entertained.

Gone & the old stageoach, with its picturesque history!
Nowadays we speed at the rate of a mile a minute over smooth
rails, and lay down to sleep to find ourselves several hundred
miles away when we awake in the morning.

CHAPTER XXXII

KING GEORGE AND THE COLONIES

We must not get the idea that the Colonies in America
were disloyal in their allegiance to the mother country. On the
contrary, they loved the Old England from which their fathers
came, and looked forward to a happy development under the
British flag

It was not the English people, but the English King,
George lll, who caused all the trouble. He had ascended the
throne when he was twentyo years of age. He was nearly forty
when the Revolution began. He was obstinate and-stgirted in
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dealing wih his subjects. He believed in the right of kings to have
their own way and to him the will of the people counted for
nothing as against the will of the King. Whatever George Il
wanted, he proposed to have people or no people, Colonies or no
Colonies. Kimgs do not act that way nowadays, but then it was
different.

When he came to the throne his mother said to him,
"George be a king." She taught him to think that he owned his
people, and that they should always do his will.

Instead of choosing the wiseshda best men in the
kingdom to be his advisers and ministers, George Il turned to the
weaker men, who flattered him and who were ready to do his
bidding. It was always one of the "King's friends" who proposed
in Parliament the obnoxious measures againserga. Finally,
the King succeeded in getting a Prime Minister, Lord North, who
was willing, in all things, to do as his sovereign wished. In fact,
someone has said that, while North was in office, "the King was
his own Prime Minister."

In spite of the prtest of some really great men in England,
who knew the Colonists were -iileated, the King went blindly
and obstinately to work, until the Colonies in America were in
complete revolt.

To see how poorly the great mass of the people of England
was represged in their Parliament, we should know that, when
George Il came to the throne, there was a most unequal
distribution of seats in the House of Commons. For two hundred
years, no changes had been made in the allotment of seats
according to the number die population. Some very large cities,
like Manchester and Sheffield, that had grown up in the
meantime, had no representatives at all, while some very small
and old places had several representatives. One town, named Old
Sarum, went on sending membersP@rliament long after it had
ceased to have any inhabitants at all.

The result was that many members represented only a
handful of voters, many seats in Parliament were bought and sold,
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and some were given away, as favors. This made an assembly of
repregntatives that did not truly represent the great body of the
people, and it, therefore, became easy for the King to secure such
laws as he and his friends wanted.

Was it not natural that a corrupt Parliament should do
George llI's own bidding? He unitedith the ruling class, to
suppress public opinion in England, and ggernment in
America. He began to rule the Colonies by royal orders, and sent
instructions, over his own signature, to be obeyed in America;
otherwise, so he threatened, military foreeuld be used to make
the people obey. Colonial assemblies were dissolved, unusual
places of meeting were appointed, orders were issued, lands were
granted or taken away, and by many other acts the Colonists were
treated without consideration.

But the Cdonists had many friends among the English
people, who sympathized with them in their opposition to the
tyranny of the King and his Parliament. They were still English
people and English subjects, though their home was across the
sea, and they had rightsat their relatives and friends in England
thought should be respected. So there were many in the old
country who believed that the Colonists were right to oppose the
King; some voices in Parliament even spoke out bravely in their
defense.

One great Engshman, William Pitt, who was the Earl of
Chatham, declared in the House of Lords, "This kingdom has no
right to lay a tax upon the Colonies. | rejoice that America has
resisted.” After the Revolutionary War had begun, and the King
had been forced to hirebaut 20,000 German troops from the
Duke of Brunswick, because the English simply would not enlist
for this unpopular war, Pitt said, in another speech,

"My Lords, you cannot conquer America. In three
years' campaign, we have done nothing and suffered .much
You may swell every expense, accumulate every assistance
you can buy or borrow, traffic and barter with every little
pitiful German prince, but your efforts are forever vain and
impotent, doubly so from this mercenary aid on which you
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rely, for it irritates to an incurable resentment. If | were an
American, as | am an Englishman, while a foreign troop was
landed in my country, | would never lay down my adms,
never, never, never."

While the Stamp Act was being debated in Parliament,
Colonel Barre, who hatbught by the side of Wolfe at Quebec,
replied to the statement that the Colonies were children "planted
by our care, nourished by our indulgence, and protected by our
arms," by exclaiming with great eloquence,

"They planted by your care! No, your oppiEsn planted
them in America. Nourished by your indulgence! They grew up
by your neglect of them. They protected by your arms! Those sons
of liberty have nobly taken up arms in your defense."

The expression, "Sons of Liberty,” became a popular
rallying cry of the Patriots in America.

The quarrel between King George Il and the American
Colonists grew into the Revolutionary War. During that War, the
Colonists had many friends in England, especially in the city of
London. As he walked through the streetsjllin Pitt was
loudly cheered for the part he took in defending the cause of the
Colonists. When the war was over, many in England were secretly
rejoiced that the Colonies were independent, and that the will of
the foolish King was at last broken.
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CHAPTER XXXIII

PATRICK HENRY AND THE PARSON'S CAUSE

Among the noted men in the history of the struggle of the
American Colonies against the tyranny of the King of England,
none occupies a more striking position than Patrick Henry, the
great orator of Virginia.

His father was a magistrate, of an old Scotch family,
whose lack of means kept his son, Patrick, from an education in
college. However, young Henry studied at home, and acquired a
fair education. He seemed to befitted for business of any kind.

He kep a country store and failed; he tried farming and failed,;
then he went back to keeping a store and failed again. He became
discouraged and idle, and began passing, his time fishing and
hunting and telling humorous stories to idle companions around
the village inn.

Finally, he turned to the law. After studying for a few
weeks, he was examined, and allowed to begin practice. It was
four years, however, before he gave any evidence to the world that
he possessed those marvelous powers of oratory that hawe mad
him famous.

Now, let us see how Henry won reputation in the Parson's
Cause. From the beginning, the Colonists of Virginia were
accustomed to pay the preacher's salary in tobacco. Each parish
minister received so much tobacco out of the amount raiséteby
tobacco tax. If the price of tobacco was high, the minister had the
benefit of the high price. If the price was low, he suffered
accordingly. For a long time the ministers took their chances on
the tobacco market, and lived in abundance or in wanthes
market price went up or down. At best, however, their salaries
were never munificent.

In the year 1748, an Act was passed, fixing the annual
salary of each parish minister at 16,000 pounds of tobacco. This

Distributed by Heritage History 2009



Act was approved by the King, and becameltve in Virginia.
Each minister was allotted his tobacco salary, which he sold at
whatever price he could get. This went on for a while, until the
Legislature passed another Act, paying the minister's salary in
paper money, at a fixed price per pound fdyaico. This fixed
price was always lower than the market price, and reduced the
minister's salary very much.

The Act was clearly unconstitutional, for it did not have
the consent of the King, and, therefore, could not be law. Besides,
it was manifestly upust to the ministers who were employed
under a tobacco contract, and not under a paper money contract.
However, the people did not care, for the ministers were
unpopular. And as for the King and his consent the Colonies were
rapidly becoming rebellious diis authority.

The ministers had to take paper money for their salaries, or
receive none at all. They complained to the Legislature, but could
get no hearing. They complained to the Governor, but he gave
them no consolation. They sent some of their owmimer to
England to lay the matter before the King's Council. There they
were told that their cause was just, and that they had a right to sue
for damages in the Courts of Virginia. Whereupon they returned
home to begin their suits.

One of the cases wasdoght by Rev. James Maury into
the Court of Hanover County. The Judge promptly decided that
the Act, paying the salaries in paper money, was no law, and that
the ministers were clearly entitled to damages to be fixed by a
special jury. The case of the m® against Maury seemed
hopeless, especially as it was very easy to calculate the difference
between the value of the tobacco and the value of the paper
money paid. However, a jury was drawn, and the desperate cause
of the people against the clergy wasntoitted to Patrick Henry,
then almost unknown as a lawyer and advocate. Indeed, no other
counsel or lawyer would take the case, as they said it was a
hopeless one, and the people had better pay and be done with it.

Now comes the story of how the world fali out the
marvelous powers of oratory possessed by Patrick Henry. On the
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day of trial, the courtroom was crowded with people, the clergy
being there in force to witness the triumph of one of their number.
On the bench sat Henry's father, the presidingyduaf the trial,
who looked with much distrust upon the ability of his son to
defend the people's cause.

No one had heard Henry speak before a jury. He was
considered an idle young man, of twesgven years of age,
without learning or ability. He was bigddressed, and appeared ill
at ease. When he arose to speak, he did so very awkwardly, and
began in a stammering and hesitating manner; so much so that the
ministers smiled, the people looked disappointed, and his father
sank back in his chair mortified.

But wait, let us see what happened! In a few minutes, the
young orator forgot his awkwardness, and ceased his stammering.
His form straightened up, and his eyes began to flash, as he
unrolled his invectives against the King, and narrated the
grievances othe Colonies. He did not hesitate to call the King a
tyrant, who had forfeited all right to obedience. His face began to
shine with a nobleness and grandeur which no one ever saw
before, and his eyes seemed to hold the lightning of wrath and
power. His attons were graceful, bold, and commanding. For an
hour he spoke, while the crowd listened as if under the spell of
some enchantment. One of them said, "He made my blood run
cold and my hair stand on end." As for his father, such was his
surprise and joy #t, Judge though he was, he allowed tears of
happiness to run down his cheeks.

When Henry had finished his great oration, the jury was so
overwhelmed by his arguments that they voted Rev. Maury just
one penny damage whereas his suit had been for manggdan
this way did Patrick Henry begin that marvelous career which
made him one of the greatest orators this country has ever
produced.
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CHAPTER XXXIV

PAUL REVERE'SRIDE

On the night of April 18, 1775, in a suburb of
Charlestown, just outside of Bost@tpod a strong and ke&yed
man beside a restless horse, ready at a moment's notice to mount
and ride hard upon some secret mission. His eye was fixed upon
the distant steeple of a church, scarcely to be seen in the darkness,
as if he expected some sigrtal make him spring into instant
action.

He had not long to wait. Into the night there suddenly
flashed the rays from two lanterns; as soon as he saw them, he
grasped the reins of the bridle, leaped into the saddle, and rode
swiftly away. The man's nameas Paul Revere. The signal was
from the steeple of the Old North Church, in Boston, and it had
been placed there by a friendly hand to let Revere know that the
British troops were moving silently out of Boston to capture the
military stores which the Pattis of the Revolution had at
Concord, about nineteen miles away.

Swiftly his horse bore Revere past Charlestown Neck.
Suddenly two British officers appeared in his path.

"Halt! who goes there?" was the stern command.

Revere made no answer, but turnes horse's head, and
went flying back to seek another road. The officers started in swift
pursuit, calling out, "Halt, or we fire!"

Revere paid no attention to them, but, spurring his horse
onward, turned into Medford Road. One of the officers tried to
intercept him by a short cut across the field, but, in the darkness,
he fell into a claypit, where Revere left him as he went
thundering by.

On he went, mile after mile, intent upon arousing the
people. At every house he stopped, rapped furiously on thre doo
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or called out from the roaside, "Get up, and arm yourselves. The
Regulars are marching to Concord!" And then he would dash
away, leaving the occupants to rise and hastily dress themselves.

The British marched out of Boston about midnight. Just at
tha hour, Revere rode into Lexington with a great clatter of hoofs
upon the streets. He galloped up to the house of the Rev. Mr.
Clarke, where Samuel Adams and John Hancock, two leading
Patriots, were asleep.

"Don't make so much noise," called out the guarttont
of the house, "you will awake the inmates."

"Noise!" exclaimed Revere. "You'll have noise enough
before long. The Regulars are coming!"

At that moment, a window was thrown open, and John
Hancock, looking out, inquired what was the matter. Reiziuy
Revere, he directed the guard to open the door, and admit the
messenger, who soon told his startling tale. Hancock and Adams
quickly dressed, and, while Revere set out again on his journey,
these two Patriots left Lexington to avoid capture.

Reverewas now joined by another rider, named Dawes,
who had left Boston at the same time by a different route. Upon
these two was put the responsibility of arousing the people. From
every house the good men of the countryside rushed out when
they heard the new3he Minute Men began to gather, with such
guns as they had, and by two o'clock in the morning over a
hundred of them had met upon the green in Lexington. As no foe
was in sight, and as the air was cold, they disbanded to assemble
again at the sound ofahldrum.

Meanwhile, Revere and Dawes rode toward Concord, Six
miles off. On their way, they fell in with Dr. Samuel Prescott, to
whom they told their story as the three rode along. Suddenly, a
group of British officers appeared in the road before them, and
laid their hands upon Revere and Dawes, who were a little in
advance. This occurred so unexpectedly that escape was
impossible for those two. But Dr. Prescott urged his horse over a
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stone wall, and was well away before he could be stopped. He
alone borehte news to the people of Concord.

When Prescott arrived, at about two in the morning, he at
once gave the alarm. The bells were rung, and the people rushed
toward the center square where Dr. Prescott addressed them.

"The Regulars are on their way to aagt the stores in the
warehouse," he declared. "They may now be in Lexington, and it
is certain they will be here before long. Revere and Dawes
brought me word. We must remove the stores before the British
arrive."

This was enough. It did not take the pkoof Concord
many hours to put the precious stores in a place of safety.

Meantime, the British had come to the outskirts of
Lexington. It was about daybreak, and the cteat called the
Colonists together on the village green. There were about one
hunded stern and determined Patriots, facing five or six hundred
British troops. The moment was one of intense excitement, for
both sides knew it meant war if a shot was fired. Captain John
Parker, in command of the militia, said to his men:

"Stand your grond; don't fire unless fired upon; but if
they mean to have a war, let it begin here.”

The British Commander, Major Pitcairn, drew his pistol,
and, pointing at the Patriots, cried out:

"Disperse, you villains! Lay down your arms, you rebels,
and dispersé!

The Patriots did not move. The British came nearer, as if
to surround Parker's men. A shot, fired from the British line, was
answered immediately by the Patriots. Then Major Pitcairn drew
his pistol, and discharged it, calling out, "Fire." The Britisbrt
fired upon the Minute Men, killing four of them, after which the
others retreated. This was the opening shot of the Revolution, and
we shall see how England paid dearly for it.

The British moved on to Concord, reaching there about
seven, o'clock. Thewere too late, however, for most of the stores
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had been removed. They did what damage they could, by
knocking open, sixty barrels of flour, injuring three cannon and
setting fire to the couiftouse.

About midday, the British began their retreat. The iBEtr
had gathered in haste from the neighboring towns, and were
preparing to harass the enemy along the road. Concealing
themselves behind houses, barns, roadside walls, and trees, they
poured a galling fire into the retreating British. The Red Coats, as
the British were called, began to run in order to escape the deadly
fire of the farmers, with their rifles and shotguns. The six miles
from Concord to Boston were one dreadful ambush. Reaching
Lexington, a number of the British fell exhausted on the ground,
their tongues parched from fatigue and thirst.

Here they were joined by a large number of fresh British
troops, and the whole force proceeded to Boston, pursued by the
Patriots up to the very entrance of the city. Altogether, they lost
about three hundde men, while the Americans lost only one
hundred.

Such was the beginning of the American Revolution. The
midnight ride of Paul Revere was a very good beginning for the
cause of American freedom.

CHAPTER XXXV

THE GREEN M OUNTAIN BOYS

Between Lake George dnLake Champlain, there once
stood a famous old fort, known as Fort Ticonderoga. At the
beginning of the Revolution, it was feebly garrisoned by English
troops, but was well supplied with arms and ammunition. The
Patriots needed these arms and ammunisorgs to carry on the
war which had just begun at Lexington. We shall see how the fort
was captured.

As soon as the mountaineers of Vermont heard of the
battle of Lexington, they dropped their axes and plows, and,
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seizing their rifles, banded together gBormarch on Ticonderoga.
Ethan Allen, a rugged and brave mountaineer, was their leader. In
order to meet the expenses of the expedition, funds, amounting to
fifteen hundred dollars, were collected from the people of
Connecticut.

As the expedition advancedne of the Connecticut
agents, named Noah Phelps, went on ahead to find out the
condition of the fort. Disguising himself as a countryman, he
entered the stronghold on the pretense that he wished to be
shaved. Hunting for the barber, he kept his eyeseand open,
asking questions like an innocent farmer, until he found out all
about the garrison and its equipment.

When Allen and the Green Mountain Boys neared their
goal, they were joined by another force under the command of
Benedict Arnold, who was é&m a brave officer in the American
army, though he afterwards proved himself a traitor. The two
parties approached the fort, one moving at daybreak, a farmer's
boy, who lived near, acting as their guide.

The stockade around the fort was reached. The wgase
open, since the English Commander suspected no danger. The
sentry tried to fire his gun, but it failed to go off; whereupon he
ran inside and gave the alarm. The attacking party was close upon
his heels. Before any of the garrison could be awakenadtfreir
sleep, Allen and his men had taken possession, and resistance was
useless. The capture was made by surprise and without bloodshed.

Allen compelled one of the sentries to show him the way
to the quarters of the Commander, Captain Delaplace. Rgachin
his room, Allen called upon him in loud tones to surrender. The
Commander sprang from bed, surprised and alarmed at the
unusual demand.

"By whose authority?" he asked, in his kalfake
condition.

"In the name of the Great Jehovah and the Continental
Congress," replied Allen, in a loud voice.
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Delaplace made no reply, but hastily dressed to see what
the madman from the mountains meant. He soon discovered.
Outside he heard the shouts of the Patriots, and saw the movement
of men taking possession of thimres. When he came from his
qguarters he realized that the fort had been occupied by a force
superior to his, and that it was surrendered without a shot being
fired or a blow exchanged.

The captured stores consisted of a large number of cannon
and ammunibn, besides small arms much needed by the Patriots
in the great war which was to last for some years.

CHAPTER XXXVI

THE FATHER OF HIS COUNTRY

Let us learn something of the kind of man George
Washington was the man whom we have long known as the
"Father @ his Country.” To look at, he was a fine type of man and
soldierd the type that would attract attention anywhere. He was
tall, and held himself as straight as an arrow. He was six feet, two
inches high, and weighed two hundred and twenty pounds.
Whereverhe went, in whatever company, he was distinguished for
his splendid height and erect figure. His eyes were light blue, and
so deeply sunken that they gave him a serious expression. His face
was grave and thoughtful, though his disposition was full of cheer
and gooewill.

In his young days, he was very athletic, with a strong right
arm. It is said that he once threw a stone from the bottom to the
top of the Natural Bridge, in Virginia, a height of over two
hundred feet; and that he threw a piece of slatended to the
size of a silver dollar, across the Rappahannock River, at
Fredericksbur@ a feat no other man had ever been able to
accomplish.

In fact, during the Revolution, though some of the
backwoodsmen in the army were men of great size and strength,
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yet it was generally believed that Washington was as strong as the
best of them. One day, at Mt. Vernon, some young men, who
boasted of their power, were throwing an iron bar to see who
could cover the greatest distance. Washington, watching them,
said, 'Let me try my hand at this game." Without taking off his
coat, he seized the bar, and, to the amazement of the party, threw
it a considerable distance further than any of the others had done.

He was a fine wrestler when he was a young man. At one
time, hewas witnessing a wrestling match, and the champion
challenged him to a trial of strength. Washington turned, and,
without a word, seized the strong man, and, to the great
amusement of the crowd, threw him flat on the ground. The
defeated champion said Fedt as though a lion had grabbed him,
and, when he hit the ground, he expected every bone in his body
to be broken.

Washington was also very fond of parties and dancing. He
often rode, on winter nights, a distance of ten miles, to attend a
dance, and wdd reach home just in time for breakfast. He kept
this up until he was sixtfour years old, when he had to write to a
friend, "Alas! my dancing days are over." He liked to dress well,
and was very fussy about the quality of cloth and the fit of his
garmens. He wore ruffled shirts, silver and gold lace on his hat,
scarlet waistcoats, blue broadcloth coats, with silver trimmings,
and marblecolored hose. In fact, the "Father of his Country" was
something of a dandy, and kept it up to the end of his life.

Like most soldiers, Washington was fond of horses, and
was a splendid and daring rider. As he rode at the head of his
troops, he was a conspicuous figure. Lafayette once said of him, "I
never beheld so superb a horseman.” Jefferson wrote,
"Washington was # best horseman of his age, and the most
graceful figure that could be seen on horseback."

Washington was very methodical in his habits, and thrifty
in business. He kept a diary, putting down daily happenings of his
life, and keeping an accurate accouhtvhat money he received
and how it was spent. He became wealthy, and, at the time of his
death, was worth a half million dollars. He was then the richest
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man in America. His estate at Mt. Vernon covered eight thousand
acres, the slaves and laborers nunmigefive hundred. His orders
were, "Buy nothing, you can make yourself." Hence, he was the
greatest farmer of the day. He made all his own flour and meal,
and even the flour barrels. The cloth for the house and for the
farm hands was woven on the premisie&e all rich Virginia
planters, he kept open house, and there was rarely a time when his
table was without one or more guests. He said his house was more
like a tavern than anything else.

He was very correct in his habits. He ate carefully and
slowly, end the simplest of food. He was grave and dignified, and
seldom laughed, though he was not of a gloomy disposition. In
almost every relation of public and private life, his character is
worthy of study and of emulation.

CHAPTER XXXVII

NATHAN HALE

Washingbn's army had been defeated in the battle of Long
Island, and, only by a narrow chance did the troops manage to
escape to Manhattan Island. The British were threatening New
York, and Washington was almost in despair. The one thing he
needed most was infoation concerning the plans of the enemy.

"If I could have someone to go into the enemy's lines, and
find out their strength and purpose, | might save my army," he
said to one of his officers. "Get me the man if you can."

The officer called his associatésgether, and put the
problem before them, but, one by one, they refused the dangerous
task. They knew the perils of the life of a spy. They knew he had
to wear the enemy's uniform, or no uniform at all; had to pretend
friendship with the foe, to keep @ye on everything, to find out
what he could, to draw plans of forts, to secure important papers
and keep them hidden, until he could slip back within his own
lines. He needed quickness of mind and wit, a heart of courage,
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and nerve of iron, for he wouldebsurrounded by danger every
minute, and if he were caught, his fate would be certain death.

At last one officer heard what Washington wanted, and at
once said, "I will take any risk for Washington and my country. |
am ready to go." His name was Captaiattin Hale. Hale had
been a school teacher before the war. He was young, athletic,
brave, and much admired by all who knew him. He was a famous
runner, and, when a student at Yale College, held the record for
the longest standing jump. When he came to \igsbn and
asked for instructions, the great Chief said,

"My boy, | have little to say. Go into the enemy's lines,
find out how many troops they have, where they are placed, and
what they intend to do. That is all. Bring me word if you can. If
you never gt back, remember you are serving your country. God
bless you!"

Hale saluted and departed. He took off his uniform, and
put on a brown suit and a breadmmed hat, the dress of a
Quaker school teacher. He went on board a sloop late at night, and
was lan@d near the British outposts. He spent the next day with a
farmer nearby, and then, in the afternoon, walked boldly into the
enemy's lines.

What he did for the next two weeks no one will ever know.
He acted his part very well, however, for he was notextsp of
being a spy. He told the British he was a Quaker, who did not
believe in war, and that he wanted to teach school. But he was
learning all he could. His eyes were alert and watchful, without
seeming to be so. He listened to conversations and,iocaly,
when close, he would make drawings of the forts and camp. All
his notes were written in Latin, so that they could not be easily
read.

At last Hale learned all he thought was necessary.
Gathering his material together, he ripped open the soléss of
shoes and carefully hid the precious notes therein. Then he was
ready to start for home. Washington was looking for him, and, by
previous arrangement, was to send a boat for him to take him into
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the American lines. There was a little tavern at Huntmgahear

the place where the boat was to come. Hale walked into the tavern
one day, and sat down, waiting until the time arrived for him to
meet his friends.

As he sat there, a man came in and looked him over
closely. Hale paid no attention, and the mamtwout. But Hale
had been recognized by someone who knew him, and the man was
on his way to the British to report that the school teacher was also
an American officer, known as Captain Nathan Hale. After an
hour or two, Hale left the tavern, and walkedmiotoward the
shore to meet his boat. But instead of his own boat at the landing,
there was a British boat. The officer called out, "Surrender, you
spy, or | fire."

Hale knew he was caught, and held up his hands in token
of surrender. He was carried teetBritish Commander, and made
no effort to conceal his name or his purpose. They tore open his
shoes and found the papers. Then they condemned him to be
hanged at sunrise the next day.

It was a beautiful Sunday morning, and Hale was led out
before the gédws, which was nothing but the limb of a tree.
"Have you anything to say?" asked the British officer. The brave
young patriot looked up into the sky, and then at the rope, which
already was around his neck, and slowly replied, "I only regret
that | have ht one life to lose for my country."”

A few moments later Nathan Hale was dead. His body was
probably buried there, under the tree, but nobody to this day
knows.
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CHAPTER XXXVIII

THE BRAVERY OF ELIZABETH ZANE

This is a story of the attack on Fort Henrymaall frontier
settlement near where Wheeling, West Virginia, now stands. It
was in the summer of 1777, when Simon Girty, one of the worst
characters that ever appeared on the stage of American history, led
a band of four hundred Indians in assault ugen fort. Colonel
Sheppard was in charge of the fortification, with only forty men.
As soon as the movements of Girty and his band became known,
the inhabitants of the little town of Wheeling, then composed of
about twentyfive log huts, hastened to the fdor protection.

A reconnoitering party was sent out by Colonel Sheppard
to discover the whereabouts of the enemy. They fell into an
ambush, and more than half of them were victims of the rifle and
tomahawk. Another party went to their relief, but mosthem
also were killed by the savages. This reduced the fort to a small
garrison. Inside were the women and children, and outside raged a
band of four hundred bloetthirsty Indians, led by a desperate and
skillful commander. The situation of Fort Henry svandeed
perilous, and all those within seemed doomed.

Colonel Sheppard was not a man to surrender easily He
would rather die by rifle shot, than be burned at the stake. Calling
his men around him, he said:

"We must defend this fort to the last man. B aurrender,
it means sure death to us all by slow torture, and the women and
children will suffer most. Let each man do his full duty, and the
women must help.”

Gladly they began their desperate defense. The women
cast the bullets, measured out the pawidem the scant supply,
and loaded the rifles. Among them was Elizabeth Zane, the sister
of two of the defenders of the fort. She had recently returned from
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school in Philadelphia, and knew very little of border warfare, but
she had a brave spirit, as sieall see.

Early one morning, Girty and his followers came before
the fort with a white flag, and demanded its immediate surrender.

Colonel Sheppard hurled back the defiant reply, "This fort
shall never be surrendered so long as there is an American left
inside to defend it."

Girty was infuriated, and, blind with rage, called out,
"Then we shall force you to surrender, and not a man or woman
shall be left alive in this town." Turning to his Indian followers, he
ordered them to attack the fort.

Unfortundely, some of the log huts of the inhabitants were
sufficiently near to afford protection to the savages, so that they
could begin their assault under cover. They ran into these huts,
and opened fire, but with little effect, for the defenders kept well
outof sight. The brave Patriots within were all shahwoters, and
had no powder to waste; every shot they fired meant the-death
knell of some Indian who had exposed himself.

After six hours, the Indians withdrew from the houses to a
place nearby, and, fa while, there was quiet. It was fortunate,
for, just at that moment, someone brought word that the powder of
the fort was nearly exhausted; it would not last an hour longer,
and then the Patriots would be at the mercy of their foe. Ebenezer
Zane looked this own house, about sixty yards away, and said,
"There is a keg of powder yonder. If we could get it, we would be
safe; but someone will have to go for it."

"Powder,"” cried Colonel Sheppard, "we will have to get it,
no matter what the risk. One of usish go at once."

Who should undertake the dangerous mission? The Indians
were in easy gunshot, and it meant death to any one showing
himself outside the fort. Colonel Sheppard would not order any
person to go, but instead, called for volunteers. Every man
instantly offered to go; not one held back. But just as they were
deciding, a woman stepped forward, and said:
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"No man can be spared now. We have too few to defend
this place. | am the one to go. Unbar the gate and let me out.”

Colonel Sheppard looked at her with great admiration,
and, after a few moments, said, "God bless you, my girl, and may
you return in safety. Pleaps your going will throw the Indians off
their guard. Unbar the gates, men, and let her pass.

The gate was opened, and she walked steadily and quickly
across the open area toward the house where the powder was. The
Indians looked on in wonder, thinkirslie was coming to them as
a captive. But the girl sprang into the house, seized the keg, and
reappeared at the door, on her way back to the fort. There was
now no time for leisure. She ran as fast as she could with the
precious keg in her arms.

With a yel of defiance, the Indians sprang in pursuit, and
opened fire upon the fleeing girl. She ran like a deer, swift and
straight toward the open gate. Not a shot touched her, though
bullets struck the ground about her feet and went flying around
her head. In &w moments, she had reached the fort, and fell into
the arms of her friends, who raised a great shout as the gate was
barred and the powder was safely in their hands.

"We have a heroine in this fort, and will now conquer or
die," cried the men, as thdyastily prepared to meet the next
attack. Suffice it to say that they did defend the fort, until help
came and the savages were driven away. And, to this day, the
people love to tell the story of how Elizabeth Zane saved the fort,
and the lives of those wlafterwards helped build a great city.

oay

N BTN MILS WINTERS
UNBAR THE GATE AND LET ME PASY
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CHAPTER XXXIX

CAPTURING THE HESSIANS

It was a cold December night, and the little army of
General Washington stood upon the banks of the Delaware River,
getting ready to cross its icy waters. The men were cold and
hungry, tired and discouraged. It seemed as if the war would be
lost for lack of men and supplies. The whole country was
downhearted.

Not so General Washington. He knew that one victory
would raise the hope of the troops and the country, and he
proposed d start winning it that night. Over at Trenton were a
thousand hired Hessian soldiers, celebrating Christmas.
Washington determined to be on hand at the celebration.

"Courage, my men," he cried. "Tomorrow will be a great
day, if you can stand this night."

The men got into the boats, and took the oars. Blocks of
ice floated by over the frozen river. The wind blew keen and cold.
The men shivered and shook, as they steered their boat amid the
perils that surrounded them.

At last they were over. What stamgiof feet and blowing
of hands to keep warm! Then came the long march of nine miles
to Trenton, through a blinding snestorm. Hour after hour
passed, while the men stumbled and fell and got up and trudged
on and on. No soldiers, except those fighting fame and
country and freedom, could have endured through that march. But
at last the almost exhausted army came to Trenton.

In the meantime, the hired soldiers of the King of England
had been having a great time, drinking and feasting and boasting
of whatthey would do to Washington's army when next they met.
The Hessian Commander at Trenton was named Rall. He had
made his headquarters in the house of a merchant, one Abraham
Hunt. Rail was very fond of drinking and playing cards. On
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Christmas night, he andunt were in a warm room, before a big
fire, with plenty to eat and drink at hand; a game of cards was in
progress. Just at this moment Washington's army was crossing the
Delaware, amid the snow and ice.

A servant came in and handed Rail a note. He thirugo
his pocket, saying, "I will read it later on." But it so happened that
he forgot the note, and went on playing cards and drinking. Late
in the night, he went to bed and slept, and all the while
Washington was drawing closer and closer throughbtimeling
snow!

The next day, Washington was before Trenton. The sun
was shining, and his troops were eager and ready for battle.
Bursting upon the unsuspecting Hessians, the great battle of
Trenton began. It did not last long. All the Hessians, one #mals
in number, surrendered, after a hundred had been killed.
Washington lost four men, two frozen to death and two killed.

Rail was mortally wounded, and borne to a tavern nearby.
It was then that he thought of the note in his pocket, and asked for
it. When it was opened it was found to contain a warning of the
plans of Washington, which had been sent by a Tory, and
delivered to a servant in Hunt's house. What a difference in the
history of our country, if the note had been read in time for the
Hessians tthave met Washington on his way to Trenton!

It was a great American victory, and brought a happy
Christmas season to the Colonies when it became known.
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CHAPTER XL

How LAFAYETTE CAME TO AMERICA

Lafayette belonged to the highest rank of the French
nobility. When he was only thirteen years old, he was left with
large landed estates, and the title of Marquis. He went to college
in Paris, and, while there, met the King of France, Louis XV, who
took him as a page into the royal household. When he was fifteen
years old, he was given a military commission through the
influence of the Queen.

Soon after this, he was married, and was stationed as
Captain of Dragoons, at a fort on the German border. At dinner,
one day, he heard someone talking about the Americahshan
Declaration of Independence. He listened very attentively, and
then said:

"If what you say of those Colonies is true, they deserve
their liberty, and I, for one, would like to help them."

Shortly after this, he heard of the American victories at
Trenton and Princeton, and, hastening to the American agents in
Paris, he said to them, "I desire to aid America in her fight for
freedom. | am willing to go in person, if you can find a way to
send me."

But Lafayette was only nineteen years of age, and
belonged to the French nobility. France and England were at
peace. If he should try to come to America, there might be trouble
with the English government, and, besides that, his own King
probably would not let him undertake so foolish an enterprise. So
the aent said:

"Marquis, you are very brave and you are very wealthy.
We cannot help you even if we would, for America has no ships
on this side of the ocean. If you desire to go to America, it must of
necessity be at your own expense. We shall be glad to kmeat
you have decided to go."
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Lafayette, thereupon, went about getting ready. His
preparations were made secretly, for fear the King of France
would forbid his going on account of the existing friendship with
England. At his own expense, he purchasetip and fitted it out
for the voyage. While the vessel was being prepared, Lafayette
paid a visit to London so as to remove suspicion from his design.

While he was in London, the British Ambassador at Paris
in some way learned of his purpose to go to Aocae and
procured orders for his arrest. Accordingly, when Lafayette
reached his ship, and was about to sail, he was arrested by order of
the King. Letters were sent to him by all his noble relatives,
telling him how foolish he was, and urging him to at@m his
purpose. His wife wrote to him, however, not to give up his
enterprise, but to go to America if he could find a way to do so.

Lafayette was not to be stopped by orders from the King or
any one else. So, while the arresting party was on the way to
Paris, the bold young nobleman blackened his face, put on false
hair and old clothes, and passed the guards, making them think he
was a negro laborer.

After a few hours, the guards discovered the trick played
upon them; a great stir and commotion follow&Wift horses
were saddled, and men went galloping in the direction the
escaping Marquis had taken. But Lafayette had three hours start,
and was driving the best horses that could be found. He was
headed for the border of Spain, after passing which hédwumi
safe from arrest.

In spite of the furious pursuit, Lafayette at last was safe; in
a short while he was on board his own vessel and ready to set sail.
With him were eleven officers bent on the same mission. His
departure created a great sensatiorfFiance and England, but
Lafayette cared very little for that.

The Captain of his vessel did not know where he was
bound, until Lafayette ordered him to steer for the shores of
America. The Captain was alarmed and said, "l dare not do so.
The English willcapture us.” To which Lafayette replied, "If you
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do not do as | tell you, I shall put you in irons. This is my vessel,
and | will order it wherever | desire.” Thereupon the Captain
steered the ship for America.

The voyage was long and stormy, but at ladfayette and
his party arrived one night near Georgetown, South Carolina. At
first they were taken for the enemy, but, as soon as it was known
who they were, the people of Georgetown and Charleston
entertained them with great hospitality. Their arrivalAimerica
created a greater sensation than their departure from Europe, for
the fortunes of the American army were at a low ebb just at this
time, and the people were much discouraged.

Lafayette and his party proceeded by land to Philadelphia,
where Congrss was then in session. Upon his arrival, he wrote a
letter to the President of that body, asking leave to enter the army
as a volunteer, and to serve without pay. But Congress had no idea
of letting so brave a man take such a low position; he was at once
given the rank of MajeGeneral.

He then lacked one month of being twenty years old.
Those who saw him, at the time, described him as tall and slender,
very graceful in his movements and gracious in his manners. He
talked rapidly, with many gestures, amdhen he spoke of liberty
for the Colonies in America, his eyes shone very brightly and his
face expressed his great emotion.

Soon afterwards, Lafayette met Washington at a dinner
party in Philadelphia. The two men looked at each other with
interest. Wasington was tall, dignified, and forfive years of
age. Lafayette was hardly more than a college boy, slender and
enthusiastic. After the dinner was over, Washington took him
aside and said:

"Sir, | thank you for the sacrifice you are making for the
caue of America. | shall be glad to have you a member of my
military family."

Thus began the intimacy between these two great men,
which was never for a moment interrupted. Washington loved
Lafayette as a son, and learned to trust him as a General of ability
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and courage. He served in many battles with distinguished
gallantry.

When Lafayette went back to France to get more aid for
America, he was forgiven for running away, and was received
everywhere with great enthusiasm. France became the ally of
America inthe War for Independence, and Lafayette raised large
sums of money for the Colonists. The head of the French Ministry
laughingly said:

"It is a fortunate thing that Lafayette did not take it into his
head to strip his Majesty's palace of all its furréttw send to his
dear Americans for | verily believe the King now would refuse
him nothing."

CHAPTER XLI

THE PATRIOTISM OF LYDIA DARRAH

When the British occupied Philadelphia, the Adjutant
General of the British Army had his quarters in the home of a
Qualer, named Darrah, and his wife, Lydia. The two were stanch
Patriots, who little liked the private conferences of the British
officers, frequently held in their house at night.

One cold and snowy day in December, 1777, the Adjutant
General told Mrs. Darrato make ready the upper back room of
the house for a meeting of his friends, which he intended for that
very night.

"Be sure your family are all in bed early, for my friends
may stay until a late hour. When they are ready to depart, | will
call you thatyou may let them out, and extinguish the fire and the
candles.”

She set about doing as she was bid. At the same time, she
was so impressed with the mystery of it all, and so suspicious of
the purpose of the officer, that she resolved to find out what was
going on.
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When night came, she saw that her family were in bed,
and, after the officers arrived, she bade them goglt, saying
she would also retire to her room. So she did, but not to sleep.

After a while she quietly stole, in her stocking feet, glon
the passage until she came to the room where the officers were in
consultation. She placed her ear to the keyhole, and listened
intently to what was being said inside.

One of the officers was reading a paper, which was an
order from Sir William Howe, aanging for a secret attack on the
forces of General Washington. The British troops were to leave
Philadelphia on the night of December 4, and to surprise the
Patriots before daybreak. The plan was carefully made, and these
officers were receiving their gtructions.

Mrs. Darrah had heard enough. She went quietly back to
her room, and lay down on the bed. In a few minutes, steps were
heard along the passage, and there was a rap at her door.

"Come, wake up, Mrs. Darrah, and let us out," demanded
the Adjutant-General.

Mrs. Darrah pretended to be asleep, and the officer rapped
more loudly and called again. Yawning, and in a sleepy voice, the
patriotic woman answered. Then she arose and let the men out of
the house. She slept no more that night, for she ktiew
Washington must be warned; her thoughts were busy with some
plan to convey him the information she had.

By dawn she was out of bed and ready for action. She
knew that flour was wanted for her family, and so she told her
husband that she was goingRi@ankford to get the needed supply.
This was not an unusual thing, since the people in those days
depended on the Frankford Mills for their flour, and delivery
wagons were not heard of.

The morning was cold, and snow covered the ground.
Frankford was fivamniles away, and Mrs. Darrah had to walk the
entire way, and bring back the flour on her shoulder. Bag in hand,
the brave woman started on her journey afoot. She stopped at
Howe's headquarters to get a passport to leave the city. It was still
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early in theday when she reached the Mills, and left her bag to be
filled with flour. From the Mills she pushed on toward the
headquarters of General Washington.

After walking a few miles, she met Lieutendbblonel
Craig, one of Washington's officers, who had beent ®ut in
search of information. It did not take her long to tell her story to
him. He returned rapidly to his own lines, while she walked
leisurely back to the Mills, as though there was nothing on her
mind. She shouldered her bag of flour, and trudgedenthrough
five miles of snow. But she had the satisfaction of realizing that
Washington now knew the plans of the enemy.

On the night of December 4, the British troops moved
quietly out of Philadelphia, and advanced to attack the supposedly
unsuspectingAmericans. Just before daybreak, they arrived in
front of the American lines, and, to their surprise, found
everything ready to receive them: The Patriots were armed and
prepared for their foe. In much dismay, the British turned quietly
around and marcheback to Philadelphia, having gone miles
through the cold and darkness for nothing. The Adju@eneral
could not imagine how Washington had found out the plans for
the attack. The next day he said to Mrs. Darrah:

"It is strange how Washington discoveredr purpose.
You and your family were all asleep when | gave the orders to the
officers, and yet some one found out. We marched miles and
miles to find the Americans under arms, with cannon, ready, and
then we had to march back like a parcel of childrevonder who
told him we were coming?"

Mrs. Darrah could have enlightened him on this point, but
she kept her counsel. It was some months after the British had left
Philadelphia before she mentioned to any one the way in which
she had outwitted General e and saved the Americans from
surprise.
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