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To my son and daughter
and to the descendants
in their generation

of these men and women

of the Mohawk Valley






AvutHor’s NoTE

To those readers who may have felt some curiosity about the actual
occurrences in the Mohawk Valiey during the Revolution, I should
like to say here that I have been as faithful to the scene and time and
place as study and affection could help me to be. A novelist, if he
chooses, has a greater opportunity for faithful presentation of a
bygone time than an historian, for the historian is compelled to a
presentation of cause and effect and feels, as a rule, that he must
present them through the lives and characters of “famous” or “his-
torical” figures. My concern, however, has been with life as it was;
as you or I, our mothers or our wives, our brothers and husbands
and uncles, mught have experienced it. To do that I have attempted
to be as accurate in the minutiz of living as in the broader historical
features. Food, crops, game, and weather played an important and
ever-active part in the Mohawk Valley. As far as possible I have
checked them through old journals, histories, and dispatches, so that,
before I was well embarked in the writing of the book, I knew when
snow was falling, and how deep it was; how high the river came, and
when there was a rain. Naturally, for spaces of time, no data were
available, and there I had to rely on my own knowledge of our
climate. In those cases, however, the action usually concerned the
purely imagined characters of the book.

How few these imagined people are may be another point of
interest. Let me list them. Gilbert Martin, Lana Martin, Joe
Boleo, Sarah McKlennar, John Weaver, Mary Reall, Mrs. Demooth,
Jurry McLonis, Nancy Schuyler, Gahota, Owigo, Sonojowauga,
Mr. Collyer, and the paymaster. All other characters named played
actual parts. As I learned more about them, it astonished me to see
how a simple narration of their experiences carried the book along
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with only slight liberties with the truth. Even so, I found it neces-
sary to alter the facts of very few of their lives. One case was that
of John Wolff. He must have had Tory inclinations, but he was
never arrested or tried. But the grafted episode in the novel is
taken from the experience of a very similar man whose story may be
encountered in the Clinton papers. Only the similar man, with far
less evidence against him, was taken out and shot.

Of the other actual characters with the circumstances of whose
lives I have tampered, I shall name George Weaver, Reall, Captain
Demooth, Mrs. Reall, Adam Helmer, and Jacob Small. For one
reason or another I altered the numbers of their families, or the
characters of their relations. But in so far as they act for them-
selves in the pages of the novel, anyone with little pains may check
their histories. Women and children, of course, are the bane of the
student. Often they are listed without names given. “Dependants
over 16, dependants under 16.” When confronted by that wall, the
novelist must see through as far as his conscience will permit.

The description of Newgate Prison at Simsbury Mines is strictly
according to facts— most of them offered by the patriotic party, at
that, It was, however, no worse than British prisons, and the
prisoners, I suspect, had infinitely more to eat.

In the book, I have not set out to belittle the efforts of Congress
and the Continental command so much as to show their almost
light-hearted disregard of actual conditions. The maintenance at
vast expense of Fort Stanwix is a case in point. I cannot but believe
that the reactions of the valley people, who have been vilified for
years, were justified by those conditions. Some of the letters which
appear in the novel are proof sufficient.

All of these quoted documents may be read in the records, with
one exception — Mr. Collyer’s summary of his report to General
Clinton of the seizure of the grain by the starving populace. But
as the General used Mr. Collyer’s argument in his own report on the
matter, no doubt the inspector, whoever he was, used very similar
words.

I owe several debts which I should like to acknowledge. First to
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two helpful booksellers: Mr. Lou D. MacWethy of St. Johnsville,

"and Mrs. James C. Howgate of Albany. To Mr. Howard Swiggett
for his suggestive study, War Out of Niagara. To the older his-
torians, Benton, Stone, Jones, and the inimitable Simms. And to
that invaluable listing of the military rolls, New York in the Revo-
lution, compiled under the direction of Comptroller James A.
Roberts. A complete bibliography would be out of place in a novel,
perhaps, but I must add the names of Morgan and Beauchamp,
whose Indian studies first roused my interest in the Iroquois.
There, I suspect, 1 shall find the kernel of many controversies.
Finally, for those who would like to understand what valley life
was rzally hike before the actual hostlities commenced, when the
fear of the Indians was first maturing, I suggest an hour spent with
the Minute Book of the Commuittee of Safety of Tryon County,
printed 1n 1905 by Dodd, Mead, and Company.

To those who may feel that here 1s a great to-do about a bygone
life, I have one last word to say. It does not seem to me a bygone
life at all. The parallel is too close to our own. Those people of
the valley were confronted by a reckless Congress and ebullient
finance, with their inevitable repercussions of poverty and practical
starvation. The steps followed with automatic regularity. The
applications for relief, the failure of relief, and then the final realiza-
tion that a man must stand up to live. They had won at Oriskany,
without help, the first decisive battle of a dismal conflict; Burgoyne
was helpless once the Mohawk Valley had been made safe from the
Briush possession. They suffered the paralysis of abject dependence
on a central government totally unfitted to comprehend a local
problem. And finally, though they had lost two thirds of their
fighting strength, these people took hold of their courage and struck
out for themselves. Outnumbered by trained troops, well equipped,
these farmers won the final battle of the long war, preserved their
homes, and laid the foundations of a great and strong community.

WaLter D. EpMmonbs
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BOOK 1

THE MILITIA






I

GILBERT MARTIN AND WIFE, MAGDELANA (1776)

It was the second day of their journey to their first home. Lana,
in the cart, looked back to sce how her husband was making out
with the cow.  He had bought it from the Domine for a wedding
present to her. He had hesitated a long while between the cow
and the clock; and she had been disappointed when he finally de-
cided on the cow, even though it cost three dollars more; but now
she admutted that it would be a fine thing to have a cow to milk.
As he said, 1t would give her companionship when he was working
in the woods.

Privately she had thought at the time that she would show him
that she could manage their first house and help him with the
fields also. She was a good strong girl, eighteen years old the
day she married, and she thought that if they both worked hard,
in a few years they would have money enough to pay thirteen
dollars for a clock if they really wanted it. There were only two
cows anyway at Deerfield Settlement, and she might make money
with the extra butter.

The cow had given a good deal of trouble yesterday, leaving its
own village, but this morning it seemed to be anxious to keep up
with the cart. Lana supposed the land looked strange to the poor
beast, and that now the cart and the small brown mare were the
only things it felt at home with.

Gilbert smiled when she looked back, and raised the hand in
which he carried the birch switch. He had taken off his jacket,
for the weather was warm, and his shirt was open at the neck.
She thought, “He’s handsome,” and waved back cheerfully.
Anywav. the Reverend Mr. Gros made two clocks a year which
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he tried to sell to any couple he was marrying, and no doubt a
year or two from now there would be one to pick out if they
ever came back so far.

The Domine had wedded Magdelana Borst to Gilbert Martin
in the Palatine Church at Fox’s Mills two days ago. There had
been just her family in the litle stone structure, Mr. and Mrs.
Gros, and a couple of Indians, half drunk, who had heard of the
ceremony and happened over from Indian Castle in hopes of get-
ting invited to the breakfast. Lana’s father had given them a
York shilling to get rid of them and they had gone down to
Jones’s tavern to buy rum, saying “Amen” very gravely in Eng-
lish.

It was a pleasant breakfast in the Dutch-like kitchen with its
red and black beams. They had had glasses of the hard ader
saved over from last fall, and sausage and cornbread, and then Gil-
bert had gone out to get the cart and cow and Mother had shpped
tearfully upstairs and come down again with the air of a surprise
and given Lana the Bible for a departing present.

It was a beautiful book, bound in calfskin, with a gilded clasp.
She had taken it to the Domine for him to write in, and he had
put her name very elegantly on the flyleaf, Magdelana Martin,
and then very solemnly he had turned to the empty pages at the
back and had written there: —

July 10, 1776 — married this day Gilbert Martin, of Deerfield Settle-
ment, Tryon County, the State of New York, North America, to Mag-
delana Borst, of Fox’s, Tryon County, by Reverend Daniel Gros.

They had all thought it was very impressive, seeing “the State
of New York,” and Mother had looked tearful again for a moment
or two, because, as she said, there was no telling what kind of
country it was now, with its name changed, and all the troubles of
the war in Canada.

But that had passed over quickly. It had been too late then to
bring up the old argument about the Indian menace, by which for
a week they had tried to persuade Gilbert to settle on their own
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farm. His place secemed so far away —it would take two days
to get to— it was more than thirty miles.

But Gilbert had been unshakable. He had paid for the land
in Hazenclever’s Patent beyond Cosby’s Manor. He said that it
was good land. He had worked there all fall and got his house
up and cleared some ground already, and would have a crop of
Indian corn, on part of it. It was something no one in his right
senses could abandon. And he was capable of looking after Lana
as well as any man.

She remembered how he and her father had talked together,
and that talk had impressed her father. “He has paid for his
land,” he said, “and he has built his house alone so that he could
buy himself a yoke of oxen, with the money saved.”

“But, Henry,” said her mother, “Lana knows nobody up there.
It is so far away.”

“Gilbert has friends and neighbors,” he said. “I think Lana
will get along all right,” and he had smiled at her. “You can’t
keep all your daughters to yourself, you know, Mummschen. What
would the poor young men do, if all the mothers in the world
did that? Where would I have been, if your mother had done that
to you? I ask you” He had even laughed about it, while Gil-
bert, for some rcason, looked embarrassed, maybe because Lana’s
sisters were looking at him so admiringly. It seemed a wonder-
ful thing to them for a girl to start off to a strange place with a
man like Gilbert, whom she had seen not more than half a dozen
times before in her life.

That first time she had seen him seemed long ago now, though
it was still less than a year. Ten months and four days, to-day,
Lana said to herself, shaking the reins over the mare’s back. She
and her sisters had been drying flax over the pit on the hillside.
They had been playing at kentecoying, and perhaps they had be-
come careless, for they had not noticed the young man coming
along the road. And when they had at last seen him just below
them, looking up at Lana and smiling, Lana had stepped back
inadvertently onto the poles on which the flax was spread, and
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the poles had come loose from the hillside. throwing her and the
flax at once into the pit of coals. The flax instantly burst into
flame, but with the quickness of lightning, the sisters said, the
young man had flung down his pack, run up the hill, and jumped
down into the pit. Lana’s heavy linsey petticoat had not caught
fire; but by the time he had hoisted her out, her calico short
gown was burning; and with great presence of mind he had lifted
her petticoat over her head, wrapping the upper half of her body
in it and so smothering the flames.

If he had not saved her daughter’s lifc, Mrs. Borst told him half
an hour later, he had certainly saved her from being badly scarred.
She called it a noble action and asked him to stay the night. He
had accepted. At supper he had told them that he was going west
He had no family, but he had enough money to buy some land
with.

Little did Mrs. Borst or Lana herself guess how it would turn
out. But when he left he caught her alone outside the door and
whispered that he would return some day, if she were willing he
should. Lana could not answer, beyond nodding; but that had
seemed enough for him; and he went away with big strides while
her father said behind her, “That’s a fine young man.”

Lana had dreamed about him during the winter. Often she
thought he would not come back. But in the end of the winter,
just when the sugaring was beginning, he had arrived one after-
noon. He told them about his expericnces in the westward. Up
there they did o't hear much of the political doings of the lower
valley. They knew that Guy Johnson and the Butlers had gone
west, of course, and Mr. Weaver, Gil's neighbor, attended Com-
mittee meetings from time to time, which gave them some news.
But Mr. Kirkland, the missionary, had made the Oneida Indians
so friendly that one did not have the same feeling about the possi-
bility of an Indian war. And besides, when people were clearing
land they were too busy all day and too tired at night to think
much about other things.

Gilbert himself had started clearing his first five acres. He had
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boarded during the winter with the Weavers, who had been very
nice to him, paying for his food by helping George Weaver one
day a week. He had got his cabin walls laid up and a good
chimney in. The cabin was set right at the turn the road made
for the Mohawk River ford. One could look from the door south
across the marsh to the river itself, a fine prospect. Behind the
house there was a natural spring.

Though he told the family about these things, Lana, in her
heart, knew hc was telling them to her alone. She was afraid,
after supper, to go out, knowing that he would follow her. But
nothing she could do could keep her from offering to step down
to Jones's for her father’s beer. And as she knew he would, the
young man offered to go with her to carry the jug.

On the way down he had told her sull more about the place.
It sounded like the most wonderful place she had ever seen. He
was going to buy a plough and also get a yoke of oxen this sum-
mer.  There was some natutral pasture along the river on his place.
The loam was deep. He expected it was four feet deep in places.
He had bult the cabin with an extra high roof, which made the
sleeping loft quite airy. He had never slept better in his hfe than
he had slept in that loft. In March he had bought two window
sashes from Wolff’s store in Cosby’s Manor, glass sashes, so that
the kitchen seemed as light as a church. He wished Lana could
see it.

Though Lana wished so herself, they had by that time come to
Jones’s, and she had had to go in after the beer. When she came
out again, the young man had been quite silent. Even when she
had asked him a shy question or two, he had hardly answered.
It was only as they came in sight of the lighted windows of the
Borst house that he asked her suddenly whether she would come
and look at it as his wife.

“Yes,” said Lana. Though she had expected the question all
along, and though she knew what her answer was going to be,
the word put her into a panic. “You'll have to ask Father,” she
added.
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He had done so, much more calmly than he had asked her; and
after their talk together, her father had also said “Yes.” And
then Gilbert had arranged to come back for her when his first
rush of spring work was ended, so long as he should not be called
out on militia duty.

Now they were on the Kingsroad. It ran from the ford at Sche-
nectady the length of the Mohawk Valley; passing the Johnson land,
Guy Park and Fort Johnson, Caughnawaga, Spraker’s, Fox’s, Nel-
lis’s, Klock’s, and on to the carrying place at the falls. Then
past the Eldridge Settlement, which was on the north side of the
river opposite German Flats, and so to the settlement at the West
Canada Creek crossing. From that settlement it continued into the
woods through Schuyler, to Cosby’s Manor, and then to Deerfield,
where it crossed the river. West of there it was a barely passable
track into the Indian camp at Oriska on Oriskany Creek. It
ended at Fort Stanwix, which some people were saying would be
repaired this summer by the Continental government.

From her high perch on the cart, Lana had looked out over
the Mohawk all day. Last evening they had climbed the steep
ascent beside the falls. A little before that, Gilbert had come
alongside the cart to point out to her the fine red brick house
of Colonel Herkimer with its gambrel roof, higher than any roof
she had ever seen. But once past the falls they had burrowed
into a stretch of woods, and for a way the land seemed wild.
There was only-one house, a small one, glimpsed through an open-
ing in the trees. Then, almost at dark, they had emerged on the
broad intervale lands that marked the beginning of German Flats,
A little tavern stood beside the road, and they put up in it.

Lana thought of their arrival with swelling pride. The land-
lord, a Mr. Billy Rose, was smoking an after-supper pipe in the
door. He was in his shirt, with a leather apron, and had bidden
her “Good evening,” quite politely.

Gil came up, harrying the cow. He walked directly to the inn-
keeper and asked for a night's lodging. “Two shilling for you
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and the missis,” said the innkeeper, “and one for the mare. You
can turn the cow in by the apple tree.”

“We’ll want a room to ourselves then,” said Gil.

“You can bave the top room,” said Mr. Rose. “I can’t guaran-
tee not to have to stick in someone else, though.”

Gil never so much as batted his eye. He held his purse open
in one hand and put his fingers in. “Would two fips be worth a
guarantee, Mr. Rose?”

“Seeing it’s the top room,” said Mr. Rose, “I'll guarantee it.”
He took the two fips and slipped them into a pocket under his
apron; and after that he became most obliging, addressing Lana
continually as “Mrs. Martin” and calling Gil “Mister,” and once
even “Esquire.”

Lana fixed her hair in the back shed with Mrs. Rose’s glass,
shook the dust from her dress with a whisk of twigs, and came
back to Gil. They had supper at a table for themselves in the
tap, as quietly as any well-wedded couple in the world. There
was only one other man there and he hardly noticed them. He
was a one-eyed man, a stranger, Mr. Rose said, on his way up from
Albany.

They had had some blood sausage with pig greens, sauerkraut,
and smoked trout, and Gil had insisted on her taking a small
glass of gin with him. “Seeing it’s to-night,” he managed to
whisper. “Just especial.” The whole affair seemed to Lana ruin-
ously expensive, but after the drink she found herself flooded
with a feeling of utter irresponsibility. She even enjoyed it when
a small stout man named Captain Small, with a couple of friends,
dropped down from Eldridge’s and started talking in loud voices
about Sir John Johnson’s having broken his parole and taken off
the Highlanders to Canada. One side said that that was a good
thing, getting the Scotch out of the valley; and the other said that
it meant there would be nothing to hold back the Tories. But
Mr. Rose reminded them that it had happened two months ago,
nearly to the day, and there had been no change in the war.

Lana felt herself very mature to be sitting in a taproom listen



10 THE MILITIA

ing to men, and she tried to understand what they were saying
about the army’s being driven back out of Canada. Small said,
“Georgie Helmer come back last month. He was with Mont-
gomery’s regiment. He said it all went fine till the last day of
last year when they didn’t take Quee-bec. Then he said every-
thing went to pieces. Arnold got hurt and since then the smallpox
has got into the army. He had it. He said he bought an inocula-
tion off a Dr. Barker for fifteen cents cash money. And he was
the first man in his company to get it. Everybody that bought
inoculations off Barker got the disease. They thought it was be-
cause his hands was dirty and he didn’t clean his nail, which
he scratched them with. Then they found out he’d been all
through the army and everybody he touched got it. Ain’t that
an awful way to fight, though?”

Everybody nodded. Lana watched the shadow of Mr. Rose’s
queue nodding up and down along the neck of a bottle. 'When
she looked at him, he was still nodding, and the eelskin his hair
was clubbed in glistened a greenish gray.

“The trouble is,” he said, “there ain’t anybody up there worth
two cents except Arnold, and Captain Brown.”

“Brown says Arnold is no better than the rest.”

“John Brown’s a good man.”

They argued. The one-eyed man in the corner, who had n’t
said anything, now raised his voice. He had a pursy mouth and
spoke softly.

“The trouble with the American army is your Continental Con-
gress,” he said.

“What do you mean?” It was Gil who asked, and the trucu-
lence in his voice thrilled Lana. All the others were looking from
him to the stranger.

But the stranger said calmly, “I mean what I said. It’s no
better than a cesspool. What good there is in it is hid by the
scum that keeps getting on top.”

Captain Small said, “I guess you mean Adams and that Yankee
bunch.”
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The one-eyed man nodded, looking at Gil. The patch over his
eye gave his face an oddly sinister expression.

“They 're a bunch of failures and they talk loud to keep them-
selves in power. I wouldn’t put the dependence in them I°’d
put in a bedbug. They all bite when you're asleep. Why, if 1
lived up here, I would n’t take chances playing with them.”

“Would n’t you?” said Gil. “Why not?”

“Because they only play politics with the army. How many
regulars do they send up here? None. Why not? Because you
don’t count to them for votes. You can’t bring pressure on them.
And I hear there’s seven hundred British troops moving up to
Oswego this fall. But that won’t bother them, safe in Philadel-
phia. Why, anybody could see this war would have to be won
up north.”

“Say, what’s your business up here?”

“My business is to see what’s going on,” the man said equably,
“and my name’s Caldwell.” He got up from his corner and moved
towards Billy Rose. “How about my tally?” he asked.

Nobody said anything as he paid across the plank bar. But
when he stopped in the door to ask how far it was to Shoemaker’s,
they told him it was eight miles.

“He’s a queer-acting cuss,” observed Small.

Rose said, “There’s a lot of queer people in the valley, now.
Did he mean the Indians was coming down?”

“I think,” said Gil, “that there’s a lot of foolish talk about this
Indian business. Just because it happened in the French war,
don’t mean it will now.”

“Listen, young man,” said Captain Small. “How would you
feel if you’d been drove out of your land and house? If you
was a mean man naturally?”

“You mean the Butlers and Johnsons?”

“Them,” said Small. “Them and all their bunch.”

“But that don’t mean they ’ll bring the Indians.”

“Listen, Mr. Martin. The Mohawks went west with them.
They've got to feed them, hain’t they? They plain can’t do
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that in Niagara. Ten to one they get them foraging down
here.”

“Well,” said Gil, “T guess we can look after them all right.”

“I guess we 'l have to, young man.”

Gil rose and, feeling his hand on her arm, Lana rose with him.
As she saw the others watching her, she went suddenly pink. She
felt she was blushing all over while they said good-night. Mr.
Rose picked up his Betty lamp and took them to the stairs.

“Have a good sleep,” he said.

“Good night,” they said.

Gil went first. When Lana climbed through the trapdoor into
the small stuffy room with its cord bed in the middle, like a
fortress in a little clearing, he was facing her.

“You did n’t get scared with what they said?” he asked anxiously.
“You hear that kind of talk all over the place.”

She was still faintly tingling from the unaccustomed drink.
And she looked at him, so straight and tall, with his good features
and his blue eyes, and lean broad shoulders, remembering the
way he had picked her out of the flax kiln. She felt proud and
reckless and gay.

“Not of Indians,” she said.

Then her eyes dropped and she could n’t look at him again as
they undressed.

It was odd that in the morning she felt fidgety under Mr. Rose’s
eyes as they prepared to leave the inn. Mr. Rose brought a small
book of blank paper and a pen. He said apologetically, “The
way George Herkimer’s rangers check up on a man he has to keep
record of whoever stays in his place. Would you just sign your
name, Mr. Martin?”

Gil complied. He took the pen and filled in beside the date,
“Gilbert Martin and wife, Magdelana.”

Watching round his arm, Lana thought it marked the begin.
ning of a life. She wondered whether she had pleased him, and
now she was thinking, whatever came, it would be her duty te
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please him, and she swore a small oath to herself that she would
always be a good wife to him.

The mare went slowly and the cow kept up to the cart with-
out trouble. They passed through the German Flats where the
new fort was being built. It was called Dayton, after the colonel
in charge. Peeled logs were being skidded down from the spruce-
covered hills behind the village; and soldiers, militia, and hired
farmers were working together at setting the stockade.

Gil must have seen her watching it as they went past, for shortly
after they had left the settlement behind, he came up beside the cart.
He had been silent all morning, and now as she looked down into
his face he seemed to her to be troubled.

“How are you?” he said, fetching a grin.

She smiled back timidly, wanting to ask him what was wor-
rying him.

“Just fine.”

He said, “It isn’t so far now. It’s not above fifteen miles.” He
looked at her again. “We ought to get there before dark, Lana.”

“That will be nice,” she said.

She looked so pretty and young to him, high up on the cart,
with her feet in their cloth shoes demurely side by side. Her face
was shaded by a calico bonnet to match her short gown. Her hair
curved away under the wide brim; it was almost black. When
she met his look, she flushed a little, and her brown eyes grew
solemn. He thought of her gay light-heartedness, and he looked
ahead to where the road entered the woods towards the Schuyler
settlement. But instead of saying what was on his mind, he
described the place to her.

“They *ve got nice bottom land. And they 've built big framed
houses. You'’ll like it, Lana, I think.”

She said, “The country ’s nice.”

They lunched before they came to Schuyler, by a little stream
in a patch of hemlocks, eating bread and cheese side by side on
the carpet of short brown needles and tossing crumbs to the chip-
munks. It was rool there, for the trees held the sunlight far above
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them. In front of them the mare drowsed in the shafts and the
cow found a cud to chew.

Looking at the cart, Lana imagined placing her things in the
cabin before dark.

“Will we set the bed up downstairs,” she said, “or put it in the
loft?” He looked at her. “I’ve heard Mother say that in the
cabins when she first came to Klock’s they sometimes had the bed
set up in the kitchen.”

If he was worrying about her, she would show him that she was
prepared.

“You’re not scared coming west so far with me, like this?”

She shook her head.

“It "Il be different from living in a house.” He poked the needles
with a stick. “It seemed so fine to me, because I built it, that I
did n’t think it might look different to a girl who was raised in a
big house like yours.”

He was trying to prepare her.

“Mother started the same way,” she said. “In a few years
we'll have all those things. But beginning this way, Gil, we’ll
like them better when we get them.” She glanced sidewise.
“I'’ve always thought it would be nice living in a cabin. It’ll
be handy to look after if it’s small.”

He said, “It ain’t much cleared.”

“We won’t have to buy much now,” she added. “Mother was
awfully good to me.”

He touched her hand.

Quite unexpectedly they came out on Schuyler. The open land,
well cleared and cultivated, with men mowing hay along the river,
and broad-framed houses, was like a release after the woods. Lana
knew, as she looked about her, that their place was only a few miles
farther on. It would not seem so far out of the world, now that
she had seen these healthy farms.

Some people came to the fences to watch them by. They greeted
Gil by name and looked curiously towards Lana. They asked for
news, and when Gil said he had n’t heard any worth telling, they
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smiled and said, “You 've brought along quite a piece of news of
your own, though.”

They were half an hour traversing Schuyler. Then once more
the woods closed in on the road and river, great elms, and willows
and hemlock along the brooks. Now and then through swampy
pieces the cart lurched and tottered over corduroy, and the mare
had to set her feet carefully.

When they reached Cosby’s Manor, it seemed to Lana a queer
lost place. There was a fine house by the river, and a store built of
logs, and a tenant’s house. But all had a forgotten aspect.

A woman came to the door of the store, shading her eyes with
her hand. She did not seem like a live and healthy person. She
seemed like someone in a trance. And she did not call to them,
but met Lana’s shy nod with a dull stare.

Gil came hurrying up beside the cart.

“Never mind her, Lana. She’s queer. They ’re Johnson people
here, and they haven’t got friends.”

“Who is she?”

“It’s Wolff’s wife. I get along with Wolff all right, but people
here don’t speak to them much. I guess she gets lonely.”

He lifted his voice to call good-day to her.

“Hello,” she said, flatly, and turned as if to reénter the store.

“You all alone, Mrs. Wolff?” Gil asked.

“John’s round somewhere,” she replied over her shoulder.
“You want him?”

“No. I only thought the place looked lonely.”

“Thompsons left last Thursday,” she said.

“Left?”

“Yeah. They went for Oswego. They say the Congress is going
to fix the fort at Stanwix, and that means trouble. I wanted John
to go, but he said he could n’t afford to. You can’t leave if you
ain’t got cash money to live on up there, he says.” She tilted her
head to the northwest, stared at them, and then went into the
store.

Gil and Lana looked after her. Then he turned to the house
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“They 've boarded the windows,” he said. That explained the
blankness. “I guess they 've taken their cattle, t00.”

In spite of herself, Lana shivered.

“Do just she and Mr. Wolff live here?”

“I guess so. He’s got a daughter married to Dr. Petry. But
Doc’s a Committee member, and I guess he don’t let her come up
here any more.”

“It’s a terrible thing,” whispered Lana.

Gil glanced quickly at her.

“It don’t have to bother us,” he said. “We’'re all the right
party.”

Lana did not answer. They were in the woods again now, and
the road had become both narrower and rougher. Their pace was
reduced to a mere crawl under the hazy slanting bars of sunlight,
yet for the first time every step the mare took seemed to Lana to be
drawing her an irrecoverable distance from her home. She told
herself, “But we ’re going home.” But it didn’t mean the same
thing any more.

The light through the leaves softened, became more golden.
Off on a hill to the right a cock grouse began drumming, starting
with slow beats, and gradually gathering pace.

A great mess of flies collected round the mare’s head, like sparks
in the sunlight, deer flies, and horseflies an inch long, that drew
blood when they bit. The mare kept shaking herself. She stopped
to bite at them, and kicked and snorted, and then went on with a
sullen resignatioms Lana could have cried. She looked back at Gil
and saw that he was switching the cow with a branch of maple;
and the cow had moved up close behind the wagon.

“Are they always like this, Gil?” Lana asked.

“There’s always flies in the real woods,” he said shortly. “It
must be going to rain, though, the way they take hold.”

He had a lump on his forehead, with a red trickle issuing from
it. She said, “They never are so thick at home.”

“You’ll have to get used to it then. Here, take this and slap them
off her.”
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He gave her the branch and stopped to cut himself another.
Lana kept switching the mare, and after a moment she was glad
of the occupation. There had been no driving for her to do for
some time, for the mare had to have her head in getting over the
rough spots. Lana became so absorbed in batting off the flies that
she did not notice the small side road turning off to the left, or the
clearing through a narrow fringe of trees. It was only when Gil
said, in a pleasanter voice, “That was Demooth’s place,” that she
realized she had missed something.

“Where?”

“We’ve passed it. But Weaver’s is just ahead.”

She raised her eyes to see the leaves thinning at last. The sun
was just ahead, nearing the horizon, and putting fiery edges on
some overtaking slate-gray clouds.

While she watched, the clouds overlapped the sun, and at th
same moment a fresh east wind struck the road, dispersing the
flies, and they emerged into the clearing with the rain.

Lana saw Weaver’s, dimly, through the slanting spear-like fall of
rain. A square cabin, with a small wing added on, in which the
logs were unweathered, a roof of bark, and a chimney sending up
smoke. It stood in the midst of the clearing, surrounded on three
sides by Indian corn through which the stumps, blackened by their
burning, still showed. In front of the house, like a showpiece,
was a three-acre patch of wheat in well-worked ground. A track
ran through it toward a low log barn, and just in front of the cabin
door two hollyhock plants, one red, one yellow, stood together with
a small border of pinks.

Nowhere was there any sign of people. But on the edge of the
woods a new road ran off, making a Y, which Gil told her led to
Reall’s on the creek.

“We 're straight ahead,” he said.

The Kingsroad burrowed into the woods again, but they enaed
shortly, and Lana looked out over a long swamp of alder. Half a
mile to the left lay the river, sluggish and dark. Beyond, behind a
fringe of old willow trees, the ground rose again. Suddenly the
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road turned left down to the alders, going straight through to the
ford.

The mare stopped there, and Gil came alongside with the cow.
His face was streaming wet, but he smiled at her.

“Well,” he said, “we 're here at last.”

“Where?” asked Lana, dully.

“Home.”

He looked at her.

“Giddap,” he said roughly to the mare.

She turned off the road onto a winding pair of wheel tracks.
Then Lana saw.

A small new cabin standing on the higher ground. Beyond,
a muddy brook flowed widely through some scattered alders. On
the far side the land widened out in swamp grass for perhaps two
acres. She saw, almost without seeing these things.

Her heart was in her throat. “You must n’t cry,” she said to
herself, over and over, “you must n’t start crying.”

It seemed to her so utterly forlorn. Behind the cabin were the
marks of Gil’s first struggle with the land: the stumps, half burnt,
surrounded by corn of all heights, the most uneven patch she ever
saw. All round the cabin the earth was bared to the rain and fast
turning into mud. Beyond was a low shed to shelter the horse and
cow.

Then Gil cried out, “Look, there ’s smokel”

She saw it feebly beginning to rise from the chimney. Some-
how it made the rain seem drearier than ever. She wanted to say,
“Oh, let’s go home.” But then, in a saving moment, she took hold
of herself. For better or worse she had married him, she was out
of reach of home; it would have to be her business to change the
looks of the place.

They came up to the door, the cart creaking in the rain. The
door opened. A raw-boned gray-haired woman, in a faded, dirty
calico dress that had been blue once upon a time, was holding a
basket with two pinks in it. She looked completely taken aback.

“Why, Gil,” she said. “You surely did surprise me. I was figur
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ing to get the place ready for you. I'd only lit the fire and was
going to set these pinks out by the door.”

Gil held out his hands to help Lana down.

“You go inside,” he said. “I’ll unload. This is Mrs. Weaver,
Lana.”

The woman opened her arms and clasped Lana, without letting
go the pinks.

“My God,” she said. “I’m surely glad to see you. I've heard
enough about you, Lord He knows it. But you’re even pretuer
than Gil let onl”



n
DEERFIELD (1776)

I

THE Peacock’s FEATHER

A smaLL haystack stood beside the shed. That was one of the great
advantages of the Martins’ place — the fact that part of it was al-
ready open land and covered with swamp grass. Most people, open-
ing new land, had to let their cattle browse for what they could
find in winter, having barely enough corn leaves to subsist their
horses on. “We could keep two teams on the natural grass in that
old beaver fly,” Gil said more than once, “if we could afford to buy
that many horses.” They had harvested the hay together, Gil
mowing and Lana raking, and both pitching it onto the cart
through a week of dry breezy weather. Her father had taught her
a little about thatching and she had put in two days’ work on the
stack. Though it looked to her a bungling kind of job compared
to the work her father did, Gil swore that there was no better-
looking stack between Schenectady and the Indian country.

But everything she did seemed to please him. The way she had
fixed the cabin over, arranged their scanty furniture to make the
place look, he said, as if they’d lived in it for years. The way she
sanded the floor every morning; and the little cotton curtains she
made for the two windows, stringing them on cord. It had been
exciting, after that first gloomy day of their arrival, to unpack the
two trunks and the boxes from the cart. Gil had had no idea of all
the things in them. “You brought a complete outfit,” he said.
She felt a little shy, replying, “I told Mother there wasn’t any
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sense in me bringing a lot of clothes, and such things. 1 told her
I'd rather have the money spent in house things.”

The cabin lost its dreariness when they had the dresser set up
against the wall beside the fireplace, with its dishes laid out on
the shelves. It was one her father had made of pine in his young
married days, with scalloped mouldings, but it had been put by
upstairs years before when he brought home the maple cupboard
he bought in Caughnawaga. It had seemed like an old and clumsy
piece. When Lana asked for it, her mother had been glad to let
it go. But now, in its new place, the dresser looked impressively
handsome. It gave Lana a comforting feeling to see it there, and
to think that her father and mother must have admired it together
in their first house.

On its shelves she placed her brown earthenware plates, the bak-
ing dish, and the six glasses from Albany. On the top shelf out of
harm’s way she put the Bible and the white china teapot that had
been her Grandmother Lana’s, and the peacock’s feather that her
mother had given her out of the cluster of six, so that she should
have a reminder of home always in sight. War on sea or land
could not affect its fantastical colors.

When Mrs. Weaver saw it first, she held up both her hands and
marveled stridently.

“It’s like the feather off an angel’s wing. You say it come from
an actual bird?”

“Oh, yes,” said Lana.

“What might such a bird be called ?”

“A peacock, Mrs. Weaver.”

“Think of that!” exclaimed Mrs. Weaver. “I wonder what he
looks like.”

“I could n't say.”

“Would they be wing feathers, do you suppose?”

“My mother had an uncle who went to sea,” said Lana modestly.
“He said it was off the peacock’s tail. Mother inherited them.
She has five at home.”

“You certainly know a lot,” Mrs. Weaver said admiringly.



22 THE MILITIA

Mrs. Weaver made Lana feel very proud. She examined all the
other fixings of the cabin with a new respect; she went upstairs
into the loft and sat upon the bed, bouncing a little.

“That’s a dandy bed,” she said.

“Mother made it for me. It’s all genuine white goose.”

“God! Imagine! 1 ain’t seen a genuine white goose since 1
come up here. Your Ma must have been a knowing person, Mrs.
Martin.”

She tried the spinning wheel, saying it ran nice but felt a little
light for a woman like herself. “I’ll bet, though, that a dancey
body like yourself would get a first-rate tone out of it.”

But what inevitably attracted her was the peacock’s feather.
She stopped again before it, holding her hands before her petti-
coat, tight down against her legs. Her curving nose looked rigid
with the wonder of it. Her kindly mouth was hushed. Her gray
eyes shone. Beside her Lana looked small and young and frail.

“My,” said Mrs. Weaver. “I’ll have to tell George about it
right away.”

As a result, George Weaver came at noon, a bulky, square-
faced man, with solid wrists and a deliberate way of talking. He
stood before the feather, breathing loudly through his nose, for
quite a while, before he turned to Lana and Gil.

“A man could hardly paint a thing like that,” he said, pointing
to the heart-shape in the eye. He shook his head. “No, sir, not
hardly. You 've married yourself quite a girl, Gil.”

His slow, govd-humored eyes fixed themselves on Lana with
respect. “Would you mind showing that thing to John and Cobus
sometime, ma’am?”

“Why, I'd be glad,” said Lana.

“I’ll send them over sometime, then,” he said.

“You ought to tell Demooth,” Mrs. Weaver said. “I'd like to
have his Missis look at that. Maybe she won’t feel so fine and
mighty.”

“Now Emmy,” said her husband in his slow fashion. “She ain’t
so bad. It’s just the way she talks.”
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Mrs. Weaver snorted.

“Anyways,” she said, “if you stand there admiring all day you
won't get any dinner to eat.”

They went outside, Gil and Lana following them to the door.

“You come over any time you’re mind to,” Mrs. Weaver said
to Lana.

“Thank you, Mrs. Weaver. I’m pretty busy right now, but I'd
like to later on.”

“Everybody ’s busy settling a new house,” Mrs. Weaver nodded.

The two Martins watched their neighbors move off down the
cart track: the faded calico hanging limp down the woman’s
straight, vigorous back; the man’s woolen shirt drawn tight over
his round shoulders.

“They 're nice people, Gil,” said Lana.

He agreed.

“They ’re plain,” he said, “but they 're good neighbors.”

Word of the peacock’s feather got round Deerfield in a day.
First John and Cobus Weaver came to see it. Gil was finishing his
last hoeing of the corn and Lana was boiling clothes in the iron
kettle at the outdoor fireplace. They stared at her curiously, rather
as if they expected to see the feather sprouting on her.

John, fourteen years old, was spokesman for the pair.

“Are you Mrs. Martin?” he asked.

Lana nodded cheerfully. Their freckled faces were very sober.
They examined her from head to toe. Cobus, who gave promise
of his father’s beamy build, rubbed the calves of his scratched,
bitten legs together; but John stood upright on both feet, his hands
behind his back, his shirt and trousers parting company to show his
belly button, and stared frankly.

“Pa said you had a feather you’d be willing to show us.”

“Yes, if you want to see it. Come inside.”

She wrung the water from her hands and led them in. They
did not say a word, but stood side by side, and stared, but when
they left they thanked her with gravity and marched solemnly
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down the cart track to the woods. Just as they reached the brush
she heard them yell, and looking up she saw them running home
with all their might.

The Realls came over in a mass: Mrs. Reall, a talkative woman,
dressed in a French red short gown, though her face was almost
colorless and her hair light faded brown; and Mr. Reall, a sly-
looking meaching man, if ever Lana had seen one, carrying the
youngest child in his arms. The other seven trailed behind in a
gradation of age and size to the three-year-old, who was barely
able to keep up. They had a rascally look about them, and they
swarmed all over the cabin, chattering back and forth as if the
Martins had never been.

The children wished to take the feather down, but Gil was good-
humoredly firm about that. “They might break it,” he said, “even
without meaning to.”

“That’s the truth,” Mrs. Reall said tolerantly to Lana. “There
ain’t a thing they won’t break or destroy some way, if they get
a-hold of it. You know the way children act.”

The youngest child, on Christian Reall’s lap, began to bawl, and
she snatched it from him, opened up her blouse, and started nurs-
ing it. Throughout the rest of the visit, the child continued nurs-
ing, puffing and sucking away, even when Mrs. Reall went upstairs
to examine the bed. :

“My, my,” she said, surreptitiously lifting the coverlet to feel the
blankets, “you surely have nice things. I used to myself, before
I got to bearing children.” She shifted the baby to the other breast
and led the way downstairs. “You and Gilly will have to come
on over to our place next Sunday,” she invited. “Most generally
Kitty reads us Bible Sundays. Weavers come, and sometimes
Mark Demooth. Missis come once, but the children seemed to
bother her. She ain’t been in two years.” She whispered sig-
nificantly, “Kitty, he’s a great reader. Reads as loud as any parson.
You’d be surprised, the raeaching kind of a man he looks.”

They went away like a tailing swarm of bees, or like a bunch
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of rabbits, as Gil said. “Reall’s religious,” he said to Lana. “But
they 're just like rabbits, all of them, the way they breed, and run
around.”

“Nobody seems to like Mrs. Demooth,” Lana said. “What’s she
like?”

“She’s all right, I guess,” said Gil. “But he married her some-
where down near Schenectady. Her folks had money. 1 guess she
don’t like it up here much. And Mark being a captain in the
militia, she likes to tend her place.”

Mrs. Demooth did not arrive for several days. When she did
come for her call,—she emphasized the fact that she was calling,
— Lana had been helping Gil clear brush.

Mrs. Demooth made her feel conscious of her heat and soiledness.
The woman carried a parasol against the sun, a faded thing, ridicu-
lous to see in the woods, and she wore a white cap on her hair.
She bent her head when Lana invited her in from the heat and
perched herself on their one chair, beside the hearth, while Lana
sat on a low stool across from her.

“It’s real nice of you to come and see me,” Lana said, anxious to
be polite.

“Don’t say so,” said Mrs. Demooth. She dabbed her face with
a small handkerchief. “I meant to come much sooner. I would
surely have come. But you know how it is. I have to watch that
hired girl of mine during wash days. I declare sometimes I think
it’s more work having hired help than doing the work yourself.”

Lana, who was tired and hot, and cross with herself, felt like
saying, “Oh, indeed, Mrs. Demooth.” But she nodded instead.

“That’s a real nice teapot, is n'’t it?” said Mrs. Demooth. “What
is it, Wedgwood ?”

“I don’t know,” said Lana. “It’s white chinaware, I think.”

And it was Mrs. Demooth who said, “Oh, indeed.” Her voice
made Lana bristle; she flushed all the way to her eyes and bit
her lip.

Mrs. Demooth was looking round her.
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“You 've got one of those feathers, I see,” she said, pointing at the
peacock’s feather with her parasol. “We used to have a bunch
of them at home, but it was terrible the way they collected the
dust.”

Lana only stared at her, and after a moment more Mrs. Demooth
rose.

“You ’re tired,” she said kindly. “Do you like it up here, Mrs.
Martin?”

“Yes; why?”

“I suppose one’s bound to when one’s just married. But it was
dreary for me, coming here. These cabins. We ’ve lined ours with
boards, anyway. That helps. But one gets so tired of the woods;
first they’re so still you hear yourself breathing; then at night
there’s all the noise—the frogs, the bugs. It’s terrible.” Her
voice broke for an instant, and her thin and sullen face puckered
so childishly that for an instant Lana could feel sorry for her. “And
now there’s this awful war. My folks were King’s people. 1 don’t
understand what everything’s about. And now Mark’s a down-
right Whig, on the Committee, captain of the militia. He ought
to know, I suppose. But I feel so terrible when he’s away. He
says there’s chance of the army coming down against us from the
west. He talks about our moving down to Herkimer. Of course
Mr. Buter wouldn’t do anything to me, but the Indians— you
can’t ever tell about what they’ll do. Every time Mark goes to a
meeting, I’m left alone. . . .”

Her voice trailed off.

“Yes,” said Lana, finally. “It must be lonesome. But I guess
there ’s nothing a woman can do about it.” She tried to shift the
woman’s thoughts. “Nobody’s got a right to be taxed,” she said,
“without their say-so.”

“Probably not,” said Mrs. Demooth. “I don’t know, I'm sute.
It don’t seem right — the price of tea, I mean.”

She halted in the door.

“I’'m sure,” she said over her shoulder, “that some real tea would
be a tonic to you. You must come and visit with me and have
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some. You must really, Mrs. Martin. It’s such a pleasure to me
to have found one woman up here I can talk t0.”

“Thank you,” said Lana in a muffled voice.

“And, my dear girl,” continued Mrs. Demooth. “You should n’t
work so hard in the fields. That’s a man’s job. They bring us
here and shut us up here. And I say they ought to do their own
work. You're overtired. Overwrought. Remember. Come and
see me.”

She went out.

When Gil came in to see why Lana had not returned, he found
her hunched upon her knees and sobbing.

“What’s the matter?” he asked irresolutely from the door.
“Did she turn nasty on you?”

Lana looked up at him with wet eyes.

“She said 1 had n’t ought to work with you. She said I got
too tired.”

“Maybe she’s right,” he said doubtfully. “If you wasn’t tired
you would n’t be crying now.” He looked defensive. *“I said you
had n’t ought to come out with me to-day. Brushing’s the hardest
work there is.”

“I don't care,” said Lana. “I’'m strong. 1 want to work. I
want to be out with you. It’s all there is to do.” She looked
round her contemptuously. “This place,” she said scornfully, “why,
a little girl could mind it in half a morning.” Her eyes traveled
over Gil's uneasy face and fell upon the feather. “Oh, Gil. She
said it was an awful thing for collecting dust!”

In a vague way, Gil understood. He clumsily put his arm over
her shoulders and kissed her.

“Gill” she said. “I could have bstten her. 1 like it here. 1 love
being here with you. I'm not afraid when I’ve got work to do.”

“Why,” he said, “what’s there to be afraid of anyway? I'm
looking out for you, ain’t I?”

“I don’t know, Gil. Not Indians. I don’t know.”

Their eyes met, and they smiled.

“I guess 1 am just mad, Gil. I thought it was so fine in here till
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she came in.” She wiped her nose. “I can’t imagine. I ain’t been
homesick hardly at all. I been busy trying to be useful.”

“You’ve helped fine. I guess it was that woman. Neo doubt
Mark ’s told her muster day will be next week.”

He stared through the window at the green, shadowed edge of
the woods.

“Muster day?” asked Lana.

“Yes. The four of us has to go down and drill with our com-
pany at Schuyler. I never thought of it before.”

“You have to go?”

“Yes,” he said. “The fine’s five shilling if you don’t turn up.
I can'’t afford to pay that. I guess I')l go down and see the cap-
tain to-morrow about it.”

2

CarraiNn DEmootH

Next morning Gilbert Martin walked down to see Demooth.
Though they had no children, the Demooths lived in a double
cabin. It was big enough to have the air of a house, perhaps be-
cause they had let in so many glass sashes, even in the gable ends
of the loft. Inside, also, it was boarded with pine. A kitchen on
the ground floor, and a sitting room, where the captain had his
desk of mahogany wood; a hall between that joined the two halves
of the cabin — it seemed like a manor in the woods.

A small separate cabin housed his farm hand, Clem Coppernol,
a cantankerous elderly man, who lived by himself.

“Where ’s Demooth?” asked Gil, meeting Coppernol in the corn-
field.

Coppernol raised up from feeling of a squash and pointed his
thumb.

“Writing letters in the office,” he said.

Gil went to the house.
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Mrs. Demooth had not yet appeared, and Nancy, the hired girl,
with a long braid down her back and big stupid blue eyes, was
clearing the breakfast dishes.

“Morning, Mr. Martin,” she said, rolling her eyes towards Gil,
and then immediately rolling them away. “You want Aim?
He’s inside.”

Gil thanked her and crossed the big kitchen with its bricked-in
hearth, went down the short hall that connected the two halves of
the house, where he saw with envy Demooth’s rifle and shotgun
hung on deerhorns, each with its powder flask and shot pouch, and
tapped on the door of the sitting room.

“Come in.”

Gil opened the door.

Captain Demooth was a small, slight-built man, in his middle
thirties, with dark hair and eyes. He was sitting before the ma-
hogany desk that was one of the marvels of Deerfield. It had
taken three men to get it into the cabin.

“Hello, Gil,” he said. “What can 1 do for your”

Gil prevaricated.

“I came down to make sure when muster day was.”

“It’s Wednesday. You knew that.”

“Yes, I did,” said Gil.

“What’s on your mind?”

Gil looked down at the floor.

“I never stopped to think of it before, Mr. Demooth. But do you
think we ought all of us to go?”

Captain Demooth smiled.

“It makes a difference being married, eh?” He leaned back in
his chair and stretched out his legs. He wore lightweight, fitted
boots. He had small feet and hands, about which his wife often
made satisfied remarks, and in which he himself seemed to find
his own satisfaction. Gil looked at him again and thought that
he must be going down valley, for he had on a blue coat and a
iace stock over his linen shirt.

“Yes,” said Gil. “I guess it does.”
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“Your wife’s nervous?”

“She don’t say so.”

Captain Demooth sighed.

“I hope she’s got more nerve than Sara. By the way, Sara told
me she’d called on Mrs. Martin. Says she’s a mighty nice-appear-
ing girl. Congratulations.”

“Thanks,” said Gil, wondering if that was what he ought to
say and trying not to flush. Then it occurred to him to wonder if
that was what Mrs. Demooth had actually said.

Captain Demooth smiled a little, watching him. “Yes, Gil. 1
think we ought to go. We've got to do our part. With Wolff
in between us and Schuyler, it don’t hurt to have him see us going
down in arms to muster. And it don’t hurt some people between
Schuyler and Herkimer to see our muster day.”

“Who would that be, sir?”

Captain Demooth glanced at him sharply.

“Who is there, do you suppose?”

“Why, there ’s Shoemaker’s tavern.” Gil paused. “But I thought
he was on the Committee.”

“Yes, he is. There are a lot of people on the Committee. But
some of them used to be King’s men a couple of years ago. Shoe-
maker was King’s justice. He was a Butler man, too. That’s
more to the point. When it comes to war, if it does, it won’t be
King and Congress up here, Gil, as much as us against the Butlers
and Johnsons. They don’t give a damn about Congress, and 1
don’t know thar'I do about the King. But they do hate our peo-
ple as having settled on the best land in the Mohawk Valley.
That’s what makes them mad.” He tapped the table with his
finger. “Sit down, Gil.”

Gil sat down.

He said, “Yes, sir. I guess that’s so. But ain’t it all the more
reason for leaving somebody to look out after the women?”

“It might be.” Captain Demooth thoughtfully stared between
the white curtains at the surrounding woods. “But what good
could you do if we left you? One man. Look at that.”
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“Yes, sir.” He looked down at his fists. “What right have we
got to leave them here?”

“None. If you look at it that way. I know we don’t do much
at muster day. But we have a good time, that’s something.”

“Well, I 've got to go. I can’t afford to pay a fine, Mr. Demooth.
But I don’t see what right anybody has to make me pay it if 1
don’t want to. Ain’t that what we're fighting a war about?
About paying up without our say-so?”

“Officially. Up here, Gil, we’re going to fight, if we have to
fight, to save our necks.”

“Then why don’t we stay home and look after ourselves?” He
felt belligerent; he thought that Captain Demooth was baiting him
in some way he could not understand. “I don’t care who's run-
ning things so long as I'm let alone. I've got to clear my land.
I've got a wife to support. And I don’t want to leave her where
a parcel of Indians can come in and bother her without anybody to
stop them.”

Captain Demooth looked at him gravely.

“Lasten, Gil. Do you think I'd leave my wife here if I thought
anything was going to happen?”

“No, sir. I don’t suppose so.” He met the captain’s eye. “But
how do you know?”

“It’s my business to. I'll tell you. Everybody knows there’s
queer people going up and down the valley. Running news. In
this kind of war there’s bound to be some people making money
every way they can. Some of those people run news for both sides.
They have stations like Shoemaker’s. You can believe them if
you want to. A lot of them draw pay in Niagara as well as Al-
bany. Well, we have a few people we can believe in. It’s my
business to collect news from the west and sift out what’s likely
to be true. Spencer’s one of our men.”

“The Oneida?”

“Yes. He'’s somewhere out at Oswego. Another’s Jim Dean.
He’s near Montreal somewhere. I check our other men against
what thnee two say. Right here on this table I've got a better idea
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of what's happening than they've probably got in Albany this
minute. I know that Carleton’s building a fleet on Champlain,
and anybody can see that he’ll drive our side back to Ticonderoga.
That means that our frontier is n’t going to be Canada any more.
It means as sure as shooting that the British will try to take Albany
next summer. And it means before they can do that they’ll have
to get hold of the Mohawk Valley.”

Gil said, “Yes, sir.”

“I'm telling you this, Gil, to ease your mind. - You can keep
your mouth shut. Now listen. All along they’ve been telling us
we’d better come around before the Indians come down on us.
But the Indians have n't come. There’s been a little trouble round
Schoharie, but nobody’s been damaged much. There hasn’t been
any up here. The nearer we are to Canada the less there’s been.
Have you stopped to think why?”

Gil shook his head.

“It’s more than a year since Guy Johnson had his Indian council
down at Cosby’s. That happened just before you got here. They
sat around one day and then moved up to Stanwix. They had
chiefs from every nation there. But nothing happened, even
though it 's known Guy Johnson and Daniel Claus and maybe Sir
John wanted the Indians turned loose. The hitch was Butler,
according to Spencer. He was Sir William Johnson’s man. He
knows that the Indians are good for just about one big fight. Once
he started letting them loose in parties he’d never get them to-
gether again. And he’s been holding them off until he can get
an army to come with them. That’s my idea. You can say John
Butler don’t want to start an Indian war. But I don't think any
Butler has that much decent feeling where a German ’s concerned.
He would like to lick the pants off of us. But he’s got enough
sense to know that in a country like ours he can’t accomplish any-
thing by just picking off one farm here and another there. It’s
the whole hog against the brisket. He’ll go for the whole hog any
day. That’s the Irish of it, too.”

Gil drew his breath.
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“Then you think there ain't anything going to happen this year,
dut next year we’ll have a bad time.”

“Just so,” said the captain. “The bigger army they can send
down here the more they figure to take away from any army de-
fending Ticonderoga.” He smiled wryly. “The one thing they
don’t figure on, though, is that those people down in Albany are n’t
going to take any chances, any more than the ones in Philadelphia
or New England are, of weakening themselves. Do you know
what they call us, Gil? Anything west of Schenectady is called
‘bush-German’ country.”

“Then we’ve got to look out for ourselves.”

“Oh yes. They write us about patriotism. And the great cause.
And tell us to look after ourselves and not cry for help. They
won’t send us troops. The damned Yankees don’t want to leave
home. They hear that the likker’s poor west of Albany. They
won'’t send us powder even. Not even lead. Right now Her-
kimer’s making out an order to take sash weights out of any
window that has them between Schenectady and my house. No,
boy, we 'll have to look out for ourselves. Then if we win the war
well see if we can get representation in our Congress. It won’t be
easy, I expect. You see the Yankee merchants started this busi-
ness because they could n’t make a 12 per cent profit any more.
They used the Stamp Tax just to make the country people mad.
Who gives a damn for the Stamp Tax, come to think of it? How
much money have you paid out to it yourself?”

“That’s so,” said Gil, wonderingly. “It ain’t bothered me.” He
looked up at the captain. “Why do we have to go and fight the
British at all?”

“Because, now the war’s started, people like the Butlers and
Johnsons will be in power if they win and they’ll take it out of
our hides, the cost of it.”

Gil said, “Yes.” As far as he could see, though, they were just
about where they had started. Captain Demooth had risen and
there seemed to be nothing more to say. He felt the captain take
his arm as he went towards the door.
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“Don’t get scared,” the captain said. “And don’t let your wife
get nervy, either. I've got people of my own, patrolling west and
north of here. You know Blue Back, don’t you?”

“The old Indian who traps the Canadas 1n winter?”

“Yes. Mr, Kirkland’s guarantced him. He’s got the northern
beat, and if there’s any trouble this year, I imagine it would come
from there.”

3
THe FarMm

When he reached his own place, Gil Martin found that Mrs.
Reall had come over to borrow some soft soap. “I don’t know
how I come to be out of it.” She had the baby under one arm.
“I don’t know what a person can do anyway with a family like
mine.”

“Make some of your own and quit borrowing everything all
your life,” was what Gil wanted to say. Instead he stood beside the
door frowning down at the frowsy woman and gloomily watched
Lana measuring out some soap in a chipped cup.

“Gil’s just been down to Mr. Demooth’s,” Lana said brightly,
in an effort to make them all easy. She knew that Gil did not
approve of her lending so many things to Mrs. Reall.

Mrs. Reall perked up at once.

“It’s a pity,” she remarked, “that a nice man like Mark Demooth
has n’t got a decent woman to look out for him.”

“Did you see Mr. Demooth, Gil?” Lana asked hurriedly.

“Yes,” he said. “He’s getting ready to go down valley this
morning. He said muster day was Wednesday.”

Mrs. Reall looked surprised.

“Why didn’t you step over to our place? It’s shorter, and
Kitty would have told you. He keeps all such things wrote down
in a book. He’s such a methody man.”
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Gil was nettled.

“I knew when it was. I wanted to see him about something
else”

“Well, that wasn’t what you said first,” said Mrs. Reall with
perfect good humor. “Of course you need n’t tell me what you did
go down for. I don’t mind.” But she made no move to get up.

Gil knew that she was likely to stay till noon if the humor seized
her. With strained facetiousness, he said, “I went down to see if
he did n’t think we had ought to leave a bodyguard for all you
women.”

Mrs. Reall laughed heartily.

“My, my,” she said, dabbing the baby’s nose with the front of
her blouse. “Bodyguard! Why, I'm always that relieved when
Kitty goes to muster! I figure he’s safe enough for one day. If
he don’t break his legs coming home drunk the way he does. It’s
one strange thing about a God-fearing man like Kitty, the way he
gets drunk muster days. But then, as he says, war is war, and re-
ligion is religion, and both is pretty well concerned with hell.”

“What did Mr. Demooth say, Gil?” asked Lana.

“He said we ought to go down. He did n’t think there was any
trouble coming for a while.”

Gil wheeled and went out through the door. Mrs. Reall rose
and said, “Thank you for the soap, Lana dearie. I’ll return you
some the next time I get around to making it.”

Lana watched her go, then started after Gil. Gil had begun
work on clearing a three-acre strip along the creek behind the
place. He was felling the trees in windrows widthwise of the
land, preparatory to the autumn burning. The sound of his axe in
the heavy August air had no ring, but when she found him he was
laying savagely into a tree, sinking half the blade at every stroke

She watched him awhile, her dark eyes anxious.

“Gil,” she said.

He stopped, leaving the axe driven, and turned round. His head
and neck were covered with sweat and sweat drops ran slowly down
his arms. The sun beating down on the newly uncovered ground
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brought forth a suffocating, tindery smell, as if it might start the
firing of itself at any minute.

He stood for a moment looking out on his work. With what
he already had cleared, he could see in his mind’s eye the first be-
ginnings of a farm taking shape. Next year his present patch of
corn would go to wheat. Two years from now, he ought to have
eight acres sown to wheat. Once a farm could produce a hundred
bushel of wheat the farmer had got past the dangerous years. He
could begin to count on a yearly income of around two hundred
dollars. He could then consider building him a barn. From
where he stood, Gil saw where he would build his barn against
the slope. A sidehill barn. It was going to be a great place to
pasture stock in. Later they would plan on building a framed
house.

But women, he knew, put stock in board walls and a board floor.
And Lana deserved a house. When he had married her, he had n’t
considered such things, or the fact that she would have to be lefr
here on muster day. There were a lot of things to being married
he had n’t considered ac all.

She said again, “Gill” quite sharply.

In her work clothes, with her slim legs bare and her dark hair
in a braid down her back, she looked light enough for him to
raise her with one hand around her waist, like a daisy stem.

She stamped her foot and the dust powdered her ankle.

“Speak to me! Don't stand there staring like a crazy man gone
deaf! What’s on your mind?”

“I was just thinking how the place would look, in five years
from now.”

He looked so sheepish that she laughed. “I’ll bet you were
thinking about a barn and the cows in it.”

“Horses. And I was thinking how long it would seem to you
before it would be right for me to build you a decent house.”

“What s the matter with the cabin? Don'’t it look nice?”

“It does. But I thought you 'd probably be hankering for a
house.”
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“Well,” said Lana, “I probably will be. But that doesn’t mean
you 've got to moon about it so. When I get discontented I'll let
you know it fast enough.” She sat against the bevel of a stump.
“What did Mr. Demooth actually say?”

“Just about what I told her. He said I ought to go down. I
told him I wanted to stay. It does seem kind of hard.” He re-
peated everything the captain had said.

“Who’s this Blue Back?” she asked.

“He’s an old Indian. Once in a while he stops with me.”

“It’s a funny name.”

“Yes, it is. If he ever comes round when I’'m out, you treat him
nice, Lana.”

“Of course,” she said. “Why would n’t I?”

“Well, you know how Indians is.”

“You mean drunk.”

“No, he don't drink much. For an Indian.”

He glanced at her.

“You won't be scared, being left here?”

“No.”

“You could pass the time with Mrs. Weaver.”

“Maybe I will or go to Reall’s. But I'll get back to have your
supper.”

“You wait for me at Weaver’s. No telling when we get back,”
he said. “If I got time, maybe I’ll fetch you something from the
store.”

She laughed.

“Me. 1 don’t need anything. Lord! You're kind of silly about
me still, are n’t you?”

“I’m just about crazy,” he said, grinning.

“This is n’t time to start that kind of business,” she said. “What
do you want me to do, now?”

“If you mean work, you could drag the lopped branches so the
tops lay on the logs.”

She set to work. The tree trunks lay where they had fallen al-
most end to end, sometimes overlapping. She dragged the lopped
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branches so that they lay over the trunks, the tops all pointing
eastward to favor the prevailing west winds of fall, when the
burning would take place.

They didn’t talk. The dust and the heat choked them both.
But as her brain dulled with the labor she kept wondering whether
a man would continue to feel like Gil when his girl began to lose
her looks. After a while, she even began to forget that. There
was just the work.

They stopped at noon, and ate, and came out again into the
heat, the flies following them from the cabin and then going in
again, but a new swarm met them in the lot. The leaves were
already wilting on the cut branches.

It was like that, day after day. At sunset Lana stopped to hunt
the cow and milk her. She had dropped off in her milk and only
gave a quart at night.

Then Lana started their supper. She gathered a few green ears
from the cornfield, stripped the kernels out, crushed them in a
bowl, and cooked them in the milk. The milk tasted of cherry
and wild onion. All the time, as she worked in the kitchen, she
could hear the strokes of Gil’s axe.

He came in at dark all soaked with sweat and they went down
to the creek together where a pool was, and stripped and washed
side by side.

Each night, to Lana, that marked the beginning of life again.
She felt tired afterwards, her back ached, but she was clean; and
while she ate, the natural uses of her body gradually returned.
And the sight of Gil naked, knee deep in the slow flow of the
creek, was still the one exciting thing she had to see. Even when
she looked up at the peacock’s feather in the dark, his lean white
shape came between it and her eyes. One did not see the burned
hands and face in the dark, only the whiteness.

They could begin to talk a little. They talked about a certain
tree that had been hard in falling, or the way the mare was swell-
ing in her neck from the flies. Gil would then go out with some
of their precious salt in a cup and mix it with water and swab the
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mare’s shoulder, while Lana was clearing up. When he came in
again, they would be wordless, and would wait only for a term
of decency before going up to bed.

All day, her place to him might be taken by anything with
Liands and arms and the knowledge to cook. When they lay down
together, she was Lana Martin, who had been Lana Borst, once,
long ago.

4
Muster Day

When he came in from work on Tuesday evening, Gil took his
rifle down from the pegs over the door.

“Where’s the sweet 0il?” he said to Lana.

“Sweet 0il? You’d better look on that shelf in the woodshed.
Maybe I stuck it up there somewhere. It started to smell bad.”

Without a word he went out to the shed, where she could hear
him stirring round with a heavy hand and muttering to himself.
But he came back after a moment, carrying the earthenware
saucer.

“It does smell kind of bad,” he said, and sat down near her, with
the saucer on the hearth between his feet and a filthy bit of woolen
rag in his hand. “George Weaver’s a particular man on muster.
You would n’t think he was, to look at him. You would n’t think,”
he went on, glancing at her slyly, “looking at him and me, that
he was a sargint over me, would you?”

Lana refused to meet his eye. But she said, “I think George
Weaver would make a better sergeant than you, Gil. You get up
your mad too easy. The way you was getting ready to because
I'd moved out your smelly old oil.”

“Mad! Listen, Lana, you just ought to hear him curse and
swear on muster day.”

“He would n’t do that to me.”
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“Who’s talking about you anyway?” He had run the scourer
down the barrel with the rag wrapped round it, and now he was
examining the result with the rag held close to his nose. There
was n’t any rust. He let the ramrod fall and patted her head.

“Don’t do that,” cried Lana, wriggling off from him. “You'll
have me smelling just like a gun.”

But he had taken to wiping the barrel. “I would n’t mind it if
you did.”

“Gil!” she cried. “You would n’t talk that way to me before
we married!”

“You would n’t have been dragging out my sweet oil on me, be-
fore we got married. Ain’t it a dandy rifle, though?” He held it
in his hands. “I bought the barrel from Wolff. He ordered it
from Albany.” He turned the gun over and looked at the scroll
behind the trigger guard. “It was made in Peckskill. G. Merrit,
Peckskill. Come and look at it, Lana.”

She felt suddenly jealous of the gun, which she had seen ever
since she came to Deerfield, hanging in place over the cabin door.
It had been just a thing till now; but when Gil put his hands on
it, it seemed to have acquired the power of life. However, a
queer little sense of wisdom compelled her to obey, and she looked
down over his shoulder at the nicely etched name. She wondered
if the man who put it there could have any idea that the barrel
would come so far westward and have the power there to make
a woman jealous.

But though <she looked at the name, she would not praise it.
“That’s nice wood,” she said, tapping the stock.

Gil blushed all over.

“I carved that out myself last winter. It’s a piece of black wal-
nut Mark Demooth gave me. I spent pretty near every night all
winter working on that stock.”

He put the gun back on its pegs, replaced the ramrod in the
slot, and again looked round the cabin.

“Do you remember where I kept my hatchet?”

“What do you want with it?”
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“I've got to have it to-morrow. You have to have an Indian
axe or a bayonet.”

“Oh,” she said. “Well now, you listen to me, Mr. Martin. You
just sit here till you’ve had your supper. After that I'll hunt up
everything you want.”

However, he found the axe for himself. Then he greased his
boots; and after supper, all there was for Lana to do was to get
down his hunting shirt.

“It ’s filthy dirty,” she said.

“That don’t matter. So long as your gun’s clean and you've
got your four flints and your pound of powder, nobody cares.”

“l care. As long as you’ve got to go, you'll go looking decent.
What would they say about me if they saw you had the same
shirt on and it had n’t been washed since last muster?”

She held it up under her nose, as he had held up the scourer
under his, and made a face at him. Then she stuffed it into the
iron kettle and put some more sticks on the fire and set about
boiling the shirt. It came out finally, looking rather pale.

It was made of heavy linen, dyed butternut brown, with long
fringes or thrums round the shoulders and down the sleeves.
Ironing it out was a hard job. By the time she had finished, Lana
was flushed and heated and the whole cabin smelled steamily of
soft soap.

She felt out of sorts until her eye fell on Gil laboriously turning
up the brim of his hat, by tacking the edge to the crown in three
places.

“What you doing?” she demanded.

“Well,” he said, “you re fixing the rest of me so fine I thought
I'd ought to make my hat look smart.”

“You ought to have a cockade on it then, Gil.”

“That would look fine. But aren’t you tired?”

“No, I'll make you a cockade. What do you want?”

“Something red,” he said. “Red’s the color of our party. George
Herkimer’s company ’s got a solid red flag. It’s handsome.”

Lana went upstairs to her trunk with a candle and found a piece
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of French red calimanco. They sat quite peacefully together while
she gathered pleats in it and sewed it on. The light of the candle
flashed on her white teeth biting the thread.

“Put it on,” she ordered.

He sheepishly did so.

She thought he looked even handsomer the next morning,
starting off down the track. She had promised to visit with Mrs.
Weaver as soon as she had got the dishes cleared, but halfway
down the clearing he wheeled to remind her of it.

“I will,” she called.

He waved his hand and went off with long strides. She leaned
against the door. The early morning sun was just beginning to
reach down under the level of the treetops, making islands of
light in the clearing, and showing the glitter of the night’s dew.
Gil’s feet had left a dark track through it.

“But I'll bet he won’t think about me once all day,” she thought.

He had reached the Kingsroad by now. Christian Reall was
waiting for him there on the edge of the underbrush. They
saluted each other stiff as two dogs meeting at the corner of the
fence. Then they moved off side by side into the woods.

On muster day, Christian Reall was a different man from the
meaching Bible reader his wife professed to admire. Gil had
never been able to understand why in his family he should pre-
tend to such devoutness if he wished to be such a rip hell once he
got loose from-them. His very walk was different. He cocked
on his toes at each step, instead of flat-footedly shuffling the dust,
and as soon as they were safely in the woods he clapped Gil on
the shoulder and told him he looked like a God-damned gentle-
man.

“You don’t look so bad yourself,” Gil said good-humoredly.

Walking with a swing of his outthrust elbows, Reall preened
himself like a jay bird.

“Not too bad,” he admitted, “but by Jesus it takes more than
clothes to get the girls to look at you. You got to have something,



DEERFIELD: 1776 43
Like a gentleman. Not just lace around your neck or a handker-
chief to blow your nose in. You know.”

“I can’t say I do.”

“Well, you could. You've got it. Look at the girl you got
to marry you! Lana’s prettier than the nigh side of a peach. But
that ain’t what I mean. Who actually wants to marry? Gentry
do and gentry don't, but they always have a trot with the girls
notwithstanding.” He shouldered his rust-pitted Spanish musket
and jerked his flopping hat brim over his eyes. “The stories I used
to hear when 1 was down in Caughnawaga was a caution. The
way the young gentry went around the country. Just like a bunch
of stallions. Why, a girl of fourteen could n’t hardly dast get up a
sweat without fearing one of those gentry would be tagging on her
heels like a breed bull. Young Sir John, and they say young
Walter Butler. And Claus and Guy Johnson. And young Cosby.
The whole lot. They rutted the year round. Mostly they hung
around the Indian camps or went up into the Sacandaga bush
clearings.”

“I’ve heard some of those stories,” Gil said. “But I don’t believe
the half of them.”

“You dont? You're a fool then. Everybody knows Sir John
had Clare Putnam living in sin in the Fort with him when he
got married to Miss Watts. Even Sir William Johnson kind of
dabbled in such things. He did n’t marry the Weisenberg woman
till she was ready to die. He bought her for his bed the way a
man would buy new sheeting. Then he had two Indians. One
afore Brant’s sister. And God knows how many he happened
against. All you 've got to do is look at all the Jacksons there was
in the Lower Castle. It was a joke he had. He let all the pa-
pooses born in the house get called Johnson. All outside he called
Jackson. Otherwise, he said he’d be feeding half the Mohawk
nation. By God, he ought to know, t0o.”

“Well, he was a great man,” said Gil. “I’ll bet if he was alive
he would n’t have run off to Canada.”

“Well, maybe he was. But he surely could rip hell around.”
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“It’s just the fashion with gentry.”

“Fashion, that’s the word [ tried to remember.” Christian Reall
licked his lips. “Wish to God I had some of it myself.”

Gil laughed out loud.

They passed Cosby’s Manor about when Wolfl and his wife must
have been having breakfast in the store, for smoke was still trailing
out of the chimney. There was no sign of the storekeeper or the
woman, but a couple of Indians, like two sleepy cats, sat in the
woodshed in a patch of sunlight.

“What’s them?” whispered Reall.

“I don’t know,” Gil answered. “I never seen them.”

“They 've shaved fresh, look at their heads.”

“Yes.”

“Do you expect they ’re painted?”

“I don’t know. Not on their faces anyways.”

Gil took a good look at them. They did n’t seem as stocky as
the Mohawks he had seen. But they weren’t Oneidas. They
were too dark, he was sure, to belong to either tribe. They were
thin, almost starved-looking. As they sat under their blankets,
they made him think of snakes.

“Morning,” he said to them, walking by.

They said good-morning with their mouths. But their heads
did not move. Nothing about them moved but their brown eyes,
which were small and bright and followed the two militiamen
slowly across the_front of the woodshed.

A moment later, in the woods once more, Reall said, with a
quick backward glance, “Who do you think they was, Gil?”

“I don’t know. I think they might be Cayugas.. Or more
likely Senecas. But I don’t know.”

Reall drew a shuddering deep breath.

“My God,” he said, “the way they stared at me. I've heard the
Senecas and the Erie tribes eat human meat.”

Reall quickened his pace. “We ought to tell Demooth right off
there’s a couple of Senecas at Wolff’s. God knows what they re
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up to. They must be from Niagara. Niagara’s where John But-
ler is. Oh, my Jesus, Gil. Maybe he’s down here too. Wolff’s
looked shut up pretty tight.”

“It always does,” said Gil. “That don’t mean anything.”

“Wolff’s always been a King's man. Always said so.” He
looked round again. “We ought to tell them the first thing.” He
had that fixed in his mind.

The men of Demooth’s company of the fourth regiment of
Tryon County militia were gathered along the barnside fence in
Kast’s field, opposite the ford. There were twenty-five of them.
They had the half-uneasy look of men who have been caught
loafing on the job. When one happened to laugh, two or three
would join him explosively. Then they would spit and look away
from each other and eye George Weaver, who was standing a little
down the fence.

He said, “Captain hain’t here to-day. I ain’t got a watch. Any-
body know what time it is?”

“It ain’t time yet.”

“Must be past ten,” said Weaver. “I’'m to fine anybody’s late.”

“There comes Martin and Reall now. There ain’t anybody else
missing except them that have a lawful excuse.”

At that moment Kast came out of his house in a brown coat.
“It’s two minutes to ten,” he said. “By the clock.”

Somebody laughed.

“Time’s always by that clock of his, when Kast's around.”

Martin and Reall walked up.

Reall cried out immediately, “George.”

“Yes,” said Weaver.

“There’s a couple of Seneca Indians up to Wolff's. They 're
shaved. Reckon they’re going to paint. Maybe Butler or some-
body ’s hanging around there.”

“How do you know they’re Senecas?” Weaver asked sourly.
He didn’t want anything to interfere with the muster. With
Captain Demooth away, the whole responsibility devolved on him.
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“Ain’t I telling you, George?”

Just then, tardily, Kast’s clock wound itself up and struck seven.
The notes came feebly metallic to the waiting men.

“That’s ten,” cried Kast. “She hurt her inwards somehow
coming up here, and the bell ’s never caught up to the time since.”

Weaver took his tobacco from his mouth and cradled it behind
him in his hand while with the other he held a paper before his
eyes and rattled off the names.

“Adam Hartman.”

“Here.”

“Jeams MacNod.”

“Here.”

On down the list. Now and then a man answered, “He can’t
come. He’s gone to the Flats getting flour.” . . . “Perry’s home.

Doc Petry told him his wife might most likely freshen this morn-
ing.” . .. “He cut his foot grubbing brush in the stump lot.”

Obedient to the prescribed ritual, Weaver turned round to face
the absent captain.

“All present or accounted for.”

It brought the plug in his hand into view. He recovered too
late. Restoring it to his mouth, he roared thickly, “Shoulder
arms.”

The line raggedly shouldered their guns, some to the right,
some to the left. They faced Weaver with the gravity of corn-
stooks. No two of them were dressed alike. Some had coats, of
homespun or black cloth; some, like Gil, wore hunting shirts.

Weaver stared at them as if he were hypnotized. Without the
captain he could n’t think what should be done next.

Someone said, “Can’t we have the inspection and get it over
with? It’s damned hot standing here.”

“Sure,” said Weaver.

He went down the line. Now and then he took a rifle and
looked it over closely. Once he made a man lift his shoes.

“You got to get new soles on them. I ought to fine you, Marcy.”

“I got paper in their inside.” said Marcy.
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“Law says shoes equipped for a month’s march.”

“I could n’t walk that far if I had the shoes.”

“It’s law.” He came to Reall. He looked at him for a long
minute.

“Give me your gun.”

Reall handed it over.

“It’s clean, sergeant,” he said. “I cleaned it yesterday myself.”

“Give me your ramrod.”

“It’s in the gun,” said Reall, with a wink.

“No it ain’t.”

“God, one of the kids had it, I guess.”

“Give me yours, Martin.”

He took Gil's ramrod and dropped it down the barrel. It sank
less than halfway. Weaver took it out, then tipped the gun nose
down and whacked the stock with the palm of his hand. An
assortment of bean seeds dropped out. Somebody started laugh-
ing. Reall stared.

“Them boys been playing bean game,” he said. “I could n’t
find the seeds. They said they threw them out. Ain’t that a
place to hide them!”

Weaver handed back the gun.

“Private Reall, dirty gun, one shilling.”

The inspection was finished.

“Fall out.”

The men drifted apart.

“Say,” said someone. “How about eating early? Then we can
go home. I got my two-acre patch to finish to-night.”

“That’s a good idea.”

“Maybe it ain’t legal,” said George.

“We ought to do something.”

“Let’s eat first.”

They had a meal cooked for them by Mrs. Kast. She and her
two daughters scurried and finished the cooking of it and brought
it out with six jugs of beer. The men lay around on the stubble
of the hayfield and drank and ate and got up a company pool on
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the time of arrival of the expected Perry baby. Sixpence a ticket.
Reall took two. That made twelve shilling. Two for the baby
and ten for the winner.

After the beer was finished some of the more serious-minded
thought they ought to try keeping step once around the field.
Everybody thought that was a good idea. They wrestled up and
got their guns. They formed threes and did their best. They
were all blown when they got back to the barn. It was the best
muster they had had in a long while. They felt like celebrating.

Jeams MacNod said seriously, “I bet we could lick the whole
British army, marching that good.”

Weaver admitted they had done well. He had seen them com-
ing round the corner. They were all in step but Reall, but he
was the odd man at the rear and did n’t count.

Reall came up now, briskly, his eyes a little bloodshot, saying,
“How about them Seneca Indians up to Wolff's? Why don’t we
march up there and see what they 're a-doing?”

Weaver thought they might as well. They could dismiss at
Wolff’s and he and Reall and Gil would n’t have to walk home so
far. He gave the order.

As they marched past Mrs. Kast they took off their hats to her.

5
ARREST

The company went up the Kingsroad in two ragged files, each
taking a rut. There was a good bit of laughing, and some talk.
They had n’t much idea of what they were going to do when they
got to Wolff’s store; it seemed like a kind of joke. Most of them
had been there only one or two times in their lives. “Does he
keep any likker?” they wanted to know.

“I don’t think so,” Weaver said. “Cosby did n’t like him having
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too much on hand, with the Indians coming round all the time.
Only in spring when they brought in their peltry.”

He plodded along, hunched forward, as if he had a plough in
front of him. By nature he was an abstemious man and the beer
had gone to his head, what with the heat, and the responsibilities
of running the muster; and nearly all the way he kept trying to
think what he ought to do when they got to Cosby’s. As it turned
out, it was Jeams MacNod, the school-teacher, who had the great
idea.

He said, “If them Indians ain’t there, what are we going to do?”

Nobody had thought of that. Jeams said, “Suppose Thompson
has some men around, he might get nasty.”

“Thompson cleared out a month ago,” Reall said.

A kind of deliberate sunrise of intelligence dawned in the school-
teacher’s narrow, befuddled face. He was a poor man, and he
led a hard and thankless life. He wiped the sweat out of his
eyes with the cuff of his coat sleeve and said, “Why don’t we take
a look around the manor then?”

“Ain’t that thieving?” asked Gil.

MacNod shook his head. “No, it ain’t. Not when there’s war.
That’s what they’re a-doing down the valley. They done it in
Johnson Hall when Sir John cleared out. There was some of the
Flats people in Colonel Dayton’s regiment. They went right over
the place. They didn’t steal nothing. Captain Ross, he said it
was confiscated property and he went around with them showing
what he wanted retained for himself. Retaining ain’t like rob
bery.”

The suggestion gave them the feeling of being on military serv-
ice. They were doing what regular army troops had done in com-
mand of a regular army officer, and they were doing it of their
own initiative. By the time they came to Cosby’s they were, as
Kast said afterwards, looking sober enough to eat hay. They
would n’t have seen the British army, perhaps, if it had been drawn
up in squares round the big house, but they saw Mrs. Wolff all
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right. She was just coming in from the corn patch with a squash
in her arms, like a baby.

When her eyes first fell on them, entering the clearing, she
started instinctively to run. A woman of forty-five or fifty, her
bleached hair half fallen to her shoulders, the bone pins clinging
here and there, loosely, like oversized white lice.

Then she caught hold of herself and stood still.

“Mrs. Wolff,” said Weaver, when the company had drawn up
“chind him, “where’s your husband?”

“What do you want with John?”

Weaver said heavily, “We ’re militia on duty. Where’s John?”

“We hain’t done nothing,” she said in her dull voice. “John,
he’s out in the lot.”

“You call him in,” said Weaver.

She stared at them for a moment more. When her eyes met
his, Gil felt vaguely ashamed. But she didn’t say anything as
she turned for the log store. She went onto the porch ahead of
them and took a small hand bell and swung it slowly.

They all waited for John Wolff.

He came in a moment with a dead pipe in his hand. A little
charred corn silk sticking over the bowl showed that he must be
out of tobacco. He was a year or so older than his wife, but he
had a healthier color, and a set stubborn jaw.

“What do you want?” he demanded. He didn’t try being
friendly. Everybody knew which way he stood. He thought they
were damned fools.

“Where’s them two Seneca Indians was around here this morn-
ing?”

“There was n’t any Senecas around here.”

Reall’s voice piped up from the back of the line.

“Yes there was. Me and Gil saw them. Setting in the wood-
shed.”

“Oh, them. They wasn’t Senecas. I don’t know who they
was.”

“What were they doing here?”
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“They come in last night. Hungry. 1 let them bed in the
barn and give them something to eat. I never saw them before.”

“You admit they was n’t Oneidas or Fort Hunter Mohawks.”

“I don’t admit anything. 1 gave them something to eat. What
the hell business is it of yours, Weaver?”

“John.” His wife breathlessly touched his arm. “Don’t get
angry, John.”

“Shut up,” he said. “What right have these Dutch punks got
coming onto my land?”

“We 're on duty. We got to keep track of people without busi-
ness in these parts.”

“Why don't you ask them what their business was, then? 1
don’t know.”

“Where are they?”

“Go and find out. They left here at nine o'clock.”

Weaver stood uncertainly on the porch. Jeams MacNod went
up to him and whispered. Weaver put his finger in his ear.

“Yes,” he said. “You stay in the store. Both of you. We've
got to investigate the grounds.”

Wolff said, “Suit yourself. But you can’t do anything to me.”

“I’ll just go through your place first,” said Weaver. He called
for Gil and MacNod and Kast to come with him. The rest were
to surround the store and wait till he came out.

The inside of the store was a long room with a fireplace at the
end and a bed in the corner. There were rough shelves along one
wall and storage chests along the other. There were two benches
set end to end down the middle of the floor. The benches were
made of split basswood logs with hickory legs let into them. Two
windows allowed some sunlight to filter through the fly specks.

There wasn’t anything an Indian could hide behind. Weaver
went into the woodshed. He found about a month’s supply of
wood stacked sloppily, two pairs of snowshoes, an axe, a wedge,
and a maul. “No one out there,” he said, and helped the other
three lift aside some axe helves, a keg of lamp oil, and a couple of
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rum kegs. The oil keg had four inches of oil. The other kegs
were empty.

They stood looking round. It was so still inside the store that
they could hear the men outside talking softly through the buzzing
of the flies.

Jeams MacNod tried to lift the lid of a chest.

“It’s locked,” he said.

Weaver turned on Wolff.

“Give us the keys, John.”

“Like hell T will.”

“Then we Il have to take an axe to the chests and bust them in.”

“All right,” Wolff grinned thinly. “You’ll find it’s a hot job.”

“Get the axe, Kast. It’s in the woodshed.”

Kast returned with the axe.

Wolf said, “You spoil them chests and you’ll hear of it. I’ll
make a complaint to Captain Demooth.” He drew his hand
over his thin mouth. “I and Demooth had a talk. He said I
could stay here as long as I did n’t do nothing. I ain’t been look-
ing for trouble. He said he’d look out for me. You touch them
chests and you look out.”

Weaver had begun to get mad.

“Go ahead, Kast. Bust the lock if you can.”

Kast swung the axe like a hammer.

“You stop that. There ain’t nothing in them,” said Mrs. Wolff
“Don’t you spoil them.”

“Let them do it,” said Wolfl.

“No, I won’t. There ain’t anything in them. I'll give them
the keys.”

“You do that and there won’t be any bother,” said Weaver.

Wolff stared at his wife, but said nothing. She gave them the
keys to open the chests. They found some blankets for the Indian
trade. Some cheap knives. Some flour. Some salt beef. There
were two bales of skins in the last. When they opened the lid a
rank smell came out. “Shut it.” said Weaver. Kast started to
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obey, but MacNod, who was a curious man, pulled up the bales.
“Look here,” he said.

Two twenty-pound bags of powder lay in the bottom of the chest.

“That’s my powder,” said Wolff. “I’ve had it a long while.”

“We’ll have to take it. 1’1l give you a paper. It’s more powder
than we 've got for the company.”

“You leave me a couple of pounds, anyway.”

“What do you need it for?”

“It "Il save you wasting it on your damn muster days, anyways.”

“All storekeepers been asked to turn their powder in and make
a statement of it.”

“That’s my business.”

“You set down,” said Kast. He leaned towards Wolff.

“Set down, John. Please.” Mrs. Wolff touched him timidly.
He threw her hand off his sleeve. After a minute he sat down,
though.

Mrs. Wolff turned to Gil.

“You can't take it all. We hain’t got fresh meat. We need
some.” She looked frightened. “Make them leave us a little.”

“I’'m sorry,” said Gil, flushing. “George is in charge. He's
sergeant.”

A little breath went out of the woman. She sat down beside
her husband.

Weaver listened to MacNod. He nodded his head.

“You stay here, Wolff. We’ve got to look over Thompson’s
house.”

“That’s illegal entry,” said Wolff.

“You mind your business and we’ll mind ours.”

Probably Gil and Weaver were the only two among the com-
pany who had ever been inside of Thompson’s house, and neither
of them had been beyond the little office to the right of the door.
They had found Ms. Thompson a decent neighbor, but the big
house had overawed them with its black slaves who seemed to feel
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contempt for any white man who didn’t own people like them-
selves, its sounds of voices from the parlor doors, and the tinkle
of a spinet coming down from upstairs. To them it had been the
expression of all the possessions they vaguely hoped to have come
to them in their time. Weaver had been there twice to see about
the loan of a yoke of oxen in the early days. Gil had come to
sell a large buck he had shot once when some gentlemen had been
stopping there.

Standing on the wide verandah that fronted the river, they now
felt the same awe in the face of the closed shutters. Most of the
men with them caught the feeling. Only Jeams MacNod, who
had some education and a fanatical contempt for all success other
than his own, was ready to break down the door. He threw his
weight against it, but the heavy pine panels had no thought of
yielding to a Scottish scholar.

His gesture, however, had been enough to renew their appetite.
There had been nothing exciting at Wolff’s; they had come a
long way, and the wearing off of the effect of beer had left them
spoiling for action. When Jeams pointed out a heavy pole lying on
the dock by the river shore, half a dozen of them ran down for
it. They swung it against the door together. Bur the bars held
solid. The sound of the blow was like the tap on a gigantic drum,
sounding hollowly throughout the house.

It stopped them for an instant; then they shouted. They swung
the pole again; and again they got no more than the hollow crash,
as if the whole-house joined in one derisive shout.

To Gil, however, the empty sound was upsetting.

“It’ll take too long to break it down,” he said. “Why don't
we open a window?”

The others let the pole drop.

“That’s right,” said Weaver. “There ain’t no sense in spoiling
a good door.”

They swarmed against a window together, hacking round the
shutter bolts with their hatchets. In a few minutes they had the
bolts cut out, the boards pried off, and Reall had thrown his hatchet



55
through a pane. The glass tinkled chillingly into the dark room.
They lifted the sash and climbed in, one after the other.

The room was the office, with Mr. Thompson’s desk and chairs,
and little else beyond the ashes of paper on the hearth where wind
in the chimney had stirred them from the grate.

“Hell,” said Kast. “There ain’t anything in here. Let’s look
around.”

There was a short commotion at the door, before one man
at last stepped into the hall. As soon as he had crossed the thresh-
old, the others trooped after him.

The size and darkness of the hall were impressive. The wide
boards under their boots creaked a little to their shifting feet, but
for the instant it sounded more as if some ghostly person were
descending the staircase. While they stood still to listen, chip-
munks behind one of the walls took sudden fright.

The sound of panic reassured them. The men broke apart, go-
ing from room to room. Gil and Weaver, remaining in the hall,
listened to the stamp of boots overhead and back in the kitchen.
When men walked overhead a thin dust sifted from the cornices.

“I can’t find the cellar stairs,” shouted Kast.

“Where are you?”

“In the pantry.”

“Try the closet off the dining room,” said Reall.

Weaver turned to Gil.

“I don’t rightly know what we 're doing here, Gil.”

“I don't either,” Gil said.

“Maybe we’d better go around and see they don’t get too rough
with things.”

“All right, I'll go upstairs.”

Gil wanted to get away from the big downstairs rooms. The
fine black-cherry dining room table and the delicate chairs worried
him; for they were things he would have liked Lana to have.
But seeing them against the papered wall, dark though the room
was, made him realize that a person could not merely own them.

The holland cupboard in the hall, with its wax figures, half like
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persons in spite of their small size, the soft feeling of the green
carpet under his boots, gave him the same uneasiness. It was not
until he stepped onto the bare wood of the stair treads that he felt
remotely like himself.

But even on the stairs, the voices of the militia had an alien sound,
as if by their entry they had done more than violate a house. They
had put an end to a life. The house, shut up, could have fallen to
ruin in dignity.

On the second floor, however, seeing the bedrooms opening
from the hall, with the big beds unmade, as they had been left
by the Thompsons, Gil felt a kind of unreasoning anger. By
abandoning it, the people, apparently, had thought no more of the
house than the militia had in forcing an entrance. And those that
were abovestairs felk no compunctions.

One was holding up a flimsy dressing gown.

“Would a man or woman wear this?” he was asking.

The lace that edged the sleeves hung limply, and his calloused
fingertips rasped on the silk.

“You can'’t tell what they wear,” said a muffled voice. Christian
Reall came backing from under the bed dragging a piece of
crockery. “Look at this, Van Slyck. It’s got gilt on it.”

Van Slyck glanced down with lukewarm interest. “Yes, it’s a
nice article,” he said politely. He dropped the dressing gown. “I
wish I could get me one of these good and warm.”

Reall crouched over the chamber pot. “It would be a handy
thing. My wife gets chilblains horrible in winter.”

They were as conscienceless as men inspecting a line of goods in
a store. Gil wandered into the next room. There was less in it to
interest one, perhaps, for there was only a narrow bed and a great
closet of dark wood standing in the corner. He was curious to
see what might be inside the closet.

He found it empty of everything except, lying in a corner, a
piece of silk that might have been used as a head wrapping. It
was bright green with little white birds printed on it. He picked
it up almost mechanically, thinking suddenly how well it would
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look on Lana’s dark hair. Glancing round, he saw that he was
alone. It made him feel like a thief, but he comforted himself
with thinking that it had no real value. And he had meant to
bring Lana something. He had not been so long away from her
since they were married. Inevitably it went into his pocket.

Then he looked round him. He felt that he ought to do some-
thing, to show his zealous sense of duty.

In the corner of the room behind the door a ladder leaned
against the wall. He had not noticed it at first. He would not
have noticed it now except that in the pale light creeping through
the shutters the dust on the rungs looked disturbed.

At first Gil thought that there might be rats in the house; but
he did not see why rats should be climbing to the attic. He de-
cided to have a look.

He had to lift a trapdoor.

The attic seemed no darker than the rest of the house, and he
could see quite plainly. The two central chimneys came up side by
side out of the floor and continued at a slight outward angle like the
trunks of a double tree. Between them was a bed.

There was nothing else in the attic. Gil stared a long time to
make sure before he hoisted himself through.

He kept well away from the chimneys until he had circled both
of them. On their outside edges the dust lay thick and unmarked,
but sometime recently a man had come through the trap and
gone to bed. Even if it had not been for the tracks, Gil would
have noticed the faint tobacco smell.

He sniffed at the blankets. It hadn’t been an Indian. The
bed would have had the sickish sweet smell, a little greasy, that
Indians had. It had been a white man. Gil sat down on the bed.

Whoever it was, the man must have cooked downstairs, or have
got food from Wolff’s, for the bed had the appearance of being
used often. But the man could not have used the fireplaces ex-
cept at night or the smoke would have given him away.

Without being quite sure of what he looked for, Gil began pok-
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ing round. He could n’t find anything except the old dottles of
pipes and some small bits of paper. They didn’t have writing
on them. He got up and began a circuit of the attic. Coming
back, he noticed that when the chimneys began to slope towards
the roof the bricks were laid in tiers, making small shelves. He
went back to the bed and stood on it. On one of the chimneys
he found a piece of black cloth. He could just reach it.

For a minute he could not tell what it was. But as he held it
in his fingers, his mind went back, for some strange reason, to
his wedding day. He remembered how they had left Fox’s Mills
and how he had hardly been able to take his eyes off Lana, and
how pretty and bashful she had seemed when they came to Billy
Rose’s tavern. They had had the place to themselves except for
the one-eyed man who had talked so brashly against the Con-
tinental Congress.

Gl caught his breath. It was the patch for a blind eye.

George Weaver’s voice came through the trap rather plain-
tively.

“You up there, Gil?”

“Come up here, George.”

George grunted and the ladder shook as he climbed. He took
a slow look round him, and listened to what Gil had to tell.

“You ’re right, Gil.”

“The man’s name was Caldwell.” ‘

“Well, he ain’t here now.”

Jeams MacNod, the curious man, appeared on the ladder. Im-
mediately he had ideas.

“No doubt he’s one of them spies that George Herkimer’s rang-
ers keep chasing after all the while. There’s a great leakage of
news.” He took the patch in his hand. “No doubt he ain’t
blind at all.”

“What ’s he wear this for?”

“So a person will know what he is without having to ask.
There’s been men with bad eyes, and a man with a lame hand
Herkimer ’s never been able to catch one of them.”
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George Weaver said, “I don’t know about it Where’s the rest
of you?”

“Reall’s down in the cellar. They 've broke it 1n. They 've got
some good gin and they re bringing it up to the dining room.
They had to use a chair or two breaking in the door.” He lifted
the patch. “What are you going to do about this?”

“I don’t know. They had n’t ought to be breaking things. I’ll
get into trouble.”

“Listen,” said MacNod. “We’ll all get into trouble. There
ain’t a man here hasn’t got something out of the house unless
it’s you and me and Gil.” Gil had his own doubts about what
MacNod had taken. The man looked too satisfied. “But,” con-
tinued the schoolmaster, “this here shows that there’ve been un-
lawful people using this house.”

Weaver said, “I got to get down before the boys do too much
damage.”

Gil said, “He must have boarded with Wolff,” before he meant
to. He did n’t want to get into trouble.

“How do you mean?” asked MacNod sharply.

“He could n’t use the fireplaces here daytimes.”

“No,” said the schoolmaster. “He must have gone to Wolff. We
can tell easy, looking at the fireplaces. Look here, George. You
don’t have to worry what the boys do now. You ’ve got proof of
unlawful doings. If you find he ain’t used the house to cook in,
you can arrest Wolff. That’ll get you out of trouble.”

Weaver said, “I don’t want to get John into trouble.”

“Man,” said MacNod, “ain’t he a traitor?”

“I don’t know about that.”

“Well, you better do it to keep yourself out of trouble.”

Downstairs they found that the fireplaces had not been used
In the dining room the men had started building a fire of the
broken chairs. They were drinking gin out of blue china cups
which they handled carefully.

Weaver broke in on them.
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“You boys’ll have to step out smart. We’re going to arres
John Wolf.”

“What for?” they wanted to know.

“Hiding King’s people.”

“Oh hell, leave him alone.”

“Get up!” said Weaver. “You can bring the gin along.”

He got them out with arguments and cajolery and finally had
them lined up on the porch. From where they stood they could
see Wolff’s backhouse. Mr. and Mrs. Wolff were coming bacl
quickly from the door.

“My God,” said Weaver. “I never thought to look there.”

He broke into a run, and the rest streamed after him, Reall at the
end, carrying his chamber pot in both hands so as not to spill
the gin.

Mrs. Wolff gave a little cry, but her husband only looked sullen
and stood his ground.

“Who’d you have hiding there?” demanded Weaver.

“Nobody. My wife felt sick. I went out with her.”

“You swear to that?”

“My God,” said Wolff, turning away.

“John Wolfl,” said Weaver, fumbling for the proper words,
“I’m going to arrest you.”

“Oh, my Jesus, John,” said Mrs. Wolfl.

Weaver had to go back with the company, but he dismissed Gil
and Reall. Reall had a little trouble on the way home, and lost
the gin. But he said at parting that it was the best muster he
ever attended.

Gil stopped at Weaver’s to pick up Lana and to tell Mrs. Weaver
that George had had to take Wolff down to Herkimer.

Emma Weaver was not disturbed by the news. “Likely he’ll
get back after dark,” she said. “I’'m sorry, though, to hear about
John Wolff. What’ll they do to him, Gil?”

“I don’t know, Mrs. Weaver. Where’s Lana?”

“She went home about an hour ago to get your supper ready.”

Gil was annoyed. “I told her to stay till I fetched her.”
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“Now don"t get cross with her, Gil. She said you’d be tired
and did n’t ought to have to wait. She’s a real good girl.”

“I don’t like having her alone.”

Mrs. Weaver smiled.

“You men all think a woman can’t take care of herself, don’t
you? Well, we ain’t so frail. You think she’s so slim, and so
pretty, and just about like a stem of grass when you lay hold of
her, and you hate the idea of her being in that there cabin where
anyone can get at her? Listen, mister, a lot more women get
worked to death by their husbands than is killed by other men.”

It seemed a long way to his own turn-off. He was almost run-
ning when he came in sight of the cabin. He seemed for the first
time to see how lonely the place looked. The small cabin, and
the stump lot, and the ragged corn, and the swale out beyond.

6

BLue Back

When he opened the door, Lana was in front of the hearth, on
which the fire had caught briskly. She started up at his entrance,
smiling, her welcome in her eyes.

“Oh, Gil, I'm so glad you 're home.”

“Miss me?”

“Some.”

“Come here.”

She still held the spoon, covered with batter.

“You 're going to scold me, ain’t you?”

“Come here.”

She obeyed meekly.

He fished the green silk out of his pocket and put it round
her neck.

“I ought to take you out back of the woodshed and shingle you
proper.”
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“Isn’t it beautiful? Oh, Gil, where did you get it?”

“The company marched up to Cosby’s. We had to break into
Thompson’s house. Somebody had thrown this down when they
was clearing out, as if they did n’t want it.” He felt shamefaced
to tell her. “It’s hardly a real present. Only when I saw it I
thought how pretty it would look on you.”

“Imagine leaving a thing like that. 1 would n’t; not if I was
being driven out naked to the north pole. Oh, it’s lovely, Gil.”

She had no compunctions about wearing the thing.

“Look at those birds, those little white ones. Oh, look! Do you
know what they are?”

“No.”

“They 're peacocks.”

“No!” exclaimed Gil. It made him feel better about the whole
business. He put up his gun over the door and loosened his
hatchet.

“You got supper ready?”

“Pretty near. I bet you’re hungry. You set down there on the
stool and tell me what you did.”

He told her the whole business, seeing the Indians on the way
down, mustering, the return, finding the place in the attic, and
the discarded patch for a blind eye.

Lana turned white at the recital.

“Oh, Gil, supposing he’d been there! He might have killed
you.”

“He would n't dast shoot with all the rest downstairs. And 1
did n’t give him a chance to get hold of me.”

“I was afraid of that man in the tavern. He did n’t have a nice
face. It wasn’t just the eye. It was all of him.”

Gil became serious.

“Suppose you’d found him here when you came home alone,
Lana.”

“Him? What do you mean? What would he want here?”

“I don’t know, exactly. But this is the house furthest west in
the valley except at Fort Stanwix.” He said very seriously, “You
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see, Lana, that’s what I meant about you waiting at Weaver’s’

“I never thought. I will next time, Gil. It’s awful.” She re-
turned to her cooking, speaking to him over her shoulder. Gil
sat down and watched her. Even though they had been married
more than a month now, she seemed like such a young girl. And
for the moment he could see that she was afraid. “A man like
him might be out in the woods this minute and you and I could n’t
tell it. Not till they came right to the door. And then there
would n’t be anything we could do at all.”

“Lord,” he said. “You must n’t get scared, Lana. Just because
we arrested a man.”

“What will they do to him?”

“I don’t know.”

“I feel sorry for his wife. Maybe she felt the same way about
you, the way I'd feel about that man.”

“I did n’t think of that. 1 guess she did. She looked scared.”

“And the Thompson people. They’d be mad if they found out
who broke into their house. They’d be mad at us if they saw me
now wearing this silk.”

“You don’t need to wear it, Lana.”

“I will, though. I don’t care. You thought of me when you
saw it and I'd made up my mind you would n’t think about me
all day.”

She smiled a little furtive sidelong smile, and rose from her
crouch with the quick lithe movement Gil liked to see. “You
can put the forks and spoons on the table, mister.”

They ate, sitting across from each other, Lana with her back to
the door. They were nearly through their supper when Gil rose
quietly and went round the table. He stood in the door, with
his hand against the jamb, over his head, looking out.

“What is it, Gil?”

“Somebody ’s coming.”

It was the mare, at the far end of the swale, that had caught
his eye. She had thrown her head up. She was tossing it now,
and snorting, though she was too far off for him to hear her
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Then on the edge of the bushes near the river he saw a man. It
was impossible to tell who or what he was, for he ducked back
out of sight almost immediately. But the mare’s nose, swinging
like a needle to a magnet, showed the man’s course. He was fol-
lowing the edge of the swale towards the house.

Lana crept up behind Gil.

“Who is it?”

“The mare acts like it was an Indian.”

“How do you mean?”

“See her stomp her hoof? She don’t like their smell.”

“Ain’t you going to shut the door, Gil?”

“No.”

“But you ain’t going to stand there in plain sight like that?”

“What’s got into you? You didn’t mind coming here alone,
did you?”

She shook her head.

“I had n’t thought.”

“Well, you need n’t act like a scared bitch just because a horse
has seen a man.”

He did n’t turn around, and Lana stood stock-still, her hand half-
way raised to her mouth, staring at him. After a moment she
backed quietly to her place at the table and sat down with her face
between her hands. She did n’t say anything. But her eyes seemed
to have enlarged.

Neither did Gil say anything. He kept his eyes on the swale
and the edge of the creek bed, and he kept his hand over his head,
within reach of the rifle. The only sound in the cabin was the
everlasting low buzz of the flies.

To Lana the wait seemed unending. But she could not force
herself to look at him. “He’s got no right to say such a thing to
me. I wasn’t scared only for myself. If I was near home, he
would n’t do it. I could go home if he did. But he knows I can’t
1p here.”

She showed no sign of tears. But her jaw set tight, and her
nyes narrowed.
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As for Gil, he didn’t think at all. All his energy was in his
eyes, which he kept unwaveringly on the clearing.

He saw the man the instant the battered felt hat came up over
the creck bank, only half a shot from the cabin door. As soon as
he saw the crown of that hat, he relaxed. He said over his shoulder,
“It’s Blue Back, Lana,” and stepped outdoors. “Hello there, Mr.
Blue Back.”

The Indian climbed out of the creek bed and walked forward
slowly with a grin on his broad face. He was obviously an old
man, and he liked to go slow.

“How!” he gave Gil greeting. “You fine? I'm fine.” He
shook hands with satisfaction.

“I have n’t seen you for a long time,” said Gil. “I’ve got mar-
ried since I saw you last.”

“Yes?” said the Indian. “Got good woman?”

“Come and sit down inside and see her.”

“That’s fine,” said the Indian. He followed Gil through the
cabin door.

Lana forced herself to get up and face him. She saw a brown
wrinkled face with dark eyes on which the lids seemed shrunk, a
broad, rather flat nose, a simple grinning mouth.

Gil was standing at the Indian’s shoulder.

“Mr. Blue Back,” he said, “meet Mrs. Martin. Lana, this is
Blue Back.” Just as if he were a white man.

The Indian had a paunch. He seemed to be pushing it out like
a turkey cock. His face did not change, but he said, with great
sincerity, “Fine.”

“How do you do?”

Lana bowed her head slightly. The man’s smell had already
taken possession of the room. It was sweetish and greasy. If
water had ever touched him, she thought, it had only been when
wading the creek; and his moccasins showed how the dirt stuck to
them afterwards.

He wore leggings, he had a battered skirt arrangement of deer-
skin with a few beads on the edge, and a weathered hunting shirt,
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which, if it had ever had a color, was now so greasy that it was
impossible to tell. On his head was the felt hat, with a hole in
the pointed crown through which the stem of a basswood leaf
was sticking. He also carried a brown musket, a knife, and a
hatchet.

“Fine,” he said again and sat down on the bench Lana had just
risen from.

“Is there any milk left?” Gil asked her. “We have n’t any rum,
but Blue Back likes milk fine. Don’t your”

“Fine,” said the Indian, grinning and slapping his hand on his
stomach. “Yes, fine.”

Lana threw Gil a glance, she did n’t care what he thought of it.
The Indian’s feet were making muddy pools on her clean floor.
And her stomach felt queasy. Then without a word she went
sut to the spring for their jug of milk. She brought it in and
set it on the table.

“Get two cups,” said Gil. “And pour him some.”

Lana said, “You can pour it yourself.”

After one look at her scarlet face, Gil silently did so. He said
nothing to her as she went up the ladder to the loft. Blue Back,
apparently, took no notice, but fixed his brown eyes on the pea-
cock’s feather. He obviously admired it, but said nothing. He
accepted the cup of milk.

When he had finished drinking it, Gil asked, “What are you
doing this way, Blue Back?”

It always arhused him that the stout stodgy Indian had been
named for the noisy blue jay.

“Looking for deer.” In his broken English, interspersed with
innumerable “fines,” the Indian explained that he had been hunt-
ing over the Hazenclever hill. He had shot a doe which he had
left in a tree down by the river to take home. He had a haunch
there for Gil if Gil wanted it. But it had taken a long time.

He had found the tracks of two Seneca Indians. He thought
they must have come from Cosby’s Manor. They had had a small
fire and lain around on top of the hill all day. Then they had been
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joined by a man with shoes on. They had taken the trail for
Oswego, he thought. He was going to take the doe home and
then he was going up north and west for a scout. He wanted to
tell Gil that if he saw two fires on the hill at night, he had better
ok out. Gil could tell Captain Demooth. Blue Back, in explana-
tion, went on to say that he had heard that the Senecas had sent
word to the Oncidas that a party might come down to the head of
the valley soon and the Oneidas were to mind their business.

“Thanks for letting me know,” Gil said.

Blue Back said it was all right. “Like you. Fine friends. Me.
you. Fine.” He finished his second cup and got up.

“I’ll come for that deer meat,” said Gil.

He accompanied the Indian down to the river where the doe
had been hung in a willow crotch. The Indian butchered off a
hind leg and then turned aside and after some search selected a
willow switch. This he pecled and handed to Gil.

“Got fine woman. You young man. You use this on her.
Indian don’t need it. English man do. Iknow. Iold man. You
lick her. She fine woman.”

He beamed at this indication of his own sophistication in the
matter of white man’s culture, shouldered the carcass of the doe
and took to the ford.

Feeling very foolish, Gil wiggled the switch and watched him
cross the river. It was annoying that Lana had had the poor taste
to get up a mad before a guest, even if he was an Indian. Per-
haps the greasy old fellow was right, and she needed discipline
to take her mind off herself. It made Gil unhappy that he should

have noticed.

7
TaLk AT NiGHT

_ Gil walked round the outside of his cabin, taking a piece of
flannel from the woodshed on his way. He wrapped the haunch
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of venison in this and hung it from a branch over the spring
where it was cool. He thought he heard Lana in the kitchen,
but if she was she was working in the dark. At any rate, when
he returned, she was not downstairs.

He saw that she had cleaned up the supper things and washed
the two cups he and Blue Back had used. She must have gone
back up to bed.

He sat down in the dark by the table, wondering what he ought
to say to her. He was half angry, half nettled; and yet he felt
sorry for her, too. It was the first time he had wished that they
lived close to neighbors, for he would have liked to be able to
get the advice of George Weaver, or even of Emma. He did not
know what a man ought to do.

Whatever was the matter with her, she had no business talking
and acting the way she had before anyone he chose to bring into
his house. But on the other hand she had been frightened just
before, and a frightened woman could not rightly be held re
sponsible for much, he supposed.

It seemed very serious to Gil. To him it was the kind of thing
that shouldn’t be let pass. He should not just go up to bed
without having it out, and discovering, if he could, what was wrong
in her mind. Their whole future life might hinge on what he
did. And then it occurred to him what a silly business it was,
and he got up angrily from the table.

He did n’t light the tallow dip. He took his shoes off in the
dark and felt his way upstairs.

The loft was like ink, with the window in the gable showing
only a pale gray set of squares. The air smelled faintly of Lana
and of spruce wood. Standing beside the trap, Gil stripped to his
undershirt.

The boards gave springily as he walked slowly to the bed. His
hand touched the foot and then guided him round to his side.
He sat down on the edge and said “Lana.”

She did not answer. He held his breath and could not hear
her breathing. He put his hand out cautiously and felt her hip
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under the blanket. She was lying with her back to him, and
she must be holding her breath.

They were both holding their breath.

“Lanal” He spoke explosively.

She rolled over on her back and said in a very low, calm, forced
voice, “Yes, Gil.”

“You going to listen to me?”

“Yes, of course, if you want to stay awake.”

Dutiful as damnation.

“You did n’t have no right acting the way you did.”

“What way?” she asked with such deliberate sweetness that he
wished he could see her face.

“The way you did in front of Blue Back.”

“I brought you what you asked me, did n’t 17"

“You could have poured his glass, could n’t you?”

“I did n’t know my marriage contract called for waiting on the
heathen.”

“He ain’t a heathen. He’s one of Reverend Kirkland’s Indians.”
Gil swallowed. “I bet he’s a better Christian than either one of us,
for that matter. And even if he wasn’t you or me could go into
his house and they ’d offer us anything there was in it.”

“It’s too bad you did n’t marry an Indian girl.”

“It don’t matter what you think, Lana. You've got no right
to shame me in front of a visitor.”

“You've got no right bringing any muck out of the woods
into my house, using my things; and I won'’t stand for it.”

“You won’t? What will you do?”

She said furiously, “I’ll take them and myself back out of
here.”

“You won't either. As long as we’re talking this way you
might just as well understand you could n’t do that if you wanted
to. There ain’t a thing you own here under the law. Now, you
listen to me. You behave decently and I won’t talk about it
But you can’t act like this and expect me to allow it.”

He heard her draw a deep breath.
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Then she cried out, “You can’t stop me. I don’t care what the
law is. And I don’t care what there is in here, either. You can
have it. But you can’t talk to me that way.” She breathed
again. “I’ll just walk out of here, that’s all. You won’t know
anything of it.”

“Now, Lana.” Gil tried to talk calmly. “We did n’t marry to
act this way.”

“I don't care what we married for. I won’t stand it. I don’t
mind living here alone. I didn’t as long as you was here. I
did n’t mind working my share outdoors. I did n’t let myself get
scared. 1 done everything I thought you’d like. I tried to be
good to you. And then you call me a bitch.”

“Bitch?” He did n’t understand. “I never called you a bitch.”

“Yes, you did. When you told me to shut my mouth and not
act like a scared bitch.”

“And you got mad because of that?” He reached for her hand
in the dark. “I didn’t think what I was saying. I did n’t mean
it. Honest, Lana. T would n’t call you that. I was scared myself,
and I did n’t want you scaring me worse.”

He had sense enough not to try to hold her hand. He felt her
shaking. But he got into the bed and lay on his back.

“I never thought that things could begin to work up here the
way they are. I don’t know what I ought to do.”

He waited in the dark. He felt beside him the trernbling
lengthen into jerks. Suddenly she rolled over against his side.
The way she cried was almost brutal.

“Oh, Gil. I hadn’t ought to’ve done so. Only he smelled so
bad. T could n’t think he was nice. Oh, Gil!” She put her face
against his undershirt. “You were right to call me so. I did act
like a bitch.”

He did n’t say anything, for he felt as if all nature had upheaved
inside his chest. He let her go on crying until she had quieted.

Then, when he was just dropping off to sleep himself, damned if
she did n’t start poking him.

“Gill”
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“Yes.”

“You awake?”

“Yes.”

“Gil, T better tell you sometime, and I've been trying to all
day.”

“Tell me what?”

“You and me are going to have a baby.”

8

TriAL

The trial of John Wolff for treason was set for the twenty-fifth
of August, Sunday, so that witnesses against the prisoner would
not be discommoded in traveling down to Herkimer. It would
make no difference to the prisoner; he was already there. They
had kept him under guard in the new fort; but the trial, though
handled by the military, would take place in the office of Dr. Wil-
liam Petry, son-in-law of the accused man, and a member of the
Tryon Committee for German Flats.

The office, which adjoined Dr. Petry’s framed house, had orig-
inally been a small log barn. One end of it was the general store,
the other and smaller section, the dispensary. A sort of counter
ran across the room with a removable leaf in the middle, so that
doctor and patient were continually within view of those who were
buying or who were waiting their turn with the doctor. In that
way, a very suggestive and double-ended atmosphere was main-
tained. People waiting would be prompted to buy — groceries or
goods; and store customers would be reminded of the fact that
their children needed sulphur, or rhubarb and soda, or be en-
couraged to show the doctor the thumb they had sprained the
week before and that had somehow never got just right since.

The doctor was a choleric, tall, and heavy man, invariably dressed
in a black coat and a shirt with no cravat He served both sorts
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of customers simultaneously, naming prices as he looked down a
patient’s throat; or, leaving the gut and needle in a cut, he lifted
the counter and took down a bolt of calico.

On the day of the trial he was leaning back in a chair under
the diploma from the Electoral Palatine Medical Assembly at
Mannheim which announced in no uncertain terms that William
Petry had successfully answered all questions as to wounds, in
general, contusions, tumors, fractures, luxations, and anatomical
and surgical operations. The fact that the fort was still noisy with
carpenters and joiners had led him to suggest that his store be
used as the largest available room in the settlement, the fact of the
recent arrival of a shipment of French cloth goods having, naturally,
no bearing.

When Lana entered with Gil, the room already seemed unpleas-
antly crowded. People had lined the counters, until there was
hardly passageway up the middle of the floor. They sat wherever
they could find a perch, on the grindstones, on the kegs of oil, apple-
jack, and molasses and rum. Even on the road outside people
were gathered between the houses: farmers in their best home-
spun coats, with their wives on their arms, carrying prayer books
in their hands, and still with the chilled damp look of churching
on their faces.

Someone pointed out herself and Gil as new settlers up under
Hazenclever’s hill; Gil as the man who had uncovered the evi-
dence. As soon as he helped Lana down from her place behind
him on the mare, they gave way readily, offering little encouraging
half-words of praise that made her realize that Gil had made a
mark in the community and become a person of importance. It
was even more impressive as they entered the store. At the door
a soldier in a brown coat asked Gil who he was, and when Gil
gave his name bawled out in a high, untuneful nasal voice: “Wit-
ness for the United States.”

A little lane opened for them. Lana would have stayed in the
background, but Gil still held her hand, and perforce she had to
move forward towards the counter or make a scene. There, at
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what was now the bar of justice, he let her go and she shrank
against the wall, holding her small chintz pocket in both hands.

A terrific smell of snuff causing her to look to her left, she
met the quizzical eyes, under shaggy black brows, of the doctor
himself. He stared at her with such frank curiosity that the
blood flowed to her head and she wondered dizzily whether an
educated doctor could tell from merely looking at a girl in a bon-
net if she was pregnant.

Gil was standing at the edge of the transverse counter beside
George Weaver. Beyond them, sitting down, the lean bright face
of Captain Demooth was turned a little away from her, as he
talked to the lieutenant from the garrison at the fort who was to
preside. Then the lieutenant looked at Gil, and nodded, and
met Lana’s eye. He pulled out his cuffs very slowly. Lana looked
away. When she glanced back again, Captain Demooth was talk-
ing over his shoulder and the lieutenant was staring her way, and
as their eyes met he smiled.

He must be a young man,—about Gil’s age, she thought,—
but when he was serious he looked older, less impulsive, and rather
lonesome. He had a narrow Yankee face with a snubbed nose
and an oddly thin wry mouth that was a little sad. He looked
like gentry to Lana, for all his homely face.

Gil was reaching up his right hand to scratch the top of his
head as Captain Demooth talked to him. Just in the nick of
time, he remembered how carefully he had oiled and combed his
hair, and his hand hovered, as if he could n’t think how to disguise
the gesture; and the back of his neck got bright red.

Lana’s heart swelled. That little piece of defeat on his part
showed her how much she loved him. She let her eyes close
under the shade of the bonnet and locked her fingers round the
pocket strings, and prayed.

“Oh, God, let Gil show up well before the gentry.”

The Committee of Safety had committed various disaffected peo-
ple remaining in German Flats before this. But in a case like
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Wolff’s, in which the suspect was believed to have harbored spies,
they had preferred to turn the matter over to the regular army.
Lieutenant Biddle had been appointed by Colonel Dayton to
handle the business. The colonel was busy with arrangements for
the repairing of Fort Stanwix before fall and, as he said, “These
damn valley Dutch seem to think the army ought to send up a
general for their housecleaning.”

“Do you know anything about the case, sir?”

“No. I don’t want to. All I want is to get Stanwix decently
fixed, but I can hardly get a team out of these people. If T had
my say we’d fall back on Fort Hunter and let them take their
medicine.”

“Yes, sir.” The lieutenant swallowed. “But what ought I to
do? What line should I take, sir?”

“Please yourself, Mr. Biddle. It doesn’t matter a hang to us
one way or the other. We’ll be the butts any way we do it. 1’1l
stand behind you.”

Lieutenant John Biddle looked at Gilbert Martin, and he knew
that both of them must have the same unhappy feeling on their
breakfasts. He wished to God the sergeant would bring in the
poor devil and get it over. All about him the German faces
kept staring at him. They were n’t easy people to get acquainted
with. They distrusted soldiers of any rank. The girls were as
standoffish as unbroke fillies.

He glanced towards the door again, meeting Lana’s eye on the
way. He thought, “There’s one girl that looks as if she had a
heart in her. But Demooth says she’s married to the witness,
and just as God-saving as the rest of them.”

The people outside the door were moving left and right. There
sounded the clicking walk of men in step. The sergeant pushed
his face through the door, with his hand still wiping his lips,
saluted, and announced the prisoner.

“Bring him in,” directed the lieutenant. He sighed and took a
last look at Lana. The old turkey cock of a doctor was stretch-
ing his neck at the girl.
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The sergeant drew a paper out of his pocket, and announced:
“The prisoner, John Wolff, of Cosby’s Manor. Accused of har-
boring the King’s spies and trafficking with treasonable persons.”

John Wolfl entered. Lana saw his face, stubborn, rather pale,
the eyes fixed on the lieutenant. There was another stir at the
door and Mrs. Wolff squeezed through. “I got the right,” she
was saying in a subdued, desperate voice. “I’'m his wife. I got
the right, ain’t I?”

The licutenant rapped his pistol butt on the counter, and some
capsules collapsed in a bottle.

“Order, please.”

There was a silence.

“You are John Wolff of Cosby’s Manor, as represented?”

“Yes, 1 am.”

“You can stand over against the counter,” the lieutenant said.

“Easy on the jug,” said the doctor. “It’s got acid in it.”

Captain Demooth, as a member of the Committee, and the
commanding officer of the company of militia which had made the
arrest, read the indictment. It caused no titllation. Everyone
knew what was in it.

Lana thought, “He’ll call on Gil now.”

But George Weaver had to give his evidence. . . .

“Whar were you doing downstairs, Sergeant Weaver?”
“I was kind of keeping my eye on the boys.”
“What were they doing?”

“Most of them was looking for Thompson’s cellar.”
“Did they find it?”

“Yes, they did.”

“Did they break in?”

“Yes, sir.”

“What were they looking for?”

“I don’t know. But they found gin, anyway.”

“In other words, they were just looting?”

George hawed a little.
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“I guess you could call it that,” he admitted.

“Were they all so employed?”

“No. Gil Martin, there. He was looking up in the attic.”

“He was sober, I take it.”

“You could of fed him hay,” said George.

“How did you know he was there?”

“l1 went to see where he was. I got upstairs and hollered. He
said for me to come up. 1 went up in the atticc. We found where
there had been people sleeping. We found evidence that there
had been a man named Caldwell there. A blind man.”

“What is the matter with this man Caldwell?”

“The Commuttee says he is a spy. George Herkimer’s been
looking for him.”

“Thank you,” said Lieutenant Biddle. He wondered where all
this was getting him. There was no proof at all about Wolff's
harboring spies.

“Gilbert Martin.”

Gil was sworn to tell the truth. He spoke in a clear hard
voice. It did n’t sound quite like his voice, even to himself.

“You are acquainted with the prisoner Wolff?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Have you ever to your personal knowledge known him to be
associated with treasonable characters?”

“I know he’s always stood out for the King’s side. Mr. Thomp-
son went after the Johnsons this summer. John'’s always said the
way he stood oa things.”

“He is known for a Loyalist?”

“Yes, sir.”

The lieutenant considered. Then he asked Gil to tell what he
had found in the attic, and Gil did so. He further described the
man he and Lana had seen at Billy Rose’s tavern. He was asked
for and gave his deductions. He did so plainly and simply.

“Why hadn’t you arrested Wolff when you first caught him
in the store?”

“We did n’t have nothing on him. Only the powder.”

“Were you drunk when you got to the clearing?”
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“Some of us was a little lit up, sir.”

“That will do,” said the lieutenant. Lana felt the doctor touch
her leg.

“Your boy’s done all right,” he whispered. “He was fair
enough to John, too.”

Gil had stepped back. He stood quite still, perspiring. Peo-
ple murmured and nodded. It was all how you looked at the
matter. Nine tenths of them thought that there was reasonable
cause to judge the prisoner guilty. But there was n’t much proof,
not the way the lieutenant was asking questions. Only that busi-
ness about the eye patch.

The lieutenant turned to Captain Demooth. He asked if there
were any other witnesses against the prisoner. There were.

Story Grebb was called. He said he lived the west side of Fall
Hill, beyond Bellinger’s. He testified that three days before the
arrest he had been awakened by his negro man, Hans. He had
shut the negro out because the negro had been in the habit of
sneaking down to the Herkimer place where they had a black
wench named Frailty, and Esquire Herkimer was being annoyed.
Hans was frightened because he said there was two Indians on
the road. They was asking the way to John Wolff’s store. He
yelled to them to keep on moving, and he let in Hans and tied
him up in the pantry and gave him a hiding.

The following witness made the greatest impression. He was
a heavy-handed oldish man, with a white moustache stained at
the ends and edges. He said his name was Hon Yerry Dorsch.
He lived just west of Eldridge Patent. He testified that on the
evening of July 14 he came home from settling a paper with Isaac
Paris. That he had taken all day to the trip back, and in the
evening when he got to James Jones’s house there was a man with
a lame left hand sitting in it. That he had on a speckled under
jacket, a brown surtout coat, blue woolen stockings and strings in
his shoes. . . .

Lana caught her breath as Dorsch continued with circumstan-
tial relish.

That the said man was lame in his left hand; that Dorsch asked
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him, Jones, where the man came from, and that Jones said he did
not know; that the man stood him, Dorsch, a drink, and that then
the three of them set out along the Kingsroad in company; that
as they went he asked the lame-handed man what his name was,
but he would not tell him, but told him that he came up from
Albany; that Dorsch was sure the lame-handed man was carrying
a bundle of letters, because he stumbled against him once ana felt
them crackle inside the man’s shirt; that the lame-handed man
said he was meeting 2 man with a blind eye, and did Dorsch know
such a person, which Dorsch said he did not and would take oath
to same now before the lieutenant if need be.

Lieutenant Biddle, listening to the tortuous slow testimony,
became aware of the excitement in the audience. The stupid Dorsch
had brought with him a peculiar nervous tension. The prisoner
Wolff stood against the counter, apparently not hearing a word.
The woman who had said she was the prisoner’s wife had her
hand to her mouth. The pretty girl beside the doctor looked a
little better now that her husband had testified, though the stuffi-
ness of the store seemed to be getting on her nerves.

Dorsch droned on in his monotone: —

That they had had to spend the night in the woods, but that
in the morning they had come to Billy Rose’s tavern and he,
Rose, had asked them to come in and sign their names to the Com-
mittee Register, and that he, Dorsch, had done so, but that Jones
and the lame-handed man had gone out and sat under the apple
tree in Rose’s yard.

Next witness, William Rose, tavern keeper, corroborated the
occurrence, as also Martin’s testimony about the man Caldwell.
Further said, when he went out into the yard with the register,
the lame-handed man had gone, but that Jones was sitting there
with Jacobus Seeney.

The licutenant felt sorry for the prisoner, who had to bear all
this on his feet.

“Any more, Captain Demooth?”

There was some similar testimony that took fifteen minutes. [t
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began to seem as if the whole United States had been converging
on Cosby’s Manor, but Captain Demooth made the point that
nobody ever knew the business of any of these people; that it stood
to reason from what was reported that many of them were hostile
to the United States; and that indubitably some of them had
stopped with John Wolff.

A little murmur went out of the room and into the group of
people outdoors.

“John Wolff, have you heard the testimony of the witnesses?”

Wolff’s mouth twisted sarcastically.

“Some of it.”

He met the lieutenant’s eye. He saw that the lieutenant looked
{riendly. But he had lost his own temper listening to all these in-
sinuations.

“John Wolfl, have you ever assisted King’s people?”

“Yes, I have,” he replied in a loud voice. His face was a little
pale and his jaw was set. His wife stifled an “Oh, John!” The
lieutenant did not notice. His voice went on quietly, with a queer
sort of encouragement.

“How did you assist them?”

“If they came to my place without grub, I gave them some-
thing.”

“When they could n’t pay?”

“Sometimes they paid.”

“You haven’t a permit under the Committee of the County to
run a public house.”

“Hell, no. But I don’t sell likker over the counter.”

“Did you sell them any?”

“In jugs if they could pay for it. Store purchase.”

His jaw snapped. His voice was beginning to sound ugly.

“Have you done so lately?”

“I haven’t any more to sell,” said John Wolff.

“Would you if you had?”

“Yes, I would. I got to make a living.”
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“Did you feed the two Seneca Indians referred to?”

“Yes.”

“Did they pay?”

“No.”

“You gave them the food?”

“They was hungry.”

“Did you do so willingly?”

He was giving the prisoner every chance to crawl out. But
John Wolff was raw. He was sick of the business.

“Yes.”

(‘WhyP"

“lI couldn’t turn them out, could I? They behaved decent.
Didn’t break in nor nothing like those God-damned drunken
Dutch!”

The lieutenant hammered his pistol butt on the counter.

“Talk decent, Wolff.”

“Nobody else has.”

“Would you have assisted these people on their illegal King's
business if you had known?”

“I knew they was on King’s business. I didn’t know what it
was. Why, mister? I didn’t ask. I minded my own business,
seer”

The lieutenant patiently overlooked it. He could see how the
man felt.

“Would you willingly assist the King in his oppression of the
United States??

“If he’d promise to exterminate these damned Dutch I would.”

“Is that all you have to say for yourself?”

“Do you want more?”

“If you can’t justify yourself under the law you’d better not
say anything.”

“There ain’t any law 1 know of. Except the King’s law. 1
ain’t busted that.”

“That will be all.”
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Lieutenant Biddle looked down at his hands on the counter.
He hoped he had n’t marred his pistol hammering with it. As
far as he could see, the prisoner was only suspected. Suspected
persons, however, were not wanted here. It was his business to
call him guilty.

He thought, “Guilty of what?”

“John Wolff,” he said, “you have been heard before this court,
with the witnesses against you. You have produced no witnesses
in your own cause. In the opinion of this court sufficient testi-
mony has been given to prove reasonably that you have enter-
tained people whose business is hostile to this country. You have
not denied your entertainment of them, and you have not shown
that you have not shared in their business. I therefore find you
guilty as charged of being a Loyalist. Therefore, according to
regulations, you shall be taken back to Fort Dayton and there
mmprisoned until such time as you shall be taken out by a squad
and shot. The court is now adjourned.”

A little murmur again flowed out of the room. Outside people
said, “They 're going to shoot him.”

Lana saw Mrs. Wolff standing like a post, a peeled post, white
and brittle.

Gil Martin’s jaw dropped open. George Weaver went white
and red. The man was a neighbor. The lieutenant got up and
signaled to the sergeant. The men took the prisoner by the arms
and walked him out the length of the store. Then the lieutenant
followed them.

9
Fate oF WoLrr

Clumping along on his old horse, George Weaver overtook the
brown mare just outside of Schuyler. The mare was moving at a
walk for the comfort of Lana, who sat sidewise behind Gil. She
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asked, as if George had happened into the midst of an argument,
“Are they really going to shoot him, Mr. Weaver?”

“They are, according to law, I guess.”

“But why shoot him? I can’t see that he’s done any real
harm.”

“Why,” said George, “I don’t know that he has, either.”

“Then, why?”

Gil spoke from the encirclement of her arms, crossly, so that
she thought she felt the words rise through his body.

“That’s what she’s been asking me tll I'm just about ready
to get sick.”

Lana lifted her chin and stared at George.

“What did you really arrest him for, Mr. Weaver?”

George uncomfortably scratched his head. Lana’s dark eyes
had a sort of seeking-after-truth look that made him want to get
the rights of it in his own dim way.

“l don’t know, Lana. It was Jeams MacNod’s idea it would
keep me out of trouble for letting the lads into Thompson’s house.
[ did n’t have no idea John Wolff would get killed for it.” He
colored. “Honest, Lana.”

“Of course,” she said. “I know you wouldn’t want to hurt
anybody, Mr. Weaver.”

“What makes it real bad,” continued George, “is that it did n’t
lo no good anyhow. 1 got a regular tongue roasting off the
lieutenant. Why, you’d have thought I was a thief, the way he
talked. Mark Demooth stood up for us, though. He said it
wasn't a cobbler’s patch on the way the Yankees have been strip-
ping women and girls down in Albany County.”

“I know, I know. But this is terrible. We ain’t Yankees.”

“Yes,” said George. “I expect it really is. I asked the lieu-
tenant. Mister, I says, are you going to shoot poor John dead?
And he said, well, what do yox expect? As if I was responsible.”

“What’s ever going to become of Mrs. Wolff?”

“I don’t know. She’s a sour kind of person. Doc Petry of-
fered her a place 1n his house (she’s his wife’s stepmother), but
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she said she’d go back to Cosby’s and starve afore she’d do
that.”

“I don’t blame her.”

“Doc ain’t so bad,” George replied earnestly. “He’s the only
doc hereabouts, but he takes care of anybody he can get to, whether
they pay or not. He don’t press you. It took us a year to pay for
Cobus. Eggs and a sucking pig. Me and Emma made our
minds up to pay for Cobus afore he got weaned, and we did.”

“I thought he looked cruel.”

“Oh, I guess he’ll get John’s life saved. He’s got influence.
He’s gentry.”

“I don’t believe it.”

Gil broke in, “Oh, hush your noise, Lana. It couldn’t be
helped. The King’s people did n’t think anything of beating the
tar out of unarmed men while they had the strength. Look at
the way they licked Jake Sammons when they raised the liberty
pole in Caughnawaga, last year.”

Lana was silent. She could tell that the business was preying
on Gil’s mind. She made up her own mind to see if she could
do anything about it. She thought, maybe, she could get Mrs.
Demooth to interest the captain.

Next day, while Gil was away at Christian Reall's, helping the
little man clear logs ofl a piece, she went down to Demooth’s.
When she came into the clearing she saw Clem Coppernol lead-
ing the captain’s horse round to the barn. She went herself tc
the kitchen.

“Is Mrs. Demooth inside?” she asked the hired girl.

“God!” said Nancy, dropping a platter. “I don’t know.”

She stared with petrified blue eyes at Lana. But the crash had
brought in Mrs. Demooth.

“Nancy!” she said in a hard voice. “If you’ve broke it I’ll
have Clem put his belt on you this time.”

“It ain’t broke, Mrs. Demooth.” Nancy began to blubber.
“Honest it ain't, only a piece. J’ll fix it. I got startled so.”
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Mrs. Demooth then saw Lana. The swing of her skirts stilled
and she became calm all in a gesture.

“How do you do, Mrs. Martin? It’s nice you came down.
Come into the sitting room with me.”

The incongruity of polished dark wood furniture, of fine chairs,
and board floors with carpet on them, all within log walls, made
Lana feel shy. She sat down straight and silent and did not look
at Mrs. Demooth. Overhead she could hear the quick steps of
the captain moving back and forth.

“Captain Demooth’s just got back,” explained Mrs. Demooth.
“Will you move out of the sunlight or shall I draw the curtain
for you?”

“Please don’t trouble. I like the sun,” said Lana, not without
a momentary malicious pleasure as she looked at Mrs. Demooth’s
carefully powdered face. “Mrs. Demooth, I came down to see
you. To see if you would speak to Captain Demooth. About
John Wolff.”

“Oh,” said Mrs. Demooth, who had sat down beside an em-
broidery frame. “Oh. You don’t mean the man that got ar-
rested in Cosby’s Manor?”

“Yes.”

“Is he a friend of yours? I understand Mr. Martin was one of
the men who arrested him. He found the evidence of that awful
blind man’s being in Thompson’s house. I never had much of
an opinion of the Thompsons,” she ended with satisfaction.

“Gil was there,” said Lana slowly.

“Yes, Mark said some very complimentary things about your
husband.”

“I know. Gil was trying to do what he ought.” Lana had
a momentary thought of the silk piece, but let it go. “But he
feels bad about Wolff’s being shot.”

“Oh, that!” Mrs. Demooth gave a brittle little laugh. “Do you
think it matters much?”

Lana said slowly, “Yes, it does. Gil wouldn’t say anything.
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But I don’t want him to have an awful thing like that on his
conscience.”

“My dear,” said Mrs. Demooth, “what can women do? It’s
men’s business. Killing each other. I believe personally that
the man must be guilty.”

“Not to be killed,” said Lana.

“I try to keep things peaceful here. It’s hard enough to make
life pleasant. Mark gets so fretted. I’m sure you'’ll understand.”

Lana’s small dark face became almost grim.

“I’'m bound and determined to do something. What I can.
I can’t sleep myself, thinking of Mrs. Wolff.” She stopped. She
had seen Mrs. Demooth look up. Now an automatic brightness
came over her face.

“Oh, there you are, Mark. Have you met Mrs. Martin? She’s
been so obliging as to call on me.”

Captain Demooth stepped into the room.

“Good morning, Mrs. Martin.”

Lana rose and curtsied, hardly knowing how to look at him.
Nor did she know how to judge a man like Demooth. The doctor
may have been gentry, as Weaver maintained, but he had none of
the captain’s air of self-containment. By his very politeness in
bowing to her he put her definitely outside of his life.

“It’s so nice to have you back, Demooth,” his wife said. “Are
you going to favor me for any time?”

“A day or so,” he said, looking straight at Lana. But when
he spoke it was to his wife. “My dear, I didn’t mean to eaves-
drop, but I heard you and Mrs. Martin talking about John Wolff.”
He helped himself to a little snuff, flicked himself, and sniffed.
Lana thought he did it like any other man, except more quietly.
Then he looked at Lana and his smile was quite pleasant. “What
is it you want of me?”

Lana took hold of her courage.

“Are they going to shoot Mr. Wolff?”

“I’'m not sure. You don’t want it to happen?”



86 THE MILITIA

“No,” said Lana passionately.

“Neither do I. For the same reason.”

Lana discovered that she and Captain Demooth could talk
quite frankly. She was afraid to look at his wife. She knew
that if she did, she could not go on talking, even though he
sounded so impersonal.

“For Gil,” she said with a little nod.

“For the whole company. They were just lit. And they tried
o find an excuse.”

“Gil did n't!”

“No, he was just doing his duty. He took orders. That Jeams
MacNod is the whole trouble. School-teachers ought to get more
pay. They sometimes have brains. Then they get discontented.
I’'m afraid Jeams MacNod is going to make trouble.”

“I don’t know him.”

“He’s honestly patriotic. To me patriotism does n’t mean a great
deal. So are the Butlers, you see. 1 wish they weren’t.”

Slapping his boot, he walked over to the window. He saw a
hundred yards of worked ground, a split rail fence, then the rising
waves of treetops, all the way up the Hazenclever hill to the sky
line. No break, but the running water, all the way to Canada
The split rail fence was a frail dam against the wilderness.

He turned so that his face was in shadow against the clean
panes. “I tried to get John Wolff off. The best I could do was
to get a stay of one week. Dr. Petry went down to see Colonel
Herkimer. He was willing to back the petition in confidence, but
he could not put his name to it. It’s essential that we get him
appointed general of our militia because he’s the only man that
could pull the valley together in war. Otherwise it would be
easy to get Wolff off.”

Lana said “Yes,” but her righteous anger was aroused. Now
Wolff would die because a man wished to become a general. She
raised hot eyes to the captain, and she was surprised to see him
smile.

“Mrs. Martin,” he said, “believe me, Herkimer doesn’t like
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this. We advised him to keep out of it. We had to. But Petry
will have to get other names and he’s blistering mad about it
[ was trying to keep him calm enough to write to Schuyler.
We’ll get John Wolff off, though. I promise.” He paused.
“And 1 understand your feeling, and I think you 're dead right.”

Lana could not think of anything to say.

He turned to Mrs. Demooth.

“Sara, don’t you think we might have a glass of sack?”

“Yes, of course. Mrs. Martin ought to have something against
the walk home.” Mrs. Demooth’s voice was smoothly acid. But
she left the room. The captain said quietly, “You 'll understand,
Mrs. Martin, that I think John Wolff has been working against
us. That he was a dangerous man to have around?”

“I know,” she said. “I guess so. But what’s going to happen
to him, sir?”

“Well, if he does get off, he’ll have to go to jail anyway. A
lot of people have already been sent for less offense than his.”

“Where will they send him?”

“Simsbury, I suppose. The mines.” He let the matter drop.
Lana understood that she was supposed to do the same. She
took the slender stemmed glass and drank the sack without tast-
ing it.

Dr. William Petry was boiling with rage. He marched through
the front door and out on the verandah that faced the river. He
stopped there, thinking of some of the things he might have said
to Nicholas Herkimer. It would be beneath his dignity to go
back and stick his head inside the door like a fishwife; but if he
waited a moment or two Nicholas Herkimer might come out to
see why. Then he would tell him.

The Herkimer place was the finest farm west of Johnstown.
A lot of people thought that the high brick house, painted a bright
red, was as impressive to look at as Sir William Johnson’s fancy
hall. Certainly the wheat and corn were as good as any you
could see in the valley; and the herd of mares in the willow
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pasture along the river bank were the kind that most men only
dreamed of.

The mere sight of them served to enrage the doctor more. When
Herkimer obliged him by coming out and saying, “Well, Bill,”
Dr. Petry started swearing, without even turning his head.

“Now, Bill,” said Herkimer.

But the doctor had remembered something.

“I forgot you don'’t speak English decent,” he said, and repeated
his remarks in German. His translation was free, fluent, and
forceful. German was a good language to curse in.

They stood in the sunlight — the doctor at the edge of the steps,
red-faced, twitching his black eyebrows, standing very erect in his
rusty black coat, and fixing with his eye the astonished little black
negro who was holding the old gray saddle horse. Behind him
Nicholas Herkimer came barely to his shoulder blades. He had
round shoulders and a big head with an unkempt mop of grizzled
hair. His eyes were coal black, passionate, and very sharp. But
just now, like the long upper lip of his loose mouth, they showed
amusement. He looked more like a farmhand than the owner of
this opulent farm.

As the doctor caught breath, he said quietly in his heavy accent,
“All right, Bill. If you say so. But it don’t make any difference.
I won't do it. You can get Wolff off all right; but I can’t. If I
make a move for Wolff there is a lot of people who will say I’'m
interested in the other side — with my brother in Canada.”

“You don’t have to give a damn,” exploded the doctor.

“No I don’t,” Herkimer said. He flushed slowly. “But I've
got to listen. There’s nobody else could get our own militia out.
You know that.”

But the doctor, whose passion was still up, refused to see sense.

“All right, general,” he said. “Go your own way. Be a gen-
eral if you like. If you want to hang a man to be one. But if you
get hurt with your damn war, don’t come to me to get your arm
fixed.” He snorted. “By God, though, I'd like to do one opera-
tion on you.”



DEERFIELD: 1746 89

He stamped down the steps, snatched the old horse’s reins from
the hand of the negro, and humped himself goutily up into the
saddle.

“Bill,” called Herkimer, “you write to General Schuyler.”

“I’ll do what I like,” roared the doctor. He kicked the old
horse’s side and headed him for the river. Herkimer sat down on
the steps. He grinned a little. Bill Petry had forgotten that you
had to ferry over the river there. He waited until the doctor had
turned back from the bank.

“Hello, Bill,” he said. “What is it?”

The doctor cursed.

Herkimer turned to the negro.

“Trip,” he said, “take the doctor over.”

“Yassah, Cunnel,” said the negro, and rushed to the scow.

Herkimer got up and went into his house.

“Frailty,” he shouted. “Bring some beer in the blue mug.”

He went into his office and sat down at his desk. A slim negress,
with high shoulder bones showing through her print dress, brought
in the beer. Then his wife entered.

“Hon,” she said quietly, using his old name, “there’s another
Indian out there.”

“Bring him in.”

His wife ushered in a young Indian buck. He was without
blanket or shirt. Sweat made beads on his greased, yellowish-
brown hide. His kilt twitched over his knees to his deep breath-
ing. He handed Herkimer a letter tied to a stick.

Herkimer opened it.

The Reverend Mr. Kirkland was writing from the Oneida
town. He had had word from Spencer that a party had set
out from Oswego towards the east. They had not touched
Oneida Lake, therefore they must be going through the woods to
the north.

The little man’s big head nodded. Hazenclever’s and the up-
per part of the West Canada Kill should be watched. Up above
Schell’s blockhouse. He forgot about Bill and John Wolff.
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“Frailty,” he shouted. She came in on her broad feet.

“The men are busy,” Herkimer said, over his shoulder, as he
rrote in his crabbed laborious way: “Tell George to send oud
:n men nord of Schell’s to find a party of eight pecble. Pass the
rord to Demuth to look out at Deerfield also.”

He said to the negress, “You can run pretty fast?”

“Yassah, pretty good, Cunnel.”

“You run like the devil to Mr. Dygert’s and give him this.”
“Yassah, Cunnel.”

He looked at her sharply.

“Frailty, you feeling all right?”

“Yassah, Cunnel. Good enough.”

“Has Mrs. Herkimer spoke'to you?”

“Yassah. She say I can have de baby in de house again dis time
’n I pass my promise not to have no more on her.”

“Whose is it this time?”

“I guess hit’s from dat Hans of Mr. Grebb’s, Cunnel. He de
ssteringest nigger. I jus’ could n’ think of no other way to get
d of him. Dat’s de truth, Cunnel.”

“You run,” he said.

As she went out, his eyes came back to the Indian, who had
en standing immovably through this conversation, with his
‘own eyes seeing everything, but showing nothing.

“Come on,” said Herkimer, “I"’ll get you one drink.”

The Indian nodded intelligently.

Dr. Petry had been framing in his mind the letter he was going to
rite to General Schuyler. But at the turn-off he recollected that
[rs. Small was expecting and that he had promised to attend her.
le thought he would look in and see how she was coming on
ith it.

He stopped off at the blockhouse the settlement was erecting,
id found that the stockade had been completed. Jacob Small
as not there, but one of the Helmer boys was putting the spy-
ft roof on. He called down, “Yes, Doc, Cap’'n got word from
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I can see pretty near everything in the country from up here.”

The doctor grunted. He could foretell what he would find.
The woman, after going through ten years of married life as bar-
ren as a bedpost, had now started labor two weeks ahead of time.
She was thirty-one years old and Jake was sixty-five, and he
had told the red-haired hussy at the time that she had no business
marrying a man that old. He did n’t like this way of men of fifty
taking girls to bed. Better look around for a widow their own
age. It irritated him; and the girl had laughed in his face.

She was a sharp-spoken girl, officious, pushing, pert, and he had
a feeling she must have known he might drop in and have planned
the labor just to catch him when he nad other things to do. It
would take a long time. She was built like a trout, with no
pelvic bone worth the name, and she was old enough anyway to
have a bad time. The business was going to be hell for everybody,
and especially for her. Well, it might be a good experience for
her to go through. A good lesson.

That thought eased him as he swung himself grumpily off the
horse and took the saddlebags off his withers. He knocked on
the door and found himself effusively welcomed by Captain
Small.

“By God, Doc, the Lord must have brought you. I sent Joe
Casler after you two hours ago. How 'd you get here so soon?”

Doc explained. “How long’s Betsey been at it?”

“Commenced just after breakfast. She let herself go at some
griddle cakes and they seemed to settle right down in her.”

“Five hours,” grunted the doctor. “Where’d you bed her?”

“She ’s back in the bedroom. We did n’t have time to carry the
bed in here. Jake, she says, Jake, just let me get right down on
a bed. And don’t you touch me, Jake. My God, Do, it’s a hell
of a thing for a man my age to come up against.”

“Pains bad?”

“Terrible. You ought to hear the way she takes on.”

“She always made a lot of noise,” said the doctor. “She’s a
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fresh girl. You need n't act like a run sheep, Jake. I bet you hurt
your Ma just as bad. That’s the only sensible way to look at it.”

“You think so, Doc? Crimus, once or twicet I felt like laying
down dead myself.”

“Have a drink. Got anything in the house?”

“I got some distilled apple juice.”

“Get some, but bring it to me first. Who'’s with her?”

“She would n’t let me send for anybody. Said she did n’t want
them mussing up her house.”

The doctor glanced round the immaculate kitchen, with its shin
ing brass pans and the copper kettle and the dishes in the dresser.
Somehow it made him think of Betsey herself, pert, and spicy.
She’d told him off before. Now she’d have to eat pie. People
never thought of that when they spoke their piece to the doctor.

“You go and get in a woman.”

“There ain’t nobody handy but Mrs. Helmer. Betsey can’t stand
her.”

“Good,” said the doctor. “She’s just the person. Fetch her
right off. But bring me that apple juice first.”

He walked into the bedroo