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    A road hacked through raw country becomes not just a line on a map but a crucible where endurance, loyalty, and judgment are tested, and where the price of forging onward—through weather, wilderness, and the wills of others—must be weighed at every step.

The Wilderness Trail by H. Bedford-Jones introduces readers to an adventure shaped by distance, danger, and decisions made far from the safety of settled roads. Bedford-Jones (1887–1949) was among the most prolific American storytellers of the early twentieth century, known for swift, vividly plotted fiction across the pulp magazine era. This novel belongs to that tradition: a tale grounded in practical details of travel and pursuit, attentive to the cadence of hard going in rugged country. Without relying on antiquarian display, it draws on historical textures and the romance of exploration, situating its drama amid remote reaches where maps thin and human intentions collide.

At its outset, the narrative follows travelers compelled into a challenging passage through sparsely settled land, tasked with a purpose that demands nerve, discretion, and speed. Their route, more a sequence of hazards than a simple line, entangles them with competing interests and uneasy truces, and invites choices that cannot be postponed. The early chapters establish the stakes in clear, kinetic terms—supplies, weather, ground, and the unpredictability of other people—while hinting at broader forces that frame the mission. The experience offered is lean and propulsive: close-quarters action, wary dialogue, and a mounting sense that every mile invites both opportunity and risk.

In keeping with Bedford-Jones’s broader body of work, the prose is disciplined and vivid, favoring concrete detail over ornament and momentum over digression. Scenes turn on tactile specifics—sound, wind, water, brush, the small economies of camp and trail—so that physical effort registers alongside strategic calculation. The voice carries a period idiom without becoming opaque, giving the pages a brisk, reportorial clarity. Action is staged cleanly, with geography and intention legible to the reader, while the mood remains alert, watchful, and frequently austere. Even moments of respite feel provisional, defined by the knowledge that weather, terrain, or ambition can change without warning.

Several themes give the book its durability. It tests the boundary between prudence and daring, sketching how necessity reshapes rules when authority is distant. It meditates on allegiance—personal, professional, and provisional—and on how trust is built, strained, and sometimes bartered under pressure. The wilderness is not simply backdrop but a force that exposes character, requiring resilience, improvisation, and humility before what cannot be controlled. Questions about belonging and passage—who has the right to travel, claim, protect, or profit—surface in conflicts that remain grounded in immediate stakes. Throughout, the narrative treats courage less as bravado than as the steady management of fear.

Read today, The Wilderness Trail offers more than an excursion into classic adventure; it opens a conversation about risk, responsibility, and the stories cultures tell about remote places. Its emphasis on logistics, leadership under uncertainty, and cooperation amid rivalry resonates with contemporary interests in expedition narratives and survival literature. At the same time, the book bears the assumptions of its era, inviting attentive readers to weigh its depictions of people and places with a critical eye. That reflective stance enriches the excitement, allowing the novel to serve both as engrossing entertainment and as a document of how the pulp imagination mapped the unknown.

For newcomers to H. Bedford-Jones, this is a concentrated demonstration of how he balanced pace with atmosphere, crafting stories that move while suggesting deeper currents beneath the action. For longtime readers of pulp and adventure, it supplies the satisfactions of terrain-savvy plotting, resourceful protagonists, and steadily tightening stakes. Beyond those circles, it rewards anyone drawn to narratives of movement through difficult country and the moral calculations that accompany such travel. Without overpromising grandeur, The Wilderness Trail delivers a taut, skillful journey that respects the intelligence of its readers and the elemental challenges of its setting.
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    Set on the eighteenth century North American frontier after an uneasy truce, The Wilderness Trail follows an experienced woodsman drawn back into service when rumors of renewed conflict spread across forests, lakes, and trading posts. He is tasked to guide a compact party along an unmarked route toward a remote strongpoint, carrying intelligence that could steady a fragile peace. The mission is as much about reading people as it is about reading the land. With supply lines thin and alliances unstable, the journey promises more than hardship; it becomes a test of caution, resolve, and the delicate balance among soldiers, traders, and Native nations.

The party gathers at a rough outpost, a knot of cabins and palisades facing the timbered unknown. It includes a stern officer mindful of orders, a pragmatic fur trader fluent in the economies of the woods, a Native guide whose knowledge is essential, and a traveler whose purpose remains unclear. Early miles reveal the trail as a network of rivers, portages, and game paths threaded through disputed territory. Weather and water dictate their pace. Each member carries separate loyalties, and small decisions begin to matter. Signs of unrest appear in passing: abandoned traps, emptied caches, and stories traded over campfires.

At a river post they hear of a widening design to choke off supplies and bind scattered villages under a single banner. The news reframes their task from routine courier work to a race against converging forces. A skirmish on the shore forces them to test their partnership and their tactics, and the traveler proves unexpectedly capable under fire. The guide insists on protocols of respect when crossing sacred ground, reminding the party that roads exist by consent as much as by discovery. They move forward by diplomacy and care, choosing caution rather than force whenever the path narrows.

As the route bends north and inland, the land grows harsher. Muskeg, blown-down timber, and sudden frosts threaten their food and strength. The woodsman recalls an earlier campaign whose costs still shadow the frontier, keeping him alert to patterns in tracks, smoke, and silence. They read coded blazes and find posts burned or deserted, evidence that plans have outrun letters. Trust deepens cautiously, shaped by shared labor at the poles and paddles. When storms turn trails into rivers, they adapt by cutting new portages and rationing carefully. The mission remains clear, but the distance between intent and outcome widens.

A turning point arrives at a neutral village where trade goods, tobacco, and words are set out with equal care. The party seeks safe passage and the chance to carry their warning without opening new quarrels. A rival scout appears, representing the other empire with polished manners and sharp questions. The council runs on speeches and silence, where a nod or a pipe means more than a shout. Permission is granted, but with a condition that complicates their objective and binds them to more than their own cause. The trail ahead is open, yet entangled in promises they cannot ignore.

Beneath the canopy, those promises are tested. An ambush springs from the spruce and alder, forcing a withdrawal into trackless country. The woodsman shifts from guide to commander, splitting loads, masking tracks with water travel, and running canoes down cold rapids by starlight. The officer bleeds but holds his discipline; the trader barters with salvaged goods for news; the guide charts a line through country where the compass fails. The traveler’s loyalties, once ambiguous, fracture and then reform under pressure. When they reach higher ground, they are fewer, leaner, and late, but the message they carry has sharpened.

The last stretch leads toward a threatened stockade where a handful of defenders watch multiple horizons. The party weighs whether to break through at once or divert to answer a cry for help that would cost time and safety. They choose a course that preserves the mission while acknowledging obligations earned along the way. Moving at night, they cross ditches and shadows, count sentries by their footfall, and glimpse the larger plan without laying it bare. Inside, decisions are made quickly and without fanfare. The traveler’s true allegiance becomes deed rather than declaration, altering the balance at a crucial moment.

Events converge along the titular trail, a corridor of water and woodland that shapes tactics and fate. Allies met on the outward journey now return small favors in decisive ways, closing paths to pursuers and opening others at need. Messages reach where they must, and a broader escalation is checked, though not erased. The conflict resolves in movement rather than spectacle, with distance and weather finishing what courage begins. Losses are acknowledged, maps amended, and the frontier’s rough arithmetic holds. What emerges is not triumph so much as a workable calm, secured by endurance and the memory of near disaster.

The closing chapters return to the outpost and to uncertain days. The mission has shifted the terms among soldiers, traders, and neighboring nations, but no one pretends the woods will be quiet for long. The protagonist weighs what was gained against what was spent, seeing the trail as both path and boundary, a line where promises and pragmatism meet. The book’s message is steady: survival and honor on the frontier depend on restraint, respect, and the skill to read the land and its people. The Wilderness Trail concludes with a guarded peace, acknowledging that every road forward must be earned anew.
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    H. Bedford-Jones situates The Wilderness Trail in the trans-Appalachian borderlands of North America, a vast geography stretching from the upper Holston and Watauga valleys across the Cumberland Gap into central Kentucky and onward to the Ohio River. The timeframe evoked runs from the mid-eighteenth century through the 1790s, when imperial rivalry, Native diplomacy and resistance, and settler migration collided. This is a world of fortified stations, river crossings, and narrow gaps where scouts, traders, soldiers, and families threaded through dense forests. The novel’s evocation of the “trail” mirrors the historical Wilderness Road, a corridor of movement and conflict linking the old Virginia frontier to the Bluegrass country during decades of rapid, contested change.

The French and Indian War (1754–1763) set the stage for later developments across the Ohio Country. British colonial forces and Native allies fought France and its Indigenous partners over forts like Duquesne and Niagara, culminating in the fall of Quebec (1759) and the Treaty of Paris (1763). This redrew sovereignty claims and intensified Anglo-American expansion pressure. The novel echoes this crucible by foregrounding scouts, interpreters, and mixed-war-party tactics that emerged in that war. It reflects how post-1763 British policies and veteran frontiersmen translated wartime routes and knowledge into peacetime migration pathways that would soon become the “wilderness trail.”

The creation and use of the Wilderness Road—often called the Wilderness Trail—was a pivotal event. In March 1775, Richard Henderson’s Transylvania Company negotiated the controversial Transylvania Purchase at Sycamore Shoals (on the Watauga River), with Cherokee leaders such as Oconostota and Attakullakulla signing; Dragging Canoe vehemently opposed it. Daniel Boone then led axemen to blaze a road from the Holston settlements through Cumberland Gap to the Kentucky River, where Boonesborough was founded. This track connected to existing stations at Harrodsburg (established 1774) and to Logan’s Fort. The path carried thousands of migrants between 1775 and the early 1790s despite constant raids and shortages. By dramatizing perilous crossings, makeshift ferries, and palisaded refuges, the book mirrors the logistical, legal, and moral uncertainties unleashed by a private land scheme that Virginia would later void (1778) while largely confirming settler titles. The trail is thus not merely a road but a contested artery binding corporate ambition, settler necessity, and Indigenous dispossession.

The Cherokee-American conflicts, including the Chickamauga Wars (1776–1794), formed the backdrop to early travel along the trail. Following the 1775 purchase, Cherokee towns divided; while figures like Nancy Ward advocated for restraint, Dragging Canoe led a militant faction south and west to the Chickamauga Towns near present-day Chattanooga, launching raids against frontier stations. Campaigns like the 1776 Rutherford Expedition devastated some Cherokee towns, fueling cycles of reprisal. Spanish and British agents intermittently supplied Indigenous resistance. The novel channels this history into scenes of ambush along river fords, fraught parleys, and evasive travel strategies, emphasizing how diplomacy and small-unit warfare structured every mile of borderland movement.

Kentucky’s Revolutionary-era warfare sharpened the trail’s dangers. In early 1778, Daniel Boone was captured near the Blue Licks while making salt, adopted into a Shawnee community under Chief Blackfish, and escaped to warn Boonesborough; the fort endured a major siege in September 1778 by Shawnee and allies influenced from British Detroit. Frontier stations at Harrodsburg and Logan’s Fort faced repeated attacks in 1777–1778, and the Battle of Blue Licks (1782), involving British Captain Caldwell and Simon Girty with Shawnee and Wyandot warriors, became one of the war’s last bloody engagements. The book mirrors these realities in its depiction of stockades, militia musters, and the precarious line between captivity and survival.

The Northwest Indian War (1785–1795) reshaped the Ohio Valley after the Revolution. A confederacy of Miami, Shawnee, Delaware, and others defended homelands against U.S. incursions. American forces suffered major defeats in Harmar’s campaign (1790) near Kekionga and in St. Clair’s Defeat (1791) on the Wabash, before General Anthony Wayne’s Legion won at Fallen Timbers (1794) near present-day Maumee, Ohio. The Treaty of Greenville (1795) then compelled large land cessions. The novel’s frontier journeys implicitly traverse a landscape militarized by these campaigns, where convoys, rangers, and guides relied on the same mountain corridors and river routes that migrants and traders used.

Land policy and speculation defined the politics of the trail. The Royal Proclamation of 1763 restricted settlement west of the Appalachians, yet treaties such as Fort Stanwix (1768) extended cessions to the Ohio River, spurring Kentucky ventures. Henderson’s Transylvania claim was nullified by Virginia in 1778, but settlers generally retained tracts via Virginia land warrants, military bounties, and county surveys. Kentucky, carved as a Virginia district in 1776, entered the Union in 1792. The book’s conflicts mirror frictions among speculators, surveyors, and smallholders, and the movement of both free migrants and enslaved laborers who were forced along the same road into the expanding plantation and mixed-subsistence economy of the interior.

As social and political critique, the book exposes the severe inequities embedded in frontier expansion. Its emphasis on contested corridors highlights how private companies, imperial agents, and later state authorities converted Indigenous homelands into surveyed commodities while ordinary settlers bore the costs of war, scarcity, and legal ambiguity. By foregrounding captivity, treaty mistranslations, and unequal bargains, it critiques the dispossession of Native nations and the class divides between land-poor migrants and land-rich speculators. The portrayal of militia justice, ad hoc governance, and the trafficking of enslaved people along the trail underscores a polity built through coercion as much as courage, inviting scrutiny of the era’s triumphant narratives.
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The year 1810 was more commonly known, at least in the Kentucky wilderness, as the thirty-fourth year of the Independence of the United States[1]. Backwoods folk are simple folk, proud of what they and their fathers have done.[1q]

Although split with vexatious questions of Federal or Democrat, rent asunder by argument over the Great Conspiracy of Aaron Burr[2], and menaced always by the gathered allied hordes of Tecumthe across the Indiana border, the settlers in and around Louisville forgot all these things in the one supreme fact that this was the thirty-fourth year of the United States.

Law had come into the country, to the bitterness of many. Land-titles and sorry scoundrels had in combination ousted many a less famous man than Colonel Daniel Boone from his holdings. Whisky and lawless border-life, to say nothing of the more lawless river-ways, had ruined more than one good man both in morals and reputation. Some said the western country had gone to the dogs; others said that the dogs had all come to the western country. Both sayings were true, in a sense.

So, then, in this thirty-fourth year of the United States, an old man stood on the Beargrass Creek Road, just out of Louisville, and swore volubly. A horseman had spattered him with mud. To his right was a fringe of trees, to his left the mudhole, and just beyond him was a bend in the road.

The old man was only five feet ten, but was thewed like a giant. As he wiped the mud from his cheek and glared at the returning horseman, he displayed a strong, keen-eyed face which sat well above powerful shoulders and barrel-like chest.

"Consarn the lawyers!" he cried angrily. "If I had my way, I'd hang every cussed lawyer in Kaintuck[3]![2q] Hanging's too good for 'em. Consarn 'em, I'd——"

The horseman had reined in at the bend and was now back beside the old man. He was a large athletic man, dressed in fine blue broadcloth, with pudding cravat and ear-high coat collar. He leaned over in his saddle with a smile.

"Sir, your pardon! The offence was unintentional. I take it that you have a grudge against lawyers, eh?"

"Huh!" The other grunted angrily, yet with none of the sputtering fury of old age. His words seemed calculated, in fact. "Huh! Hain't lawyers robbed me right and left an' driv me out o' Kaintuck? You're like all of 'em, consarn ye, slick and smooth! I ain't lived seventy-six year 'thout bein' able to read a man's face. Ye black-hearted Wyandot[5], why didn't ye turn out o' the way—huh?"

At these final words the horseman went white to the lips. He was handsome, dark of hair and eye, with thin lips, virile features, and powerful hands. Despite the careful attire and courtly air, however, there was an indescribably cruel curve to his thin lips and nostrils, an arrogance in his bearing, which seemed rather out of place in democratic Kentucky.

"Sir, I asked your pardon," he said in a deep voice, twitching his riding-whip against his boot. "In deference to your age I pass over your words——"

"Cuss yer impudence!" broke out the old man hotly, a flame leaping out in his blue eyes. "You're one o' them Louisville vultures, huh?[3q] I kin tell. Pass over my words, do ye? Well, ye git down out'n that saddle an' I'll give ye somethin' better to pass over. Hump down, consarn ye—I'll pay out one debt more on yer carcass afore I go back to Missoury!"

The old man did not look his seventy-six years. The wrathful earnestness of his bearing bespoke his entire willingness to chastise the lawyer, while there was a dangerous vitality in his high-browed face. The other gazed down steadily, contempt sitting in his proud dark eyes.

"I have no quarrel with you, sir," he returned slowly. "Yet if you would seek redress through the courts, you may seek me at Louisville, where I am well known. My name, sir, is Charles Duval, and I regret that my apology did not——"

His stately courtesy and slight trace of contempt served only to infuriate the old man the more. With one swift forward stride, he gripped the bridle of the horse.

"Git down out'n that saddle," he broke in. "I aim to git a feel o' yer hide right here an' now, consarn ye! I don't want no courts."

"Hands off, you fool!" whipped out Duval, deadly pale. He made as if to raise his riding-crop, put paused and twisted in the saddle at sound of a cheery voice from the bend of the road just behind him. It was a vibrant joyous voice, and the lilt of song rose clearly on the afternoon air.

Oh, I fit with Gen'ral Washington an' I'd like to fight some more,

An' I'm going to join with Gen'ral Clark when next we go to war!

I'll tote my Kaintuck rifle, and I'll raise the Kaintuck boys,

And we'll sculp the bloody Britishers[4]——



The singer jogged around the bend of trees and came to an abrupt halt as he sighted the two. His horse was good, his deerhide dress bad, his rifle brass-mounted, and his head bare. Glinting brown hair, a brown, clean-shaven face of youth and strong lines, and clear brown eyes formed a symphony of woods-colouring.

"Well, well!" His eyes twinkled slightly as he surveyed the scene before him. "Is this a highway robbery, friends? Strength assailed by old age—what an allegory we find here! And why not make youth the mediator, may I ask?"

His appearance seemed to quiet the rage of the old man, who released the horse's bridle and stepped back calmly. The newcomer met the steady look of Duval, but the twinkle passed from the brown eyes.

"Well?" he snapped suddenly. "Are you dumb, sir? I believe you intended to strike this old man with your whip?"

"Sir, you are at liberty to formulate your own beliefs," returned Duval coldly. "Kindly get out of my path at once."

"Ah, this is more like it![4q]" exclaimed the stranger quickly. "And if I refuse?"

A tide of passion flooded over Duval's swarthy face. He pushed his horse toward the new-comer, lifting his whip. There was a slight, almost negligent motion, and he found himself staring into the mouth of the long rifle which had reposed on the brown man's saddle-bow.

"Well, try it," smiled the stranger, but with a glint in his brown eyes as they rested on Duval's furious face. "I fancy my powder is still a bit too good for wasting, unless you force me. If you wish to pass, sir—take the mud."

For a moment Duval was choked by his rage. While plainly no coward, he was checked both at sight of the ready trigger-finger and the cold purpose in the brown eyes. The old man, watching keenly, stooped and picked up his fallen cap of coonskin.

"Devil take you," cried Duval hoarsely, the intensity of his passion clenching all his face into wild fury. "Sir, I—I——"

Whatever he might have said was stopped by a thud of hoofs. Once more the bend in the quiet Beargrass Creek Road was invaded at a critical moment, and this time by a girl who rode from the direction whence Duval had come. And as before, the arrival broke off threatening hostilities.

She was a beautiful girl enough, with her fresh firm face and clear grey eyes, and the red-gold hair falling over her shoulders. Her steed was bony and her gown was homespun, but Duval swung his horse around with a graceful bow and swept his hat to his stirrup as she drew rein.

"May I ride back to town with you, Madam Trigg?" he asked quietly, giving no hint of the storm which a moment before had convulsed him. "It seems there are strangers and odd characters about, and it may well——"

He was interrupted by a cry of surprise. The girl slipped from her saddle as the old man stepped forward, and with a swift hug and a laugh of rippling delight she flung her arms about his neck.

"You!" she cried. "Why, where on earth did you come from?"

"Come from town," said the old man jerkily. He stared into her excited eyes with a flush of pleasure on his rugged old face, and seemed lost to all around. "Come in with some beaver, Kitty. Paid the ol' debts, every last man, thank God! Clean's a whistle now. Goin' out to Dick Taylor's, comin' to see you-all, then goin' back home. Be in town to-morrow sure."

His abrupt awkward speech drew another hug and a kiss from the girl, who then turned to her horse and scrambled to the saddle.

"Be sure you come, then!" she cried merrily, and looked at Duval: "I thank you for the courtesy, sir, and avail myself of it right gladly——"

She broke off at sight of the brown-eyed stranger, who had not moved. Duval touched his spurs and brought his horse beside hers.

"Out of the way," he commanded sharply. "This lady wishes to pass."

The leather-clad stranger smiled a little.

"And so she shall, friend Duval," he drawled easily. "I told you once that you might take the mud."

"Confound you, sir—would you dare shoot me?" broke in Duval furiously. "I dare you to do it, sir!"

"Well, that's a dare easily settled!" laughed the other, but his eyes remained very steady. Pressing his steed with his knee, he moved aside and left the inner edge of the road clear. "The lady is not hindered. As for you, if you doubt either my ability or my will, why not test the matter?"

Duval noted the crooked trigger-finger, muttered an impatient word, then turned and splashed through the muddy water. The girl went on, still gazing at the stranger. As he drew upon the dry road and waited, Duval turned.

"Take care of yourself!" he cried, his face livid.

"That is my business in life, thanks," returned the stranger, lightly, and so he found himself alone with the old man. Carefully uncocking his rifle, he swung down from the saddle and gripped hands with the other.

"Well, you seem to be in no great need of help," he chuckled, surveying the huge chest of the grey-haired man. "What's the matter, anyway? Did you have a fuss with his excellency?"

"Kind of that way," grinned the old man, to whom speech now seemed to come slowly. "Muddied me, the cussed law-shark! All alike, consarn 'em."

"Well, now he's gone, can you tell me where Colonel Dick Taylor lives?"

"Goin' there," grunted the other, jerking a thumb over his shoulder. His keen blue eyes searched the younger face shrewdly. "Young man, ye handled him right. You're a fine fellow. How are ye named?"

"Norton, John Norton," smiled the younger man. "I'm a captain in the Seventh Infantry, or was, and came up from New Orleans after resigning. So you're going to the Taylors, eh? Know young Zach? Do you live around here?"

"Uh-huh, I know him. Used to live here." The old man's face darkened as he glanced around. "Them cussed lawyers skun me out o' my land, consarn 'em! Live in Missoury now. Lots o' game there. Come back here to pay my debts—no man can't say I ain't honest. Them moccasins ain't Cherokee-made, are they?"

"What's your name?" asked Norton with frank interest. He clucked to his horse, and the steed followed them as they trudged along the road. The other only glanced down at the moccasins.

"Name's Boone," he grunted. "Them moccasins, now—they sartin look kind o' like——"

"Boone?" Norton stopped abruptly, a puzzled wonder in his eyes. "You're not Colonel Boone, by any chance? Colonel Daniel Boone?"

"That's me. About them mocc——"

"Well, by thunder!" Norton gasped, then laughed aloud as he seized Boone's hand in a hearty clasp and looked deep into the keen blue eyes. "Why, Colonel, I spent two days looking you up in Missouri, over on the Femme Osage! Your wife said you had gone east, either to Virginia or Tennessee. I was mighty anxious to see you—in fact, that's why I threw up my army commission."

"Huh! To see me?" Boone looked at him, then jerked his head. "Well, come along to Dick's. Find the wife well, did ye? Now tell me 'bout where ye got them moccasins——"


John Norton was lost in amazement at the manner in which he had chanced on the one man in the country he most desired to meet. Daniel Boone was not greatly honoured in that day. He had been out of the public view for twenty years and was not of the self-assertive type; his fame seemed to be dying out with the older generation of frontiersmen. Driven into the South-west, he still made long, lonely forays through the South and East, hunting and trapping and seeking the solitude he loved.

At Femme Osage, Norton had missed him by a month. Then the young ex-officer had come on by flatboat to Fort Massac, and from there overland to Louisville. He said no more of his journey than this, but Boone looked at the delicate yet decisive profile, the brown eyes which could twinkle like a star or leap out hard and cold like a sword—and nodded to himself.

"Ye knew Zach down to N'Orleens, mebbe? He's in the Seventh, ain't he?"

"Yes," nodded Norton. "We were great friends, till he came North with fever. How is he? All right?"

Boone chuckled. "The cuss has got married, Norton."

"What? He has?" Norton whistled, then broke into a laugh. "Someone here?"

"No—him and me brung her over from Maryland. Got here a month ago. We located beaver on the way, so I went back an' got enough pelt to pay up some ol' debts here in Louisville—consarn them lawyers!"

Norton was not altogether surprised at Zach Taylor's marriage. He had gained his captaincy at the time Zach joined the regiment in New Orleans as lieutenant. Barely had the two men become friends when young Taylor went home on sick-leave. This had been two years before, and the reason for his prolonged absence was now evident. Norton's business concerned Colonel Richard Taylor, Zach's father, no less than it did Boone, so he had come on to Louisville after missing the old frontiersman at Femme Osage. Now, by a fortunate chance, he had come upon Boone as well—a good presage, he reflected. He was like to have need of all the friends he could muster.

The two tramped along between the cottonwoods, and in a few moments sighted the clustering log and frame buildings of the Taylor farm, six miles above the city itself. Colonel Taylor, or "Colonel Dick" as he was known along the frontier, had been Collector of the Port of Louisville until Louisiana ceased to be foreign territory, in 1804, but for the past six years had abstained from politics altogether and devoted himself to his farm. With the exception of George Rogers Clark, who lived across the river from Louisville, he was the town's most prominent citizen, however; an old friend of President Madison, his influence at Washington bore no little weight.

As the two men approached the farm, negroes came running out, Boone was recognized with a delighted shout, and from the different buildings appeared the family itself. Colonel Taylor and his wife were joined by Zach and his bride, and while Norton's horse was led away he met with an exuberant welcome from the hard-featured kindly-eyed lieutenant, his own elder by two years.

"Dad, this is Captain Norton," cried Taylor, introducing his friend in mad delight. "He's the man I've told you about so much—the officer who cleared out those river pirates[6] by Nagatoches! Margaret—Mother! Upon my word, Jack, what the devil brought you here?"

This final outburst of helpless amazement evoked a general laugh, and Norton found himself placed at his ease by the quiet hospitality of old Colonel Dick. Boone was the guest of honour, however, and the old frontiersman was at once accorded an easy chair by the fireplace when the party gathered inside to hear the news.

Of this Boone brought little enough, beyond the fact he had cleared off his old debts and was ready to start for Missouri with a dollar in his pocket and a clear mind.

"You just missed Kitty Grigg," said Colonel Dick. "She was out here to visit Margaret, while I was trying to keep that skunk Duval from ridin' home with her——"

"Ye didn't do it," chuckled Boone. "We met 'em—consarn them lawyers!"

He proceeded to give a brief account of the meeting, which drew a roar of applause from Zach and his father. Norton, however, was bent on more serious matters than visiting, and waved aside the eager questions which rained upon him.

"No, there's no news—General Harrison is keeping things pretty quiet along the border, and the last I heard there was no immediate talk of a British war. I believe Zach's going to get a captaincy before long, though. I've resigned, and the older officers won't transfer into the Seventh; they think the regiment won't last long——"

"You've resigned?" broke in Zach blankly. "Why—good Lord, Jack! You ain't goin' to take up farming? Got married?"

"Neither one," laughed Norton easily. "I have letters to you, Colonel Taylor, to Governor Harrison, and to Colonel Boone here—and I want help. There's been a good deal of piracy of late, as you may know, and my business here is to get that mysterious fellow, Blacknose——"

His words were drowned in a sudden crash, as Boone knocked over one of the huge andirons with his foot. Zachary Taylor darted to the door and slammed it with a bang; Mrs. Taylor went white, and Colonel Dick
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