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clap of thunder in the coming storm. Daniel
Boone knew nature and he knew the Indians. He,
Colonel Callaway, and a posse of friends followed
the trail, for the girls had gathered twigs from
the trees and dropped them at intervals, but the
Indians discovering the ruse, fovbade them, and
then the girls tore bits from their clothing as
they marched, and these aided their rescuers. They
were rescued that night, and their captors slain
by Boone and his men. Betsy Callaway after-
wards married Samuel Henderson, one of the
rescuers, and theirs was the first marriage in
Kentucky. Hardly was this celebration over whe:u

-- Boone was made prisoner by the Indians. They
tried to make him lead an assault on Boonesbo-roug- h,

but only as a last resort he promised them
that if "they would return to their haunts and wait
until spring provided they would bring horses to
take the women and children to Governor Hamil-
ton of Canada who he declared was paying big
prices for live American prisoners. The old
Chief Black' Fish, was delighted, and adopted
Daniel Boone as his son, and bestowed on him the
beautiful name of "Big Turtle." Boone -- was at
home in the Chief's wigwam, and proved a good,
smart, ingenious son, but one day he gave them
the slip and hastened back to Boonesborough. He
had been away for about five months, and Mrs.
Boone believed him dead, and having grown wear
of a country that had held only sorrow and mis-
ery for her, Mrs. Boone had returned to North
Carolina with all her family save Jemima, who
had married Flanders Callaway.

Meanwhile- - Black Fish was enraged at the un-fili-al

conduct of his son, Big Turtle," and hasten-
ed to find him, which he did in his old haunts in
Boonesborough. A fight followed, and Boone was
victorious, so Black Fish left i ndisgust, for his
adopted son, and never returned. Boone came to
North Carolina, found his family mourning him
as dead, but living comfortably under the wise
and prudent management of his wife. As soon
as things could be arranged, they all left a sec-
ond time for Kentucky, accompanied by many
settlers, heavily laden pack mules, and many cat-
tle. Had Daniel Boone been as prudent in busi-
ness affairs as his wife his lands alone would have
made him wealthy, but he neglected the tithes
and lost them all. This, of course, made him wish
to roam the more, and for"a long time we catch

I glimpses of him m different places, while his
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Few women have had the patience, courage and
perseverence that the wife of our pioner Daniel
Boone possessed. Her husband's roving and her
willing acquiescence to all his plans stamp her as
a woman of unusrual trait of character. Daniel
Boone was a perfect Nimrod, and nothing delight-
ed him so much as his solitary hunts in the wild
wood, but he would sometimes consent to take
with him a friend, and he was not always content
with hunting in the day, but soon became an ex-

pert fire hunter, that is, hunting at night with
the aid of a companion who carried over his
shoulder a long handled pan filled with blazing
pine knots, while Daniel followed, gun in hand,
ready to shoot as soon as he could see the eyes of
the animals. "But after all, the warp of no life
is ever so plain and homely that fate does not
weave into it the golden thread of romance; and
so it was with these people of the frontier." It
was while on one of these night hunts that he
espied a pair of unusually brilliant eyes, and
when about to shoot some unaccountable premoni-

tion stayed his hand, and the deer fled, but it ran
into a house and he followed near enough to see
that it was a dear indeed in the form of a pretty
girl. He had previously met her father Mr.
Bryan, and was introduced by him to his daugh-

ter Rebecca, and thus began the love that ended
only with his long life. She was beautiful no
doubt, but as different biographers 'express varied
types some a perfect blond, whilp others aver
that she was a decided brunette, we take as au-

thentic the description of her appearance from a
personal acquaintance who, writing of her mar-
riage, says: "Rebecca Bryan, whose brow now
fanned by the breezes of seventeen summers, was,
like Rebecca of old, very fair to look upon, with
jet black hair and eyes, complexion rather dark
and something over the cornmon size of her sex,
her whole demeanor expressive of her childlike
artlessness, pleasing in her address, and unaf-
fectedly kind in all her deportment. "Never was
there a more gentle, affectionate; forbearing crea-

ture than this same fair,youthful bride of the Yad-

kin." The people knew nothing of bridal tours
in those days, so after the sumptuous supper,
which was partaken of by the whole community,
they all enjoyed the dancing until far into the
next day. The young people were practical, and
so Daniel cut and notched the logs for his cabin
himself, and appointed a day for the "house rais-

ing," which job required only a few hours work,
with the help of the men of the neighborhood.
Then there was another big supper and dance to
celebrate the establishment of another family in
their community. But Daniel refused to be estab-
lished for long in his hut, whose dimentions were
diminutive; it was only twelve by fifteen feet, with
one door and one window. You have doubtless
seen stick chimney's. Well, this one was like those,
only when it rained the mud from the chinks
would run down and across the floor, which floor
was too rough for hurried scouring, as it was
formed of split logs. The fire place was large
enough to almost accommodate a fence rail, and
there was a wooden crane with an iron pot sus-

pended from it, and together with a bake oven,
(still in existance) were all the cooking utencils
Mrs. Boone, owned, fnd dishes were few. "The
bride's inventory during the first year of house-

keeping revealed two ancient pewter plates, one
able and two decrepit spoons, besides a large
wooden one; a couple of old forks, a substantial
wooden bowl, a tolerably good trencher of the
same material and a choice assortmnet of drink-
ing mugs fashioned out of hard-shelle- d squashes.
At a later day this progressive wife added several
wooden-handle- d case-kniv- es and a few crockery

plate, notwithstanding the protests of neighbors
who always opposed any innovation on the old
order of things. The clothes were hung along,
with bacon, venison, etc., on pegs driven into the
wall. She never knew the comfort of a closet,
poor thing. Think of such a home the dwelling
place of the better classes, and you will doubtless,
form a fair idea of domesticNlife in the times of
Mrs. Boone. No wonder that' superstition was
rife, and that there were good or ill omens in all
nature. And are we who proclaim our civiliza-
tion and broad culture free from all superstition?
Alas no, but do we implicitly trust and believe
every statement in the Bible as they did for
in those days there were no infidels or agnostics.
Rude as life was there was an unwritten moral
code which the present status would do well to
adopt. "If a man failed to provide for his family
or stole from his neighbors, if he were unduly
profane, shirked public duty, acted cowardly in
times of danger, if he were careless about his
debts, failed to tell the truth in matters of busi-
ness, or treated women with disrespect, he was
either ignored and shunned by his neighbors or
else summarily forced to leave the community.
Busy as was Rebecca Boone's life, she found time
to care f6r the sick and distressed, and instructed
her children as best she could for there were no
schools then. Daniel Boone became restive as the
settlement increased and game decreased, his old
nature asserted itself and he took a long trip
through Florida, bought a house in Pensacola.
and came back for his family. Mrs. Boone re-

fused to go, and the house was left to commemo-
rate his pleasant visit to the land of flowers, how-

ever the fever of adventure in his blood, which
neither his resolution nor his wife's influence
could suppress, impelled him in his roaming. An
old sycamore tree was standing a few years since
in eastern Tennessee, which furnished evidence
of one of those journeys, for in its bark was
carved: "D. Boone cilled a B A R on this tree
year 1760." Having heard of the wilds of Ken-
tucky the backwoodsman's paradise he determined
to go, and all Mrs. Boone's entreaties availed
nothing, so she severed the ties of the past, sold
the effects of her own handiwork, and bidding
farewell to all that her woman's heart cherished,
she went with him, she knew not whither. We
cannot realize the hardships or dangers of such
an adventure. Wild animals and wilder men of
the forest waited to entrap them. No roads, no
bridges, mountains to climb and rivers to swim.
Hers was a courageous soul. Onward they press-
ed undaunted the pioneers of the unconquered
west. At last when the Walden Range had been
scaled and the worst of their journey passed, as
they thought, a band of savage Indians attacked
them and their eldest son was slain before her
eyes. Sadly they retraced their steps to Buell's
Valley, forty miles back, to wait for reinforce-
ments until spring, then they moved on, and
Daniel Boone was the first white man and his wife
the first white woman to settle in Kentucky. They
felled trees, built cabins, and thus was laid
the foundation of Boonsborough. She was a
model housekeeper in her old home, and her
training now asserted itself and her cabin in the
woods soon became a semblance of the home
which she had left, and lent a touch of civiliza-
tion to the calous wilderness; "as the practical
and ingenious housewife improvising an imple-

ment for reducing corn into meal by driving
nail holes through a piece of tin and fastening
it in a board; discovering a substitute for cotton
and flax in the fibre of the nettle and making
clothing of it, and always as the devoted wife
and mother, guarding the interests and promoting
the welfare of her husband and family. Thus she
found happiness, but it was only temporary, for
her daughter, Jemima, a girl of fourteen, and two
girl friends, Betsy and Fanny" Callaway, while
rowing on the Kentucky River, were kidnapped
ily the Indians. All recognized in this the first

brave yet iaitnltii wire,-undaun-
ted by iailure,

home loving and with true womanly instinct, try-
ing to make a home amid adverse conditions which
had proven nothing certain but failure is a wo-
manhood to challenge the admiration of woman-
kind. She ran a tavern at Maysville which be-
came famous among the pioneers for comfort
and good cheer, but her husband's generosity to
impecuneous friends kept it from paying, and it
was abandoned. They settled near Charleston,
and Boone became a member of the Legislature,
but it was not prosperity that he wanted, but
room to roam and hunt, so all their goods were
packed . in a flat-bo- at and they floated down
the Ohio River and drifted into the
green glades of Missuori. How unhappy had
been her life we women may guess, but only once
is it recorded that she murmured, and who won-
ders that she declared "not for the empire of the
world would she live over again those sorrowful
days in Kentucky." They finally settled about
twenty-fiv- e miles from St. Louis in what is now
St. Charles County. Boone built a nice cabin;
he became a judge of the district, wThich office
he held until he once more became a citizen of
the United States through the Louisiana purchase.
They were prominent people in the estimation of
their neighbors. The house of the august syndic
was not a palace, but something more than a tem-
porary shelter, and this fact realized the longing
of that woman's heart, so busy with her house-
wifely duties, her garden, flowers, fowls and
grandchildren she found the happiness she had
not known since leaving her home on the Yadkin.

Rebecca Boone loved to see one son a wealthy
planter, another an officer in the army ; her grand-
sons growing into promising manhood, one of
whom won fame as the pioneer of Colorado, the
other still greater renown as the guide and main-
stay of the famous Fremont expedition. She
died in 1813, and a few years later her husband
was laid by her side in a beautiful spot over-
looking the Missouri River, but 1845 the Kentucky
Legislature had theor bodies bronght back to
Kentucky, and a small marble shaft marks the
last resting place of Daniel and Rebecca Boone.

The Deliverance by Ellen Glasgow was given to
Eva Plamondon for the best letter to our depart-
ment within the last three months. We sympa-
thize with Nellie in her misfortunes, her husband
having broken a limb, -- and trust that he will be
well soon. AUNT JENNIE.


