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What Others Say about Adam's Daughters

 


Adam’s Daughters reminded me of one of my
favorite books, The Yearling by Marjorie Kennan
Rawlings—hardship, drama, survival, compassion, and historical
relevance. ~ Harry M. Fife, Jr., President, 2008 – 2009, Texas
Society of the American Revolution

 


This is a book you can really sink your teeth
into! Engaging characters and a fascinating story make the world of
Adam’s Daughters lift right off the pages and into your heart. ~
Karen Roth, Author of Found on 16th Avenue and My Portion
Forever
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Preface

 


Adam’s Daughters: Book 2 in the Westward
Sagas, is based on the actual history of the Adam Mitchell
Family as well as the events of the first twenty years of our
nation’s founding. I have spent years researching historical and
genealogical data and have written nothing that contradicts known
historical facts, characters, or events.

However, I wrote the book as historical
fiction rather than as nonfiction to allow me to use my imagination
to create details of how events might have occurred when those
details are not actually known. Everything could have happened as
described in Adam’s Daughter’s; however, I don’t know that
everything did happen as I describe. See Fact or Fiction: A Note
from the Author at the end of the book for more information on what
is history and what is imagination.

As is common in dealing with long-ago events,
there are discrepancies among different sources. In Spring
House: Book 1 in the Westward Sagas, I spelled the names of two
of Adam’s daughters the way they were spelled in the sources that I
had available at the time. Later, I had the opportunity to view
Adam Mitchell’s 1766 Bible, which is still in the family, and
learned the names were spelled incorrectly. The spelling was
corrected in Book 2 to that which was written in Adam’s handwriting
so long ago.

When I found conflicting information, I used
the sources that were the best documented and/or the information
that was most supported by evidence. I also called on many experts
who are listed in the Acknowledgements.

I have written The Westward Sagas to be
entertaining, and I hope you enjoy them. Though they are not
intended for genealogical work, all the records for births,
marriages, and deaths are accurate. In Fact or Fiction, I have
listed my resources to help researchers document their own
genealogy work.
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The Adam Mitchell Family

 


Robert Mitchell (1713-1775) married Margaret
(ca1712-1788)

Son: Adam Mitchell (ca1745 – ca 1802)

 


Adam married Jennett April 5, 1776

Son: Robert (b. Feb. 17, 1767)

Jennett died Feb. 20, 1767

 


Adam married Elizabeth McMachen (July 19,
1750-ca1802) {daughter of John (ca1710-1780) and Isabella McMachen
(1710-1767)} Oct. 31, 1769

 


Children of Adam and Elizabeth:

William (b. Feb. 17, 1771)

Margaret “Peggy” (b. Sept. 5, 1772)

John (b. May 4, 1774)

Adam, Jr. (b. April 5, 1776)

Joseph (b. Sept. 20, 1778 d. Oct. 25,
1779)

Elizabeth “Ibby” (b. Dec. 15, 1780)

Rebeckah (b. Jan. 6, 1782)

Jennett (b. April 29, 1784)

Samuel (b. March 29, 1786)

David (b. Feb. 4, 1788)

James (b. Feb. 24, 1790)

Hezekiah (b. March 10, 1792)

 


 


 


Cast of Characters in Adam’s Daughters

(See also The Family of Adam Mitchell
above)

 


Albrecht, Charles: Custom manufacturer of
pianos in Philadelphia who applied for the first piano patent in
America

 


Allison, Elizabeth: Fiancée of Robert
Mitchell

 


Annan, Reverend and Mrs. Robert: Minister of
the Pine Street Presbyterian Church in Philadelphia and his
wife

 


Armstrong, Lieutenant John: First Regiment of
the U.S. Army; Assistant to Secretary of War Henry Knox

 


Avery, Waightstill: Attorney respected in
North Carolina and Tennessee

 


Balch, Reverend Hezekiah: First minister of
the Hebron Presbyterian Church

 


Barnes, Mary Ann: Young lady John Mitchell
wanted to court

 


Bawn, Michael: Miller on the Little Limestone
Creek

 


Bowles, Chief also known as Duwali (which
means Bold Hunter): Cherokee Indian with white father. Author’s
Note: After many years of research, I have found no connection
between my Bowles family and Chief Bowles (1765-1836). Had I have
found any relationship I would have been proud to claim
kin.

 


Caldwell, Reverend David and Rachel: Minister
of the Buffalo Presbyterian Church at Guilford Courthouse and his
wife

 


Chester, Doctor William P.: Early
Jonesborough doctor who built the Chester Inn on Main Street

 


Coffee, Joshua: Illiterate pig herder

 


Cohen, Mr. and Mrs.: Stable owners and
boarding house operators in Philadelphia; Mr. Cohen was brother of
Rabbi Jacob Cohen

 


Cohen, Rabbi Jacob; Rebekah; son Abraham;
Rabbi in Philadelphia and his wife and son; Rabbi Cohen was brother
of Mr. Cohen

 


Daniel: Jonesborough blacksmith; son of
slaves freed by John McMachen; friend of the Mitchell family

 


Deaderick, David: Owner of Deaderick’s Dry
Goods Store in Jonesborough

 


Doak, Reverend Samuel: Cousin of Adam
Mitchell; pastor of Salem Presbyterian Church; husband of
Esther

 


Doak, Sister Esther: Wife of Reverend Samuel
Doak

 


Ezekiel (Zeke): Negro stable boy at Mr.
Cohen’s stable; son of Mattie

 


Fain, Captain John: Indian fighter; son of
Nicholas Fain; brother of Samuel and William; brother-in-law of
Elizabeth; husband of Nancy McMachen

 


Fain, John Rueben: Son of Captain John and
Nancy Fain

 


Fain, Nancy McMachen: Wife of Captain John
Fain; daughter of Mr. Mac; sister of Elizabeth Mitchell, Rosanna
Fain, and Sarah Fain; married John Hammer after the death of John
Fain

 


Fain, Nicholas: Friend of Mr. Mac; father of
John, Samuel, and William

 


Fain, Nicholas: Oldest son of Captain John
and Nancy Fain

 


Fain, Rosanna McMachen: Wife of Samuel Fain;
daughter of Mr. Mac; sister of Elizabeth Mitchell, Nancy Fain, and
Sarah Fain

 


Fain, Ruth: Daughter of Captain John and
Nancy Fain

 


Fain, Samuel: Son of Nicholas Fain; brother
of John and William; brother-in-law of Elizabeth Mitchell; husband
of Rosanna McMachen

 


Fain, Sarah McMachen: Wife of William Fain;
daughter of Mr. Mac; sister of Elizabeth Mitchell, Nancy Fain, and
Rosanna Fain

 


Fain, Thomas: Son of Captain John and Nancy
Fain

 


Fain, William: Son of Nicholas Fain; brother
of Samuel and John; brother-in-law of Elizabeth Mitchell; husband
of Sarah McMachen

 


Hamilton, John: Registrar of Guilford County,
North Carolina, who purchased 107-acre Mitchell homestead adjoining
Guilford County Courthouse

 


Hammer, John: Second husband of Nancy
McMachen Fain

 


Jackson, Andrew: Lawyer, State Prosecutor for
North Carolina, friend of Robert Mitchell and Judge McNairy (later
7th President of the United States)

 


King, Jesse: Father of children who attended
Hebron School; brother of Lucifer

 


King, Lucifer: Father of children who
attended Hebron School; brother of Jesse

 


Love, Colonel Robert: Captain Fain’s superior
officer; in charge of safety from the Indians

 


McDonald, Molly: Youngest daughter of Mr.
McDonald; barmaid at the tavern

 


McDonald, Mr.: Innkeeper of the tavern in
Abingdon, Virginia; father of Molly; brother-in-law of Sheriff
Preston

 


McDuffy, Captain Patrick: Captain of the Lady
Ann sailing out of the Port of Amsterdam

 


McMachen, Isabella: Wife of John McMachen;
had died before Mr. Mac moved west; mother of Elizabeth Mitchell;
John Blair McMachen; and Nancy, Sarah, and Rosanna—all married to
Fains

 


McMachen, John (Mr. Mac): Father of Elizabeth
Mitchell, John Blair McMachen, and three daughters married to
Fains—Nancy, Sarah, and Rosanna; County Registrar and landowner

 


McMachen, John Blair: Son of Mr. Mac; brother
of Elizabeth Mitchell

 


McNairy, Judge John: Mitchell neighbor in
Guilford Courthouse who grew up with Mitchell children; friend of
Andrew Jackson

 


Macay, Spruce: Lawyer in Salisbury under whom
Judge John McNairy and Andrew Jackson apprenticed

 


Mathes, Elder Alexander: Elder of the Salem
Presbyterian Church

 


Mattie: Negro housekeeper for the Cohens;
mother of Ezekiel (Zeke)

 


Miller, Peter: Neighbor of Adam Mitchell

 


Mitchell, Margaret: Matriarch of the Mitchell
family; Adam’s mother

 


One Feather: Fictional renegade
Indian/highwayman

 


Preston, Sheriff Robert: Sheriff of
Washington County, Virginia

 


Ross, James: Husband of Mary Mitchell;
brother-in-law of Adam Mitchell

 


Ross, Mary Mitchell: Wife of James Ross;
sister of Adam Mitchell

 


Sevier, Governor John: Only governor of the
State of Franklin; first governor of the State of Tennessee; friend
and neighbor of Adam Mitchell

 


Smith, Anne Witherspoon: Twice-widowed mother
of Reverend James Witherspoon; stepmother of James Smith and
William Smith

 


Smith, James: Stepbrother of Reverend James
Witherspoon; brother of William Smith

 


Smith, William (Willie): Stepbrother of
Reverend James Witherspoon; brother of James Smith

 


Taylor, Major Christopher: Indian fighter;
landlord of Judge John McNairy and Andrew Jackson during their
five-month stay in Jonesborough in 1788

 


Thompson, Jake; Sara; Robert; John: Teamster
and his wife and sons from Philadelphia

 


Tipton, Colonel John: In charge of Indian
affairs and leader of the Anti-State of Franklin movement.

 


Trapper John: Adam Mitchell’s old friend, who
had disappeared during the Battle of Guilford Courthouse;
rediscovered 1796

 


Trollinger, Henry Jacob: Owner of
Trollinger’s Station in the New River Valley of Virginia

 


Trollinger, John: Youngest son of Henry Jacob
Trollinger

 


Witherspoon, (Reverend) James (Jimmy):
Childhood friend of Mitchell children who became a Presbyterian
minister; first graduate of Washington College

 


Young, Jennifer: Friend of Peggy Mitchell;
daughter of Joseph

 


Young, Joseph: Mitchell neighbor; father of
Jennifer

 


Young, Robert: Mitchell neighbor

 


 


 



Chapter One

Under the Apple Tree

 


Six-year-old Rebeckah Mitchell sat
cross-legged in the hayloft of the barn. Her older sisters, Peggy
and Ibby, lay next to her, still fast asleep. From her vantage
point looking out the loft door, she could see the sun rising. Its
brilliant light rose ever so slowly behind the tall sycamore trees
that lined the banks of the gently flowing Knob Creek, a short
distance down the hill from the house and barn. The steam that rose
from the spring-fed creek mesmerized the freckle-faced girl as she
watched the vapors drift up into the sky and disappear into the
faint rays of sunlight.

She heard the whinnies and clippity-clop of
horses coming from the direction of Jonesborough. Where could they
be going so early in the morning? Rebeckah hurried to the other
side of the barn, trying not to wake her sisters. She found a
knothole in one of the rough-hewn boards at just the right height
to give her an unobstructed view of two wagons on the road from
town.

Two men rode in a large freight wagon with a
long wooden box in the back, and a man and woman followed in a
carriage. Today isn’t Sunday, Rebeckah thought. Why are
they dressed like they’re going to church? Both turned toward
the Mitchell farm house. Lulubelle, the family’s yellow-haired dog,
began to bark; Elvira, the donkey, brayed; and the white leghorn
chickens started their barnyard chatter as the visitors
approached.

The noise woke sixteen-year-old Peggy, who
said, “What’s happening?”

“We’ve got visitors coming,” Rebeckah
answered.

“Who is it?”

“Don’t know—two wagons coming from town.”

Ibby, who was eight, woke, yawned, and looked
out the hayloft door from high up in the gable of the barn.

“It’s Uncle Samuel and Mr. Miller in the
first wagon.” Ibby slowly stretched her arms up over her head as
far as they would go.

Samuel Fain was married to Rosanna, their
mother’s sister. Peter Miller was a neighbor. Both were elders of
the Salem Presbyterian Church just on the other side of
Jonesborough.

The girls watched through the loft door as
their parents stepped out of the log house to greet the visitors.
Their father, Adam, was holding two-year-old Samuel, and their
mother, Elizabeth, was cradling baby David, who was just weeks
old.

The sisters climbed down from the loft,
brushed the hay off the clothes they had slept in, ran through
Grandmother’s garden, and greeted their uncle with a hug.

Uncle Samuel asked their father, “Where do
you want us to unload your mother’s coffin?”

“For now just put it on the sawhorses in the
barn.”

Reverend Samuel Doak and his wife, Sister
Esther, pulled into the yard in their carriage. Reverend Doak was
not only their pastor at the Salem Presbyterian Church, but he was
also Adam Mitchell’s maternal second cousin and long-time friend,
just four years younger than Adam.

Sister Esther said, “Adam, I am so sorry that
you lost your mother.”

“Grandmother isn’t lost. She’s in the house
in her bed. Isn’t that right, Father?” Rebeckah stood with a hand
on her hip and her head tilted, looking to her father for an answer
that didn’t come.

“Look, everyone,” Sister Esther said. “I’ve
been up since way before daylight cooking. I have here in the back
of our carriage fresh baked biscuits, eggs, ham steak, and red eye
gravy for your grits. Come on now. My Dutch ovens can’t keep
breakfast warm forever. It’s going to be a long day.”

Elizabeth asked Peggy to get the fresh boiled
coffee that was warming on the fireplace hearth inside the
house.

Peggy hesitated at the door for a moment,
dreading to see her grandmother’s corpse. When her mother had asked
her to take Ibby and Rebeckah to the barn last night, she had told
Peggy the end was near for Grandmother Mitchell.

As soon as she entered the house, Peggy
understood why her parents had needed them out of the way. The
furniture had been rearranged, and the long wooden table board
where the family ate every meal had been moved outside. The mirror
over the oak chest was covered with black fabric that her mother
had purchased from Deaderick’s, the new dry goods store in
Jonesborough. Mother said it would remain up until a proper period
of mourning had been observed. I wonder how long that will
be, Peggy thought. How can I comb my hair without a
mirror? Then she reminded herself why the mirror was
covered.

Peggy heard her mother calling, “We need that
coffee out here now. The men are waiting!”

Peggy rushed out and set the large pewter pot
on the table board.

Elizabeth looked at the pot and brushed a
tear from her eye. “Seeing this pot reminds me of being in the
spring house with Mother Mitchell during the Battle of Guilford
Courthouse.”

“So this is the pewter she hid from the
British troops.” Peter Miller said.

“Your mother was a real hero, wasn’t she?”
Sister Esther poured Adam his coffee.

He answered, “When that British officer asked
her to remove herself from the trunk she was sitting on, she
refused to budge. That’s just the way Mother was.”

“And the British didn’t get the pewter so
they couldn’t turn it into musket balls and use it against us!”
Rebeckah, now leaning against her father, finished the familiar
story about her grandmother.

“That’s right,” her father said. “You weren’t
born until the next year, but your mother, sisters, and brothers
were with her in the spring house when Cornwallis’ soldiers found
them.”

“And Robert was hidden behind Grandmother’s
petticoats with your dueling pistol, and he would have fired if the
soldier hadn’t given up and left,” Rebeckah said.

“Robert was just going on fourteen then, but
he would have defended his family. Thankfully he didn’t have to.
After my mother chastised the young officer for harassing an old
woman, he just turned and walked away.”

“Speaking of your firstborn, where is
Robert?” Mr. Miller asked.

“He and William rode out early this morning
towards Little Limestone Creek, and then on to Greene County. They
went to get my sister and brother-in-law, Mary and James Ross, and
their children to escort them back for the burial.”

Mr. Miller said, “That’s a good idea.
There’ll be less chance for an Indian attack with two armed
horsemen escorting their wagon.”

Reverend Doak came out of the house rolling
up his sleeves. He, along with Elizabeth and Sister Esther, had
just finished last minute preparations for the viewing of
Margaret’s body. “On the way here, I asked Elder Mathes to start
tolling the church bell.”

Peter responded, “The congregation has been
praying for Mrs. Mitchell as everyone knows she’s been ailing for
weeks. When they hear the bell ring seventy-seven times, they’ll
know it’s for her. There aren’t any other seventy-seven-year-olds
in these parts.”

“Adam,” Reverend Doak asked, “where is the
spot in your apple orchard that your mother wished to be
buried?”

“This way, Pastor.”

Samuel and Peter, who already had shovels
over their shoulders, followed Adam and the pastor to the
gravesite.

Elizabeth came out of the house and handed
Peggy a bundle of clothes. “Peggy, take the girls down to the creek
and wash up. Then take them back to the hayloft to change.”

Peggy nodded and called her sisters.

The men made good time digging the grave in
the fine sandy loam of the Mitchells’ apple orchard, but the sun
was high when the last spade of red dirt was pitched out of the
ground.

Back at the house, neighbors were arriving
with the few fresh flowers blooming this early in the spring of
1788. These were added to dried flowers scented with pine tar,
cinnamon, and vanilla to help cover the stench of death. All the
doors and windows of the house were open wide, and the fireplace
was snuffed to keep Grandmother Mitchell’s body as cool as possible
until she was laid to rest.

Elizabeth’s brother, John Blair McMachen,
rode up just as the elders returned from digging the grave. “I’m
sorry I wasn’t here to help. I just got back from delivering the
news of Mother Mitchell’s death to the people in Jonesborough.”

Elizabeth hurried to the group of men and
spoke to John Blair, who was still in his saddle. “Please bring
Father to the house. I want him to have some time alone with Mother
Mitchell before the reverend starts the memorial service.”

John Blair nodded. “I’ll bring him right
away.”

Rebeckah, who had been intently listening to
every word the adults said, began to sob. “She isn’t dead! She’s
just sleeping!”

Adam picked Rebeckah up and carried her to
the family table. He asked Peggy to gather the children for a
family talk. Peggy found twelve-year-old John and ten-year-old Adam
at the swimming hole on the creek throwing flat stones, making them
skip as they hit the water. She already had Ibby and Jennett, who
was five, in tow as she approached the table. Samuel held one of
his mother’s apron strings as she stood with baby David in one arm
and the other arm holding Rebeckah close to her side.

Reverend Doak stood out of hearing range
under the shade of a nearby chestnut tree. He nodded to Adam and
Elizabeth, reassuring them of his support. Neighbors and friends
recognized that the family needed to be alone together at this time
and gave them the needed distance. The group of women talked about
how they would miss Margaret’s fall apple-paring socials and her
quilting parties. The men remembered the stories they had heard of
her heroism during the Battle of Guilford Courthouse.

Adam spoke to his family. “Children, we have
lost Grandmother Mitchell. I should have gathered you around me
sooner for this talk. My heart was so sorrowful I just couldn’t
talk to you before now.” He looked at the young girl clinging to
her mother. “Rebeckah, I’m sorry I didn’t explain to you about her
passing.”

Elizabeth hugged Rebeckah tighter. “I
also.”

Rebeckah looked at her parents, her eyes
filled with sadness and questions. “I just don’t understand—Sister
Esther said we lost her; you just said she is passing; the last
time I saw her, Peggy and Mother said she was sleeping. I want to
see her now. Please?”

Adam looked at his wife. Elizabeth nodded her
approval, took Rebeckah by the hand, and led the family to the back
stoop of the house. She asked the rest of the family to wait until
after Rebeckah had seen her grandmother.

Rebeckah looked at the body and then back to
her mother. “Grandmother looks like she’s comfortable now.”

“She is, Rebeckah. Grandmother Mitchell is
now in a better place.” Elizabeth motioned for the other children
to gather at the foot of the bed, which was now completely covered
with flowers.

“A better place? Where?” asked Rebeckah.

“Heaven—where all good Presbyterians go,”
Elizabeth answered.

“How did she get there?” Ibby asked. “It
looks like she’s still on the bed.”

“Her spirit just floated up to heaven,”
Elizabeth said.

“Like on a cloud?” asked Ibby.

“Yes, that’s right. She just floated up on a
cloud.” Elizabeth motioned upward with her hand.

“I saw her leaving early this morning down by
the creek,” Rebeckah said. “She just floated up into the sky.”

Adam and Elizabeth looked at each other but
didn’t question her.

Ibby said, “I didn’t see her.”

“You couldn’t—you and Peggy was asleep. I
watched her from the loft of the barn. She just floated up to
Heaven, pretty as you please, just like Mother said.” Rebeckah
nodded, making a gesture toward the sky with her palms up.

Ibby started to rebut her story but Peggy
shushed her, halting the sibling rivalry.

Adam said, “I’m sorry we didn’t let you see
Grandmother sooner. Your mother and I thought we were doing the
right thing at the time. We should have just told you she had died
and gone to Heaven.”

Peggy, who had been especially close to
Grandmother Mitchell, broke down in tears and reached out to touch
her grandmother’s hand. The family had lived with Mother Mitchell
in Guilford County, and after the battle, her father had brought
Peggy, her brothers William and John, and their grandmother to live
with Aunt Mary and Uncle James Ross. Adam had returned to Guilford
Courthouse, and more than a year passed before the rest of the
family moved over the mountains to Knob Creek.

Throughout the day, the gathering of
neighbors and church members continued to grow in front of the
Mitchells’ log cabin. They were coming up the lane on horseback, on
foot, and in carriages and farm wagons. Uncle Samuel and Mr. Miller
stayed busy greeting the arrivals and letting them know that
Reverend Doak would start the service as soon as the family had
said their goodbyes to their loved one.

John Blair and his brother-in-law William
Fain carried the frail John McMachen, known by family and friends
as Mr. Mac, from his home on the hill overlooking the Mitchell
farm. They crossed their strong arms to make a seat out of their
extended arms and hands for Mr. Mac to sit upon for the trip down
the steep hill and across the road and farm field.

The octogenarian had been one of the first
settlers in the area, who with his only son John Blair, and free
slave Samuel, had homesteaded thousands of acres in the Washington
District. He built one of the first permanent homes at the head of
Knob Creek. Mr. Mac offered his daughter Elizabeth and son-in-law
Adam any of his lands to farm and build a home if they would just
take up residence near him. Mr. Mac promised that he and Margaret
would take good care of the older children until Adam could move
the rest of the family.

The McMachens were so well-known that the
community dropped the Machen part of the name all together. When
people tried to recall the McMachen name, they sometimes came up
with McMahon, McMackin, or some other McM. It didn’t
matter—everyone knew Mr. Mac and his son John Blair.

The crowd cleared the way for Mr. Mac as he
was carried to the deathbed of his dearest friend and
confidant.

Mr. Mac and Mother Mitchell had first met
more than a quarter century earlier when both their spouses were
alive and their children were young. On the banks of the Opequon
Creek near his home in Frederick County Virginia, he and Robert
Mitchell had become instant friends and had decided that Mr. Mac’s
daughter Elizabeth should marry Robert’s son Adam and bear them
many grandchildren. The arrangement didn’t work as the fathers had
planned—Adam chose to marry his childhood sweetheart Jennett
instead. She died three days after giving birth to their son
Robert. Eventually Elizabeth and Adam did get together without
their fathers’ interference. They might not have ended up together
if Mr. Mac hadn’t moved to Guilford County to be near the Mitchell
family after his wife Isabella died.

When the men carried Mr. Mac into the crowded
room, Elizabeth said, “Let’s leave your grandfather to be alone
with Grandmother.”

“No, Elizabeth,” her father protested. “I
think Margaret would have wanted all her family around her in this
little time we have left before she is placed in her coffin.”

Reverend Doak stuck his head in the door.
“It’s getting late, and we should proceed.”

“Would you please wait for Robert and William
to have a few moments with her when they get here?”

“It’s all right, Mother. We’ve been here with
you looking through the window.”

Robert’s voice took Elizabeth by surprise.
The small cabin was so crowded she hadn’t seen her oldest sons or
Adam’s sister Mary.

Mary said, “The pastor is right. We should
start as many of her friends and neighbors have been here for a
long time, waiting to see Mother and pay their respects. Even
Governor Sevier and Judge McNairy are here.”

The family stepped outside after Adam asked
Mr. Mac to stay seated and to do the honor of accepting the
condolences of the mourners as they came through the cabin.

Reverend Doak called the crowd together
around the small porch for prayer and a short eulogy. After the
service, he announced the cabin was open for viewing the body, then
he extended an invitation to the McMachen home for the customary
Scots-Irish wake that evening.

The Mitchell family stood near the entrance
as their family, friends, and neighbors worked their way to the
front of the house. The Governor of Franklin, John Sevier, had
ridden to Knob Creek from his home on the Nolichucky River.

“Thank you for coming, Governor,” Adam said.
“I know that you are busy with the affairs of the state and trying
to settle this Tipton matter.”

“Yes, I have been, but I had to pay my
respects to your mother who did so much for the wounded after the
Battle for Guilford Courthouse. I look forward to saying a few
words about her at this evening’s wake, if I may.”

“Of course you can, Governor. It would be a
great honor.”

“Where is Mr. Mac?”

“Inside next to Mother,” Adam answered.

“I should have known. Side by side till the
end!”

“He’s taking it hard, Governor. He loved her
very much.”

Next in line was newly appointed Judge John
McNairy, whose family had lived near the Mitchells in Guilford
County. He attended the log cabin school for boys taught by David
and Rachel Caldwell. Adam’s oldest sons, Robert and William, were
his classmates. The judge and twenty-one-year-old Robert had been
getting reacquainted in the evenings at Murphy’s Tavern.

Judge McNairy had brought Andrew Jackson, a
friend and fellow lawyer. Both had served their internships
practicing law under attorney Spruce Macay in Salisbury. Judge
McNairy and Andrew had recently rented the loft in Christopher
Taylor’s cabin. With thirteen children in the family, the Taylor
house was cramped. In the evenings, rather than dining with the
family, the attorneys joined Robert and friends at Murphy’s Tavern
for a meal, washed down with several tankards of ale. Mrs. Taylor,
who didn’t need two more at her supper table, appreciated this
arrangement.

However, when her boarders came home a little
tipsy, they tripped over the children asleep on the floor and woke
them, causing Mrs. Taylor anguish. She solved the problem by having
Mr. Taylor build a crude ladder on the outside of the house leading
up to the window of the loft.

By the time the last mourners had passed by
Margaret’s flower-draped body, night was approaching, and the
guests were hungry and ready to celebrate her life in the Celtic
way. The family decided to bury her the next morning at daylight.
The pall bearers assisted Reverend Doak in placing her in the
coffin, which she had purchased along with her burial gown from
Deaderick’s store some months before.

Adam had been perplexed that she purchased a
store-bought coffin as he had always made the coffins for family
members who died.

Elizabeth said, “Adam, this is just your
mother’s way of letting you know how much she loves you. She knew
you and I would be greatly bereaved and have much to do upon her
death. I’m thankful she prepared for her burial, including choosing
the site in the orchard where she wished to be buried.”

The pall bearers nailed the coffin securely
shut and moved it back to the sawhorses in the barn. They left the
large barn doors on each side wide open so the cool of the night
air circulating around the coffin with the addition of fifty pounds
of rock salt inside would preserve the body until morning. They
would take turns staying with her coffin until burial while the
others enjoyed the festivities.

Mr. Mac’s log house stood on a hill
overlooking Knob Creek. The house was large by backwoods standards,
and it had been the first home in the county to have a stone
chimney and shake shingles shipped from Philadelphia. He had built
the large home with the hope that the widowed Margaret would marry
him and share his worldly possessions for the short time that
remained of their lives.

Although she had rejected his marriage
proposal, they had been inseparable during the six years Margaret
had lived in the area. Margaret had her family’s blessing to marry
him if she wished. He and Margaret were both grandparents to Adam
and Elizabeth’s children. Adam thought of him as a father and
sought his advice on major decisions, and Mr. Mac loved his
son-in-law and treated him just like his own son John Blair. But in
spite of all the good reasons for them to marry, Margaret told Mr.
Mac that she loved him as the dearest friend she ever had, but she
could never marry another after the loss of her beloved husband
Robert.

They had traveled about Washington County
together in Mr. Mac’s open carriage made of white limousine oak.
Margaret had accompanied him to social events. They had become a
popular couple and were the center of attention and life of any
party they attended.

Confusion often ensued as Mr. Mac introduced
Margaret as his friend Mrs. Mitchell and then spoke of their
grandchildren. They sat with their children and grandchildren at
church. The children of the Mitchell clan called the couple their
grandparents, which they were, but not in the way people expected.
The couple enjoyed explaining their relationship of so many years
and laughing as they told their stories to the listener. Three of
Mr. Mac’s daughters had married sons of friend and neighbor
Nicholas Fain. At family gatherings and church socials, nearly
fifty grandchildren circled around Mr. Mac, intently listening to
his stories.

The wake was in full swing at the Quarters,
so-called by the residents of the area because during the
Revolution the local militia had stored its munitions and supplies
inside. The Quarters were ideal for the purpose, high on a hill
hidden in the woods. Mr. Mac would be able to see the British
approaching from any direction and was prepared to blow up his own
home should it look like the enemy would find the Patriots’ stores
of war materials.

Mr. Mac had to be put into bed after the
ordeal of the day’s activities. He instructed his daughters and son
to carry on the tradition of a Scots-Irish wake in his absence.

Governor Sevier gave a moving eulogy
describing Margaret’s efforts to comfort the wounded soldiers on
her farm following the Battle of Guilford Courthouse.

John Blair embarrassed Adam and Elizabeth by
telling of the first meeting of the two families at the McMachen
home in Frederick County, Virginia, back in 1762. Both of them were
so enchanted with each other they couldn’t keep their eyes off one
another during dinner or at the next day’s church service at the
Opequon Presbyterian Church. John Blair got very emotional when he
elaborated on how Mother Mitchell had become a part of his family’s
life and that he loved her as he had his own mother, Isabella.

After the eulogies, Adam announced, “Mother
would have wanted us to carry on the Celtic tradition and sing and
dance and rejoice in her life. She loved each and every one of you,
so for her let’s sing, dance, and rejoice.”

Guests helped themselves to food from the
heaping table and to the plentiful libations. The neighbors began
to play dulcimers, fiddles, or whatever instruments they had
brought.

Andrew bowed in front of Peggy, placing his
best foot forward, and asked the surprised girl to dance.

Peggy still grieved, but she was determined
not to let her tears mar the celebration of her grandmother’s life.
She would enjoy the evening, laughing and dancing and having a good
time—no matter how sad she felt inside.

Andrew was not the best-looking young man at
the wake, but he was the best-dressed man she had ever seen. Most
of the men of prominence wore their hair powdered; the powder made
her sneeze uncontrollably. Andrew used no powder and wore his dark
red hair pulled back from his face and cinched at the neck. He was
taller than any man she had ever danced with. He could dance to
whatever the informal ensemble was playing; it didn’t matter the
song, for he could lead and she could follow. She gazed into his
dark blue eyes; he intently gazed into hers. She had never
experienced these feelings dancing with any other man. He was so
graceful in every move that he made—whether it was a waltz or a
Virginia reel.

Peggy began to feel a little woozy. Maybe it
was the applejack. She had to sit down.

Andrew led her to a chair and asked, “Miss
Mitchell, are you all right? Can I bring you something to eat?”

She realized that she hadn’t eaten since the
early morning breakfast prepared by Sister Esther. “Oh, yes,
please.”

While he was gone to get the food, she
thought back over the evening. No one had ever called her Miss
before; it sounded nice. Her cousins and brothers and the boys at
Martin’s Academy just called her Peg. Mr. Jackson treated her like
a lady, and she liked that.

Andrew returned with some pulled pork on a
piece of toast. “You should eat this.”

Soon after she ate, she felt much better.
“Thank you for your thoughtfulness.”

“It was my pleasure to be of service to such
a lovely lady. Would you like to take a walk?”

“Yes, I would, Mr. Jackson.”

“Please call me Andy. That’s what my friends
call me.”

She looked at the couples dancing. “May I
call you Andrew?”

“Call me anything you wish, just not Mr.
Jackson.”

“And you may call me Peggy.”

The couple walked down the hill toward the
Mitchell home and Knob Creek.

Peggy said, “I’d like to show you my favorite
place.”

The approach of Lulubelle, the family dog,
startled Andrew. Peg knelt to pet the yellow-haired canine, whose
tail was wagging rapidly after having missed the usual daily
attention she demanded.

Peggy took Andrew’s hand and said, “This
way,” as she ducked under the dangling branches of a weeping
willow. She dropped his hand when they had to walk single file to
follow a narrow path toward the creek—Peggy in the lead and
Lulubelle at the rear, nosing Andrew in the seat of his britches
every step he took until they reached the creek. At this late hour,
the almost-full moon reflected on the smooth surface of the pond,
and the stars glowed brightly on this clear night.

“I see why this is your favorite place.”
Andrew took her hand again.

Peggy looked down at their clasped hands and
pulled hers back. She’d only intended to guide him to the creek.
“My father and older brothers made this pond. They built a dam out
of limestone boulders; it was hard work and took most of a summer
to finish.”

“I can tell it took a lot of work.”

“Father will start building a grist mill on
this very spot, just as soon as he has enough timber cut and dried.
I like the pond as it is. In the summer, it’s our swimming hole and
where the family bathes. It’s not fair that the boys get to swim
more than the girls.” Her frown turned to a smile. “But I sneak
down alone more often than anyone knows.” She frowned again. “Once
the mill is built, it will never be a place I can come and be
alone.”

“Why is that?”

“My grandfather, Uncle John Blair, and the
Fains and the Millers will all be using the new grist mill. It’s a
joint effort to provide a mill near the farmers east of
Jonesborough.” She sighed. “My poor father and the other farmers
around here have to haul their grain all the way to Little
Limestone Creek to be milled by Michael Bawn. Grain is lost on the
road as well as their time.”

Andrew turned to face her and stepped closer.
“Peggy Mitchell, I envy you.”

She looked at him in surprise. “Why,
Andrew?”

“You have such a close family and so many
friends.” He bent down to pet the dog.

“Don’t you have family?”

He looked up at her from his crouched
position. “No, it’s just me. My father died before I was born, and
the only thing I have to remember him by is his name, which my
mother gave me. I had two older brothers, but they both died at the
hands of the British. My mother died of cholera after her trips by
foot to Camden to secure my release.”

“You were a prisoner of war?”

“Yes.”

She stepped closer to him. “But you’re so
young.”

“I was only thirteen when I was
captured.”

“Did they hurt you?”

“This scar on my face was from a British
officer’s sword.”

“I noticed your scar but had no idea you
received it in combat.”

“It wasn’t combat, Peggy. A British officer
demanded that I clean his muddy boots after he had destroyed my
aunt’s home. I refused, and he took a swing at me with his sword. I
raised my left hand to deflect the blow, but was wounded on my left
hand and face.” Andrew’s lips tightened to a grim line. “I shall
hate the British forever for what they did to me and my
family.”

“I’m sorry for your loss. I didn’t know.”

“Very few people know. John does; he’s my
best friend and now my boss.”

“Your boss? I thought you were an
attorney.”

“I am, but I have been appointed the
prosecuting attorney for the state of North Carolina. John, uh,
Judge McNairy and I will soon head for Nashville to set up one of
the state’s three courts.”

“When will you be leaving?”

“As soon as we’ve recruited enough travelers
to make a caravan large enough to discourage the Indians from
attacking us.”

“Will you be coming back to
Jonesborough?”

“Yes, I must, and so will the judge.
Jonesborough is the county seat of Washington County. We’ll hold
court here four times a year.”

“Where did you grow up?” Peg looked into his
steel-blue eyes.

“On Twelve Mile Creek near Waxhaw where there
are lots of pine trees. My father tried to clear 200 acres and
eventually died of exhaustion.”

“Is that why you’ve chosen to enter the legal
profession rather than farming?”

“I may someday have a farm of my own, but for
now I see a great need for lawyers in the expansion of the West.
I’ve acquired several clients already in Jonesborough since being
admitted to the bar in Washington County.”

Lulubelle started to bark, and in one swift
move, Andrew had drawn a small pistol Peg hadn’t seen concealed in
his waistband.

A man’s voice called, “Andrew, where are
you?”

“Over here by the creek.” Andrew returned the
pistol to its hiding place.

Judge McNairy appeared and nodded at Peggy.
“I apologize for interrupting.” He turned toward Andrew. “The
Taylors left for home some time ago. Remember, Mrs. Taylor is still
mad at us for the last time we came in so late. If we leave now, we
can climb into the loft before they go to sleep and prevent our
eviction.” He turned to Peggy. “I offer my sincere
condolences.”

“I appreciate your coming and bringing
Andrew.” She smiled, surprised to realize that she hadn’t thought
of her grandmother or remembered her sorrow all the time she was
with him.

Andrew asked, “Peggy, when might I have the
pleasure of seeing you again?”

“You can find me this Sunday as every first
Sunday of the month at Salem Church, southeast of Jonesborough.
Just follow the Hominy Branch, and you’ll find it.” She flashed an
impish smile. “They still allow attorneys to go to church in the
State of Franklin, you know. They’re just forbidden from seeking
public office.”

“I’m sure the State of Franklin won’t last
forever, and then attorneys will have a say.”

The judge held out his arm to Peggy. “Come
and let the two best attorneys in Washington County escort you
home.”

As they approached the Mitchell home,
Lulubelle realized something was amiss in the barn. She chased out
Elder Alexander Mathes, who had been watching over Margaret’s
coffin. Andrew and John said good night to Peggy and Elder Mathes
and started toward home.

“Peggy, I know how close you and your
grandmother were,” Elder Mathes said. “I realize that you are in
pain. Is there anything I can do or get for you?”

The smile that had been on Peggy’s face all
evening faded. “Yes, would you let me watch over her for the rest
of the night?”

“I don’t know if I should leave you out here
in the barn alone.”

Looking up at the star-studded sky she said,
“Tonight I can’t think of anywhere else on this earth I’d rather be
than alone with my grandmother and my dog.”

“If that is your desire, my dear Peg. Should
I stay at a close distance in case some Indians come up the creek
looking for trouble?”

“Don’t worry. If anyone comes near, they’ll
have to contend with Lulubelle. She’ll wake the family.”

Mr. Mathes chuckled. “Yes, your Lulubelle can
be heard barking for miles.”

After the elder took his leave, Peggy hugged
the coffin tightly and said good night to her grandmother as she
had every night for as long as she could remember. Sitting on the
ground, her back against one of the legs of the sawhorse, with
Lulubelle’s head on her lap, Peg fell into a deep sleep, dreaming
of the wonderful times she’d had with her grandmother.

At daybreak the family placed Margaret
Mitchell’s coffin gently in her grave under her favorite apple
tree.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

Peggy’s Beau

 


The neighbors around the Knob Creek community
gathered on the first Sunday of April at Adam Mitchell’s farm to
travel in a caravan of wagons for the ten-mile trek to Salem
Presbyterian Church to hear Reverend Doak preach. They traveled
together for safety because Indians had been on a rampage. The
families looked forward to the monthly services and dinner under
the shady grove of trees next to the church.

The well-armed Mitchell boys—Robert, William,
and John—rode on horseback ahead of the family wagon. Adam drove
and Elizabeth held baby David. In the back of the wagon, Peggy,
Ibby, and Rebeckah kept the youngest children—Samuel and
Jennett—occupied petting the black and white kitten Rebeckah had
found in the barn. Samuel and William Fain escorted their families’
wagons. Behind the Fains came Peter Miller and John Blair McMachen
and their families. Along the way, other church members joined the
convoy.

On every Sunday except the first week of the
month, the families in the area met in private homes for Bible
study. Their numbers had grown to the point that the homes were too
small to accommodate the congregation. Next week they would meet in
the new Washington County Courthouse, only half the distance to
Salem Church.

The noise of wagons rolling down Main Street
woke those residents of Jonesborough who were still asleep. Guests
in the town’s only inn opened the shutters and peered out, trying
to determine what all the commotion was about. The worshippers, who
had been laughing and singing at full volume, stopped in front of
the mercantile store where the shopkeeper and his son lived in a
small space above the new business. The Deadericks were invited to
ride in John Blair’s fringe-top carriage, a place of honor for the
church visitors. It would be the first time the German Lutherans
had attended a Presbyterian service.

As the Deadericks climbed into the carriage,
the judge and Andrew rode up to the Mitchells’ wagon.

“Quite a group of Presbyterians,” Judge
McNairy said. “My friend and I would like to accompany you to
church this morning, if we may.”

“We would appreciate your riding with us,”
Adam answered. “When the Indians see the arms you’re bearing,
they’ll think twice before attacking.”

Andrew turned toward the Mitchell wagon and
tipped his hat to Peggy. “Good morning. I’m glad to have an
occasion to see you again.” His manners and tone were polite, but
Adam and Elizabeth saw his wink and Peg’s answering smile. They
realized their daughter had another interested suitor, but this
time she appeared to have an equal interest in the tall, lanky,
red-headed lawyer.

Though she had been named after her
Grandmother Margaret, the family always called her either Peggy or
Peg. All the town’s eligible young men had tried to court Peg, who
was tall and slim, with auburn hair and sparkling green eyes. Adam
rebuffed each of them when they asked permission to call on her
because he and Reverend Doak had already selected the Witherspoon
boy to become Peggy’s husband once he became ordained.

James Witherspoon was a relative of
Presbyterian minister John Witherspoon who had signed the
Declaration of Independence and founded the College of New Jersey.
Samuel and Esther Doak were fond of Jimmy, an outstanding student
at their Martin Academy who, even as a young boy, was determined to
serve God in the ministry of the Presbyterian Church.

Adam liked the idea of having a Presbyterian
minister in the family. That couldn’t happen for some time, though,
because Jimmy was several years younger than Peggy. The pastor had
asked Peggy to tutor the boy after school to keep her time and mind
occupied.

The plan had worked until now. Peg, who had
never shown an interest in any man, was flirting with Andrew as he
sat on his roan stallion smiling at her. Adam hoped she was just
experiencing the same kind of infatuation he had felt the first
time he met Elizabeth. It had seemed intense at the time, but when
he got to know Jennett, he realized how different the feelings of
infatuation and love were. Later, after Jennett’s death, he had
fallen deeply in love with Elizabeth. But that was much later, and
he and Elizabeth had both matured in the meantime. Jackson would be
heading to Nashville soon; Adam hoped the infatuation wouldn’t have
time to develop into anything more serious.

As the wagon pulled ahead, Peggy looked back
at Andrew behind them engulfed in dust from their wagon. She
brushed at her skirt, smoothed it with her hand, and then sat up
straighter. On previous trips, she had ridden Cherokee sidesaddle.
She’d wanted to do so this Sunday, but Mother had insisted she ride
in the wagon to help with her younger siblings since Grandmother
was no longer here to help. Peggy had prevailed on her father to
tether her saddled horse behind the wagon, suggesting Cherokee
would be a back-up in the event one of the other horses in the
convoy became lame. Adam knew the real reason she insisted on
bringing her horse was that she hoped for an opportunity to ride
with the boys after the potluck dinner.

When the group reached the church, they were
greeted cordially at the door by the tall, broad-shouldered
Reverend Doak. The men respectfully removed their hats, but not
their weapons. The pastor’s long rifle leaned against the lectern,
ready for any Indian hostilities that might occur during the church
service or dinner on the grounds. The pews were made of long pine
logs, which had been laboriously split by the broadax of Elder
Mathes. The chair legs were wooden chestnut branches turned by
Adam’s foot-operated lathe, which he had rigged from a discarded
spinning wheel.

Even with the new pews, there wasn’t enough
seating for everyone on the first Sunday of each month. The
children gathered in front and sat on the rough-hewn wooden floor
directly below the pastor’s lectern. The younger men lined the side
and back of the church, leaning against the log walls, propping a
leg up now and then, and shifting their weight from one leg to the
other. Some preferred to stand rather than sit on the hard
pews.

The soon-to-be-forty-year-old preacher was
the son of Scots-Irish immigrants Samuel and Jane Mitchell Doak.
Jane was Adam’s aunt. Samuel Doak, Jr., born on the first day of
August 1749, was their third son.

At age sixteen, Samuel Jr. knew he wanted to
preach the Gospel. He spent the next ten years in ministerial
studies and received his bachelor’s degree from The College of New
Jersey in the spring of 1775.

Samuel married Esther H. Montgomery of
Virginia, a sister of his good friend and classmate John
Montgomery, on November 30, 1775. He preached his first sermon in
the area from horseback to a group of woodsmen felling trees on the
Little Limestone Creek not far from where he later built his
church.

Many in the congregation remembered his
sermon at Sycamore Shoals on September 26, 1780 before “The Over
the Mountain Men” left for the Revolutionary War Battle at Kings
Mountain. Reverend Doak comforted not only the volunteers but the
families who came to say goodbye to their loved ones—many of whom
would return with injuries or would not return at all.

On this Sunday, Reverend Doak preached on
reconciliation. The past four years of political upheaval in
Franklin had splintered the community and his church. Some members,
loyal Franklinites, wished to break away from the State of North
Carolina and form the State of Franklin. Others, so-called Antis,
did not want to form a separate state government, while some
vacillated according to the political winds of the moment. The
controversy over the issue of the separate State of Franklin had
escalated to the point of an armed rebellion—neighbor against
neighbor—with several killed and many wounded.

The General Assembly of North Carolina had
met at Hillsborough on April 19, 1784, and voted to cede the
state’s western land to the provisional federal government. This
action left the residents of the ceded land without representation
or protection from the Indians, who had received many promises from
North Carolina that would not be fulfilled.

The pastor began his sermon. “The State of
Franklin is no more, gone forever. We have lost church members John
Smith and Sheriff Jonathan Pugh, killed by neighbors who were once
their friends over a state that never was. I have spoken with
Governor Sevier. His term of office expired last month; he has
ceased to act in the capacity of governor of the State of
Franklin.

“The purpose of forming Franklin has passed
since the mother state’s repeal of the Cession Act. Governor Sevier
has sent correspondence to the state capital asking for all
hostilities against the Franklinites to halt until the next North
Carolina Assembly meets. He promised that we, the citizens of what
was the State of Franklin, will honor and obey the deliberations
and actions of that body forevermore and pray peace and order may
immediately take place in Washington, Greene, and Sullivan
Counties.”

The pastor used the fifth chapter of 2
Corinthians as the text for his sermon on reconciliation. He read,
“And all things are of God, who hath reconciled us to himself by
Jesus Christ, and hath given to us the ministry of
reconciliation.”

The congregation prayed that peace be
restored in their church and the community between the Tipton and
Sevier camps once and for all time.

Jimmy Witherspoon, the pastor’s protégé, had
done an excellent job this morning leading the congregation in the
Lord’s Prayer without a stutter. He stood beside his mentor shaking
hands as the congregation exited through the only door of the
church. The boy beamed with pride at the compliments he was
receiving from well-wishers. Even his mother, who could be quite
critical of her son, gave him a slight nod of approval.

Peggy watched Andrew out of the corner of her
eye as he masterfully and patiently maneuvered into line directly
behind her and her best friend, Jennifer Young. Jennifer had seen
Andrew and Peggy exchange longing looks all during church,
communicating only with their eyes. Seated between them, Jennifer
could sense the strong attraction.

“Who is he?” she whispered.

“Don’t worry. I’ll introduce you properly at
the appropriate time,” Peggy answered, also in a whisper. As they
moved forward in line to stand before the pastor and their younger
classmate from Martin Academy, they felt giddy. They wanted to
compliment Jimmy yet impress Peggy’s new suitor at the same
time.

Peggy looked Jimmy directly in the eyes.
“Your enunciation and diction during the Lord’s Prayer has improved
so dramatically. I’m proud of you.” She gave him a quick kiss on
the cheek.

The lovely, blue-eyed blonde Jennifer gave
him a sisterly hug.

The freckle-faced boy turned the color of a
large ripe peach. He tried to speak, but managed only to bob his
head up and down. His lips turned blue, and he began to wheeze.

Pastor Doak said, “Jimmy, why don’t you go
get a drink of water? The line is almost to the end anyhow.”

Jimmy nodded, coughing as he walked toward
the well in back of the log structure.

Peg looked at the pastor, her forehead
wrinkled. “What did we say to embarrass him so?”

“It wasn’t the message,” answered Reverend
Doak. “Jimmy is just shy and fragile, especially around people he
looks up to. Don’t worry. He’ll be over this in a few moments. Go
and enjoy this beautiful day God has given us.”

The girls moved on so the next person in line
could speak to the minister.

“Reverend Doak, my name is Andrew Jackson. I
enjoyed your sermon and appreciate the way you’re trying to defuse
the turmoil in the Tipton and Sevier matter.”

“Yes, it’s difficult for the church as both
John Tipton and John Sevier are long-time members, serving together
on the board of trustees of our school.” The minister placed his
left hand on Andrew’s shoulder and shook his right hand. “Enough of
that, Mr. Jackson. I have heard a great deal about you. It’s good
to hear that you came this morning to hear the Word of God and not
just admire the young maidens who have held your attention so
intently.” He nodded toward Peggy and Jennifer.

“Both have brought me here, sir. It’s been a
long time since I’ve been able to attend a Presbyterian
service.”

“You are Presbyterian?”

“My mother was very much a believer and read
the Bible every day of her short life.”

“Is that so?”

“She wanted so much for me to go to school
and be a Presbyterian minister.”

“Why didn’t you?”

“It’s a long story, Reverend, and before I
depart for Nashville, I would like very much to tell you. Perhaps
you would baptize me.”

“I would like that.” The pastor gave Andrew
one of his bear hugs, patting him on the back.

Jennifer and Peggy had not moved far from the
door of the church, staying in sight of Andrew.

“Tell me all about him,” Jennifer
demanded.

“His name is Andrew Jackson. He’s a lawyer
staying with the Taylor family in their loft, as is Judge John
McNairy who grew up near our home in Guilford Courthouse.”

“Seeing as you already have the affection of
Mr. Jackson, what can you tell me about Judge McNairy? Is he
married? How old is he?”

Peggy smiled at her friend. “He’s a bachelor
about five years older than my brother Robert.”

“That would make him about twenty-six,
wouldn’t it?”

“Shh—Andrew’s coming this way.”

Andrew bowed at the waist. The local mountain
men seeing him greet the women so respectfully looked at each other
in surprise at his charm with the fairer sex. Everyone could see
Jackson’s impeccable manners impressed the girls.

“Peggy, I’ve been waiting for the opportunity
to speak to you.”

“I have to you also, Andrew. But first let me
introduce you to my good friend, Jennifer Young.”

Andrew looked deep into Jennifer’s sparkling
blue eyes. “Beauty attracts beauty, I see. It is an honor to make
your acquaintance. Madame Young, I presume?”

“No, like Peggy, I am unmarried.”

“Then you must be the young maiden,” he
emphasized the word young, “that I have heard so much about.”

Jennifer gave him a dazzling smile. “You are
so witty, Mr. Jackson. It is my pleasure to meet you.” She curtsied
and extended her hand for Andrew to kiss.

Peggy gave her friend a look, as if warning
her to stop flirting with her beau.

“Andrew, will you be joining us for the
potluck dinner?” Peggy asked.

“I didn’t bring anything to share.”

“That doesn’t matter. You are a guest and so
is Judge McNairy if he would like to join us.”

“It looks like John is holding court again.”
Andrew looked over at his friend under the elm tree. “He’s most
likely trying to explain the new court system to the church
elders.”

“What court system?”

“The one I told you about by the pond at your
grandmother’s wake.”

“By the pond?” Jennifer wore a teasing smile
as she looked at Peggy.

Andrew ignored the interruption. “The courts
that Judge McNairy and I will be setting up here and in Davidson
County.”

“Where is Davidson County?” Peggy asked.

“About 200 miles west of here in the bend of
the Cumberland River Valley, where we will build the courthouse at
a place called Nashville.”

Sister Esther presided over the serving table
made of wide planks stretched between two farm wagons pulled up end
to end. She supervised the placement of the numerous Dutch ovens,
skillets, wooden vessels, and kegs of liquid refreshments. She
motioned to her husband that the women were ready to start serving
the food that included rabbit stew, smoked ham, venison, and fresh
garden vegetables, with johnnycakes for dessert.

The sound of the ringing church bell let the
children who had wandered to the Hominy Branch know that dinner was
about to be served. They ran up the hill to join the adults
gathered around the minister standing in one of the wagons.

“Let us pray and bless this bountiful feast
and the new friends that have come today. It’s a lovely spring day,
the warmest in some time. If there is anyone that has a need to be
baptized or to reaffirm their faith, this would be a good time and
place to do it.” He looked expectantly toward Andrew, but it
appeared he was not ready to heed the call.

Peggy, Jennifer, and Andrew went through the
line and took their food to the quilt Peggy had spread out on the
green grass of a gentle hill. Andrew motioned his friend over to
join them. He introduced John to Jennifer and started to introduce
Peggy.

“Remember, I’ve known Peggy since her birth
back in Guilford Courthouse.”

Peggy said, “I’ve been told that since we
left the community has really grown.”

“Yes, it has. And it was renamed Martinsville
after Governor Martin shortly after Cornwallis surrendered at
Yorktown.”

“My memory of Guilford County is not a
pleasant one.” Peggy gazed off in the distance remembering how the
noise and smoke of war had frightened her as a nine-year-old girl.
Her mind flashed back to the night after the battle. Shuddering,
she once again remembered hearing the cries of the injured and
dying of both armies as they writhed in pain in the farm fields
below her home. She vividly recalled seeing the bodies, smelling
the stench of death, and witnessing the destruction left by the
invading army. She put down her plate, no longer hungry.

“Peggy, are you all right? You look—”

She cut Andrew off with a change of subject.
“Where did you find that beautiful roan stallion you ride so
well?”

“I acquired Waxhaw from a farmer in Salisbury
in exchange for perfecting a land title on some property.” His face
lit in a smile. “When I first laid eyes on the colt and studied his
composition, I knew that he would grow into a stallion of
quality.”

“Where did you acquire your equestrian
interest?” Peggy asked.

“When I was a young lad, my Uncle James
Crawford had horses and taught me to ride. At thirteen, I began
scouting for the rebel militia around Waxhaw and eventually started
to courier dispatches and messages for the officers.”

“Did you name Waxhaw in honor of your home
district?” Jennifer asked, trying to get into the conversation.

“Yes, as I want to always remember where I
came from.” He turned back toward Peggy. “I hope someday to have a
nice horse farm and to breed horses for speed.”

Jennifer and John looked at each other.
Andrew and Peggy seemed to have forgotten there were other people
sitting on the quilt.

Peggy asked, “Do you like to race
horses?”

“I can think of very few things as
exhilarating as a horse race, especially when I win.”

“Is that so? Would you like to go for a
ride?” Peggy stood and brushed grass from her skirt.

“I would like that very much, especially if
you will ride behind me.”

Peggy shook her head. “No, thank you. I have
my horse Cherokee tied to the wagon.”

“That magnificent bay mare is yours?”

“Yes. Grandfather Mac gave me Cherokee when I
was twelve years old; she was just a yearling then.”

“That’s quite a horse for a young lady to
ride.” Andrew rose from the blanket. “You ride her sidesaddle, I
assume.”

She motioned for him to follow her the short
distance to the wagon.

Neither Andrew nor Peggy heard John and
Jennifer tell them goodbye.

“Have you seen the falls in the bend of the
Nolichucky yet?” Peggy asked.

“No, I haven’t.”

“Then I’ll show you.”

Andrew assisted Peggy up onto the limestone
upping block. She pulled herself onto the side of Cherokee’s saddle
gracefully. Her older brothers Robert and William, who were
standing nearby, laughed at the show their sister was putting
on.

“Can you believe her?” William asked.

“Peggy doesn’t need a upping block or anyone
helping her,” Robert said.

Elizabeth overheard her sons’ comments. “You
behave and don’t embarrass your sister. But I think you need to
follow them.”

“You don’t trust them alone together?”
William asked.

“It’s not that. But with the Indians acting
up, you should keep them within sight. Take your rifles—and be
careful.”

Robert looked over to the judge sitting on
the quilt. “You want to go?”

“No.” He lay back on the patchwork quilt. “I
think I’ll just stay here and bask in the sun and the brilliance of
Miss Young.”

Robert said, “I don’t blame you.” He nodded
toward Peggy and Andrew. “I can see Cherokee is ready to be ridden,
and Peggy is ready to ride.”

“There she goes,” William said as the
brothers found a good vantage point on a high vista overlooking the
meadow below. “She’s about to make her signature switch.”

Peggy headed across an open field still in
the side stirrups, with Andrew slightly behind her. As soon as they
were out of sight of the church, Peggy put her full weight on the
left stirrup and raised her right leg up and over the saddle,
making the change from sidesaddle to cross saddle without slowing
her mount.

Andrew and Peggy stopped at a flowing spring
on the Little Limestone Creek to water the lathered horses. When
Peggy dismounted with ease, Andrew realized she needed no
assistance from him.

“Peggy, you ride quite well for a woman.”

Her face turned red. “Why do all men think
that a woman should walk or ride in a buggy?”

“I meant no harm.”

“I know.” She took a deep breath. “I’m sorry
I let my Scots-Irish temper flare.”

“That Scots-Irish temper is becoming on you.
I did enjoy watching you switch riding positions in your dress with
Cherokee in full gallop.”

This time her face flushed with
embarrassment. “Not very lady-like, I suppose.” She looked deep
into Andrew’s blue eyes.

“I never saw my mother ride a horse—most
likely as she didn’t have one, yet you remind me so much of her.”
He seemed lost in thought for a few seconds. “She could do anything
a man could do, but she also knew when to act as a lady.”

“Does that mean you think I don’t know how to
act like a lady?”

“No, I said you’re like my mother, who could
do anything a man could do but still knew how to act like a lady. I
love to watch you ride with your hair blowing in the wind. You look
so natural and at ease in the saddle.”

His smile made Peggy want to melt in his
arms. He pulled her gently toward him as he lightly stroked her
auburn hair. They gazed into each other’s eyes as they drew closer
together until their lips met for the first time. Peggy drew back,
unsure of her feelings. She’d been kissed before—but not like this.
Andrew leaned further toward her and continued to kiss her as she
pulled away.

She didn’t understand what was happening, but
it reminded her of the woozy feeling she got after a cup of
Grandmother’s applejack. She savored that feeling, and she liked
Andrew. She tentatively started to return the kiss.

The sound of approaching horses interrupted
the romantic moment. Andrew instinctively took Peggy’s hand and
grabbed the reins of both horses. He led them across the creek,
wading in the shallow water and toward a thicket on the opposite
bank. Andrew put his finger to his lips, reminding Peggy to be
quiet. She put an arm around Cherokee’s neck and her other hand on
the animal’s nose in an effort to keep the horse from making any
sound. Her effort failed as Cherokee picked up the scent of her
stablemates carrying Robert and William.

Seeing her brothers, Peggy stepped out of the
thicket into the shallow creek. “Were you following us?” She stood
in the running water of the creek with her hands on her hips.

“No, it’s just that it’s getting late and
will soon be dark. Mother asked us to round everyone up for the
long ride home.”

Peggy put both hands on the saddle horn and
pulled herself up on Cherokee. “Let’s not keep the family
waiting.”

She gave Andrew a nod and headed back toward
the church. They met up with the caravan already headed toward
home. Elizabeth had made a pallet of quilts for her youngest
children in the back of the wagon. Since the tired youngsters would
sleep on the way home, Peggy could ride Cherokee alongside Andrew.
They dropped back some distance from the noise and dust of the
wagons where they could talk.

Andrew said, “I really enjoyed this day with
you and dread to see it come to an end. When will I see you
again?”

“If you wish to continue seeing me, you
should ask permission from Father.”

“Do you think he’ll approve?”

She turned slightly in the saddle to look at
him. “I think so. He didn’t stop me from riding with you this
afternoon.”

“You do know that your brothers were
following us the entire time, don’t you?”

“They were?”

“Yes, they were in my eyesight most of the
time.”

“Watching?”

He nodded. “Yes, the whole time.”

“Damn them!”

Andrew looked at her.

“Don’t look so shocked. I hear the men use
‘damn’ all the time. It’s probably about as ladylike as the way I
ride.” She snorted. “Did they see us kiss?”

“Most likely.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” She slowed
Cherokee’s pace.

Andrew slowed his horse to stay even with
her. “Would you have so graciously returned my kiss had you known
your brothers were watching?”

“Certainly not!”

“Then there is your answer.”

“You are a scoundrel, Mr. Jackson.” She shook
her head but smiled as she spurred Cherokee toward a clump of
trees. Andrew chased after her, both laughing loud enough to be
heard by the rest of the travelers.

“Where do you think they’re going?” Adam
asked Elizabeth, who was attempting to nurse baby David as the
wagon bounced along the rough road to Jonesborough.

“For a little privacy, I suppose.” She raised
her voice to be heard over the sounds of the wagon, straining to
direct the crying baby’s mouth to her breast.

“What do you think of this fellow Andrew
Jackson?”

“I like him. There’s something about him I’ve
seen in only one man before.”

“And just who is that one man?”

“When I was about Peggy’s age, we were living
in Frederick County, Virginia. Father’s friend Patrick Henry came
to visit for a few days. Father had invited him to speak to some of
the leaders of the county. I’ve never heard anyone speak with such
persuasion—he convinced many a Tory in Virginia to become a Whig.
Mr. Jackson and Mr. Henry both have the same aura of grandeur and
speak as if they’re royalty.” She shifted on the hard seat as the
baby’s mouth found its target and the crying quieted.

“Lawyer hogwash if you ask me,” Adam
replied.

“Well, Mr. Henry became the Governor of
Virginia and signed the Declaration of Independence. That’s not
hogwash.”

“Andrew Jackson will never be a man of the
stature of Patrick Henry.”

“Time will tell.” Elizabeth watched the young
couple racing through the woods back toward the wagons, reminding
her of when she and Adam first met back in Virginia so long
ago.

Peggy had led Andrew into the woods where she
had given him a teasing kiss while still on horseback. Then she
galloped off toward the group of travelers just as they entered
Jonesborough to drop off Mr. Deaderick and his son.

“Robert, make sure everyone stays together
till we get to Knob Creek.” Adam nodded toward Peggy and
Andrew.

“I understand and will pass the word to
everyone.”

Robert whirled around and rode over to the
young couple. “Will you help me keep the wagon train tight?” he
asked Andrew. “The next few miles are thick with timber, and a
raiding party of Indians could be lurking at any bend in the road.
William and I will go ahead, and the Fains will protect our
rear.”

After looking around to make sure the wagons
were close together, Andrew rode up to Adam’s side of his wagon.
“Mr. Mitchell, can we talk?”

“What about?”

Peggy stayed well back so she wouldn’t be
drawn into the conversation.

“I would like your permission to call on your
daughter Peggy.”

“I think it would be best if we had this
discussion in private.”

“Very well, Mr. Mitchell.” Andrew looked
straight at Peggy’s father. “When can we meet for a discourse on
the matter of my courtship of your daughter?”

“The evening is young, and there’s still some
daylight left. Why don’t you follow us home? We can talk in the
barn away from everyone.”

“Then I shall follow you to your farm.”

Though she was too far away to be included in
the conversation, Peggy was close enough to hear what was said. She
was impressed with the manner in which Andrew approached her
father. He wasn’t shy or afraid of Adam like so many of her suitors
had been. She even thought her father seemed impressed with
Andrew’s forthright request. But she could never really gauge what
Father was thinking—he was so stoic and said so little.

I wonder if he has terrible memories of the
battle as I have. On the front line with the Guilford County
Militia, he saw many of his friends killed and injured, and Trapper
John just disappeared standing next to him.

“Damn, I hate war,” she muttered.

Andrew, who had ridden back to her side,
asked, “What did you say?”

“Nothing. I was just thinking out loud.”

Andrew gave her a teasing smile. “Thinking
out loud in that unladylike language again.” His voice became more
serious. “I need to drop back to tell John, I mean Judge McNairy,
that I’ll be riding on to Knob Creek with you.”

After Andrew had told his friend of the
change of plans, he and Peggy rode side by side until the Mitchell
wagon turned into the lane toward their home. The McMachen and Fain
families called out their goodbyes and continued on toward the
Quarters.

“Stop, Father! Stop the wagon,” Peggy
yelled.

“What’s the matter?”

“Something’s wrong. Lulubelle always meets us
at the road.”

“Peg, you’re right.” Adam looked around. “And
where is Elvira?” He motioned Robert closer and whispered, “Go
quickly, and bring the men back quietly. Tell them something is
amiss here at my cabin.”

Adam climbed down from the buckboard and said
softly, “Everyone stay quiet. Elizabeth, take the children to the
Quarters for safety. Peggy, you go with them.”

“I will not.” She didn’t raise her voice, but
her determination came through. “I must find Lulubelle.”

“It’s not safe, Peggy,” her father
insisted.

“I’m staying.”

Adam looked at Andrew. “Are you sure you want
to court my strong-willed daughter?”

Andrew and William worked their way around to
the back of the house while Adam approached the front door. He
listened for any noise coming from the house, but the only sound
was the croak of a nearby tree frog. He kicked open the front door,
gun in hand. The house was empty.

He went back to the door and said, “No one is
here.” Then he lit a candle as the sun was setting behind the tall
trees, casting long shadows that made the cabin dark inside.

The candlelight revealed the severed head of
a duck and a fish strung on a piece of leather from the mirror over
the oak chest. Next to the chest was a uniquely carved walking
stick. It had etched designs of beaver, deer, and fish that
appeared to be carved by Indians. A white rag was tied to its
handle.

Peggy and Andrew began to look for Lulubelle
and Elvira. The other farm animals seemed to be unmolested.

William pointed to the tannery door, which
was open. He entered carefully, then called “Bring me a light.”

Adam appeared with a rag lamp. About
one-fourth of their tanned beaver pelts were missing.

Elizabeth and the children returned with the
neighbors. The children looked for Lulubelle, calling out the name
of the yellow-haired dog. Elizabeth discovered a bag of corn meal
had been opened; half of its contents were gone.

Captain John Fain, a trained government
Indian fighter on leave, had arrived with the group from the
Quarters.

Adam asked, “What do you think of this,
John?”

“Most unusual, very unlike any Indian raid
I’ve seen.”

“What do you mean?”

“For one thing, there’s very little damage.
You know the Quarters were attacked twice by the Cherokees before
you came west. John Blair and Mr. Mac were warned by a friendly
tribe of half-breeds hunting on the creek; the McMachens fled to
Wolf Hills and stayed with us for a while. The Cherokees did a
great deal of damage to Mr. Mac’s property. Fortunately we had a
lot of rain, and their attempts to burn the Quarters failed.”

Adam nodded. “I remember Mr. Mac describing
how they destroyed his garden, pillaged the spring house, and
killed his farm animals.”

“It wasn’t like this raid at all. They don’t
seem to be trying to scare you off, and there’s no rage that I can
see.”

“What about Lulubelle and Elvira?”

“I don’t know.” He looked around and signaled
his brothers to join them. “Tonight we will post a watch, rotating
every two hours. I’m sorry I didn’t hear or see anything from the
Quarters. I do remember hearing Lulubelle taking on, but when she
stopped yelping after a short time, I just assumed she’d run off a
varmint.”

As the Fain brothers were organizing their
watch, Adam heard Peggy calling from the creek below the house.

“Father, come quickly.”

“I’m coming,” he answered. I hope she
didn’t find Lulubelle or Elvira slaughtered, he thought as he
ran to the creek.

“The pond—it’s gone!” Peggy said, looking at
her father as if he could explain where it went.

Adam saw that most of the water had
disappeared from the pond. “How did that happen?”

Andrew answered, “Whoever started this
mischief pulled the huge boulders from your dam. It could have only
been done with brute force, a strong farm animal like your jenny.”
He put his arms around Peggy’s shoulders. “Adam, if you find these
heathens, I’ll see that they’re hung.”

Joseph Young, Jennifer’s father, and Peter
Miller showed up with their boys after hearing of the Indian
raid.

Someone in the crowd hollered, “Let’s go kill
some damn Indians.”

“Not tonight,” Captain Fain said. “I’ll lead
you tomorrow at daybreak. It’s not wise to go hunting for Indians
at night. Go home and get some sleep now. Come back in the morning
with supplies for at least a week and as much ammunition as you can
carry.”

Judge McNairy arrived with Mr. Taylor, who
said, “Andrew, we should all go home. My wife and children are
there alone. We’ll need to set up a watch of the premises tonight
as the Fain and Mitchell families have.”

It was late by the time the neighbors
departed, grumbling about the mischief perpetrated on the Mitchells
by the Indians. Elizabeth started to remove the dead fish and the
duck head from the mirror.

“Would you please just leave everything as
you found it until morning?”

“That fish already smells pretty strong,” she
protested.

“Just till daylight,” Adam said. “I need to
think this through and try to make sense out of what the intruders
did, but more important what they didn’t do.”

Adam lay awake in bed thinking. A dead fish,
a duck’s head, a walking stick with a white rag tied to it. It just
doesn’t make sense.

He rolled over to face his wife. “Elizabeth,
why would they go to the trouble of draining the pond?”

“Maybe they needed the water downstream.”

“They could have taken all the beaver pelts,
but they only took about a fourth. Lulubelle and Elvira are both
missing. They’re trying to tell me something.”

Elizabeth turned away from him. “I am telling
you something. Go to sleep now! We’re safe, and that’s what
matters.”

Peggy and Rebeckah cried themselves to sleep
worrying about the fate of their beloved Lulubelle. They hoped that
when morning came they would find her on the back stoop, as always
guarding the Mitchell household from the varmints and spooks of the
night.

 


 


 



Chapter Three

Crisis on Knob Creek

 


Adam walked the banks of Knob Creek before
sunrise, looking for the trail of the culprits who had destroyed
the mill pond. He was determined to find the tracks before the
local militia arrived and trampled them. He found where Elvira had
dug into the ground as she strained to pull the boulders loose from
the dam. She’d worked so hard helping Adam and his boys place the
boulders where they were, Adam thought it a shame that she was
forced to undo their hard work.

Captain Fain and his brothers Samuel and
William found Adam on the trail about 150 yards downstream from
where the dam had been.

“Are you planning to go after the Indians by
yourself?” Captain Fain asked Adam.

“No, I was waiting for you and your brothers.
Did you see the tracks they left?”

“Yep. It looks like four on foot and one
mounted leading your jenny. Did you notice how they’ve snapped a
twig from a bush every so often?”

“Yes, they’ve a left a trail that’s too easy
to follow. Even where an Indian would normally cross a creek to
hide their tracks, they didn’t. It sure looks like that whoever did
this wants me to find them.”

“No doubt about it,” Captain Fain agreed.

Adam turned his eyes from the creek to his
brother-in-law. “Do you think they’re trying to lure me into an
ambush?”

“It’s possible, but the flag of peace left
inside your cabin leads me to believe they don’t intend to harm
you. It wasn’t just dropped there—the flag was tied neatly.”

“And what a magnificently carved walking
stick it was tied to,” Samuel said.

Adam appeared deep in thought but nodded his
head in agreement.

The Indian fighter added, “Had they intended
you harm, they would have raided the cabin while you were there,
scalped the entire family, and burned your buildings as a warning
to other settlers.”

Adam winced at the thought. “I think I’ll
just follow the tracks they left for me and find out who they are
and what they want.” He looked down the clearly marked trail.

“I agree. But you should have a force of
militiamen behind you just in case. I’ve already sent my oldest
son, Nicholas, to Greasy Cove to apprise Colonel Love of the
situation and to request as many men as he can muster to protect
the residents of Knob Creek from these Indians.”

By the time Adam and the Fain men walked back
to the Mitchell home, nearly every able-bodied neighbor had
arrived, armed and prepared for a long ride. Elizabeth had packed a
haversack for Adam and her sons.

Adam wolfed down the cold breakfast his wife
had made earlier. The captain joined him at the family table to
discuss their options.

As Elizabeth sat in silence beside Adam, her
mind drifted into the past. She remembered so well that cold March
morning seven years ago when Adam had gone to war. She fed him a
good breakfast, then they said their goodbyes and Adam rode off
with Nathanael Greene’s troops to fight the British. Today her boys
would be leaving, too, possibly to fight alongside their
father.

Adam said, “John, I know you’ve fought many
Indian battles and you know what you’re doing. But I want to find
out what this is about before you bring the troops down on
them.”

“Do you have a plan?”

“I want to follow the trail they’ve marked so
well. I’ll carry the flag of peace and won’t carry any arms. I
don’t want any militia in sight, but would like you, your brothers,
and my sons to follow at a distance in case I get in trouble.”

Outside someone hollered, “Let’s go kill some
Injuns.”

Another yelled, “What the hell are we waiting
for?”

Adam shook his head. “See what I mean?”

“I sure do,” the Captain answered.

“Please tell the neighbor men nothing is
going to happen today—we’re going to wait for Colonel Love and his
troops before going after the raiders. Thank them for coming and
tell them to go home and wait for word from us.” Adam looked John
in the eyes. “Then just the six of us will follow the trail to
where it takes us.”

“I know the colonel wouldn’t approve of your
plan, so remember, I didn’t agree to it.”

Adam nodded. “I understand you have a sworn
duty as an Indian fighter to protect the settlers from attack. I
wouldn’t ask you to do this if I didn’t have a strong feeling that
no one is in any danger.”

John went outside and told the volunteers to
go home until he heard from Colonel Love.

Elizabeth slowly rose from the table, removed
her apron, and hung it on a kitchen peg. She stood there for a
moment, holding on to the peg with both hands, staring at the bare
wall. She took a deep breath then whirled around to face Adam. Her
green eyes flashed as she leaned into his face. “What in the world
are you thinking? You have fifty good men outside, ready and able
to go after these renegades. Instead, you are sending them away so
you can go after these red warriors with only our sons and their
uncles.”

Adam stepped back and held up his hands in
front of her. “Elizabeth!” He placed his finger over his lips, then
motioned with his hands for her to keep her voice down. “The
neighbors will hear you. What’s got into you, anyway? You’re
screaming like a banshee!”

“I cannot stay quiet, knowing you plan to go
after the Indians with only my sisters’ husbands and my sons. It’s
bad enough that you put your own life in jeopardy, but the lives of
our boys? I will not allow it.”

Captain Fain poked his head in the door, then
stepped in cautiously as he had learned to do when one of the
McMachen women was riled. “Elizabeth, may I say something?
Please?”

“Say what you want, John. It won’t change my
mind about my husband’s foolish plan.” She crossed her arms and
glared at him.

“Elizabeth.” His voice was gentle. “Adam and
I have good reason to believe these Indians just want to talk to
us. Look.” He pointed to the corner where the walking stick with
the white flag attached leaned against the chest. “They left a flag
of peace for Adam to carry, and it looks like they marked every
step of the way to their camp. Adam is correct—it would be wrong to
bring the wrath of the militia down on them.”

Robert, familiar with his mother’s temper,
entered the cabin slowly. “Mother, take a look at me. What do you
see?”

“My son that I love.”

“Have you noticed I’m now twenty-one years
old and a grown man? I’m taller than Father or Uncle John.”

William stuck his head in the door. “Mother,
I’m seventeen and will soon be joining the militia with Uncle John.
Your boys have grown up.” He looked behind him. “The horses are
getting restless, and we’re wasting time.”

Captain Fain said, “William is right. We’d
best be going.”

“Would you all please leave Elizabeth and me
alone for a moment?” Adam asked. “I’ll be right out.”

After the others left, Elizabeth took several
quick breaths and nodded her head. “You and the boys always know
how to convince me you’re right.” Her voice took on a determined
edge. “Adam, you’d better not let those Indians touch a hair on my
boys’ heads.” She took another deep breath, then patted Adam’s
cheek. “Peggy and I will take the children to the Quarters. I’ll
try to comfort Nancy. She worries so when the captain is away
chasing the Indians.”

“Tell your father I’ll give him a full report
on my return.” Adam swatted her behind as he started out the
door.

Elizabeth grabbed his arm and turned him back
to face her, causing him to stumble a little. She kissed him.
“Please be careful, my love.”

Adam tightened his embrace. “We’ll come home
safely. Assure your father and Nancy—and yourself—of that.”

The Mitchell and Fain men gathered at the
creek and started down the trail left by the Indians. The sun beat
down, and the air was still. They rode slowly, their eyes straining
to search the long shadows of the woods for movement.

After a couple of hours, the men heard
Elvira’s hee-haw coming from the other side of the creek. Her
braying grew louder when she caught Adam’s scent.

He handed his long gun and the reins of his
horse to Robert, then he placed his handgun, knife, and tomahawk
into the haversack tied to his saddle horn. Adam motioned the
others back into the woods and placed his finger over his lips. He
moved from tree to tree as he climbed to the top of the next hill.
Dropping to the ground to lie on his belly, he looked down from the
cliff above the creek.

He saw a small Indian village below and
Elvira with her nose in the air, savoring her master’s scent. Two
Indian boys were pointing in the direction the donkey was curling
her nose. The camp contained only four lean-tos made of poles and
covered with branches for the roof. One malnourished horse was tied
to a stake. An Indian woman, most likely the boy’s mother, stepped
out of one of the lean-tos.

Thanks to Elvira, the Indians knew Adam was
there, so he decided to show his face. He raised the white flag
high, waving it not only for the Indians to see but also to make
sure his kin knew he was going into the camp.

As Adam approached, the Indian woman summoned
the boys. They stood beside her in front of the largest of the
lean-tos, and a man stepped out of the dwelling. He wore no
headdress other than a simple Indian band around his head. From the
deference shown him by the others, Adam figured he was the chief of
the small tribe.

The chief, who looked to be younger than
Adam, motioned for his guest to enter the lean-to. Inside Adam saw
Lulubelle lying on a pile of beaver pelts, limp and covered with
scratches and torn hair as if she had been in a fight with a bear.
The yellow-haired dog tried to wag her tail and managed a low
whine. She could barely raise her head.

The sadness in her big brown eyes tormented
Adam, and he fought back the impulse to demand to know what the
Indians had done to her. He walked over to Lulubelle and patted her
head. The Indian invited Adam to sit on the pelts beside the dog,
then took a seat facing Adam.

The chief pointed to his arm, which was
covered with blue and purple bruises. “Your dog is great warrior.”
He spoke in understandable English. “You should be proud to have
such noble animal watch your camp.”

“What happened?”

“She made noise trying to chase us from your
farm. My horse was afraid of her and threw me to the ground—hard.”
He leaned over to demonstrate how he landed on his bruised arm.
“Your dog thinks she big as horse and gives chase. Horse kicks her,
and yellow dog fly like a bird. We think she dead. I bring her home
to my squaw who has magic healing for all living things. In two
days from now, dog will be chasing rabbits.”

Adam gently caressed Lulubelle. He stared at
the chief, who looked nothing like any Indian Adam had ever seen.
The man had auburn hair, blue eyes, and a patchy complexion with
freckles on his cheeks. Adam looked around at the Indian children
and saw they all had similar features.

He looked back at the chief. “You speak the
white man’s words well.”

“My father was a white man named Bowles, and
my mother a Cherokee.” He pointed to an older Indian woman who had
just entered the lean-to. “My Indian name is Duwali, in Cherokee
means Bold Hunter.”

The chief introduced his two sisters and his
two sons, who all had blue eyes, and his wife, who had dark hair
and eyes and looked like the Indians Adam was familiar with.

The chief went on, “My father was murdered on
way home from Charleston by two men with red hair. I was only
twelve.”

Adam started to express his sympathy, but the
chief continued.

“I found them and killed them. It took two
winters, but I got revenge for his death. Their scalps hang in
place of honor in my home.” He pointed to them, his chest puffed
out with pride.

Adam had thought the red scalps were
squirrels’ tails. He realized that the chief wanted him to know
that he had already killed at least two white men.

In an effort to change the subject, Adam
asked, “What should I call you, Chief Duwali or Chief Bowles?”

“Either is correct. I am as much like you as
I am Indian. Indian is my better half.”

He laughed, and Adam and the rest of the
Bowles family laughed with him.

“Why did you come to my farm and destroy my
mill pond?” Adam blurted out without thinking.

Chief Bowles glared wild-eyed into Adam’s
face. “Your pond!”

The women and children jumped back at the
sound of their leader’s angry voice.

Chief Bowles’ reaction alarmed Adam. He
regretted his impulsive question and feared that his scalp would
soon be hanging in a place of honor in this lean-to.

The Indian’s softer voice didn’t disguise his
continued irritation. “You may own ground and trees that grow on
your land. You do not own fish and beaver that swim in water, no
more than you own wind or stars in sky.”

Adam just sat in silence.

“Since you build dam, my people have no fish
to eat and no beaver pelt to trade. So we freed fish and beaver to
swim downstream. Now ducks and geese come. Deer drink from creek
near our camp.” He leaned a little closer to Adam. “You have taken
our hunting grounds, but Duwali will never let you take water.”

That explains the dead fish and the duck
head, Adam thought. “Why did you not take all of the valuable
beaver pelts?”

“We not thieves like white men that killed my
father for his wagonload of goods.” He pointed toward their scalps.
“We only took what your wall in water prevented us from trapping.
Each year we take only fifty pelts.” He raised his right hand and
spread his five fingers. “This many for each member of my family—no
more.”

Adam did the quick math in his head. That
means ten Indians are living in the camp. Seven are present, so
three are not here. They could be in the woods. What if they
encounter my sons and their uncles? He tried to eliminate that
dreadful thought from his mind.

The chief continued, “When you stopped flow
of water, we only get eighteen beaver. I take difference from your
barn full of pelts so I can trade with white man called Deaderick
for supplies. Like white woman, Indian woman likes things at new
store.” He pointed to a small mirror hanging from a pole inside the
lean-to.

The Indian women burst into approving smiles
when Chief Bowles pointed to what must be their proudest
possession. Adam remembered the time he brought a mirror home from
Salisbury to his first wife, Jennett. They lived in a little log
cabin he had built for them. The cabin had a dirt floor, but
Jennett had been as proud of that mirror as these Indian women of
the mirror hanging in their home.

For the first time, Adam realized how similar
the lives of the red man and the white man were. We both have
the same wants and needs, he thought. We love our families
and want to protect them and make them happy and proud of
us.

Chief Bowles pointed to a long pipe and a
leather pouch. His eldest son picked them up and carried them to
the chief, bowing his head just as Adam’s sons did when they
brought him the family Bible for the nightly Scripture reading.

Whatever is fixing to happen, Adam
thought, everyone here recognizes that it’s a sacred
moment.

Chief Bowles took several pinches of rough
cut tobacco out of the pouch. He held them up and sprinkled some on
the ground. “We must always give back portion of what we take from
earth.”

Adam just nodded but he thought, What have
I done to these Indians?

The chief filled the pipe with tobacco,
holding the bowl in his palm with the stem pointed toward him. Then
the other son brought forward a twig burning red hot from the fire
to light the peace pipe.

Each son has his special place in the
ritual, Adam thought.

The chief inhaled the acrid smoke, holding it
deep within his lungs for what seemed to Adam an eternity. Chief
Bowles raised the pipe toward the heavens and began to chant.

Adam assumed this must be a prayer to the god
of the Cherokees.

The Indian then handed the pipe to Adam, who
nodded and accepted it. He inhaled deeply like Chief Bowles had
done. He felt a burning sensation in his throat and lungs and tried
to hold back a cough. He wrapped one hand around his throat and
pointed to the lean-to entrance with the other. The young braves,
one on each side, helped him, coughing and wheezing, out of the
lean-to into the fresh air outside.

Adam’s inability to handle the Indian tobacco
embarrassed him, and he regretted that his coughing episode had
interrupted the Indians’ sacred ritual of peace.

However, Adam’s appearance outside the
lean-to averted something worse than interrupting a ritual. He had
been inside for so long his kin had become worried. Captain Fain
had ordered the family members into position to force their way
into the camp to rescue Adam.

When the young braves brought Adam out into
the fresh air, the captain signaled the group to relax and stay out
of sight. They were on the same hill Adam had descended earlier,
with a good view of the camp. They could see the Indian women
beating on Adam’s back, but they were all laughing and appeared to
be enjoying each other’s company. Adam didn’t look like he was in
trouble; in fact, he seemed to be enjoying his powwow with the
Indians.

Robert and William looked at each other
quizzically. Captain Fain shrugged.

They saw the young braves spread corn shuck
mats out on the ground in front of the lean-to. The apparent leader
of the group motioned for Adam to sit. They wished they could hear
what was being said.

Chief Bowles smiled at Adam. “First time I
smoked pipe of peace, my mind and spirit was not in harmony, and my
lungs would not accept smoke of peace pipe. In time I teach you to
smoke pipe of the Indian and the customs of my people. You can
teach me white man’s ways.”

Adam nodded, still finding it difficult to
speak.

The chief told his wife to bring something
from the lean-to. She returned with a small package and unwrapped
it.

The chief asked, “What is this?”

“It’s ground corn meal,” Adam answered.
“Where did you get it?” He was sure he knew where it came from.

“From your barn.” Chief Bowles poured some of
the meal from one hand to the other. “Why does your meal look so
different from meal my woman makes?”

“This maize was milled by Michael Bawn at his
mill on the Little Limestone Creek.”

“Your squaw doesn’t grind your grain?” The
Indian creased his forehead in a puzzled look.

The Indian women stuck their fingers into the
powdery meal, then licked their fingers. Their smiles and approving
sounds convinced Adam they liked the white man’s corn meal.

“I’m sure my ancestors once ground their
grain by hand as the Indian does today. But all my life, my family
has always lived near a grist mill where we would take our grain to
be milled.”

“The sack in barn would take ten Indian women
working many days to fill.”

The chief stuck his finger into the small
package of meal. He grinned at his wife and said something in
Cherokee. She smiled and touched his bruised arm, speaking in
Cherokee words that Adam didn’t understand.

He did understand the look of love he saw in
the couple’s eyes. And he could tell the chief’s mother was happy
about what was being said as she attempted a smile, even with most
of her teeth missing.

Chief Bowles said, “I asked my squaw why
white man need wife if grain is ground in grist mill. She told me
that why you have so many children.” He laughed so hard he could
barely finish his story. “White man’s woman is not on knees all day
using pestle to grind corn for her family. Has more time to keep
husband happy.”

Adam smiled and nodded but suspected his face
had flushed. To cover his embarrassment, he changed the subject.
“The reason I made the dam was to trap water for a mill pond on
Knob Creek. The water running through a water race would power a
grist mill. We could mill our own grain so we wouldn’t have to haul
it over to Little Limestone.”

The smile disappeared from Chief Bowles’
face.

Adam continued, “The mill is to be used by my
neighbors and family members. We’d be glad to mill your grain if
you wished. The miller keeps one bag out of each ten that is
milled.”

The Indian abruptly stood and motioned for
Adam to rise. “We have smoked pipe of peace and understand each
other better. This is good. I have many thoughts in head and must
have time to think about what was said. You come back in two days
and we talk more. Your dog will be ready to go home with you.”

“That I will do.” Adam held his hand out, and
the chief took it and shook it firmly. Adam handed the flag of
truce attached to the walking stick back to the Indian. “I won’t be
needing this. From this day on, when you see me coming, it will
always be as a friend.”

The chief nodded, took the walking stick from
Adam’s hand, and then turned to his eldest son and said something
in Cherokee. The young man ran to Elvira and brought the donkey to
Adam, handing the leather reins to him with a proud smile.

Adam led Elvira up the hill he had come down
earlier. When he reached his sons and brothers-in-law, they
recognized that something was different. Whatever had happened down
in the Indian village had changed Adam. They weren’t sure what had
changed or why. Adam said very little all the way home.

Robert remembered his father being like this
for days after he was released from the British stockade where he
had been held in a pigsty as a prisoner of war. Robert knew his
father would tell him what happened during his meeting with the
Indians when he was ready.

As the men approached the Mitchell home, they
could see a great deal of activity around the Quarters. At least a
hundred horses grazed on the lush grass growing on the hillside,
and as many men lounged about under the trees.

Captain Fain exclaimed, “I’m in big trouble
now!”

“Why?” asked his brother Samuel.

“It looks like the colonel has brought his
entire militia over from Greasy Cove, and our local militiamen have
joined in to go after renegade Indians that don’t exist. Damn, I
wish I hadn’t been in such a hurry to summon the colonel’s
help.”

“Just let me do the talking,” Adam said.
“Your only involvement in this was as my brother-in-law, not as a
captain of the militia. I’ll take full responsibility for creating
the alarm.”

The militiamen were in high spirits as John
Blair had provided them with ample supplies from his father’s
distillery. The McMachen, Fain, and Mitchell women were making
bread and carving up hams and turkeys from the smokehouse for the
hungry volunteers.

The McMachen sisters ran down the hill to
greet their men. Elizabeth looked for Adam. Nancy, Rosanna, and
Sarah hurried towards their husbands, the Fain brothers John,
Samuel, and William.

Robert and William Mitchell dismounted first.
Elizabeth hugged them tightly and said to the older men, “Thank you
for bringing my sons safely home to me.”

“You’re welcome, my dear sister,” Captain
Fain replied. “Thanks to Adam, we were never in any danger from the
Indians.”

Neighbors Robert and Joseph Young, who had
both consumed considerable distillate of corn, approached, and
Robert spoke loud enough for all to hear. “If you went Indian
hunting, where are the scalps?”

Major Christopher Taylor, who had earned his
title in the Battle of Kings Mountain, had also obviously been
enjoying the McMachen corn whisky. “Hey, Indian Fighter,” he called
to Captain Fain. “Did you kill any Indians?”

Adam noticed young children listening to
every word the adults spoke. “Let’s not talk of such things in
front of the children.”

Nancy whispered to her husband, “Colonel Love
is here with his troops, and he sure has his drawers in a wad,
John.”

“I can imagine.”

Overhearing the couple’s conversation, Adam
said, “Let me talk to the colonel.”

“It doesn’t work that way in the military,
Adam. Only I can report to my commander.” He put his arm across
Adam’s shoulder. “But thanks for the offer.”

A young militiaman who looked about seventeen
rode up. “Which one of you is Captain Fain?”

“That would be me.”

“Captain Fain, sir, Colonel Robert Love
requests your presence alone at the Quarters, the house on the
hill, sir.” He saluted the captain.

“I know where the Quarters is, soldier.”
Captain Fain returned the salute even though he was out of uniform,
and the young soldier rode away. He looked at Adam. “See what I
mean?”

“Yes, I do.” Adam nodded, then turned to his
sons. “Boys, take care of the horses while Uncle John and I go to
the Quarters.”

As Robert and William approached the barn,
Peggy appeared. “Give them to me.” She reached for the reins of all
the horses.

They handed her the reins and spoke to
Andrew, who stood beside Peggy.

“Did you ride over with Major Taylor?” Robert
asked.

“Yes, I couldn’t let my landlord go off to
capture renegade Indians without me.”

William said, “I see you’re not over there
drinking with him.”

“I’d rather keep Peg company here in the
barn. You go take care of yourselves. Peg and I will see that the
horses are fed and watered.”

When Adam and John reached the Quarters, Adam
went to Mr. Mac’s room while the captain met with Colonel Love in
the adjoining office.

The captain entered the room, which contained
a small desk, rope beds, and several small chairs. Captain Fain
saluted. The colonel gestured for him to sit.

“What the hell were you doing taking
civilians on an Indian raid?”

“It was not a raid, sir.”

“Then why did your son come to my home with
such an urgent request, a request for military assistance, a
request that he said that was from you, his father, who is one of
my officers?”

John squirmed in his seat. “Sir, at the time
I sent my son to seek your assistance, I thought we were dealing
with an Indian uprising. It was dark and, unfortunately, I didn’t
have all the details.”

“Your son told me farm animals and beaver
pelts had been stolen, the Mitchell house ransacked, and their mill
pond destroyed. Is that what happened, Captain Fain?”

“Yes, sir, it is.”

“That certainly sounds like the makings of
some serious Indian mischief. And that I will not tolerate in my
district.”

Adam knocked lightly, then opened the door
without waiting for an answer. “Colonel Love, may I say something,
sir?”

The colonel scowled and gave a huge sigh.
“Who the hell are you?”

“Please let me explain, sir,” Adam said, once
he had been invited in and introduced. “Captain Fain went with me
and my sons as my brother-in-law. He never represented himself to
anyone as an officer of the state’s militia, and he was never seen
by the Indians.”

The colonel shifted in his chair but didn’t
say anything.

Adam continued, “Chief Bowles did what he did
to make me realize the problems I had created for his people when I
built the dam for the mill pond. We smoked the pipe of peace
together and are working out our problems peaceably.”

The door opened again, and Mr. Mac shuffled
in. “Adam, did I hear you say you met Chief Bowles?”

“Yes, Mr. Mac. I was with him and his family
this afternoon.”

Though he looked weak and fragile, Mr. Mac’s
face lit with a huge smile. “So my good friend Duwali is back on
Knob Creek where he belongs. That’s wonderful news.”

“You know Chief Bowles?” Adam took Mr. Mac’s
arm and helped him into a chair.

“Yes, it was your friend Trapper John who
introduced us shortly after I homesteaded this place in 1776.
Duwali was just a young buck—maybe twenty—back then. The Quarters
wouldn’t be here today if it weren’t for Chief Bowles.”

“What do you mean?” Adam asked.

“Twice he warned us that the Cherokees
planned to raid the Quarters and burn us out. Both times we were
able to retreat to Wolf Hills for protection.”

Colonel Love turned to Mr. Mac. “Is this
Chief Bowles a half-breed, with red hair and freckles?”

“Yes,” Adam said.

Mr. Mac nodded.

“I am well aware of this Indian and his
family. They have been on the outs with Chief Dragging Canoe, head
of the Chickamauga tribe of the Cherokee Nation, for some time.
Chief Bowles and his family pretty well stay to themselves. I think
he is shunned by his people because he is half white.” He shrugged
his shoulders. “Others say it has to do with Indian politics.”

“I’ll be meeting with Chief Bowles day after
tomorrow,” Adam said.

Three pairs of eyes turned to focus on
Adam.

“For what purpose?” asked Colonel Love.

“It’s kind of personal, sir.” Adam wasn’t
ready to share his experience and dilemma with them.

The colonel looked into Adam’s eyes. “I am in
charge of keeping the Indians in line. The safety of the settlers
in Washington County is my responsibility. I report directly to
Colonel Tipton on Indian affairs. If you know something, you are
obliged to report it to Captain Fain or me.”

“It’s just that I must go back to get my dog
Lulubelle. The Indians have been caring for her. She was injured by
Chief Bowles’ horse when Lulubelle chased after the chief’s runaway
mount.”

Colonel Love rose, indicating the meeting was
over. He extended his hand toward Adam for a handshake. “Mr.
Mitchell, I encourage you to make a friend of the chief and keep
Captain Fain posted of what you find out from this Indian.” He
ushered Adam toward the door.

“Yes, sir.”

“If no one wishes to file a formal complaint,
I will just note in my government journal that unknown vandals
perpetrated a prank against your household making it appear that
Indians were involved, and the offenders are unknown.”

“I would appreciate that,” Adam said.

“Mr. Mitchell, will you please send my aide
in so I can have him explain to the militia and volunteers waiting
that there is no Indian crisis on Knob Creek at the present time.
The men will be dismissed.” He placed a gentle hand on his host’s
feeble shoulder. “My men from Greasy Cove and I will partake of Mr.
Mac’s generous hospitality tonight and ride out in the
morning.”

Adam nodded, assisted Mr. Mac out the door,
and sent the aide inside.

Colonel Love gave his instructions to his
subordinate, then motioned for him to shut the door on his way out.
“I will need a few more minutes alone with Captain Fain.”

The colonel spoke to Captain Fain in a low
voice so the family wouldn’t hear his verbal reprimand. “Don’t you
ever make a damn fool mistake like that again!”

Captain Fain stood at attention in front of
his commanding officer. “I will not make that mistake again,
sir.”

“At ease, Captain. Now that this crisis on
Knob Creek is settled, the military can better concentrate on the
Cherokee Indians to the west. They are so rightfully angered at the
white man that I don’t know if peace can ever be made.” The colonel
sat down and picked up a stack of papers on the table.

Captain Fain relaxed his stance but remained
standing.

Colonel Love said, “You will need to get your
affairs in order quickly and enlist as many men as you can. Then
head west toward James White’s fort on the Holston River where the
settlers have already forted up in fear of the Indians. Your father
and Mr. Mac have discussed your service to the militia with me
already. I am keenly aware you lost your brother David in an Indian
battle. Your wife and family do not want you to go on this campaign
against the Indians and rightfully so.”
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