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	This is a work of fiction. Although some characters like John Wright, Thomas Nairne, Charles Craven, Francis Le Jau, and George Chicken were all public figures and did live in the Carolinas, at the time of the Tuscarora and Yamasee conflicts, all of the dialogue here is of my own invention, and any similarities to above said persons own written accounts, or the written accounts of others is completely coincidental.

	    "Traders make a living off a getting slaves. That's where their profit is. Cause ain't nothing else so valuable nor so easily portable as a live human being. So sometimes they stir em up - have em go knock heads when they ain't supposed to even - like Old Rabbit Wiggans done with them Yuchis. He got the Cherokee to rub em out - the whole town! And he didn't take not but three captures. The menfolk all fought to the death, and the womenfolk killed themselves in the lodgehouse - them and their young'uns. Cut their own throats in a mass suicide rather than go for a slave. What a bloody waste! And we had a treaty with them Yuchis! We should a hung Rabbit for their murder. But all I could do was lock him up. And the magistrate, all he could do was take his license and fine him. -- He's up there living amongst them Cherokee now. I'm sure of it." 

	 


	Thomas Nairne - Carolina Indian Agent – 1714
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	The Ten Towns of the Yamasee surrounding Port Royal - Circa 1715

	X  indicates 100 people

	
Chapter 1

	The Reconnaissance - January 1713  

	The Mockingbird flies overhead and looks down at 22 canoes paddling upriver fast with the rising tide. It is midwinter and near noon, bright and sunny. Bald cypress conifers lie thick along the banks, blocking out the rest of the trees. The trunks are as wide as a man is tall, with roots like crab legs stretching out into the waters. They all have a tilt to them, leaning in towards the river; a wall of grey with splashes of green spreading out behind. Their limbs are bare as a spider's web; reaching up to the sky. Mockingbird sees plenty of good purchases, but he is watching the men intently now and circles, gliding past the cypress stands, and then back to the boats.

	The men all row in unison. Two to a canoe, except for one man - the Captain - who sits very still in the middle of the third canoe, which is bit longer than the rest. They paddle fast, close to 7 knots - 14 knots less than the mockingbird flies though, so he circles them again and again. On the last turn he sees some smoke in the distance and makes for that. He perches in a giant cypress just up the river, where he can see clearly for miles around. He looks back to the boats and sees the waves of their wakes refracting, glinting from the sunlight and the motion of the paddles. 

	They are the combined war group of Catawba and Euhaw Indians closing in on a Tuscarora band attacking a small Swiss settlement - a cow farm on a creek off the White Oak river - coastal North Carolina. The Tuscarora are whooping it up and taking their potshots, getting ready for the charge. 

	The Euhaw and Catawba are led by Captain George Chicken, and Coronet David Kilbernie, of the Broad River militia. The men with Chicken are 44 total - 3 White men, 41 Tribesmen - all armed with muskets. David carries a pistol and an older Scottish Claymore sword, two handed, in a scabbard strapped onto his back. 

	The Indians have tomahawks and carry at least one knife, and some are carrying pistols too. All are dressed in buckskins, with a wide variety of light lattice chest armor - mostly bamboo. 

	Matt, a tall Euhaw fighter who is fluent in English and Muscogee, and the sole black man in the troop, reports first on the scouting.

	"It's a long house with a log fence around it - like a cowpen filled in with dirt and rocks some. Best they could do I reckon - got six guns pointed out."

	Matt snorts and shakes his head. "They's a little branch running out past the back side of it - and a big field on this side coming up - with a grove of pecan trees right before you get to the clearing." He shakes his head again and looks straight at Chicken.

	"Ain't no lookouts at them trees, Cap'n, nor back of that branch, neither. They ain't got no lookouts, period." Matt smiles then says, "If we come up on 'em low and slow we can range a volley easy - two sides."

	"How many fighters?", the Captain asks.

	"I counted 25 head, all with muskets - look like new ones too. English made."

	"Ever one?" Chicken is disgusted, unbelieving.

	Matt is nodding, "Yep."

	"Damn! Where in the hell did they get them guns from, Matt? They's supposed to be a ban on trade here." Chicken scowls and spits on the ground.

	"Supposed to be is right. You will see." Matt's nodding and then adds.

	"They got the blood up too, Cap'n. Won't be long now, I expect."

	Chicken turns to David and Jeff and says, "What about it, Jeff? Draw me a picture, eh?" 

	Jeff shakes his head and says, "No. Let him say and draw." He looks to David, who picks up a stick and scribbles a quick sketch in the dirt of the layout, and pointing with the stick starts his report.

	"Well... it's like Matt said. Here's the fence, and there's the wee crick there." David points. "And yeah, we can cross on that crick there and get a decent shot, maybe 50, 60 yards out - plenty a cover on both sides too. And they got no scouts posted anywhere, Cap'n - none that I saw. The whole of the perimeter is unwatched." He waves a circle around the drawing with the stick. 

	"Them folks ain't shooting back none. Out a balls I reckon." Matt says. 

	David nods, both of them looking at the captain. Chicken mulls it a bit and then grins. "Well... them folks is Swiss, eh? And mighty poor Swiss too, or they wouldn't be here now, would they? So it may be they's just being stingy with their lead, eh? Like a Scot - lookin to surprise yer!" He laughs and turns to David.

	"Coronet, you and your Euhaw troop will move on up to this grove here," Chicken says, pointing to the drawing in the dirt. "I'll take the Catawba on around back of the creek there. You take your time now. Quiet's the word, eh? You get there and ... then... just wait." The captain grins big. "Just wait til them bucks make their run, by God! Let them run into a three way crossfire, eh? God's heart lads, we might can just take the whole bloody bunch!" 

	"I can show you best way back round to that branch, cap'n." Matt says.

	"No, Johnboy can do that. You go on with Davey and keep an eye out for him now. You know this business here." Chicken nods and points back to the dirt.

	"You ease on up to that grove there - and then y'all just keep still, hear me? Ain't none o y'all shoots until you hear us give em a volley first, eh? That'll be your signal. Then you all light em up quick like, and come in a running."

	"And don't nobody here - nobody - prime your bloody trigger pans til you bloody well get there - into position, eh! We shall have no accidental discharges. Not this close. Tell em." All the time Jeff is giving translations to the Catawba. 

	"25 fighters, so they's probably what, Matt? 50 women and chillerns close by?" Matt nods, as do the fighters around him. "So we got to keep some alive now, for questioning. Tell em, tell em any man what gives up the camp and takes us to it... He gets to live, him and his kin. Guaranteed. The Government's parole. And I'll cover the bounty on that scalp too. Double it!" 

	The men stir and murmur some as this last bit gets translated. David asks, "Is that what the Governor said, Cap'n?"

	"No, but I aim to do it anyhow. Make em believe it, lads." He looks down to the drawing again and then back up and barks out, "Go on now! Go knock some heads and take some scalps." 

	The Euhaw and Catawba leave off in two directions. Matt is walking next to David and asks, "What is parole?" 

	"Parole means they get to go free, long as they don't go to war against us again."

	"Who all is us?"

	
Chapter 2

	The Double Massacre at Sydney Creek

	The Tuscarora charge the Swiss before either war group gets to the flanks. Chicken arrives too late to see any of it, and David's group only sees the end. Since his orders are to wait until Chicken is in position and fires first, David tries to get the Euhaw to hold up.

	"Wait, Wait," David yelps quiet-like, spins around and watches as the whole troop sprints away. Then he takes off too. He catches up with Jeff and the older fighters but is still about 10 yards behind the rest. Matt is in the lead and drifts to a high spot on the fence, brings his musket down and fires, as 14 more warriors do the same right and left beside him in a long, ragged volley. Then they vault the fence one or two handed, swinging tomahawks, and fast engaged in hand to hand fighting. David slows and veers to the right, at a lower spot - stops at the fence and shoots one Tuscarora with his musket. Then he sees Matt tomahawk another man in the head close by, taking him down. David takes his pistol out and shoots a fighter rushing up behind Matt - then glances left to see Jeff toss down his musket, vault the fence two handed and roll up tomahawking into another man.

	David then drops his pistol and vaults over the fence two handed, reaches back, draws his sword and kills three more Tuscarora in a skipping frenzy that takes about three seconds, or three strokes of that big sword. The tomahawks hit so hard in the background that they make a light concussive retort - a hundred pops or more.

	It is all settled inside of 30 seconds, including the run. 

	The last shot is made by the oldest Euhaw fighter. He stays at the fence and shoots one man, just as he jumps up from the ground behind David, tomahawk raised. He's hit in the shoulder, spins and falls. David turns and sees all the bodies surrounding him - 16 Swiss dead, including women and children - 25 Tuscarora fighters down, dead or wounded, soon to be dead. The blood is everywhere, covering the ground, and splattered all over their buckskins and faces - a massacre twice done. Some Euhaw have cuts and bruises, but they are all still standing. The fighter at David's feet is stretching his arm again for a tomahawk. David stomps down hard on his back and flicks the tomahawk away with the point of the blade - then shouts.

	"Jeff! Ask this'n here where's that camp! Ask im."

	
Chapter 3 

	A Night of Torture 

	None of the Tuscarora talk. Except to make threats. Some sing songs. The threat makers all say, "No habla Ingles!" and taunt Jeff, the weary translator. 

	Jeff is disgusted, "They no say - no say! Light them! Let them show brave. This bunch no say. Light them up I say!" 

	The torturing lasts well into the night and is as hard a thing as David has ever witnessed, as seven warriors are tied up to trees, scalped alive and stabbed with large splinters of fat lighter pine into their arms and legs; and then set on fire. 

	David is 19 years old, less than a year in the colony, and has never seen a man killed before today, except at a hanging.

	
Chapter 4 

	The Raid on the Whittock Village

	Matt, Johnboy, David and Jeff scout the small Tuscarora town on the White Oak River. When they return Chicken asks Matt about the camp.

	"They's about 40 of em Cap'n - mostly younguns. Got four old men with muskets holding some captures - two womens and three littlens - white folk. Them muskets is English too - same as what we just took."

	Chicken nods his head and says, "Four guns then, that's it?" 

	"Yep. Some of they womenfolk been known to keep bows though." Matt frowns.

	"Draw me a picture, Davey." Chicken hands David a stick. He takes it and furrows out several long parallel lines.

	"Well, they's about 100 yards or so off the river there. And it ain't a camp, but houses here and there, all spread out - and a big, big corn field what goes on for a half mile or so. The houses all run along next to that field, more or less."

	"But right now they's all gathered at the lodge house here." David is drawing and pointing while he talks. "They got something big cooking. That's the smoke we saw. The captives are right at the lodge there, all tied up on one post - a sad looking bunch."

	"No doubt." Chicken looks up. "Well lads, It looks like fortune has smiled upon us once again. Once again rounding them up all in one spot, nice and neat, eh?"

	"What would you suggest we do now then, Coronet? Another flanking maneuver, perhaps? But minus the volley?"

	David looks down, and shaking his head answers, "Well ... I hope we can help them poor souls back there. Then... I don't know what. I signed up for this, I know. But I ain't... I just ... I ain't got no recommendation here, Captain." 

	Chicken has his eyes locked hard on David, with a matching grimace.

	"Alright then. Once we make the charge you will range this perimeter, and keep a sharp eye outwards for more hostiles. Got that Coronet? Scout the perimeter, eh? Watch our backs while the rest of us here tend to business. Think ye can handle that?" David nods back.

	In the ensuing "battle" the Euhaw attack one side with the Catawba on the other. They don't shoot first, but just run in and start knocking people down - rather gentle like compared to the ferocity of the day before. A lot of folks are running away, but one of the women takes up a bow and hits a Euhaw fighter in the guts with an arrow, and immediately after that Matt shoots her with his musket. Another woman with a bow is shot down before she can take good aim and misses, her arrow skewing up and away.

	One old man is shot and killed, reaching for his gun, and one manages to shoot first but misses bad, then gets tomahawked hard by a big Catawba fighter - killed. The other two old men are knocked down easy by Jeff and Johnboy before they can get to their guns - both caught. Matt and the rest chase off after the runners and most of them are soon caught too; knocked or pushed down from behind while trying to run away. Then they get tied up in ropes, some easy, some with trouble.

	Matt pushes one little girl down from behind while running after her, and she hits the ground so hard she bounces back up into his arms. Captain Chicken, Jeff, Johnboy, and the big Catawba free the white captives - 2 women and 3 children. 

	So again in about 30 seconds time - 2 women and 2 old men killed. The captures taken number 2 old men, soon to be scalped - 14 women, and 24 children, later to be sold as slaves. Maybe some get away. 

	The mockingbirds are alarmed at all the commotion and make their warning calls as they circle around, higher and higher up, further and further away from it all. 

	
Chapter 5

	David Takes a Stand

	David shows up just before dusk with a pistol in hand and a sword at his hip. It's early still and the old men have not been hooked up to the poles yet. They just sit there. The Catawba and Euhaw are dealing with the spoils, not much besides the guns. The real value is in the captives themselves. 

	David has the pistol in his right hand cocked and ready. The sword at his waist on the left is so long that the scabbard drags behind him some on the sand. Several of the men notice and point. Their conversations go up a bit in volume but then stops when David hollers out.

	"I can tell you this for shore! I ain't watching no torturing tonight! Not tonight! No sir! Matt - Jeff - ye'd best keep well back o these two here. And tell 'em all what I said just now. Make it plain."

	Captain Chicken trots up fast.

	"No, no, no, Davey, don't you get yourself all worked up like this. This is an Indian thing here. Let them handle it. They know what's what better 'en you son, believe me." David is shaking his head. Chicken sees it's about to get ugly and calls out for everybody.

	"Hold on now! Jeff! Hold on. Ask em... ask em if they'd rather have it from big red here," Chicken points to David's sword. "Or a chance to show brave on the pole there. Go on."

	Chicken nods at Jeff and then looks back at David. "Then you'll see what I mean. Ask 'em Jeff. Tell 'em they can pick - the pole over there - or the big red blade." He points again at David.

	Jeff points to one old man, "That scalp's mine."

	"Of course, Jeff - absolutely. He's your rightful bounty, no matter what."

	Jeff then asks the first man and he wants the Cheney, speaking and nodding to the pole. The second man, the one Jeff took, says he wants Big Red.

	Jeff smiles and walks over to David.

	"I say to him - if he kill you - he take big red sword and go - him free man."

	David steps back a bit when Jeff is done - regretful - embarrassed. Matt walks up and takes the pistol David hands him. With another grimace he draws the blade out, takes a high guard and hollers, "Well tell im to come get it then!"

	Then the sword is coming down on an old Tuscarora warrior bolting towards him - the sixth man David has killed in two days. 

	
Chapter 6 

	David First Arrives in the Indian Land

	Four months earlier - September 1712

	The gulls cry out and look down at Matt and Jeff as they paddle David in a canoe from Port Royal to the Euhaw village. The trees are thick on both sides, green cypresses taking over the banks - with little beaches and sandy coves scattered along. A swineherd is making a ruckus on a beach up ahead. The mockingbirds and all the rest are singing their songs. The ring of insect chime is still very heavy - last days of summer.

	"Damn, this here's some right smart travelling," David calls out. "I reckon we're making 10 knots - upriver at that! Or do the currents run backwards here?"

	Jeff answers from the back, "We are Yamassee, sirrah. Tideriders." Jeff is short and stout, with long muscular arms and dark skin - a native born Yamasee.

	David grins. "Tides ye say?" And turns to look back at Jeff. "Coastal ebbs and flows - caused by the moon?" 

	"No." Matt says from up front.

	"The moon is over world - the waters below us, the underworld. You call it a river. Hey listen man - if you want to move righteous like on the water, then you got to know the tides. They bring the water in and out - in and out - everyday." 

	"Two times." Jeff is steady paddling. 

	"Just so. Twice a day. Are the waters not such in the Land of Scots?"

	"We have tides there, Matt - but nothing like this."

	Matt nods and keeps on stroking.

	"We paddle upriver when the tide is rising, easy, like now - and swoop downriver like the wind when the tide drops, eh?"

	"Florida and back, many, many times - no problemo", Jeff adds. Matt nods again and keeps paddling, looking ahead.

	"We wander where we want, me and Jeff, but mostly... mostly we just ride these here tides."

	The two are steadily paddling up the Broad river. The wind and the tides are pushing them perfectly. David looks around in wonder at the expanse - water, blue skies and greenery all around.

	"Ye fellers sure speak good English. I was told not to expect that, from the natives I mean, like yerselves." David's brogue is pretty thick.

	"Did me uncle Raymond teach yer?"

	They both shake their heads. "Nunh-unh." From Jeff.

	"Well who then?"

	Matt says, "You will see."

	Matt spots some pigs up ahead and makes a sign to Jeff. 

	"Is Wright's land?"

	Matt shakes his head. "Not this far up." 

	"Might be him sow."

	"Might - might not. Let's go see."

	Jeff eyes the canoe for space. "No problemo."

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The hogs here is just about to overrun us, by God; as they is living high in the woods now - eating everything and getting fat on them acorns. Snakes and such is just snacks to the big boars - and the sows gotta be watched close less they ruin our own corn. They leave in the morning and come back around evening time - for the most part, that is.

	-- Shannon Carlton - 1705
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