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This book is dedicated to my father Malcolm Bowles, his three brothers—T.E. (Elmer), Lee Roy, and Lester—and his sister Edna Patterson. Though they and their generation are gone from this earth, the stories they told of their ancestors will live forever.
As a young boy, I loved to hear about my grandparents and great grandparents. My parents, aunts, and uncles told wonderful stories and painted vivid pictures of every event. I spent my childhood summers at the ranch belonging to my Uncle Lester and Aunt Izola Bowles near Marble Falls, Texas. Aunt Izola was a great cook, and I always gained a few pounds during my summer visits. She and Uncle Lester tended to my elderly grandfather John W. Bowles for many years until his death January 8, 1952.
Aunt Izola spent the days with Granddad while Uncle Lester worked cattle or tended to the many details of running a ranch. She spent hours listening to her father-in-law's family stories and could recite them better than her husband or any of his siblings. In the evenings, we sat on the front porch. Sometimes, my cousins and I took turns cranking the handle of the old-fashioned ice cream maker. Even if we had homemade peach ice cream, we ate the peaches picked fresh from her orchard as Uncle Lester or Aunt Izola told tales of long ago.
Those stories intrigued me because they really happened—and they happened to people that were connected to me. I wanted to know more about my ancestors and developed an early interest in history, the only subject I ever excelled in.
In the late 1970s, I interviewed my father and took extensive notes. However, he was the youngest of his generation, and his recollections of the stories were vague. I interviewed the oldest sibling, my Uncle Elmer. He had not only a better recollection of the stories but also a collection of old family pictures from the turn of the century and original family documents dating back to 1859. His greatest treasure was a family Bible that had belonged to his Grandmother Elnora Van Cleve, in which she had recorded births, marriages, and deaths beginning as early as 1845.
Uncle Elmer gave me the Bible and family documents, which have been used to trace our earliest Mitchell ancestors back to Ireland in 1637.
Had Uncle Elmer not preserved these precious family documents, the stories of the Westward Sagas may have been lost forever.
Spring House is first a great love story of an ordinary man thrust into extraordinary historical circumstances during the American Revolutionary War at the time of the pivotal Guilford Courthouse Battle, the turning point of the American Revolutionary War.
Secondly, the story is the saga of the great westward movement of men and women pioneering and leading their families and friends to the frontier of America with the great hope and expectation of a better life for themselves and their children.
The story is an excellent opportunity for adults and children to visualize the Colonial and American Revolutionary life and times through the eyes of one ordinary patriot and his family members, Adam Mitchell (1745-1802).
I appreciate the opportunity to participate in launching a great book series!
Dennis M. Kulvicki
President, The STAR DAY Foundation
Spring House, Book 1 in the Westward Sagas, is based on the history of the Mitchell Family as well as the history of life in Colonial America. I have done extensive historical and genealogical research and have written nothing that contradicts known historical facts, characters, or events.
The book is presented as historical fiction rather than as nonfiction to allow me to imagine and create details of how events might have occurred when those details are not actually known.
All historical data—names, dates, locations, historical events—are as accurate as I could make them with comprehensive research and fact-checking. When information in various documents conflicted, I used the sources that were best-documented and/or the information that was most supported by evidence. Any errors were inadvertent and my sole responsibility. Errors reported through the contact form on the Web site www.westwardsagas.com or through mail to the publisher's address will be corrected in future editions.
Missing historical information and other families who are descendants of Adam Mitchell can be reported in the same manner. I would appreciate your help in preserving and documenting all descendants and their stories.
The Westward Sagas continue in Book 2: Adam's Daughters.
The idea for Spring House and the Westward Sagas began years ago. I would like to thank those who encouraged me to write and those who helped make this book possible.
Friends Bob and Nancy Watts challenged me to search for my Revolutionary War ancestors.
I owe a great deal to both the Sons and the Daughters of the American Revolution who maintain and preserve the records and history of the patriots of the Revolution.
Well-known genealogist and historian Dennis Kulvicki helped me to find needed documentation that provided much of the material for the Westward Sagas.
Bonnie Meeks of the Guilford County Genealogical Society (GCGS) directed me to a wealth of information on the founding of Guilford County, N.C. The GCGS has an extensive list of reference materials available to the public for a small fee.
Thanks to my brother Roger Bowles, who encouraged me to write and helped with costs of research and restoring family documents.
Paul Ruckman, an avid history buff who I lunch with weekly, offered many suggestions throughout the process, especially as a first reader of the manuscript.
Good friends Russ and Cindy Cunningham served as first readers, giving valuable feedback that was incorporated into Spring House. In addition, their teenage daughter Taylor provided unique insight from a young reader's point of view.
School principal Nancy Harwell, a good neighbor, offered an educator's view of the first draft that was helpful in later revisions.
Bonnie Disney, an English instructor, gave the book a very valuable review.
Grace Anne Schaefer, publisher and author of The New Day Dawns, contributed much-needed support and suggestions.
Dawn Cannon, a freelance editor, performed a copy edit of the manuscript and supplied other productive assistance, all on short notice.
Lillie Ammann, freelance editor and author of Stroke of Luck, edited Spring House for me. She has kept me pointed in the right direction since the inception of this book, steering me back toward the center when my writing drifted away from the story line. She has taught me much about the craft of writing. Her knowledge of the publishing industry has kept me from making a lot of mistakes, and for that I am thankful.
The Old Wagon Road
Young Adam Mitchell handed the reins to his sister Mary and climbed down from the wheel horse.1 He helped his father remove a pile of fallen trees and large boulders from The Great Wagon Road.2 That sounded like a grand name for the buffalo path that had been enlarged into a trail by the Indians and settlers who had moved west before them.
Adam rubbed his back, but he wouldn't let the aches that came from long hours sitting on the lazy board3 or the broad back of the wheel horse and the hard labor of moving the obstacles in their path dampen his natural zest for life or his excitement over their journey this fall of 1762. They were finally moving to North Carolina to join other members of the Scots-Irish4 Mitchell clan after many months of preparation.
Robert Mitchell, Adam's father, mounted his horse to lead the way again. Adam climbed back onto the wheel horse and took the reins back from his sister.
"Good job," he said.
"You did a good job of teaching all of us," his older sister Jean said. "As always, Dad's right hand..." Her voice trailed off, and she wiped a tear from her eye.
Adam knew she was thinking of all of the friends they'd left behind in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania. As excited as they were about moving, the thought of never seeing the friends he'd grown up with and the farm he'd lived on all his life might have brought a tear to his eye if he hadn't been a man grown at age seventeen.
The trip didn't allow much time to think about what they'd left behind or what they'd find when they got to their new home. They always seemed to be fording a creek, climbing a peak, dealing with rocks in the road, making camp, breaking camp, tending to the team, or doing something they hadn't imagined doing when they left Pennsylvania.
Thank heavens for the new Conestoga wagon that was built to deal with the rough terrain, so unlike the gentle rolling hills the Mitchells were used to. The new wagon was built by German immigrants in the borough of Lancaster in the Conestoga region of Pennsylvania. It was designed to carry heavy loads over great distances. When Robert bought the wagon, his wife had complained about the cost, but now Margaret realized the importance of the four broad wheels that prevented the heavy load of housewares and farm implements from getting stuck. She appreciated the white canvas cover that protected her cherished belongings from the rain and the three girls' light Scots-Irish complexions from the sun. The wagon also sheltered the family during the night, with the women sleeping in the wagon and Robert and Adam sleeping underneath.
The adventures of the days on the road west worked up hearty appetites. Every evening the womenfolk cooked a hearty meal of beans and salt pork over the campfire. Sometimes Adam shot a squirrel or a rabbit, and they ate fresh meat. Robert had taught Adam to make every shot count with the family musket—ammunition was scarce in Pennsylvania but they knew from everything they'd heard it would prove to be more so in North Carolina.
After Margaret and the girls washed the Dutch oven and cleaned up the campsite, the family gathered round the fire. Robert read passages from the family Bible. Margaret and Mary sang the familiar hymns from the Presbyterian Hymnal. Often a smile or a tear would appear as Margaret or one of the girls remembered that the hymnals had been given to them as goodbye gifts from the congregation of the beloved Nottingham Church in Lancaster.
Adam and Robert discussed Benjamin Franklin's recent electrical experiments that they'd read about before embarking on this journey. They also had long discussions about whether the new King, George III, was really insane and about his new British Prime Minister, Bute. The events of the next few years would soon turn the Mitchell family into Whigs, who resisted the Crown's control over the colonies and opposed the Tories or loyalists, who supported the Crown's rights to control the colonists.
As the oldest, twenty-year-old Jean often had the privilege of reading aloud the letters from Uncle Adam Mitchell, Robert's older brother, for whom Adam had been named. Their new home would be five miles west of Uncle Adam, who had moved to North Carolina some ten years ago to homestead a land grant from Lord Cateret, Earl of Granville.
More excited by the day at seeing their new home, the Mitchells loved hearing the letters over and over again, even though they were months old. The letters told of the Nottingham settlers starting The Buffalo Creek Presbyterian Church in a log cabin near Uncle Adam's home on the Buffalo Creek some six years earlier. Before this cabin was built the congregation had met in Uncle Adam's home. The actions of the new King George III affected this small clan of Scots-Irish settlers; as the entire congregation of the Buffalo Creek Church spoke out on the subject of colonial resistance, the British loyalists and Tories harassed many of the families for their political beliefs.
The Nottingham Group of settlers was an independent group, to say the least. Their free-thinking spirit and 150-year history of persecution had created a very strong-willed group of Scots-Irish Presbyterians who were predisposed to embrace the revolutionary movement and declare openly that they were Whigs. The Nottingham Group was made up of farmers, tradesmen, and trappers who had moved west to avoid the impositions forced on them by Parliament. In the backwoods of North Carolina, they felt they were far removed from the problems of this conflict. Time would soon prove them wrong.
As the Conestoga wagon and its team inched its way toward the Potomac River and the Evan Watkins Ferry at the mouth of Canacocheco Creek in Maryland, the activity around the Hamlet of Hagerstown amazed the Mitchells. Hagerstown was just now being formed by German immigrants led by Jonathan Hager who settled there in 1739. Adam stopped to stare at the impressive house built by Mr. Hager for his wife Elizabeth – Hager's Fancy, the locals called it. The young Mitchell lad wondered if he could achieve such success in the backwoods of North Carolina and someday own such a home of his own.
One week had passed since leaving Lancaster County; they could move only about four miles a day on The Great Wagon Road. Adam had started to keep records of the parties they met; they averaged five to six groups per day now. Most of the weary travelers were of Scots-Irish heritage like the Mitchells, and many of the settlers had young sons and daughters the ages of the Mitchell children.
"It's going to be all right," Robert said as he patted Margaret's hand. "Our children will have ample opportunities to marry into good Presbyterian families even in this vast wilderness we're moving to."
Margaret smiled and said, "I am relieved."
They reached Williamsferry,5 the ferry crossing of the Potomac River founded by Otho Holland William, on the eighth day.
At the crossing, a line of wagoners, pack horses, carts, and travelers on foot and horseback were anxiously awaiting their turn to take the ferry across the river. Few travelers were going east; most like young Adam and his family were headed west toward the new frontier and the hope of cheap land.6 It took several days for the Mitchell family's turn to load their large Conestoga wagon on the ferry for the trip across the river. Once across they worked their way down the east side of the Shenandoah Valley to Fredericktown, Virginia. This portion of the trip took another week to traverse.
The family had heard about the Opequon Presbyterian Church, named after a nearby creek. The church—the first Presbyterian congregation in the Shenandoah Valley—had been established by the first Scots-Irish settlers to arrive there in 1737. Margaret looked forward to going to church as it had been several Sundays since the family had attended a real service. Robert and Adam felt they were very close to God in the great outdoors and on the road. The women wanted to hear a real preacher and a choir that might even have an organ or piano to accompany the choir and congregation. It would be just like it had been in Lancaster at the Nottingham Church.
After two weeks on The Old Wagon Road, the Mitchells made camp near the Opequon Creek within sight of the church, some three miles south of Fredericktown, Virginia. The area had been a Shawnee Indian camping ground before the arrival of the first Pennsylvania Quakers in 1732. The Mitchells arrived on a beautiful Saturday afternoon. Margaret, Mary, and Jean set about washing clothes, baking bread, and getting caught up on chores. Robert and Adam allowed the team of horses to graze the lush grass on the banks of the creek. Twelve-year-old Rebeckah set about gathering firewood and finding Indian arrowheads around the camp.
They could all bathe tonight for the first time in many days. Robert had bought soap from a drummer7 while awaiting the ferry at Williamsferry. Margaret and the girls were excited about using the store-bought soap, as it smelled so different from the soap they made from hog rendering and lye. Tonight it would be put to good use ensuring the family would make a proper impression at tomorrow's church service.
A man walked up to the camp. They could tell from the way he was dressed that he hadn't been traveling in a wagon for days. The women looked down at their simple homespun dresses, wrinkled and dusty from travel, then at the portly gentleman in his tailored clothes, nothing like what the farmers in Lancaster wore.
"Hello. I'm John McMachen." He reached out and shook hands with Robert.
Robert introduced himself. "This is my wife Margaret and my son Adam. My daughters—Jean, Mary, and Rebeckah."
"Welcome to Frederick County. I came to invite you folks to church. That is...if you're Presbyterian." McMachen's voice went slightly higher at the end of the sentence, turning the statement into more of a question.
"Yes sir, we are," Robert said. "And we're planning to go to church in the morning. We've heard a lot about the Opequon Presbyterian Church. You been going there long?"
"As a matter of fact, my family founded the church and the county too. Why don't you folks come have supper with my wife Isabella and me? We're always glad to meet good Presbyterians."
The Mitchell family walked the short distance to the McMachen home. Margaret whispered to her husband, "I'm glad we bathed and put on our best clothes. Look at this elegant house! I'm not sure we belong here."
It didn't take long, though, for everyone to feel right at home. The house might have been more luxurious than they were accustomed to, but the McMachens were Scots-Irish Presbyterians, just like all the Mitchells' family and friends.
After the days of eating beans and salt pork, the meal of chicken, vegetables, biscuits, and pie was a treat. The food was served on pewter plates decorated with the letter "M" for the McMachen name. Even better, no one had to build a fire, unpack or pack up anything, or cook anything in a Dutch oven. The womenfolk felt almost guilty for being so pampered.
"Adam, how old are you?" Mr. McMachen asked.
"Seventeen, sir."
"The same age as Johnny," Isabella whispered as she dabbed a tear from her eye with a lace handkerchief.
Mr. McMachen explained, "Our son John drowned three years ago. As a matter of fact, it happened near your campsite." He paused for a moment. "He was barely fourteen at the time, but he was already showing signs of being a fine young man. Like Adam here."
Adam hardly heard Mr. McMachen—he was busy looking at the lovely raven-haired Elizabeth McMachen. He'd never felt like this before. His knees were weak, and he knew he must have a silly grin on his face, but he couldn't help himself. She kept looking at him, too, and smiling. Did she feel the same way? he wondered.
"Girls, why don't you show Adam around the farm?" Mrs. McMachen asked.
Elizabeth and Adam walked side-by-side, followed by Elizabeth's sisters—Sarah, Rosanna, Nancy, and Jane—and Adam's sister Rebeckah. Elizabeth must have told him about the farm because she was talking to him and pointing things out, but Adam didn't hear anything but the sound of her voice and the giggling of the younger girls.
John and Robert moved to the large front porch overlooking the creek for a lively discussion of politics, farming, and the other things that men discussed after the evening meal. They talked about books, and John told Robert about his father, William McMachen. "He was one of the Justices of Frederick County, and he helped organize Fredericktown—you know it's the county seat?"
John also had his own still for making whisky and offered some of his special corn whisky to his new friend.
Robert took a swig and smiled. "I prefer my corn in the bottle rather than on the cob."
They agreed they never knew a Scots-Irish gentleman that didn't enjoy a good drink of whisky.
Right after the men left the table, Isabella McMachen rose and said, "Ladies, let's retire to the parlor."
Margaret Mitchell said, "Let us help clear the table and clean up in the kitchen."
"Oh, the servants will take care of everything. We can visit and enjoy ourselves."
The women entered the stately parlor. Margaret and her daughters were not accustomed to being served and at first felt uncomfortable sitting and talking when other people were working in the kitchen. However, Isabella was so gracious they soon found themselves visiting with her and enjoying themselves just as they had with their friends back in the Nottingham community.
When they joined the men on the porch, Robert and Margaret agreed it was time to head back to their camp. They sent Jean and Mary to call Adam and Rebeckah; the older girls returned with Rebeckah, but no Adam.
"Where's Adam?" Margaret asked.
Rebeckah answered, "He said he'd be here in a minute."
"Did you tell him we need to get home so we can sleep and get to church in the morning?" Margaret asked.
"Yes, Mother," Jean answered. "Mary and I both told him."
Robert looked around and frowned. "It's not like Adam not to come right away."
"I think our Adam is smitten. Here he comes now, but he sure looks like he'd rather keep walking with Elizabeth." Margaret smiled.
Adam didn't want to leave, but he could see everyone else was ready, so he and the rest of the Mitchells said goodnight to their hosts and went on their way. He didn't pay attention to the conversation on the way home—he was thinking about Elizabeth. She was just about the prettiest girl he'd ever seen.
He did the chores he had to do when the family reached the camp, but he couldn't stop thinking of her pretty black hair and her green eyes. When he closed his eyes to sleep, he saw her smiling lips and dancing eyes and tossed and turned in his bedroll. Would those church bells ever ring? He couldn't wait to see her again at Sunday services.
Finally Sunday morning arrived, and the service that seemed to last forever ended.
After church the congregation held a potluck dinner in honor of the Mitchells' visit.
Adam, his mother, and the girls loved it in Frederick County and tried to persuade Robert to homestead in the Valley close to the church and the McMachen home.
However, Robert was a man of his word. He'd already committed to buy 560 acres from Robert Donnell in Rowan County, North Carolina.8 He would be joining his brother Adam from The Nottingham Colony there. He would not violate his own conscience or embarrass his brother's family by backing out of the sale.
The Mitchell clan stopped by the McMachen house to say their goodbyes. Isabella and Margaret each wiped tears from their eyes as the Mitchell women and Adam started down the lane toward camp.
John clapped Robert on the shoulder. "We have a lot in common and agree on many things. I wish you could stay here, but I know you're a man of honor and have to meet your obligations. I hope to see you again."
Robert answered, "Of course we'll see each other again. We need strong Scots-Irish Presbyterian families. Let's agree that Adam and Elizabeth will marry and bear us many grandchildren."
"I will provide young Adam with a generous dowry9 to marry my eldest daughter, and I will forbid any other man to court her, telling them she is spoken for."
Both men smiled and shook hands in agreement, and the Mitchells walked back to the camp.
On Monday morning, the Mitchell family broke camp and headed southwest on the road to North Carolina. They wouldn't see civilization again until they reached Big Lick, Virginia—a good thirty days ride over some of the roughest road they had yet to encounter. The Indian summer was over, and fall was in the air. The family had to get to Rowan County before the winter set in. They passed many settlers that had homesteaded along the Shenandoah Valley who were already preparing for the coming winter.
Robert was not only a good farmer, but he was also a shrewd businessman. His brother Adam had written him about the shortage of salt in the backwoods of North Carolina and Virginia. He'd loaded a wooden barrel with salt for the trip. He also had with him all the money he'd acquired over the forty-nine years of his life. The money wouldn't buy much on The Great Wagon Road, but he could trade salt to hunters and trappers for meat, hides, or whisky. In the wilderness salt was medicine and a preservative for curing meats and hides. Everyone needed salt, and Robert was prepared with several hundred pounds on the wagon.
The Mitchell family arrived in Big Lick, Virginia exactly six weeks from the day they left Lancaster, Pennsylvania. Now they would get needed provisions and head due south at least two more weeks on the trail. The leaves were turning early, and Robert and Adam had noticed that the bears were very active and foraging for the winter. The family had to keep moving, not even taking off the Sabbath, which upset Margaret immensely.
On the last day of September, 1762, the tired and weary family rolled into the farm of Uncle Adam Mitchell on the watershed of Buffalo Creek, in what was then Rowan County, North Carolina.
The reunion between the two brothers and their families brought happiness to adults and children alike. The elder Adam Mitchell had one daughter and five sons—with only about a year's difference in ages between his children and his brother Robert's children.
The transformation of his cousin Jennett from his scrawny little freckle-faced playmate into a sixteen-year-old hazel-eyed beauty with long strawberry blonde hair had young Adam in awe. His male cousins wanted to go hunting and to show him around the home place, but he was so taken by Jennett's loveliness that Adam showed little interest in roaming the woods with the boys.
After Robert had rested and visited with his brother's family, he was ready to go see the place he'd committed to buy sight unseen from Robert Donnell. As the elder Mitchell brothers and young Adam rode towards the Donnell Farm, Robert was impressed with the quality of the soil and the many streams and creeks that ran through the area.
When they arrived at the property line, Robert and Adam discovered that Mr. Donnell had already cleared land along the creek bottom for a good meadow for the livestock. He'd also started clearing land to plant the native maize10 next spring. There was a smoke house, a nice barn, and a hen house with chickens that Robert would purchase with the 560 acres of land. The log house was small but would suffice for the winter that was fast approaching.
There was a clear running spring that Robert determined would be a perfect place to build a spring house like the Mitchell clan had back in Ireland. The men explained to young Adam that in the Old Country there were many natural springs flowing around the Ulster countryside, and the Scots-Irish would build spring houses around them. The constant temperature of the water coming from under the ground would keep the dairy products and eggs cool during the summer and keep them from freezing in the winter. The spring houses also made great steam rooms on very cold nights, and the spring water was much better for distilling corn whisky than water from a creek.
"Let's get this property bought so we can get moved in," Robert said, talking to his brother but never taking his eyes from the beautiful land that would soon be his.
His brother smiled. "Didn't I tell you that you'd be glad you came?"
Robert tore his gaze away from the land to meet his brother's amused eyes. "Yes, and you were right, but this is so much more than I would have expected."
The purchase was finalized on October 2, 1762, and recorded at the Rowan County Courthouse, which was located in Salisbury, some fifty miles to the southwest of the new Mitchell place on Summer's Branch Creek. The Mitchell children started calling it the Little Horse Pen Creek because Mr. Donnell had built a little pen for his horses near the creek.
On the long trip back from recording the purchase, Robert decided that Salisbury was too far to go to conduct business. He planned to buy more land, and he didn't want to make such a long journey to record each transaction. It took most of a week to go to Salisbury by horseback and could take much longer if the Deep River was on a rise, as it often was. After this first trip he came home determined to have the county seat closer to his home.
The first winter in the new home was harsh, and the accommodations were small for a family of six. Game was plentiful, and with young Adam being the marksman that he was, the family had fresh meat nearly every day. His father had once been a very good shot, but his eyesight had deteriorated badly, so he left the foraging of game to Adam.
In addition to the meat, the family used the many pelts that the wild game provided. Raccoon and beaver pelts were made into winter hats; the hides of deer were used for gloves and shoes; and the buffalo hides made warm coats and blankets. Margaret had brought as many dried vegetables as they could carry from their garden in Lancaster County, but when supplies began to run low, they traded pelts and hides for what they needed. Young Adam developed this trade into a tannery business.
Robert and Adam worked through the winter, clearing land for the spring planting. They used a pack horse to drag the large timbers they felled to the cabin to enlarge the existing farm house. Uncle Adam and his boys were a great help when they could spare the time from their own chores to help with rolling the large timbers into place and raising the roof. Young Adam developed big broad shoulders from all the hard work and became quite a man around the small but growing community.
His Uncle Adam was much impressed with the work that Adam could do. He took a special interest in his nephew, who had just turned eighteen. The elder Adam, with the help of the many books in his library, was to give Adam a proper education by backwoods standards.
Uncle Adam also kept the young men of the Buffalo Creek Church abreast of world events.
"The Crown is still imposing taxes on the colonists to maintain an Army in the colonies, even though the war with France has long been over," he complained. "I say—and I know every man in the Buffalo Creek congregation agrees with me—that the only reason for the British Troops is to keep the colonists in line. The colonists who protested the molasses act, the so-called '1733 Sugar Act,' were absolutely right. Those taxes were completely improper because the American Colonies have no representation in either the British House of Commons or Parliament. We may be a long way from New England, but even here in Rowan County, we must boycott all imported British goods."
That wasn't a big problem because British-made goods were pretty scarce in the woods of North Carolina. The Scots-Irish and German settlers, with the help of the local Indians, became quite self-sufficient and made do with what they had. The women had learned to spin linen from the native flax on small looms. They could make summer farmers' floppy hats for the men working in the field, since the raccoon and beaver pelts were too hot to wear in the summer.
Robert had acquired a milk cow and could supply the family with milk and butter. The white chickens he purchased with the property were providing plenty of eggs, and he bought two sows—one that was about to have a litter of pigs and the other younger one for slaughter. The Mitchells had pork, something they had enjoyed in Pennsylvania and that had been missing from their diet since just before Christmas 1764.
The ritual of hog-killing day was a big event. It took days to get the meat salted, the lard rendered for baking, and the soap made. Meat was ground for sausage and was stuffed in the natural hog casings, then smoked in the smoke house. Bacon and hams were smoke-cured and stored in the newly-completed spring house.
The girls gathered nuts from the many abundantly-producing chestnut trees near the farm and roasted the nuts on the open fireplace. Margaret and the girls made hominy from the native corn. Apple and peach trees were plentiful, as well as wild grapes in the spring. What grapes the families couldn't eat were made into dinner wine and wine for communion at the Buffalo Church. Margaret and the girls made preserves of the native fruits. Adam found a bee hive near the creek that provided honey for eating and cooking, as well as to make the family's magic cold remedy of one part honey, one part corn whisky, and one part boiling water. The Dutch oven Robert had purchased from the Lancaster Iron Works allowed Margaret and her girls to bake bread and pies on the hearth of the fireplace.
The new home was taking shape; the work was hard but rewarding. The family spent Sundays worshipping at the Buffalo Church, where they received not only the spiritual message but also updates on current events in Boston, Philadelphia, and around the world.
Adam wrote Elizabeth McMachen when he could, but he had very little time to do so. Two years after they first met for a few hours at the John McMachen home and attended church services together at the Presbyterian Church in Frederick County, Virginia, he now spent his free moments studying the lessons that Uncle Adam assigned.
Robert Mitchell and John McMachen wrote each other frequently.
John wrote to Robert:
My dear friend Robert,
Fredrick County has grown significantly in the years since you were here. The village of Fredericktown has changed its name to Winchester, Virginia.
Elizabeth is concerned that Adam does not write her more often. Have the feelings he had for her changed? You remember our agreement that they should marry and bear us many grandchildren? I have forbidden her to become acquainted with any other man since we have entered into such an agreement. Please tell young Adam that Elizabeth has grown more beautiful with each passing day. She is in good health, has no afflictions, and her dowry has grown dramatically as my property has become quite valuable. Elizabeth is now of the proper marrying age, and if you are agreeable we should make plans soon.
I will be meeting Patrick Henry in Williamsburg, Virginia at the end of May 1765. He will be introducing a resolution protesting Parliament's right to tax the colonists. Please pray for us as you know the Tories will most likely want our heads afterwards.
Your faithful friend,
John McMachen
Winchester, Virginia
Soon-to-be-twenty-year-old Jennett Mitchell, the most beautiful girl in all of Rowan County, had plenty of suitors calling on her father asking to court his only daughter. Not only was she the prettiest maiden in the county, but she was also the one with the largest dowry. Her father Adam had acquired much land and wealth and was considered a pillar of the community. The young man who took her hand in marriage would be a lucky man indeed.
But each time he would discuss one of the requests with Jennett, she always had some reason she wasn't interested. Most girls her age had already been promised by their parents to marry, and talk in the community was that Jennett was destined to be an old maid.
One evening shortly before Christmas in 1765, Adam said, "I'm concerned about you, Jennett. Spinsterhood is a serious matter. Some mighty fine young men have asked to court you, but you'll never even consider any of them."
"Father, I chose my husband-to-be over ten years ago, as a mere child. But it wasn't a childish whim. Nothing has changed my mind. In fact, I'm more convinced than ever that he's the man I am to marry."
"Pray tell, would you please tell your father who it is?" "Adam Mitchell," she replied, looking down into her lap. Adam rose from his chair and stood in front of his daughter.
"You...you...you...mean you wish to...to...to...marry your brother, Adam Mitchell, Jr.?"
"No, Father, my cousin Adam Mitchell, your namesake and nephew." Jennett looked up at her father. "Does Adam share your feelings?"
"Yes, he does, but his father has made an agreement with John McMachen of Virginia for Adam to marry his eldest daughter Elizabeth, and he doesn't wish to disappoint or embarrass his father over this matter."
"Then what are the two of you going to do?" the elder Adam Mitchell asked his daughter.
"We're going to continue to do what we've been doing all along, which is to see each other at church and family functions and to be best friends."
"Have you consummated this relationship?"
Jennett jumped up from her chair, almost bumping into her father who was still standing in front of her. "No, Father we haven't." She sat back down. "But we do meet at the spring house from time to time and talk. We have made a pact that if we can't be married to each other, then neither he nor I will ever marry."
The thought of his daughter marrying his brother's son had never crossed Adam's mind. He knew from observation that they had been very fond of one another since birth. Young Adam and Jennett had been separated for only about ten years when the elder Adam Mitchell's family moved to North Carolina ahead of his brother Robert's family. She was six years old and Adam was seven when she and her family left Pennsylvania for North Carolina, and she had just turned sixteen when they were reunited.
"Jennett, we should seek divine guidance. Let's ask the counsel of Reverend Caldwell." Adam referred to Reverend David Caldwell, who was the acting minister for the Buffalo Creek Church.
A few days later, Adam and his wife Mary Mitchell invited Reverend Caldwell to dinner. Adam had sent his boys to Salisbury to buy provisions and to attend to legal business at the county seat. When the minister arrived, he realized something was amiss. In the past when he had been invited to dinner at either of the Mitchell brothers' homes, all of the members of both families had been there. Tonight Jennett and her parents were the only Mitchells here, and Reverend Caldwell was concerned.
When Mary asked the Reverend to say grace, he blessed the food on the table. Then he closed his prayer by saying, "Whatever problem it is that has cast such gloom over this family, Lord, give us the wisdom and the strength to overcome it."
Adam laid the problem out for the reverend—his only daughter Jennett was in love with his nephew Adam.
Reverend Caldwell looked at Jennett, whom he had known since she was a freckle-faced little girl back at the Nottingham Presbyterian Church. "Does young Adam feel the same towards you?"
"Yes, he does, Reverend. And we've both had these feelings for a long time."
Reverend Caldwell looked down the long table at the elder Adam, trying to get a reading of his stoic friend. The room was quiet for a long time before the man of God said, "I don't see a problem. We should all be happy that your daughter Jennett has chosen such a wonderful man as young Adam to be her husband and that Adam has chosen Jennett. If you're concerned about the fact that they are cousins, as your acting minister and someone who has studied at the West Nottingham Academy and recently graduated from the College of New Jersey,11 I can say that I have never seen a Scripture that said cousins shouldn't marry.
"I've known all the Mitchells for many years, and I feel that this marriage can only make the Mitchell bloodline stronger. Just look at Adam and Jennett! They're both extremely intelligent and hard working. Their ancestors moved from Scotland to Ireland and then across the ocean to New England. Their parents and these children made the trip down the Great Wagon Trail and survived when many didn't. They're both descendants of the hardiest family I've ever encountered and will produce beautiful and strong children of God to populate this vast new frontier."
Mary nodded in agreement with the minister's words.
"If your family had a history of affliction of the body or the mind, for medical reasons, I would advise against such a union. But if you're looking for the blessings of the Buffalo Creek Church, you have it from your pastor—and I'm sure the entire congregation once they are apprised of the pending marriage. I would consider it a great honor and privilege to perform the holy sacrament of marriage for Adam and Jennett."
The pastor and Jennett's father retired to the great room while Jennett and her mother cleared the table and washed the dishes. Pastor Caldwell could tell that something else was bothering Adam.
"Brother Adam, you seem so worried at a time when you should be happy. What is bothering you?" the pastor gently asked.
"I'm concerned about my brother Robert."
"Do you think he will be against young Adam marrying Jennett because they're related?" the minister asked.
"No, Pastor, it's because I know my brother and his sense of honor. He and John McMachen write each other often and have become great friends since they met on Robert's move to North Carolina. You've heard him speak often of how he has promised that his son Adam is to marry John McMachen's daughter Elizabeth."
"That I have," Pastor Caldwell agreed.
"You know as well as I do that Robert is such an honorable man he would never break his promise. And young Adam would never do anything against his father's wishes. I don't see how I could even approach my brother about this."
Looking into Robert's eyes, Pastor Caldwell asked, "Adam, how many daughters does John McMachen have?"
Adam started to count on his fingers. "Elizabeth...Sarah...Rosanna...Nancy...Jane. That's five."
"You have five sons and only one daughter. Your brother Robert has only one son but three daughters. It appears to me that you have more to offer Mr. McMachen than your brother Robert does."
"Are you suggesting what I think you are, Reverend Caldwell? That I should promise a son for each of Mr. McMachen's daughters to marry?"
"Not exactly...but it could certainly be implied to him that there is great opportunity here in Rowan County for his girls."
After a little more discussion, the two men agreed to meet at Robert Mitchell's house the next night at sundown to discuss plans for the marriage of Jennett to young Adam.
Mary Mitchell and Jennett came into the room after they finished cleaning up the kitchen. Pastor Caldwell rose from his chair.
"It's time I bid you goodnight and thank you ladies for a fine supper." He turned to Jennett. "Have faith that everything will work out according to God's plan. If it's meant to be, it will be."
Adam walked the minister to the door, and he rode off toward his home on horseback.
Jennett had kissed her mother good night and asked for permission to go for a walk. Mary now understood why her daughter was so fond of late evening walks.
When Jennett arrived at the spring house, young Adam stepped out of the dark shadows and hurried toward her. "Well, tell me what happened!"
She had run most of the way from home to the spring house. "Let me...catch...my...breath." Only after drinking from the flowing springs could she update Adam on the evening's discussion. "Adam...Pastor approved...and Father agreed we should marry!"
Adam's face lit up, then darkened again. "But what did they say about my father and his promise to John McMachen that I would someday marry his daughter Elizabeth? There can be no marriage without my father's blessing."
"The last thing pastor told me was to have faith, that if it is meant to be it will be."
"I pray he's right."
The young couple embraced and held each other tight for a long time. Jennett told Adam that her father and the minister would be at his father's house the next evening to discuss the matter.
They embraced one last time, then climbed onto Adam's horse to ride back to her home and family. Usually when he took Jennett home, Adam stopped far from the house to avoid being seen or heard, but tonight he rode right up to the mounting block12 at the front of the house so Jennett could dismount properly. He kissed her goodnight at the front door before he rode off to his own home, excited about the news Jennett had brought him at the spring house.
As excited as he was about the possibility of marrying Jennett, the young Mitchell lad was concerned about hurting Elizabeth McMachen. He reasoned that he'd known Jennett since they were children and had met Elizabeth only one weekend which now seemed long ago.
We've penned only a few letters to one another. I don't know her likes or dislikes. With Jennett I know everything about her—when we look at each other, we each know what the other is thinking. I've never held Elizabeth's hand, much less kissed her. The most I ever did was maybe look at her a little calf-eyed one night and one morning...but I hope no one but me realized I was noticing a pretty girl for the first time. That's all it was—I never felt anything for her like I feel for Jennett, like I felt for Jennett the first time I saw her again when we arrived here.
I never implied to Elizabeth that we would someday marry. The marriage decision was made by our fathers. Elizabeth may have another beau she wants to marry. She may be as unhappy with our father's agreement for us to marry as I am.
Excitement and nerves about the coming evening gave young Adam a restless night. He tossed and turned till his ropes in the bed were so loose that his body was almost on the floor. He slept that way rather than awaken the other family members with the sound of the rope handles taking out the slack from his bed.13
He lay in bed with Jennett's words on his mind. "If it is meant to be it will be." He felt comfort in knowing that the new pastor, who had a Doctor of Divinity from the College of New Jersey, blessed the possibility of their marriage and that his uncle Adam had also consented.
Now, if Father will just give his consent and break the promise he made to John McMachen...Adam thought as he drifted off to sleep.
The next day just as the sun disappeared from the sky, Robert and son Adam returned from the field they were clearing for a new pasture for the sheep Robert had purchased. Pastor Caldwell and the elder Adam Mitchell rode up on horseback. Showing up at each other's' homes unannounced was the custom around the Buffalo Creek Community, especially for the good reverend and the Mitchell brothers. There was always plenty of food on the prospering Mitchell plantation, and Margaret set about preparing for the additional guests.
Robert had just received a letter from John McMachen that he was eager to share with his guests. His friend was a well-read man and stayed up with the events in Philadelphia and Boston as well as London. After he had read the newspapers from Philadelphia, he passed them on to his friend at Buffalo Creek. Robert shared the news with his brother and the Reverend Caldwell, and then the pastor advised the congregation of the events taking place around the world.
McMachen wrote that Patrick Henry's protest to Virginia's House of Burgesses over Parliament's right to tax the colonists last May:
... not only fell on deaf ears, but Patrick and I have been marked as traitors to the crown, and frankly I fear for my life and safety of my family. The Tories are referring to Patrick Henry's eloquent address as a speech of treason. I felt so honored being invited to attend and hear my friend's words.
If it were not for my wife Isabella being so infirm I would sell out to the Germans and move to Rowan County to be near your family and away from all these loyalist Tories around Frederick County. Patrick Henry says that it is just a matter of time and we will be at war with the mother country. I have joined The Sons of Liberty. We are just organizing, and I will keep you posted of our activities. The newspapers which I have enclosed in this letter detail the rioting in the cities over this British stamp scheme. Ben Franklin is even against it, and he is in the stamp printing business!
My friends that live so far away in the woods of North Carolina are fortunate to be out of the way of the problems of the northern colonies. I do wish my family was with you. Please advise young Adam that my wife Isabella is so frail and my daughter Elizabeth has taken over the household duties and caring for me and her sisters and is much needed around the McMachen household at least until her dear mother passes. I still have every intention to honor our commitment, and young Adam's dowry has already been inventoried and set aside for the marriage of my daughter Elizabeth to your son Adam. Elizabeth and my Isabella both send their regards.
Your faithful friend,
John McMachen
Winchester, Virginia
The Mitchell family and Reverend Caldwell enjoyed a supper of pumpkin bread, pork sausage, and pickled purple cabbage. After the meal, the men retired to the great room where the large fireplace gave off the most heat. As the fall evenings were beginning to get cold after the sun set, the men usually gathered around the roaring fireplace as the women cleared the table and prepared for the morning meal.
As the honored guest, Reverend Caldwell sat closest to the hearth. While rubbing his hands together and enjoying the fire's warmth, he asked, "Robert, why wasn't the marriage of Elizabeth McMachen and Adam consummated years ago?"
"We've just been too busy to even stop to make plans."
"You know it has already been three years since you and John McMachen agreed for Adam to marry his daughter. Now it appears that his wife's illness could delay the marriage even longer. Elizabeth is nearly a spinster now, and Adam is over twenty already."
"I know—you're right, and I am concerned that my son is still not married. If we were in Pennsylvania the bachelor tax14 would have already been imposed upon him."
The elder Adam spoke for the first time. "Brother Robert, what the reverend is trying to say is that your son shouldn't have to wait forever to take a wife."
Adam tried to keep from squirming in excitement as he listened to his elders.
Jennett's father continued. "With an illness like Isabella McMachen has, she could live in a convalescent state for many years. Should your son become an old bachelor because of Mr. McMachen's misfortune? I think not!"
Robert answered, "As you know, my dear brother, there are not many young maidens around these parts who would have the proper dowry to establish my son as John McMachen has promised."
His brother said, "I thought you were concerned about keeping your promise to the McMachen family. It appears you are more concerned about the dowry than the promise you made."
"I want my only son to have a good start in life, with a good Christian woman raised in our beliefs and customs. One from hearty Gaelic stock and a family of virtue, and the McMachen girl is all that and more."
Pastor Caldwell said, "You are a noble man for wishing such good fortune for your son. I know of a girl in the Buffalo Church that meets your description perfectly, and I am sure that her father—a deacon for many years—would be as generous as Mr. McMachen with a dowry for his daughter to marry young Adam."
Robert looked at the pastor in surprise. "Where have you been hiding this young maiden, Reverend?"
"It is your niece, Jennett Mitchell."
Robert's look of surprise turned to shock. "Are you serious? My dear brother Adam, are you in support of this idea?"
"Yes I am, and so is her mother Mary."
Young Adam could remain silent no longer. "Father, Jennett and I have loved one another since we were children. Neither she nor I have interest in marrying anyone else."
"Why have you not told your mother and me of these feelings before now?"
Margaret, who has been listening intently while weaving her flax, said, "I have known they were in love since the day we arrived here from Pennsylvania."
"How do you know this?" her husband asked.
"The way they look at each other across the room—haven't you noticed at family gatherings how they always communicate without saying a word?"
Robert just shook his head.
The pastor rose from his chair. "This has been a long day, and I will leave you to discuss this as a family. I will tell you what I told Jennett, Mary, and your brother last night—this union has my blessing. Now I will bid you farewell to return home and pray to our Heavenly Father that you as a family come to terms with this marriage that I truly believe was meant to be. I look forward to marrying young Adam and Jennett at your earliest convenience."
As Reverend Caldwell trotted down the New Garden Road on his big black stallion, he reflected on how he had approached the subject of the marriage. He felt proud for convincing everyone that Adam and Jennett should marry. Everything had gone so well that he was glowing with pride.
In the light of the harvest moon, he saw the silhouette of a young girl in the road. When he pulled his horse to a stop, Jennett asked, "What happened? What did Uncle Robert say when you told him that Adam and I wanted to wed?"
"I told you, Jennett, if it's God's will, if it's meant to be, it will be." The pastor smiled. "However, it doesn't hurt to help God out when you can. I suggest you run over to your Uncle Robert's and give him a big hug and tell him how proud it would make you to be his daughter-in-law. You know you've always been very special to him, and he loves you like a daughter."
Reverend Caldwell rode on toward home happier than he had been in months. As he approached the Reedy Creek a short distance from home a pack of wolves that had been menacing the area took after his horse and chased him all the way to the log house he and the parishioners had recently finished. He spurred the big black horse on, laughing all the way. It was at times like this that he really appreciated the fast black horse that had always gotten him home safely.
Jennett followed the advice of Reverend Caldwell and went directly to her Uncle Robert Mitchell's home, where she was warmly received by her future in-laws. Robert and Margaret both reached out and embraced Jennett in a loving hug as both Adams joined in the welcome. Quite a few tears of joy were shed in that tender moment.
The Mitchell men began to make decisions regarding where the new couple would live and what they would need to start their new life together. Jennett's father was much more generous in his dowry than even Mr. McMachen—he felt that whatever he gave to Adam and Jennett was going to stay in the Mitchell family. The women set about talking into the wee hours of the morning making plans for an early spring wedding.
Robert considered the words he must pen to his good friend John McMachen, asking for his forgiveness for breaking the promise they had made to one another on the banks of the Opequon Creek in Virginia some three years earlier. Although the thought of this task saddened him, seeing the happiness in his home made the chore much easier.
The wedding, which would be a great event at the Buffalo Creek Church, was set for the first Saturday night in April of 1766. The entire congregation would be invited. Word spread through the backwoods of Rowan County that the area's prettiest maiden and the most popular bachelor would be getting married come spring.
The ladies of the Buffalo Creek Church had quilting bees
to make quilts for the newlyweds-to-be. Many hands were kept busy through the winter weaving and knitting household items that Adam and Jennett would need in their new home. The men of the church helped Adam build a one-room log cabin for the couple. In addition to a cow and a team of mules, his future father-in-law gave Adam a quarter section of his plantation to farm. The newlyweds would have a good start in their life together.
On their wedding day, April 5, 1766, Adam was twenty-one years old, and Jennett had just celebrated her twentieth birthday. It was a proud day for all the Mitchell clan, and everyone wore their Sunday best to the Buffalo Creek Presbyterian Church. The growing congregation still met in the original small log building built just a few years before. The family and early arrivals were seated inside the church, and many more guests stood outside crowded near the doors and windows to hear the sacrament of marriage.
This was the first wedding performed at the church by the new minister. Reverend Caldwell also served as minister at the Alamance Presbyterian, some ten miles southeast of the Buffalo Creek Church. The congregations didn't like sharing their pastor, but it took the tithes of both churches to induce the brilliant young minister to move to North Carolina. Each congregation agreed to give the minister one hundred dollars per year.
John McMachen had ridden all the way from Winchester, Virginia for the wedding and festivities. His wife Isabella was too frail to make the long trip, and his oldest daughter Elizabeth stayed to take care of her. If John McMachen had any hard feelings toward the Mitchell family because Adam married Jennett rather than Elizabeth, he certainly didn't show it. He must have come to realize that Adam couldn't wait forever for Elizabeth. In fact as a wedding gift, he had led a beautiful chestnut colt behind his best brood mare, the young colt's mother, all the way down the Great Wagon Trail from Frederick County. Adam would soon break the filly for his young bride, and they would be able to ride together.
A great feast of venison, wild turkey, hominy, and the traditional "johnnycake"—or "Indian pudding" as the settlers preferred to call it—followed the wedding ceremony. Indian pudding or johnnycake was made of the native Indian maize, which the settlers now called corn; to the ground corn, flour, milk, eggs, and molasses were added...with just a touch of corn whisky.
Some of the guests brought their homemade instruments to make music and dance. Laughter and camaraderie filled the community that night. The wedding party had given the hardworking families a much needed respite prior to the spring planting season, which would start the next week.
The settlers had learned from the Indians how to plant the corn and beans for their tables. They would plant several long rows of their staple foods, and then wait till the plants were sprouting out of the ground and plant more rows. This would give farmers fresh vegetables for their table throughout the growing season.
The bride and groom thanked family and friends who came to their wedding and gave them many gifts. They rode to the log cabin in his mother's new carriage, which she had loaned them for the evening. Jenny preferred to ride horseback, but with the many hoops and petticoats under her wedding dress, the carriage was more appropriate.
Tomorrow they would attend church together and for the first time sit side by side. The custom of the church did not permit a couple to sit together until after they were married; this custom enabled the bachelors of the Buffalo Church to tell the maidens and widows of the community from those who were married.
Adam had worked through the winter preparing his land for the spring planting. With his new bride by his side, he continued to work just as hard as any man who had ever tilled the earth—Adam led the team, and Jennett followed behind him, planting the seeds.
John McMachen had told him that tobacco was becoming a valuable commodity in the colonies—in Winchester, Virginia, twelve pounds of tobacco could be bartered for a dozen pair of hand-knitted woolen hose. Mr. McMachen also told Adam how to plant the tiny seeds and start the plants inside four to six weeks before planting. Jennett couldn't believe that the little envelope of tobacco seeds Mr. McMachen had brought from Virginia had started enough seedlings to plant six acres. She even had enough left for her father to plant a few rows of tobacco for his own use.
The weather must have been good for tobacco, as within six weeks the plants were as tall as Adam. The couple both became very good at priming the leaves for the curing process. They found the growing of the tobacco an easy enough task, but the continuous priming of the plants, storing, and curing the leaves were labor intensive. Now the young couple realized why tobacco demanded such a high price.
They both worked from dawn until dusk every day, taking only the Sabbath to worship and rest. Jennett tended the vegetable garden near the log cabin for food for the table; what they couldn't eat they dried for the winter. Adam was amazed at his wife's skills in the kitchen. She could also weave flax and wool, and then turn the material into fine items to wear.
The couple's hard work paid off in a bountiful first harvest on the new land. The tobacco that had been cut and cured would be taken to Salisbury, the county seat, where it would be traded for supplies. Adam was taking his father's wagon and would bring back provisions for his father and father-in-law on the return trip.
Jennett gave Adam a list of supplies, which included a hundred pounds of salt for curing meat and hides, fifty pounds of flour, and ten pounds of soap, preferably with pine tar cooked into it—Jennett liked the smell of the pine tar soap. Adam remembered the soap his father had purchased from a drummer at the Watkins Ferry on the trip from Pennsylvania. His sisters and mother had been so impressed with the smell. Adam had started accumulating clumps of pine tar from the many pine trees he had cut while clearing the fields. Come "hog-killing day" as the hog rendering was cooking, he planned to add the ground-up pine tar pieces to the cast iron cooking vat in the hope that he could duplicate that pine smell in his own soap.
John McMachen had mentioned that his girls liked lavender and wildflower petals in their soap. Adam thought the smell of pine would be better since his soap would be used not only for bathing but also for cleaning the cabin and washing dishes and clothes. If he could find a block of soap with lavender in it at Salisbury, he might just purchase it and surprise Jennett at Christmas.
Jenny, as Adam had started to call her, had added twenty pounds of wool to the provision list at the last minute.
"Jenny, there's no need to lay in such a large stock of wool. I intend to trade tobacco seed to your brother Robert this spring for a ewe that's already been bred. That will be the start of our flock of sheep, and the sheep will provide all the wool we'll ever need."
"But we can't wait till next spring. I need wool now." Adam recognized the excitement in her voice but couldn't understand the reason for it.
"Why?" he asked.
"Adam...I am with child."
"Why haven't you told me sooner?" Adam exclaimed.
"Only this morning did I know for sure."
"Are you sure? Is it a boy? When is the baby due?
Jenny laughed and threw her arms around Adam. "Yes, I am sure that I am with child! Heaven only knows whether it's a boy; and the baby will be born sometime after the new year."
Adam held her at arm's length, and stared at her with love and pride. "What a wonderful surprise you have bestowed on me this morning. If it's a boy, I will name him Robert after my father. I hope this child is a boy, a good strong boy that can help me with the chores around the farm."
Jenny answered, "If it is meant to be, it will be."
Jenny's twin brother Robert helped Adam load the Conestoga wagon. Adam hugged Jenny, and they headed out for Salisbury down the New Garden Road, which before the Quakers renamed it had been the Salisbury Road. With the heavy load that the Mitchells had in the wagon, they knew it could be at least three weeks before they returned home again. The first morning they traveled along the south side of Little Horse Pen Creek in hopes of making the ten miles to the East Fork of the Deep River. They chewed on deer jerky rather than stopping to eat, and they managed to make camp on the river banks just before dark.
Adam and Robert had to ford the shallows of the river at the break of day. They had to keep the load of tobacco dry—if the golden brown leaves of tobacco were to get wet, the entire load would lose two thirds of its value, making the trip hardly worthwhile.
The long journey allowed the cousins time to discuss the events that were taking place in New England. John McMachen wrote Adam often, and his last letter had been about the British Parliament repealing the Stamp Act, which had brought about the boycott of all British-made goods. The Parliament also enacted the Declaratory Act, which granted Parliament the right to make laws for the colonies without any representation.
"The damn Brits do one thing to appease the colonies and then turn around and tell us they can dictate any law they want upon us," Adam said. "I think the time has come for the colonies to separate from Great Britain and govern ourselves. Why should we be paying taxes to support a military that forces us to do things against our will? Now they want us to provide barracks and supplies for their soldiers. You know, Robert, John McMachen and his friend Patrick Henry are right. Even though we live in North Carolina, what affects one colony affects us all. I shall write Mr. McMachen and advise him that I would like to be a member of the Sons of Liberty."
Robert made no response to Adam's impassioned comments. Adam looked over and realized that Robert has been asleep for some time and hadn't heard a word of his political views. Adam fell asleep thinking of Jenny and the new baby arriving in a few months.
Robert had been up awhile when Adam awoke. They had a quick breakfast of eggs, biscuits, gravy, and boiled coffee. They would have a long day on the trail and needed nourishment to get them through till dark.
Robert waded into the shallows of the river following the tracks of the last wagon that had successfully crossed the East Fork of the Deep River. Thankfully the river did not live up to its name at the ford.15 The wagon was high enough to avoid getting the precious cargo of tobacco and pelts wet. The day's most difficult task of crossing the river was accomplished in record time.
They made camp that night at the place the Mitchell family called Center Point because they had determined it to be halfway between home and Salisbury. This was the first time on any trip in the wagon that they had made Center Point in two days, although the trip could have easily been made in two days on horseback.
Adam patted Robert on the back. "We're making record time on this trip."
"Let's hope and pray that our luck holds," Robert answered.
"It's easier than it used to be—the road is much better."
"There's a lot more people here now—a lot more traffic on this road," Robert said.
They built a roaring campfire for warmth and to keep the many wolves in the forest away. They were sitting around the fire talking about the growth of the backwoods of North Carolina when two travelers approached on foot and asked if they could share the camp and fire. The boys welcomed company and invited the strangers in, offering both food and corn whisky.
The men ate their supper, and as they sat around the fire drinking their whisky, one of the men said, "We've just bought some land near the Alamance Community, and we're on our way to Salisbury to record the deed."
"Oh, then have you met Pastor David Caldwell?" Adam asked.
"Nope, never heard of him," the other man answered.
The first man shook his head.
Robert said, "Pastor Caldwell serves the Presbyterian Churches at both Alamance and Buffalo Creek. Everybody knows him."
"Well, we just bought land there. We're not Presbyterian.
There's no reason for us to know him." The second man spoke loudly, almost angrily.
"Let's don't talk about who knows who," the first man said.
Adam felt a queasy feeling in his stomach. And his head told him something wasn't right here. Even if these men just bought land in the Alamance Community, they would surely have heard of Pastor Caldwell. And even if they hadn't heard of him, why are they so defensive about being asked such an ordinary question?
The traveler continued. "Let's talk about something else. What are you men hauling? Where are you heading?"
"Looks like a mighty fine load you got. Bet there's some valuable things in there," the other man added.
"Which direction you going?" the first man asked again.
Adam's gut told him something was amiss with these men. "Why do you want to know?"
"Just a neighborly question," the first man answered. But his tone was anything but friendly.
"On second thought," Adam said, "I don't think there is room at our fire for you tonight."
The strangers stammered and blubbered in protest, but finally departed, obviously not happy about being asked to leave the warmth of the campfire. Robert and Adam slept lightly, worried that the drifters might try to slip up on them during the night and rob them.
They awoke the third morning of their journey tired, weary, and anxious to make it to the new way station they'd heard so much about. The station hadn't even existed on their previous trips to the county seat. Civilization was certainly moving to the Carolinas. The Mitchell men looked forward to sleeping in a feather bed tonight at the inn next to the way station and eating in the tavern which served food as well as rum, wine, and whisky.
Robert and Adam slowly inched the wagon down a steep incline on the road. Robert held a hard foot on the braking system of the Conestoga, while Adam walked beside the team, holding the reins of the lead horse. At the bottom of the incline was a running creek with a low water crossing. At the crossing Adam unharnessed the team so the animals could have a well-deserved drink of fresh water.
While the horses were drinking, four armed men surrounded the wagon. The Mitchells recognized two of the men as the travelers from the night before who had been so interested in the load of goods that that they were transporting to Salisbury.
Adam was mad at himself for the hospitality he had bestowed on the strangers. After we took them in, shared the warmth of our fire and what food we had, they're going to rob us and will most likely kill us.
Adam cautiously stepped closer to the wagon and whispered to Robert. "Stay calm and don't provoke them. Let's just try to get out of this with our lives. Let them have the wagon and everything in it."
The apparent leader of the robber band shouted, "Shut up! And take off your boots."
Robert and Adam looked at each other in puzzlement.
"Take off your boots, I said!"
The young men quickly followed the order and handed their boots to the robber who held out his hands to take him. The stranger threw the boots into the back of the wagon.
The villains forced Adam to harness the team and headed toward Salisbury in the wagon with all the tobacco and pelts Adam and Robert had to trade for much-needed provisions for the entire Mitchell family.
As they watched Adam's father's cherished wagon and all their possessions disappear out of sight, the Scots-Irish blood boiled inside the young Mitchells. Determined to get the wagon back, they took off through the woods, barefoot on the cold ground. They took shortcuts and stayed back in the woods in case they came within sight of the robbers. They were tough outdoorsmen, but the stumps and rocks of the forest floor took a toll on the men. They had no shoes, no food, no weapons. The robbers hadn't searched their pockets, so they had salvaged two tiny treasures. Adam had the jackknife his father had given him on his fifteenth birthday, and Robert had a small piece of jerky they could share.
They saw a large fire glowing in the distance and worked their way toward it. They were careful to sneak up on the campground in case it might be the robbers. The camp turned out to be that of a small band of Cherokee Indians on a hunting expedition. The Indians welcomed the palefaces, fed them, and gave them pelts and lacings to fashion Indian-style footwear to continue their pursuit of the four thieves. The men found their way back to the Salisbury Road by the light of a full moon.
The pelts wrapped around their feet worked well, and wearing them, they could easily sneak up on the robbers—if they could only find them. Adam and Robert followed the road in the direction of Salisbury, as that was the way the bandits had headed.
They were tired but kept moving because they had to find their wagon, which had their guns hidden under the tobacco leaves. Just as they were about to give up for the night, they heard the sounds of many voices in the distance. As they approached with caution, the sounds became louder and more recognizable. They realized they had found the new way station, inn, and tavern.
They saw their team tied to a hitching post out front. The horses were still harnessed and had been left with no water or feed and badly needed to be curried.16 Adam appreciated his hard-working team, and their abuse by the band of robbers infuriated him.
It was getting late, and candles were burning out in the inn. The Mitchell men crept up to their wagon. The team of horses knew Adam and Robert were near but didn't make a sound as they usually did when Adam approached.
He thought, They know we're here to get them back and to care for them as we always have. The Mitchells took good care of their work animals, and the animals obviously recognized the difference between the good home they were provided and the treatment they were now receiving.
The rifles were still under the tobacco just as they had been placed, along with powder and lead shots. The bandits hadn't discovered the stored munitions, and the men's boots were still in the back of wagon where the bandit had thrown them. Robert and Adam grabbed their guns and boots, then retreated to the woods across the way to make plans on how they would regain possession of the rest of their property. They discussed waiting until morning and confronting the thieves.
Since the team was still harnessed and they didn't know if the robbers might have reinforcements inside the inn, they opted to simply drive away with the team and wagon. Robert would drive the team, and, as the marksman, Adam would sit in the back of the wagon with both loaded rifles. There were at least four bandits, and there were another four or five people in the inn. If a shootout occurred, innocent people could be hurt or they could all turn against the Mitchells.
Robert untied the team and quietly climbed onto the wheel horse as Adam pulled himself over the rear gate of the Conestoga. They knew that when the large load started to move, everyone in the inn would know someone was taking the only wagon at the way station. Robert shook the reins vigorously, and the team knew what to do. The horses wanted out of their predicament as badly as their owners did, and they galloped down the Salisbury road as fast as they could go.
Adam heard some hollering and saw a candle at the inn moving as the wagon bumped along the rocky road. After a mile or so, Robert slowed the team to a walk. They found a sharp turn in the road by a creek and pulled the wagon into the thick brush and prepared for a fight, but this time the fight would be on their terms.
They covered the wagon with brush and took the tired and hungry horses to a running spring for water; Adam and Robert massaged them with a curry brush. This interaction between man and horse soothed the jittery nerves of the team, and the horses relaxed, secure in Adam's care. The Mitchells had learned several valuable lessons from this experience. From now on, only one of them would sleep while the other kept watch, and their weapons would always be close at hand. They would never so warmly welcome strangers into their camp—or home for that matter—until they knew more about the people and what they were up to.
Adam took the first watch while Robert, exhausted from the day's events, fell asleep under the wagon. Daybreak came and there was still no sign of the bandits who had stolen their wagon. They spent the rest of the day resting and treating the scrapes, bruises, and blisters on their feet from the barefoot walk of the night before. They also wanted the horses to forage the creek's ample grasses and have sufficient time for a good rest before starting on the journey toward Salisbury.
They chose not to build a fire in fear of alerting the bandits of their location. About noon they discussed whether to get on the road, but they chose to stay over for another evening, still nursing fatigue and their bleeding feet. Suddenly they heard a wagon coming in their direction and took their positions to defend the camp. The wagon had only one occupant and a load of pelts; the traveler appeared to be a trapper and nothing more. Adam stepped out onto the road as Robert covered him from the brush with his musket.
After some conversation, the traveler seemed to be just what he looked like—a woodsman and trapper in the backwoods of North Carolina on his way to trade pelts for winter provisions in Salisbury. He didn't appear to be a threat to anyone, so Adam invited him into their camp.
"Name's Trapper John. I live in the woods south of Salisbury, and I been trapping over around Knob Creek in Washington County. Best beaver I ever found come from around there."
The Mitchell men were much impressed with his beaver pelts and traded him some tobacco for them.
"Trapper John," Adam asked, "Did you happen to see any highwaymen afoot on the trail between the last way station and here?"
"Nope, but when I stopped to water and feed my mule, the proprietor of the inn tole me about a group of four travelers he sent packing. They tried to cheat him of a night's lodging." Trapper John laughed, a loud cackle. "He made 'em work the debt out cutting firewood and cleaning the stables before they left going north."
Adam told Trapper John of the gang stealing their wagon and how they had gotten it back.
The woodsman cackled again at their story. "Boys, I gotta say, you're a whole lot more fun to talk to than my old mule here. I ain't had nobody else to talk to for many a month."
For each other's safety, they agreed to travel together towards Salisbury the next day.
The traveling companions arrived in Salisbury in the late afternoon of the fifth day of the journey, still making good time after the misfortune of being hijacked. Robert and Adam got a room in the Salisbury Inn, while Trapper John chose to sleep with his hides and to watch over both teams and the wagons. That night the Mitchells would pay for a much-needed warm bath at the inn. Adam and Robert thought the lavender soap the inn provided them smelled so good they exchanged some pumpkins for extra soap to take home to their wives.
After supper, the Mitchell men checked on their horses and brought Trapper John food from the inn. They met traders who had come in from Charleston, South Carolina with a load of molasses. They traded several pounds of tobacco for a gallon of the syrupy liquid. The traders mentioned that the American Trade Act passed recently lowered the tariff on molasses and that the product should no longer be boycotted. Adam told the molasses traders it wasn't so much that they were boycotting the product as that they had just learned to do without molasses. Besides they could always find honey in the springtime around Buffalo Creek, and the only costs to harvest it from the forest were the stings from the bees while they were robbing the bee hives.
The next morning the Mitchell cousins set out to fulfill the provision list, bartering all the goods they could and using currency only when they had to. A ten-pound cone of sugar from the West Indies for twelve pounds of Adam's fine tobacco, ten beaver pelts for 100 pounds of salt, and ten pounds of dried peppers from the Far East for preserving meat and tanning hides. It took forty pounds of tobacco and several pelts to acquire the needed twenty pounds of wool for Jenny. The sheepherder Adam bartered with said it took two full-grown sheep shorn to their skin to provide that much wool. Adam looked forward to the thought of shearing his own sheep next spring for the family's wool needs.
With the provision list filled and the wagon loaded, the men would get another good night's rest in a fine feather bed before departing in the early morning. For what was left of the corn whisky the Mitchells had on the wagon, Trapper John agreed to sleep in the Conestoga wagon to protect the provisions until morning.
When morning came, the men from Buffalo Creek awoke rested and ready to make the long trip back home. They bid their friend Trapper John farewell, and both wagons pulled out of Salisbury at the same time in different directions.
The way station where they had taken back their wagon from the four thieves was the first stop on the return trip. If the proprietor seemed on the up-and-up as Trapper John thought he was, Adam and Robert would spend the night. They made it there before dark and met the proprietor in the tavern. Mr. McCluney was from Frederick County, Virginia.
He knew of the McMachen family there and had also attended the Opequon Creek Presbyterian Church from time to time. Adam asked questions about the area that he had traveled through moving west with his family. The proprietor was obviously from Virginia as he had great knowledge of the people and the Shenandoah Valley area. He and his wife had owned a road house in Virginia; he said they moved west because the German farmers were willing to pay much more for his land than even he thought it was worth. They took their profit from the sale of their homestead and moved west with their three children.
The proprietor convinced Adam and Robert that he was on the up-and-up, so they arranged for a room and to stable their team in the barn for the night. Mr. McCluney took them to the stable to unharness their team,
As Adam pulled the rigging off his wheel horse, he asked Mr. McCluney about the four highwaymen he had evicted for nonpayment of the night's lodging.
"Where did you hear of this?" Mr. McCluney asked, as he carried a bushel of oats to the horse trough.
"Trapper John told us the story."
"You know Trapper John, do you? I'm sure glad the old trapper didn't want a room inside the house when he came through, if you know what I mean."
"Yes, the trapper did have a bit of a stench about him," Adam said.
"The four men you mentioned came in a Conestoga wagon, much like yours. They said they had tobacco, pumpkins, squash, and pelts to trade for a night's lodging. Told me they were farmers and trappers from the Alamance area. I didn't believe a word they said!"
"Why so?" Adam asked.
The proprietor set down the bushel basket of oats and stood in front of his guests. "A proper farmer would never leave a fine team of horses like those tied up for the night without first removing their harness, feeding, and watering them. About two hours after my family had gotten to sleep, someone comes along and takes the wagon and heads off down the road towards Salisbury. They cussed and stomped around and wanted me to loan them my horses to go after the wagon. I refused, and they got rather nasty with me. I told them they would not talk like that in front of my wife and children. The four had drunk considerable amounts of corn whisky during the evening and were in no condition to go after anyone. Once they awoke and were sober, I demanded payment. The four of them didn't have money or anything to barter with, so I put them to work splitting logs for my fireplace. My two young boys could've done a better job and in less time. I never saw such a worthless lot of scoundrels in my life." He shook his head. "Excuse me for going on so, but I was very upset. I figured they had stolen the wagon and probably killed the poor soul that owned it, leaving his body on the highway to be eaten by the wolves."
As Adam continued to remove the rigging, he said, "It was my wagon they stole. They didn't hurt us but left us in a bad way, having taken our boots and unknowingly our munitions. Had it not been for a band of Cherokee Indians giving us some pelts and lacing straps to wrap around our feet, we could have never made it here to recover our wagon."
"You men have certainly had an adventure," the proprietor said. "Tonight my wife will prepare you a fine meal, and you'll have the comfort of knowing the wood that she cooked your meal with and that will be warming your behind was split by the thieves that caused you so much trouble."
Adam and Robert spent an enjoyable evening visiting with the innkeeper, who, thanks to his many traveling customers, had considerable information about the growing conflict between the British and the Colonies.
A sharp businessman, the innkeeper, Adam thought. It's obvious from his conversation he's a loyalist, yet he doesn't push his opinion.
Adam and Robert decided not to get into the talk of politics either as they looked forward to another good night's rest in a featherbed and didn't want to be told to leave the inn because of their strong Whig sentiments. They were learning that not all the settlers in the Carolinas shared their views of separating from the mother country.
The weather turned nasty on the last day of their trip home. The rain pounded mercilessly and the wind blew so hard at times Adam found it impossible to keep the wheels of their large wagon in the hard-packed ruts. They kept inching along as best as they could, trying hard to avoid obstacles in the roadbed that was rapidly becoming a river. The wagon, its team, and the drenched men finally made it to Buffalo Creek just about dark.
The Little Horse Pen Creek was overflowing its banks, and many of the limbs of the trees had broken off. Robert's home was only a mile from his cousin and now brother-in-law Adam's home. They could smell the smoke from their own fireplaces. The smell made a great welcome home for the tired and hungry men. The horses were having a difficult time pulling the heavy load of provisions along the soggy trail, but they seemed to sense they were near home and appeared to find renewed strength that enabled them to make this last leg of the journey home.
The Mitchell clan was happy to have everyone home safe again. Adam was surprised that he could already tell Jenny was with child. They'd only been gone for two weeks, but it seemed like an eternity to him. Tonight after drying out by his own fire, he would sleep in his own feather bed next to his beautiful bride.
As he lay in bed thinking how glad he was to be home, Adam could hear and feel the howling winds blowing through the cracks of the log cabin. Thankfully, the rain had slowed down—earlier the wind had pummeled the cabin and blown the heavy rain through the cracks and turned the dirt floor into a muddy quagmire. In the morning he would dig up some of that mud and add ashes from the fireplace to make chinking17 to fill those cracks.
This was the worst storm Adam and Jenny could remember. Large trees were uprooted, shingles were blown off the cabin and the barn, and now Jenny had caught a cold and was running a high fever shortly after the storm. Adam nursed her with a concoction of one part honey, one part boiling water, and one part whisky. The family recipe originally called for hot tea, but since tea was not readily available in the backwoods, boiling water had to suffice. The recipe worked, and in a week or so Jenny seemed to have recovered and set about spinning into yarn the wool Adam had brought from Salisbury. She made Adam a warm hat with flaps that covered his ears for Christmas, which was soon approaching.
The Mitchells, as was their custom, met at Uncle Robert's house on Christmas Eve for a celebration of the birth of their Savior Jesus Christ. This year the Reverend David Caldwell came by with his new bride Rachel, who was the third daughter of Reverend Alexander Craighead. The new Mrs. Caldwell came from four generations of ministers, so the Mitchell family was impressed with her credentials. Once they met her, they knew that Reverend Caldwell had married well and Rachel would be a great asset to the church and its congregation.
After dinner the family attended the first Christmas Eve service conducted by Reverend Caldwell at Buffalo Creek Presbyterian Church. The new minister's wife, Rachel Caldwell, had brought a large box of beeswax candles, which had been given to her as a wedding present. She thought it would be nice for the head of each family to light and hold a candle during the service. She'd seen this done at one of her father's churches and thought it would add a special ambiance to her husband's service.
After church Adam and Jenny walked the short distance to their log cabin. Jenny gave Adam the warm hat with ear flaps she'd knitted. Adam surprised Jenny with the lavender soap he'd been saving for the occasion. Jenny was delighted with the gift—she'd never had soap scented with lavender before, and Adam was both impressed with Jenny's talent and glad for the practicality of the hat. This Christmas was a joyous one for the newlyweds.
As the new year arrived, Jenny was so large that everyone thought she might have twins. Adam, becoming very fond of the idea of twin boys, had felled a large pine tree, which, with chisel and axe, he was making into a double bassinette just in case. Jenny and her mother were kept busy knitting warm woolens for the baby—or babies—to wear. The whole family was joyously anticipating the new arrival.
Adam knew Jenny was having a difficult time delivering her firstborn child. His wife's cries of pain pierced his heart, but he was overjoyed when Jenny gave birth to their son on the evening of February 17, 1767, with Reverend Caldwell, who was also a medical doctor, assisting.
Her suffering didn't end with the baby's birth so the Mitchell family called again on Dr. Caldwell and his wife Rachel for help. Dr. Henry Woodside, a medical doctor and a distant relative of Rachel, was staying with the Caldwells. Dr. Woodside and Dr. Caldwell were summoned and spent the next three days tending to Jenny. All their efforts were for naught—Jenny died on the 20th of February 1767, from complications of childbirth.
Adam had lost his best friend, his wife, and the mother of his firstborn. After burying Jenny in the Buffalo Creek Church Cemetery following a funeral service, Adam and the baby went to live with his parents in the house that he had helped his father to build. He would not spend another night in the log cabin he'd built for his beloved Jenny for many years.
Fortunately one of Adam's cows was springing18 and produced ample milk for the new baby. He named the baby Robert after his father. One day as Adam cradled his infant son in the wool blanket that Jenny had knitted with her loving hands, he realized for the first time that the baby would never know his mother.
Adam had to get his fields cleared of timber before the spring planting could begin. The hard work would help to keep his mind off the huge hole in his heart caused by the pain of losing Jenny. Mother Margaret's maternal instincts had set in, and she enjoyed having a baby to tend to. Robert, the baby's grandfather, doted on his namesake. Baby Robert was growing fast and needed a lot of attention at this time of the first spring planting.
Not only did Adam miss Jenny's love and companionship, but he also missed her help with the planting. It was time consuming to plow and then go back over the furrows and lay the seeds or transplant the seedlings—last year he had plowed and Jenny had planted.
On the second day of planting, Adam saw a familiar-looking mule pulling a wagon with his friend Trapper John on the buckboard. Adam had worried about the trapper making it through the harsh winter.
After they greeted each other, Trapper said, "Adam, I just heard about your wife's death from a farmer from Buffalo Creek I met up in Salisbury. You know, I lost my mother at childbirth and never knew her."
"I didn't know that."
"Guess there ain't no reason you should. Anyways, my daddy was a trapper and had to take me with him when he trapped as we had no family to take care of me. He had one of those Indian papoose wraps—he'd put me in it and carry me about the woods. Something happened to him, and a momma bear found me and drug me off to her den."
"Did the bear kill your father?"
"Don't rightly know—I's just a young 'un. But the bear didn't hurt me, and a band of Shawnee Indians found me with the bear and took me to live with them."
"That's hard to believe, Trapper."
"Believe it or not, Adam, that's what happened. See the scars on the back of my neck from where the bear drug me by the neck?" He pulled back the collar of his buckskin shirt so Adam can see the scars which were unlike anything Adam had ever seen before. They sure looked like they were made by an animal's teeth.
Adam thought, Could he be telling me the truth?
"Adam, out of all the animals I kill every year for pelts, I ain't never killed a bear! I don't 'spect I'd be alive today if that momma bear hadn't taken me back to her cave. And course I sure wouldn't be here if the Shawnees hadn't raised me as one their own."
Although Adam remained doubtful of the truth of the story, the trapper seemed sincere. Adam decided not to question him about it any further. "I want you to come to my house and meet my family and have supper."
"I don't know about that. You and Robert are about the only white men what ever treated me like a person. The others all looks at me, squints up their noses, and moves away."
"When was the last time you took a bath?"
"I don't recall ever taking no bath. I did fall in the Deep River a few years back, though, and damn near drowned."
"Trapper, would you please take a bath for me? It would mean a lot, and I want you to smell good to meet my son."
"You knows I'd do anything you asked me. You're my bestest friend."
"Okay, then help me unharness the team and pen them up for the evening."
Adam took Trapp to the log cabin he'd built for Jenny. He built a fire to heat the water and found the cypress tub he and Jenny had used to bathe on Saturday nights. The lavender soap he had bought Jenny for Christmas was still in the same place that she'd left it—in fact, everything was just as it had been the night she died.
"Damn, I miss her, Trapp."
"I know you does. I never had no woman to get used to, so I ain't sure how I'd feel. I never knew my mother, but I miss never having one."
"Get cleaned up while I feed my farm animals and chickens. I'll be back for you when I'm finished. Be sure to use that lavender soap where the sun don't shine."
When Adam returned, Trapper John looked so different that Adam hardly recognized him. He had on the clean clothes that Adam had laid out and had shaved his scraggly beard. The stench that took away the breath of anyone who approached the trapper was gone.
He cleaned up rather well, Adam thought on the way to the house.
Adam's mother waited anxiously with baby Robert in her arms for Adam to return from plowing his fields. She could see someone was coming up the New Garden Road with Adam. She laid the baby in the pine log cradle his father had carved for him, and she went quickly to set another place at her table for the stranger. The baby was crying for Margaret to take him to the front porch as she always did at this time of day.
Adam's father Robert arrived from his own day in the fields at about the same time as Adam and Trapper John.
"Mother, Father, this is my friend, Trapper John. Cousin Robert and I met him last winter on the way to Salisbury. Trapp, these are my parents, Mr. and Mrs. Mitchell. And my son, Robert."
Margaret was ready to serve the meal, so after the introductions they sat down at the table and she served the food right away.
As they were eating, Trapp said, "Mr. and Miz Mitchell, this is quite a place you have here."
"We were fortunate to buy some very nice property when we arrived here five years ago. And we've added that long front porch and the second story to the original home since then," Robert explained.
"And these are mighty good eats," Trapp said.
Margaret as always served a good meal for her family, and she was pleased to see how much Trapp enjoyed the food. "Thank you, Mr., uh, is Trapper a nickname?"
"That's what everybody calls me."
"Is John your first name or your last name?" Margaret asked.
"John comes after Trapper, so I guess it's my last name. Never really thought much about it."
"Where do you live, Mr. John?"
"Just out in the woods, wherever there's game to be trapped. And just call me Trapp. That's what Adam calls me, and that suits me jist fine."
Margaret noticed that their guest seemed to having difficulty using his fork. "Is there something wrong with your fork, Trapp?"
Adam knew Trapper John never used a fork in the woods; he probably used his jackknife to eat, but he was trying to use a fork so as not to embarrass Adam. He said, "Mother, I don't think there's anything wrong with Trapp's fork. Why don't you tell us about the baby?"
For the remaining few minutes of the meal, Margaret talked about the baby.
After dinner Adam could tell that his friend was tired and a little uncomfortable with his mother's questions. Trapper thanked Adam's parents for a fine meal, and Adam walked Trapper back to the cabin he'd built for Jenny. Trapp wanted to sleep outside under his wagon on his bedroll, but Adam insisted he spend the night in the cabin.
Adam said goodnight to his guest and decided to stop by Jenny's grave on the way back to his parents' home. Small sprigs of grass were sprouting from the fresh mound of red dirt piled on top of her grave. It had been only six weeks since she died.
Adam felt her loss like an open wound. The visit from Trapp had helped him to think of other things besides his problems. He stood at the foot of her grave and talked to his beloved wife.
"Jenny, you'd be so proud of our son. Baby Robert is growing every day. I can't believe he'll never know you." He broke down in tears. "I miss you so much. I don't know how I'm going to farm this season without you. We were a team. You did a good share of the work, and I'm going to miss that. But even more, I miss you. You belong in that field with me. How can I go on without you?"
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