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				The undiscovere’d country, from whose bourn

				No traveller returns, puzzles the will,

				And makes us rather bear those ills we have

				Than fly to others that we know not of?

				Thus conscience doth make cowards of us all.

				—William Shakespeare, Hamlet
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			There is some confusion, and even controversy, over the proper appellation for Native Americans—“Indian,” “American Indian,” “Indigenous People,” or “Native American.” All these names have been used through the years as word preference has changed over time. “Indian” is commonly used, as in the National Museum of the American Indian in Washington, DC; the Institute of American Indian Arts in Santa Fe, New Mexico; or the Plains Indian Museum at the Buffalo Bill Center of the West in Cody, Wyoming. “Indian” is still widely accepted in “Indian Country” in the west, although the name has fallen into disfavor among academics and younger Native Americans, who now prefer “Indigenous.” Most Native people prefer to be called by their tribal name. In this book, “Indian” is sometimes used in a quote or within historical context. The more generic “Native” is often used, although wherever possible tribal names are given.
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			“The true point of view in the history of this nation is not the Atlantic coast, it is the Great West,” declared Frederick Jackson Turner in 1893. The Undiscovered Country tells the epic story of American westward expansion from the era of the American Revolution to 1900. The book’s title, a nod to Shakespeare, refers to the dark irony of how the conquest of the West built a new nation, but at the cost of the destruction of another people and the pristine land that had sustained them. For both those coming into this new land and those already there, it became a story of foreshadowing death. The book employs multiple biographies, of both famed American frontiersmen and leading Native Americans, to chronologically tell the story of the triumphs and tragedies that marked the westward movement from Braddock’s Defeat in 1755 during the final French and Indian War to the murder of Sitting Bull and the resultant Wounded Knee Massacre in 1890. The seven main protagonists—Daniel Boone, Red Eagle, Davy Crockett, Mangas Coloradas, Kit Carson, Sitting Bull, and William “Buffalo Bill” Cody—are the biographical thread that weaves the narrative together across four generations. These may seem familiar names, yet few know the truth behind their incredible life stories. In some cases their lives interrelate, but in all cases they carry forward the epic tale of this first epoch of American history.

			These seven larger-than-life figures were central to the creation of a national myth of progress, redemption, and glorious conquest that became part of the identity of a new nation. At the same time some of them became symbols of heroic resistance. For each of them, save Cody, the “Winning of the West” proved a hollow victory indeed. But the legendary construct that exploited their adventures—both real and imagined—proved irresistible to Americans (no matter where they came from) as well as other peoples around the world. This story was very much an Anglo (or white American) story, yet it appealed to wildly diverse national and international audiences. In form it celebrated men who were masters of both the environment and their own destinies, but in reality the great forces that shaped the West were rarely understood by the main protagonists. By 1900 the story of the West had become an agreed-upon creation myth as Buffalo Bill Cody presented a highly romanticized version to captivated monarchs and common folk alike with his Wild West extravaganza—the story of America.

			This narrative also explores “Manifest Destiny,” the concept that shaped nineteenth-century American cultural and political thought. Daniel Boone, with the migration up the Cumberland Gap and the Revolutionary War; Red Eagle, the Creek leader who allied with Tecumseh to halt the American pioneers; Davy Crockett, who fought Red Eagle and came to symbolize the rise of the common man and the triumph of the New West as a political movement in Washington; Mangas Coloradas, who united all the Apache bands against the white invaders and led his people in the great battle of Apache Pass, only to then fall victim to American perfidy; Kit Carson, leading America across the Santa Fe Trail, conquering California, fighting the Civil War in the West, and then reluctantly becoming the nation’s most famous Indian fighter; Sitting Bull, rallying the final Native resistance, culminating in both the great victory at the Little Big Horn and the catastrophe at Wounded Knee; and Buffalo Bill Cody, who fought the final Indian Wars, before taking it all “on the road” with his celebrated Wild West show, which entertained the world for a quarter century—all contributed to the epic saga of the American West.

			It is a tale of both heroic conquest and ghastly violence, of sacrifice and greed, and of man-made wonders and environmental spoliation. That new land—the progenitor of a great nation—finally had no place for any of these legendary figures. They had built something grand, but at a terrible price that quickly morphed into a story that was both wildly romantic and oddly tragic. The American frontier movement has proven eternally fascinating to both American and world audiences. The subject of countless memoirs, histories, poems, paintings, novels, films, and television shows, it has become America’s epic—a creation myth as powerful as the tales of Troy or Camelot.

			Why the West Matters

			During colonial times and in the days of the early republic, frontier folk were disdained by the guardians of American culture (such as it was) as dangerous characters of low breeding, prone to democratic anarchy and fits of violence. Politics were controlled by the elites of New England and Tidewater Virginia. Then, in the 1820s, Americans began to search for a distinctive identity separate from their European ancestors. The powerfully symbolic deaths of both Thomas Jefferson and John Adams on the fiftieth anniversary of the Declaration of Independence (July 4, 1826) was a major impetus, for the new generation felt keenly the passing of the Revolutionary generation (not unlike the present uneasiness at the passing of the World War II generation). Americans turned to the West in search of new figures to lead the country forward—men who were masters of both a hostile environment and their own destiny.

			The success of James Fenimore Cooper’s “Leatherstocking Tales,” and most notably his Last of the Mohicans in 1826, along with Timothy Flint’s acclaimed biography of Daniel Boone in 1833, helped to create a literary ideal of the American frontiersman as well as encouraged a successful series of “border dramas” on the stage, such as Nick of the Woods and The Lion of the West (based on Davy Crockett). At the same time the rise of Andrew Jackson, Henry Clay, Sam Houston, Crockett, and other Westerners marked a shift in political power from the East to the New West and ushered in the so-called Age of the Common Man. The martyrdom of Crockett at the Alamo, the celebrated explorations of Kit Carson and John Charles Frémont, the epic migration to Oregon (immortalized by America’s first great Western historian, Francis Parkman, in his 1847 Oregon Trail), all served to idealize the bold frontiersmen as representative of what an American should and could be. Samuel Woodworth’s popular 1822 song “The Hunters of Kentucky,” in which, at the 1815 Battle of New Orleans, the Kentucky and Tennessee frontier soldiers were all “half a horse, / And half an alligator,” became a campaign ditty for Andrew Jackson. The 1828 election of Jackson marked the culmination of the rise of a new America.

			At the same time that Americans celebrated these new frontier heroes, they followed Cooper’s lead in lamenting the tragic fate of Indian leaders such as Pontiac, Red Eagle, and Tecumseh. Jefferson’s dream of a peaceful merging of the two races was forgotten as greed for land led to a policy of separation, removal, and segregation. Ironically, all of the foremost frontier figures—Boone, Crockett, Carson, Cody—sympathized with and defended the Indians, sometimes even while fighting them. In time they came to see that they often had more in common with their Native foe than with the people of the East who brought on conflict. The story of the West is a tale of contradictions and irony.

			Jackson’s protégé, the underappreciated James K. Polk, quickly fulfilled Jefferson’s “Empire of Liberty” dream by seizing the American Southwest and California from Mexico, acquiring the Oregon Country, and achieving the nation’s continental “Manifest Destiny.” A ghastly Civil War rent this all asunder until another Westerner redeemed the dream, restored the Union, and again turned the nation westward. Abraham Lincoln, whose grandfather had followed Daniel Boone through the Cumberland Gap and who had been born in the same year just a few miles from the birthplace of Kit Carson, pushed through the Homestead Act and the transcontinental railroad authorization, which would shape the new trans-Mississippi West.

			A new epic now arose out of this story that in time united a divided nation and gave a fresh national identity to millions of wildly diverse people from many lands. Printing innovations led to the garish dime novels that horrified parents and literary critics alike. These “penny dreadfuls” celebrated the frontier adventures of a colorful cast of characters, including the hunter, scout, and Indian fighter Buffalo Bill Cody. This story was one of stirring adventure, unbridled optimism, and national progress. When, on May 11, 1887, Cody gave a command performance for Queen Victoria’s Golden Jubilee, it seemed as if the United States had finally come of age and that our Western story had indeed conquered the world.

			Buffalo Bill, with an able assist from Owen Wister’s 1902 classic The Virginian, along with the art of Frederic Remington and Charlie Russell, enshrined the cowboy (once a pejorative name) as an American icon and made the story of the West America’s story. Theodore Roosevelt, himself the author of the magnificent four-volume The Winning of the West, kept the West front and center as our first cowboy president. The onetime rancher and famed Rough Rider now brought a whirlwind of frontier energy to the White House. His bold efforts at conservation reflected a growing awareness that even at a moment of crowning achievement something important was also being lost. As the Western story triumphed on all fronts, it was increasingly burdened with a melancholy nostalgia. The West was won; now what?

			A young historian at the University of Wisconsin, Frederick Jackson Turner, addressed that very question with his 1893 essay “The Significance of the Frontier in American History,” which revolutionized the teaching of American history. “American democracy was born of no theorist’s dream,” Turner declared. “It came out of the American forest, and it gained new strength each time it touched a new frontier.” Turner shifted the emphasis of our national story from the East to the West with his bold assertion that the distinctiveness of American cultural and political society, as well as our exceptional national character, emerged from the frontier experience. He refuted the then prevailing theory that American institutions had evolved from so-called European germ cells without regard to environmental factors. It was the frontier—which he characterized as “the meeting point between savagery and civilization”—that explained the unique American character: a rejection of class and aristocracy, of established religion, standing armies, and the other trappings of Europe in favor of adaptation, innovation, invention, individualism, and a rough-hewn democracy. The frontier was not only a process; it was a state of mind.

			In some ways it was all an agreed-upon fable, not unlike the tales of Homer, the legends of King Arthur, or the epics of Charlemagne that provided identity and pride to other peoples. Similarly, embracing the story of the American frontier is what helped make people from all across the globe Americans—and defined who they were as a new people. It is a story of conflict—a heroic tale of the building of a nation always shaded by the dark shadow of racism and violence. “The essential American soul is hard, isolate, stoic, and a killer,” observed D. H. Lawrence in 1923 in considering the Western hero. “It has never yet melted.”

			Perhaps the Pulitzer Prize–winning Kiowa novelist N. Scott Momaday put it best when he wrote: “It has something to do with legend, and with the way we must think of ourselves, we cowboys and Indians, we roughriders of the world.”
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			Death on the Monongahela

			Early in the spring of 1774, a solitary figure crossed westward over Kane’s Gap into Powell’s Valley, far beyond the fragile line of English frontier settlements to the east. Daniel Boone, his hair plaited and clubbed up in Indian fashion, garbed in black-dyed deerskin, had come in search of the rude grave of his eldest son. James Boone and six companions had been killed by a band of renegade Shawnee, Delaware, and Cherokee Indians in October 1773 while hurrying forward with pack animals to rejoin his father’s party of Kentucky-bound emigrants. James had called pitifully for his family in his death agony as a Shawnee called Big Jim delighted in torturing him. The slaughter had momentarily ended Boone’s dream of a settlement in Kentucky.

			The dead had been buried quickly, wrapped only in sheets, and now Boone journeyed alone to this westernmost tip of Virginia to rebury them. His worst fears were soon realized, for the graves had been disturbed by wolves. Under a darkening sky he rewrapped his son’s mangled remains in his saddle blanket and reburied him. He wept over the grave as a storm broke above him. “The melancholy of his feelings,” his son Nathan later recounted, “mingled with the howling of the storm and the gloominess of the place made him feel worse than ever in his life.” Saddling his horse, he mounted and rode in a direction unnatural to his restless spirit—eastward into the evening shadows.[1]

			The death of his eldest son proved to be but one of a tragic string of blood payments that Daniel Boone would make to open the American West. In time he will come to be heralded as an American Moses leading the people to their western promised land. His personal travail will be embraced by writers, artists, poets, and filmmakers across the generations to create an epic that becomes the grand creation myth for the founding of a pioneer nation.

			Born in what would become Berks County, Pennsylvania, on November 2, 1734 (or October 22 by the Old Style calendar), Daniel was the sixth of Squire and Sarah (Morgan) Boone’s eleven children. His Quaker father had come to William Penn’s colony in 1713 in search of religious freedom. But Squire Boone, angered when chastised by the Exeter Meeting of Friends for allowing two of his children to marry outside the Church, left the faith and the colony. He took his family to Virginia in 1750 and then to North Carolina, where they settled on the Yadkin River.

			By the time the family moved down the Great Valley of Virginia to the Yadkin, young Boone had already made a reputation in Pennsylvania as an accomplished hunter and marksman. The forest, so frightful to others, had early beckoned to the boy. He disdained his father’s weaving and blacksmith shop for the freedom he found in the woods. This way of life was in sharp contrast to the rigid sanctity of the Quakers. The natural rhythms of the land appealed to him far more than the contrived rules of the settlements.

			Young Daniel’s formal schooling was limited, coming to an abrupt end after the teenager knocked down his Irish schoolteacher when the scholar attempted to cane him for some minor transgression. “It’s all right, John,” Squire Boone declared to his brother after much sober Quaker reflection, “let the girls do the spelling and Dan will do the shooting, and between you and me that is what we most need.”[2]

			Despite his disdain for formal education, Daniel was not illiterate. He participated in daily readings from the Bible with his family, and like so many on the frontier learned to read in that manner. At first he could but barely scrawl his name, but in time he developed a decent if highly individualistic style of writing. The rules of grammar and syntax could no more contain his restless spirit than the pioneer settlements.

			In 1750, with his friend Henry Miller, who was Squire Boone’s blacksmith apprentice, Boone pursued his first long hunt. The boys followed the Roanoke Gap through the Blue Ridge and hunted along the Virginia–North Carolina boundary with great success. Deerskins were a valuable frontier commodity—as good as cash—and the terms “buck” and “dollar” quickly became synonymous. Thirty thousand deerskins were exported from North Carolina alone in 1753. The hunters’ quarry was primarily the white-tailed deer, and they sought them when the skin was said to be “in the red,” usually from April to the first frost. Boone and Miller hunted and trapped for months, eventually selling their hides and furs in Philadelphia. Miller later recalled that he and Boone went on a three-week “general jamboree or frolick” and spent every dollar they had earned. Miller determined to reform but noted that Boone had no such intention, being “very profligate.” From 1750 on, Boone was a professional hunter.[3]

			Even a young hunter in the distant Yadkin Valley could not escape the pull of international events when, in 1755, the long-festering rivalry between England and France over the rich fur trade with the Natives of the Great Lakes and Ohio River Valley erupted into war. George Washington, a Virginia militia officer but two years older than Boone, had lit the spark the year before.

			Virginia lieutenant governor Robert Dinwiddie had been ordered by the king’s ministers to repel any French movement onto lands claimed by the Crown. The governor decided to send an emissary to the French with a warning for them to keep out of the Ohio Country. Washington, an inexperienced but eager Virginia militia major, seemed to many an odd choice for such a delicate diplomatic assignment. Dinwiddie, however, recognized the superior characteristics in Washington that others would later come to appreciate. The twenty-one-year-old colonial officer was one of the few Virginians with an affinity for this western country. Washington’s surveying work from 1748 to 1750 in the Shenandoah Valley had given him frontier experience as well as a keen eye for the future value of these western lands.

			The king’s ministers were charmed by the idea of blocking French influence in the western country, and so in 1749 the Crown granted to the Ohio Company 200,000 acres of land somewhere west of the mountains along the “branches of the Mississippi.” While the Virginians were obsessed with land, British interests centered squarely on capturing the fur trade with the Ohio Valley tribes. Fur was to the eighteenth-century English what oil would be to their descendants 150 years later. The company, whose sole purpose was the development of lands on the upper Ohio River claimed by Virginia, was founded in 1748 by the first families of the colony, including Dinwiddie and Washington’s older half brother Lawrence. Unlike their northern colonial cousins, they did not look to the sea and commerce in order to prosper but rather thought only of more land, more enslaved people, and more expansive plantations. They were joined by English investors with dreams of creating something akin to a new East India Company or Hudson’s Bay Company. The only obstacles to these speculative fantasies were the Natives and their French allies.

			Major Washington, guided by the experienced frontiersman Christopher Gist, departed Williamsburg on November 1, 1753, with but a handful of companions. He was under orders to deliver Dinwiddie’s letter to the French commander of Fort LeBoeuf (some five hundred miles to the northwest, fifteen miles south of Lake Erie). Gist had been one of the principal negotiators the previous year, along with George Croghan of Pennsylvania, of the 1752 Treaty of Logstown, by which the Iroquois had sold their ambiguous claim to the Ohio Valley to the British. He had also scouted out western lands for Lawrence Washington. Gist was held in high regard by the younger Washington as well. “He has had extensive dealings with the Indians, is in great esteem among them, well acquainted with their manners and customs, is indefatigable, and patient, most excellent qualities indeed, where Indians are concerned,” he later wrote.

			The Ohio Company was anxious to quickly establish a fort and then a settlement at the Forks of the Ohio (present-day Pittsburgh, where the Monongahela and Allegheny Rivers merge to form the Ohio), for which the Crown promised them 300,000 more acres. No one seemed much bothered by Native ownership of this land, although some of the Tidewater aristocrats agreed with Virginia planter and councilman William Byrd II’s assessment of the potential new settlers when he fretted in 1736 over the temper and breeding of uncouth frontier folk such as the Boones, who “swarm like the Goths and Vandals of old” down the Shenandoah.

			Gist arranged councils between young Washington and prominent tribal leaders Tanaghrisson of the Senecas, also often called the Half King because he represented the authority of the Six Nations, and Shingas of the Delawares in order to request their cooperation in his mission to the French. They were helpful, but these maneuvers also increased the anxiety of some of the Ohio tribes over British intentions and moved them even closer to their French trading partners. Despite their concerns, Tanaghrisson and three other chiefs went north with Washington and Gist as a protective escort.

			On a frosty December morning—in terms of both weather and diplomacy—the colonial major delivered Governor Dinwiddie’s letter to Captain Jacques Legardeur de Saint-Pierre at Fort LeBoeuf. For the French there was far more at stake than their lucrative fur trade. The British colonies had already swelled to over a million and a half inhabitants, while New France could barely muster 55,000 souls. If British expansion was not halted, they might well sweep aside the French and their Native allies and move on to threaten the Spanish to the southwest. The imperial designs of the great powers now hung in the balance.

			Dinwiddie’s letter demanding that the trespassing French immediately depart the Ohio Country was met with courteous contempt by the captain, and Washington was soon on his way back to Williamsburg. Despite the intense difficulties of the journey, the young officer paid close attention to the land and river systems. His January report to the governor asserted that the French were undoubtedly plotting a movement south to the Forks of the Ohio, a position Washington felt vital to the overall strategic control of the Ohio Country. He was, of course, absolutely correct.[4]

			By the middle of April, Washington, promoted by Dinwiddie to lieutenant colonel, was on his way back to the Forks of the Ohio with a ragtag band of 186 untrained militia troops. Dinwiddie had also employed the services of George Croghan and his partner Andrew Montour to both supply flour to Washington’s command and recruit Indian allies. On June 1 the governor appointed Croghan as interpreter for the expedition and urged Washington to rely on him. Washington assured the governor that he would be “particularly careful in consulting Mr. Croghan and Mr. Montour, by whom I shall be advised in all Indian affairs agreeably to your direction.” This began an increasingly testy relationship between Washington and Croghan.[5]

			Events quickly began to overtake Washington’s plans. By May 24, when he reached a boggy valley known as Great Meadows, the young officer had already been greeted by members of a colonial advance party sent to construct the proposed British fort at the Forks. They reported that five hundred French soldiers with eighteen cannons had confronted them at the Forks and forced their retreat. The French were now busily constructing a formidable bastion that they called Fort Duquesne. Gist arrived on May 27 to report a party of thirty-five Frenchmen advancing on Washington’s camp. A Seneca warrior named Silver Heels soon also reached the camp with a message from Tanaghrisson of the French advance. He urged Washington to hurriedly join with him to block the Frenchmen.

			Tanaghrisson was playing a dangerous game and cleverly using the young militia officer as his pawn. His position as the Iroquois Confederacy’s appointed overlord among the Ohio tribes had been undercut by the French advance, so that many of his followers had drifted away. He needed to strike a blow against the French in order to restore his leadership position within the powerful Iroquois Confederacy.

			Washington advanced with forty men through a heavy rain to meet Tanaghrisson and his handful of warriors not far from the French advance camp. By dawn Washington had the little encampment surrounded, and as the Frenchmen crawled out of their blankets someone opened fire; each side, of course, blamed the other. One of the Iroquois warriors later claimed that it was Washington who fired the first shot. The French fled in confusion only to be met by Tanaghrisson’s warriors. Within minutes nine Frenchmen were dead and twenty-two were made prisoners.

			The wounded ensign who had commanded the French force was brought before Washington. He declared himself but an emissary and attempted to deliver his message that the English must depart this French country. As he was speaking—in French, which Washington did not understand—Tanaghrisson stepped forward and split open the ensign’s skull with his tomahawk. As Washington looked on in horror, the Seneca sachem washed his hands in the French ensign’s brains while his warriors slaughtered the wounded. And thus, with a single tomahawk blow, did Tanaghrisson incite the Seven Years’ War between France and England, as well as the forty-year conflict between the Americans and the Native tribes for possession of the Ohio Country.

			Washington retreated back to Great Meadows and hurriedly began construction of the rather pathetic little stockade that he named Fort Necessity. Croghan, with some military stores, joined him there on June 12. Washington dispatched his twenty-one French prisoners to Dinwiddie along with a belabored report of events that sought to cover up the murder of the ensign. He cautioned the governor not to listen to anything the prisoners might say.

			Two hundred Virginians soon arrived at Washington’s fort with nine small cannons, followed by a company of British regulars from South Carolina with a much-needed herd of forty cattle. Emboldened by these reinforcements, Washington foolishly decided to advance against Fort Duquesne. He left the regulars to defend the fort, since the captain commanding refused to take orders from a colonial militia officer. He expected to be joined by hundreds of Ohio Indians, but at a council arranged by Croghan and Gist he quickly learned that they wanted nothing to do with his plan. Shingas and his Delawares refused to join Washington, and the Shawnees with him quickly departed as well. Croghan could not persuade his Native friends to remain, for they had decided upon neutrality. Tanaghrisson, realizing that his gambit had failed, hurriedly withdrew his people as well. The Half King blamed young Washington for the Indian withdrawal.

			Washington, deserted by his Indian allies, wisely decided to retreat back to Fort Necessity. He was pursued by six hundred French regulars and Canadian militia with a hundred Native allies. Commanding this French force was Captain Louis Coulon de Villiers, the brother of the slain emissary. He was determined to exact vengeance. Washington’s exhausted command reached Fort Necessity on July 1 and hurriedly attempted to improve the defenses around the frail outpost. The superior French force attacked two days later, and by the end of the day a third of Washington’s men were dead or wounded.

			As dusk settled over the Great Meadows, Captain de Villiers shouted from the tree line that he was willing to negotiate surrender. Washington hesitated, with the fate of the French ensign still haunting him, but eventually sent one of his militia captains forward to meet with the French captain. The gallant Frenchman offered generous terms if the British would withdraw from the fort, with their arms and colors intact, return the French prisoners previously taken, admit to the assassination of the French emissary, leave two hostage officers, and promise never to return to the Ohio Country for another year. Washington had no choice but to accept.[6]

			Washington’s bedraggled force departed Fort Necessity on July 4, 1754, a date that would haunt him until it was redeemed as a day of celebration twenty-two years later. Many of the militiamen deserted on the march back to Williamsburg, which only added to the young officer’s abject humiliation. Governor Dinwiddie shared in this and even considered resigning. Yet in London the news of Washington’s debacle only intensified support for a war to redeem the Ohio Country from French encroachment. Within a week of the arrival of Dinwiddie’s official report, King George II had been convinced to send several regiments of British regulars to America. Prince William, Duke of Cumberland, the king’s favorite son, handpicked Major General Edward Braddock to command in the colonies and gave him extraordinary powers over the various colonial governors. The Duke of Cumberland, a towering hero in England as a result of his victory over Scottish rebels at Culloden in 1746, had no faith in either the American militia forces or the ability of the disunited and jealous colonies to cooperate in a major war. It was time for the British to take over. The 44th and 48th Regiments were soon on their way from Ireland to America.[7]

			Among the items discovered at Fort Necessity by the victorious French was Washington’s journal, which eventually reached the hands of the governor general of New France, Ange de Menneville, marquis de Duquesne, in distant Quebec. The marquis forwarded the journal to Paris, where it was “edited” and published in 1756. Duquesne was not impressed by Colonel Washington, whom he characterized as “the most impertinent of all men, but that he has wit only in the degree that he is cunning with credulous savages…. There is nothing more unworthy and lower, and even blacker, than the sentiments and the way of thinking of this Washington.” Despite the provocation provided by Washington, the French at first attempted to settle the matter through diplomatic channels, but British troop movements quickly ended all talk between London and Versailles, and 3,000 French troops were soon on their way to New France.[8]

			The sixty-year-old Braddock had proven to be an experienced and able officer on numerous continental battlefields, although he also had a reputation for being a rather arrogant, haughty commander. His extraordinary powers made him a sort of viceroy over the American colonies while removing colonial defense from the hands of the various governors and placing it squarely under British control. Braddock was charged with raising two more regular regiments in the colonies as well as recruiting provincial troops for one year’s service. A British attempt to forge some unity between the disparate and squabbling colonies by calling for a colonial congress to meet at Albany, New York, utterly failed. Benjamin Franklin’s “Plan of Union” went nowhere, and British hopes for colonial cooperation between themselves as well as with the regular army and the Iroquois Confederacy were frustrated. Franklin was disgusted, not only irritated by colonial jealousies but also convinced that the British were wary of allowing too much colonial military cooperation lest the Americans come to realize their potential power.

			Braddock took control, ordering the colonial governors to raise funds and troops for the campaign against the French. This, the general quickly learned, was easier said than done. His strategic plan called for British troops and their Iroquois allies to capture Fort Niagara near the western edge of Lake Ontario as well as French outposts on Lake Champlain and in Nova Scotia. He would personally lead the most important of these initiatives: the campaign against Fort Duquesne at the Forks of the Ohio.

			Braddock had some 1,400 regulars in Sir Peter Halkett’s 44th and Colonel Thomas Dunbar’s 48th Regiments, as well as another thousand provincials from Virginia, Maryland, and North Carolina. Several hundred civilian teamsters and camp followers also attached themselves to Braddock’s command. Benjamin Franklin soon proved instrumental in securing ninety-one wagons and teams and dozens of packhorses from Pennsylvania for Braddock. Franklin, like young Washington, was a firm supporter of western expansion but he had faced considerable difficulty raising funds for frontier defense from the Pennsylvania Quakers.[9]

			Franklin visited with Braddock at Frederick, Maryland, soon after the general’s arrival in the colonies. His growing international fame preceded him, leading to a most cordial welcome by the general. During Franklin’s brief stay, they dined nightly. Franklin was anxious to convince Braddock that he could count on the support of the Pennsylvania Assembly. On April 22, just before Franklin was to depart for home, Braddock received the distressing news that his officers had been able to procure but 25 wagons and teams for the campaign. The expedition could hardly proceed without at least 150 transport wagons, and several officers now suggested that they should seize wagons and stock from the recalcitrant colonials.

			The wily Franklin commented that it was a pity that the general had landed in Virginia rather than Pennsylvania, where “almost every Farmer had his Wagon.” Braddock quickly wrote out a commission for Franklin to procure 150 wagons as well as hundreds of horses for the expedition and gave him eight hundred British pounds in gold and silver to seal the bargain. Franklin had to advance two hundred pounds more of his own funds as well as post bonds for the return of the wagons, but within two weeks had 150 wagons and over 250 horses on their way to Braddock. He had served the king’s military forces well while at the same time protecting his own people from having their property literally seized at sword’s point.

			Franklin further ingratiated himself with the army by an act of great generosity. While dining with Colonel Thomas Dunbar, Franklin learned that many of the young officers in the 48th Regiment had few financial resources to procure personal supplies for the long journey ahead. Franklin quickly secured funding from the assembly to purchase twenty parcels, each loaded on a packhorse, to send to the officers of both the 48th and the 44th. Each parcel contained several delicacies, including sugar, green tea, coffee, chocolate, biscuits, pepper, butter, mustard, rice, raisins, wine vinegar, cheese, Jamaican spirits, Madeira wines, cured ham, and dried tongues.

			Franklin liked Braddock but fretted that the general did not fully appreciate the unique nature of frontier warfare. “This General was I think a brave Man, and might probably have made a Figure as a good Officer in some European War,” he later wrote. “But he had too much self-confidence, too high an Opinion of the Validity of Regular Troops, and too mean a One of both Americans and Indians.”[10]

			One American officer whom Braddock did retain a high opinion of was George Washington. The general invited Washington to join his staff as an unpaid volunteer captain aide-de-camp. British regulations did not allow any provincial field officers to hold superior rank over a regular officer. Thus, no American officer in Braddock’s force held a rank above captain, which of course grated on the colonials.[11] The young Virginian, who had resigned his colonel’s commission in November 1754 in disgust because “every Captain, bearing the King’s commission, every half-pay officer, or other, appearing with such a commission” would outrank him, now welcomed this fresh opportunity and held out hope that it might well lead to a regular commission in the British army.[12]

			George Croghan soon came south with fifty packhorses and a small contingent of forty Mingos from Tanaghrisson’s old band. Braddock had had no luck recruiting Native allies, but Croghan’s Mingos would prove valuable as scouts. The general could well have made good use of a hundred more but instead infuriated his Native allies by ordering their women out of camp, feeling that they were too much of a temptation to his soldiers. When they departed, their male relatives went with them. Croghan’s Native contingent was quickly reduced to eight warriors. Braddock had even less faith in the Indians than he had in his provincial troops. “Savages may indeed be a formidable enemy to your raw American militia,” he told Franklin, “but upon the King’s regular and disciplined troops, sir, it is impossible they should make any impression.”

			The Natives thought just as little of Braddock as he did of them. Scarouady, the Mingo leader, held Braddock in total contempt. “He was a bad man,” declared the Oneida chief. “He looked upon us as dogs; and would never hear any thing what was said to him.”[13]

			Braddock ordered the construction of a new fort, which he named for his patron, on the north branch of the Potomac in Maryland. Fort Cumberland was to be the staging area for his expedition. A formidable artillery train was assembled with four light twelve-pounders, six six-pounders, four heavy 8-inch brass howitzers, and fifteen small mortars to reduce Fort Duquesne to rubble. Of course, these cannons, some weighing in at over three-quarters of a ton, would have to be hauled across a forested and mountainous wilderness marked only by the most primitive of trails.

			Among the last troops to arrive at Fort Cumberland was Captain Edward Brice Dobbs’s North Carolina ranger company. Dobbs’s father was the governor of North Carolina and a shareholder in the Ohio Company. These reinforcements, arriving on May 30, completed Braddock’s 2,500-man force.[14]

			Among the teamsters with Captain Dobbs’s company was twenty-year-old Daniel Boone. The accomplished marksman sometimes spent his summers working as a teamster for his father when not out on a long hunt. Daniel Morgan, later to be famed in the American Revolution for Saratoga and Cowpens, was also a teamster on the expedition. Indeed, the expedition had a number of future well-known personalities: Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Gage, who would command British forces at the beginning of the Revolution; Dr. Thomas Walker, the land speculator and explorer who served Braddock as a provincial commissary officer; Horatio Gates, who would later be a controversial general in the Revolutionary army; and of course George Washington. One man who never became famous but who would have a profound impact on the life of Boone, as well as the course of westward expansion, was also with the British column: his name was John Findley.[15]

			Braddock’s command finally lumbered out of Fort Cumberland at dawn on May 29, 1755, but made only three miles as the artillery and wagon trains crawled up into the Allegheny Mountains. This American forested landscape quickly became an even more formidable foe than the French. It was another 122 torturous miles to Fort Duquesne.

			Young Washington soon found himself embroiled in the usual staff jealousies and as the sole American often felt compelled to defend the qualities of the provincial troops to his general and the other officers. The American teamsters, in particular, were a source of constant embarrassment.

			These teamsters were a rough, unruly, strong-backed band. Their service to the army was as crucial as were their teams of horses, mules, and oxen. Quick to anger, with short tempers and long memories, they never missed an opportunity for a brawl or a frolic. “These Waggoners are the most irregular set of People I ever had to do with,” snorted one British officer. When young Dan Morgan took offense at the tone used by a British officer barking commands, he promptly knocked the man down. He was arrested and sentenced to 499 lashes—enough to kill an ordinary man. Morgan, who carried the scars and a seething hatred for the British for the rest of his life, would one day redeem each lash of that whip with redcoat blood.[16]

			Men like Morgan and Boone had to be tough to handle the lumbering Conestoga wagons that formed the bulk of Braddock’s massive supply and baggage train. Braddock had purchased, rented, or commandeered every horse, mule, and ox he could get his hands on. These animals were used up at a prodigious rate as they hauled the huge Conestogas, eighteen feet long and four feet wide, across the mountains along the barely passable road that Braddock’s men were hacking out of the wilderness. These German-inspired wagons were built to carry loads of up to six tons, with the wagon seams caulked with tar to prevent water damage. A distinctive white canvas or linen cover protected the cargo. The entire boat-shaped wagon was constructed of wood, although the wheels were often iron rimmed. The teamsters did not ride in the wagon but usually walked beside it near the brake handle on the left side or sometimes rode the wheel horse also on the left side. This meant that the Conestogas tended to use the right-hand side of the road—a custom that soon prevailed throughout the American colonies.

			The pace of the army was excruciatingly slow. This gave the wagoners plenty of time for idle talk. In this time young Boone made the acquaintance of John Findley, an Irishman with a gift for gab and a seemingly boundless imagination. Findley, who was ten years older than Boone, told the youngster of his journey to the fabled “Kanta-kee” west of the mountains. Findley had only recently returned from a trading expedition to the Shawnee Blue Lick Town, just north of the Kentucky River along a trail called the Warrior’s Path. This was an isolated village, for while many tribes hunted in Kanta-kee, few lived there. The Warrior’s Path was a well-beaten trail by which parties of Shawnees and Cherokees regularly traversed north and south in raids on each other. The rising tension between France and England had led the Shawnees to abandon Blue Lick Town, leaving Kanta-kee wide open for any hunter bold enough to journey there. This was truly the promised land of milk and honey, rich in game of every kind—a hunter’s paradise. Findley fired Boone’s imagination with his tall tales, although his description of this new Eldorado was actually not that far off the mark. From that time onward, Kanta-kee was to become the great obsession of Daniel Boone’s life.[17]

			Braddock, increasingly impatient with the slow pace of his army, determined to split his force. A so-called flying column of 1,200 men, along with eight artillery pieces, teamsters for thirty wagons, and assorted camp followers, would proceed toward the Monongahela while Colonel Thomas Dunbar followed with most of the baggage train and the heavy artillery. Dunbar’s men were charged with the arduous work of finishing the road. Within a short time Braddock was sixty miles ahead of Dunbar. Boone went with Braddock’s wagon train.

			Washington had strongly advised Braddock to make this division of forces, which had been done on June 17. Soon after, the young officer was stricken with the “bloody flux,” as dysentery was then called. Braddock, who had grown quite fond of his young American aide, ordered Washington to stay behind at Little Meadows until he was better. Anxious to be with the command when it saw action, Washington was somewhat consoled by the fact that Braddock had marched only twelve miles in four days, “as they were halting to level every mole hill.” He had recovered enough by the time they reached the Monongahela to rejoin the column, although he had a pillow over his saddle.

			By the afternoon of July 9, 1755, Braddock’s advance force had finally reached the Monongahela, just ten miles from the French fort. They had faced little opposition to their advance, having easily brushed aside the few French Indian scouts they met along the way. It was thus with considerable confidence that General Braddock sent his men across the river. The red-coated column, standing out conspicuously against the deep forest green surrounding them, appreciated the cool river water. It was oppressively hot that day. It was at this crossing that the British were most vulnerable, but they met with no resistance. The officers began to think that the French must have abandoned the Forks of the Ohio.[18]

			At Fort Duquesne, Captain Claude-Pierre Pécaudy, seigneur de Contrecoeur, had about 1,600 French regulars, Canadian militia, and Indian allies under his command. The fort was so small that it could barely accommodate 200 men, so the rest camped outside. He well knew that they could never withstand an artillery siege, so he ordered Captain Daniel-Hyacinthe-Marie Liénard de Beaujeu forward with 36 officers, 72 regulars, and 146 Canadian militiamen, along with 637 Indians, to ambush the British column.

			Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Gage led the advance party of 300 British regulars, along with a company of New York provincials under Captain Horatio Gates, to guard the 250 workers charged with clearing the trail for the army. The thick forest was a green curtain obscuring everything ahead. Croghan, with his handful of Indian scouts, made first contact around one o’clock and gave the alarm. Gage hurried his men forward to unleash several volleys into the enemy force. Captain Beaujeu was among the first to fall. His regulars retreated but the Indians, screened by the forest, quickly dispersed all along the British flanks and poured in a murderous fire. The dense forest was suddenly obscured by the acrid smoke of black powder weapons. The location of the warriors was only apparent from the bright flames spitting from their muskets. Gage’s men had no choice but to slowly retreat, while many of the provincial road laborers fled ahead of them in panic. Several of the Americans did rally around Gage’s two six-pounders to attempt a stand. In this short time fifteen of Gage’s eighteen officers were either killed or wounded.

			Braddock, surrounded by his staff and guarded by Captain Robert Stewart’s company of Virginia light horsemen, now called up his remaining regular companies from their position guarding the wagon train. As the regulars marched forward, the wagons, stretching back almost a mile, hurriedly attempted to close up for defense. Colonel Peter Halkett received orders to defend the wagons, although he now had but a little over 250 men of his 44th Regiment.

			Halkett quickly ordered up a twelve-pounder that was trailing the column, placed it on the right flank of the wagons, and ordered its gun crew into action. Despite Halkett’s heroic efforts, the wagons were soon taking a murderous fire from the unseen enemy on both flanks. The gun crew fell one by one and the cannon fell silent. Wounded animals cried out as the wagoners and camp followers huddled together behind the wagons. Christopher Gist saw an Indian leveling his musket at Halkett and shot the warrior, but not in time to prevent him from firing. Halkett’s son, a lieutenant in the 44th, rushed to the colonel’s side, only to be instantly killed. His body tumbled atop that of his dead father.

			The Natives, concealed behind giant old-growth oaks, took careful aim at the British officers, who were on horseback and resplendent with their red coats and gold braid. They made easy targets. Captain Robert Orme of Braddock’s staff recalled how the officers “got themselves murder’d by distinguishing themselves in leading their men on.” Orme, who had become Washington’s closest friend on the staff, soon fell grievously wounded. Captain William Shirley, Braddock’s secretary as well as the son of the royal governor of Massachusetts, also fell early in the battle, killed instantly by a shot to the head.

			Braddock, with Washington by his side, galloped to the front, where Gates’s retreating advance guard collided with their reinforcements. Chaos ruled as the British regulars bunched together to fire volleys at the invisible enemy. Many of the American provincial troops quickly took to the cover of the forest to fight, where they were killed or wounded by the indiscriminate British volleys.

			For three tortuous hours the British held the field. Braddock, undeniably brave, was everywhere—encouraging, exhorting, and cursing his soldiers. Washington, at his side, had two horses shot from under him, while four musket balls ripped through his blue coat. He begged Braddock to let him lead the Americans into battle “Indian style” to meet the enemy on his own ground, but the general was certain his regulars would hold. He also needed Washington by his side, for every other member of his staff had been killed or wounded. “I expected every moment to see him fall,” declared Virginia regimental surgeon James Craik. “His duty and situation exposed him to every danger. Nothing but the superintending care of Providence could have saved him from the fate of all around him.” Many would later agree with the good doctor that Washington’s survival was indeed providential.[19]

			Then Braddock fell, and all was lost. Four horses had been shot out from under him, and as he mounted a fifth a musket ball slammed into his lungs. Washington and Croghan hurriedly used the general’s elaborate sash as a litter to carry him to a cart. Braddock begged for Croghan’s pistols so that he might be left on the field to die like an ancient Roman. He was carried back to the wagons, and as the word spread of his fate, the British lines began to disintegrate. A few of the redcoats retreated in order, but as the Indians came rushing out of the trees, screaming war cries and brandishing their war clubs and scalping knives, panic quickly swept the field.

			Washington and Croghan placed Braddock in a little two-wheeled cart. Washington’s friend Dr. Craik attended to the general as best he could in the midst of the fighting, but the wound was obviously mortal. All was now wild confusion as Washington noted the troops running past them like “sheep before hounds.” The rout was unstoppable.

			The fleeing soldiers quickly enveloped the wagon train, and the wagoners, under flank attack for hours, now also broke and ran. Boone, sensing that all was lost, cut one of the few surviving horses free of its harness and galloped back toward the Monongahela. “The Wagoners took each a horse out of his Team, and scamper’d; their Example was immediately followed by others, so that all the Wagons, Provisions, Artillery and Stores were left to the Enemy,” wrote Franklin of the catastrophe.

			Morgan, who was with Dunbar’s column over fifty miles southeast of the river, witnessed the pitiful remnants of Braddock’s army trickle in. Washington, having ridden all night, reached Dunbar’s camp the morning of July 10 with Braddock’s appeal for troops to cover the retreat of the surviving soldiers. “The dead—the dying—the groans—lamentation—and crys along the Road of the wounded for help…were enough to pierce a heart of adamant,” Washington declared.[20]

			The abandoned wagons actually saved the remnants of Braddock’s column. The Indians discovered two hundred gallons of rum and a wagon full of trade goods in the wagon corral that Boone had fled and busied themselves with drinking and collecting booty. There were wounded to be dispatched and scalps to be taken. Most of the camp followers were killed, but the Indians took thirteen women as captives. Two of these were badly wounded and so were killed. Few male prisoners were taken, but an unfortunate dozen were marched back to the French fort to be burned at the stake. A handful of the prisoners were rescued by French officers, although this was a delicate business. The French were much more concerned with moving Braddock’s captured artillery back to Fort Duquesne than with saving British prisoners.

			It was late on the night of July 10 before Braddock reached Dunbar’s camp. He was one of the few non-walking wounded brought in, for the rest were left to die where they fell. Dunbar still had a force that outnumbered the French and Indian defenders of the fort, as well as an intact artillery train, but the game was up. He ordered Morgan and the other wagoners to burn the baggage and supplies as well as destroy all the remaining ordnance. The camp went up in flames as the wounded were loaded into the remaining wagons for the retreat back to Fort Cumberland.[21]

			Braddock’s Road, in time to become an important route to the West, was now but a sorrowful path of defeat. Braddock died on the evening of July 13. Washington and his wounded friend Orme were with the general at the end. “Who’d have thought it?” Braddock gasped out to Orme. “We shall better know how to deal with them another time” were his final words. They buried him under the road that bore his name and the army marched across the grave to hide it from the enemy. Washington kept the general’s bloody silk sash as a talisman for the remainder of his life.[22]

			Back at Fort Duquesne, Contrecoeur was surprised by Dunbar’s retreat but greatly relieved. Most of his Native allies had quickly departed for home loaded down with booty. “If the English had returned,” he later wrote, “with the 1000 fresh troops they had in reserve at some distance from them, how far we did not know, we might perhaps have found ourselves distressed.” Distressed indeed—but it was not to be. The French and their Native allies had won a stunning victory at a minimal cost, with but 23 dead and 16 wounded. Braddock’s command had lost over two-thirds in killed and wounded, including 60 of the 85 officers—a total of 457 killed and 519 wounded.[23]

			Washington was mortified by Colonel Dunbar’s decision, for he wished yet another advance against the French. The troops, however, were spent in both body and spirit. Once the column reached Fort Cumberland, Dunbar took his regulars north to Philadelphia. He demanded quarters there for his men, which greatly annoyed the populace. Many colonists soon came to agree with Benjamin Franklin’s prescient comment on Braddock’s Defeat: “This whole Transaction gave us Americans the first Suspicion that our exalted Ideas of the Prowess of British Regulars had not been well founded.”[24]
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			The Forks of the Ohio

			George Washington, promoted to colonel in August 1755, rather reluctantly assumed command of what was left of the Virginia troops. He established his headquarters at the hamlet of Winchester in the Shenandoah. His most pressing problem was how to deal with the flood of frontier refugees fleeing to the east, for the Indians now had a free hand in the backcountry of both Virginia and Pennsylvania. Against Washington’s advice, the Virginia House of Burgesses had ordered the construction of a series of small stockades along the frontier line. This used up Washington’s few effective troops in the garrison defense of these isolated outposts. The little stockades did not deter Indian raiders but did provide some sanctuary for the frantic refugees. The panic of the frontier folk was well-founded, for by the end of 1756 Indian raiders had killed over a thousand settlers and taken hundreds more—mostly women and children—captive.

			Washington still hoped to launch a new offensive against Fort Duquesne but found he could never muster enough men to defend the Virginia outposts, much less take the field. To make matters worse, Governor Dinwiddie held some of the best provincial troops back to guard the Tidewater region against a possible slave revolt. The Africans, Dinwiddie noted, had become “very audacious” since Braddock’s Defeat.[1]

			Daniel Morgan joined Captain John Ashby’s company of Virginia rangers under Washington’s command. He was soon at work constructing a blockhouse on Patterson’s Creek, just east of the south branch of the Potomac. In April 1756, in one of the scouts just north of Winchester, Morgan and a companion were ambushed. A musket ball ripped through Morgan’s neck and came out his cheek, taking several teeth along with it. His companion was killed and Morgan only escaped because the Indians stopped to scalp and loot the dead man. The episode was symptomatic of the fate of the three ranger companies, which Washington disbanded in October. Ashby’s company had been a particular problem, for, as Washington noted, the captain could not even control his wife, who engaged in “irregular behavior” with several of the militiamen. Morgan, who was not involved in the scandal, soon returned to his former work as a teamster. Washington regarded the stockades and blockhouses as “more with a view to quiet the fears of the Inhabitants than from any expectation of giving security on so extensive a line to the settlements.”[2]

			The western land beyond the crest of the Appalachian Mountains was simply called Indian Country in 1755 and for another century and a half to follow as the frontier line continued to advance. By 1700 the Virginia Native population had fallen to less than 10 percent of what it had been at the founding of Jamestown a century before—perhaps less than a thousand people. The once mighty Powhatan Confederacy that had twice nearly wiped out the English colony had now been reduced by disease, war, and migration to a mere shadow of its once formidable power. The romantic fantasy of racial harmony promised by the old story of Pocahontas and John Rolfe had evaporated with the passage of the 1691 anti-miscegenation law that forbade the marriage of whites with “Negroes, Mulattoes and Indians.” The punishment was banishment from the colony.[3]

			To the south of Virginia and westward to the Mississippi River lay the lands of the Cherokee, Catawba, Chickasaw, Choctaw, and Creek along with their Florida cousins the Seminole. To the northwest, across the Blue Ridge Mountains, were the lands of various tribes still somewhat dominated by the powerful Six Nations of the Iroquois Confederacy of New York (Mohawk, Oneida, Seneca, Onondaga, Cayuga, and Tuscarora). The Shenandoah Valley, increasingly occupied by sturdy German farmers and restless Scotch-Irish frontiersmen, had once been a traditional pathway for Iroquois war parties raiding south against their ancient enemies, the Cherokees and Catawbas. In the summer of 1744, Iroquois leaders had met with a Virginia delegation at Lancaster, Pennsylvania, to resolve competing claims to the Shenandoah. The Iroquois claimed to have conquered every tribal nation in the region, and the Virginians readily agreed to this fiction. For payment in trade goods and cash, the Iroquois ceded their land claim as well as any claims by their alleged client nations. By this Treaty of Lancaster the Iroquois Confederacy ceded not only Virginia land but also the entire Ohio Country. This refocused the attention of Virginia fur traders away from their Cherokee trading partners and toward the Ohio Valley tribes. It also alerted Virginia land speculators to fresh opportunities. The Native inhabitants of these western lands were oblivious to this contrived new order.[4]

			All of these Native societies were under increasing stress throughout the eighteenth century. Populations had long been devastated by a series of epidemics, most notably smallpox, which had advanced far ahead of the line of English settlement. French and English fur traders and missionaries inadvertently carried these European diseases to the various tribes. Native migrations also brought disease and war to the Ohio Country. The Shawnees and Delawares were pushed westward from the Susquehanna River over the Allegheny Mountains in response to increasing white settlement, while the Tuscaroras moved north from the Carolinas to join with the Iroquois Confederacy. At the same time splinter bands of the Iroquois Confederacy—mostly Senecas and Cayugas—moved west to the south of Lake Erie. They were branded as Mingos by the neighboring tribes. All of these tribes, increasingly dependent on the fur trade, found their hunting and trapping economy disrupted by the white farmers clearing the forests and planting fields as well as by the incursions of white market hunters like Daniel Boone.

			The Miami, Wea, Piankashaw, Kickapoo, Wyandot, Ottawa, Potawatomi, Ojibwa, and other tribes of the Ohio Valley and Great Lakes were all caught up in this political and social chaos, as were the Cherokee, Chickasaw, Choctaw, and Creek to the south. This rapidly changing Native world also led to increased intertribal conflict, which further accelerated population loss. All of these people naturally came to view the Iroquois, French, and British with increasing suspicion.

			At the same time, the Natives became increasingly dependent on European trade goods from the French, Spanish, and English. Guns not only assisted the Indians in their intertribal conflicts but were even more critical in their increasing dependence on the fur trade and market hunting. The profits derived from the valuable trade in deerskins alone further tied the Cherokees to English trade goods. By the late 1750s, 200,000 pounds of deerskins were exported from Savannah and another 355,000 pounds from Charleston annually to supply the British tanning industry. The Natives certainly recognized this increasing dependency. In 1750 a Cherokee leader lamented that “the Cloathes we wear, we cannot make ourselves, they are made for us. We use their Ammunition with which we kill Deer. We cannot make our Guns, they are made to us. Every necessary Thing in Life we must have from the white People.”[5]

			In an attempt to soothe tribal anxiety while also settling their conflicted sense of allegiance, George Croghan had met with various leaders from the Delaware, Shawnee, and Wyandot tribes at Logstown, just to the northwest of the Forks of the Ohio, in June 1752 to sign yet another treaty of friendship. He was aided in this by the Palatine clergyman Conrad Weiser, whose long years of work among the tribes gave him considerable influence. Also critical to Croghan’s success in both trading and treaty making was Andrew Montour, the son of the French woman Isabelle Montour and an Oneida chief, who spoke not only English and French but several Native languages as well. Christopher Gist was there with a Virginia delegation to represent Ohio Company interests. Tanaghrisson was also at Logstown to play his usual duplicitous game as the Iroquois representative. The end result was a pledge by the Ohio tribes to support the Crown’s interests in the Ohio Country. They also demanded that in exchange for this pledge a fort be promptly constructed at the Forks of the Ohio.[6]

			Despite the Treaty of Logstown, Indian affairs were little better in the Pennsylvania backcountry than in Virginia after Braddock’s Defeat. Both Virginia and Pennsylvania had been spared much of the Indian warfare that had marked the American fronts in the three previous conflicts between France and England and thus had not developed the same level of military experience as the more northern colonies. North America had been but a sideshow to these dynastic European conflicts, but the Seven Years’ War was all about empire and, at least initially, centered in America.

			Benjamin Franklin, who had nearly come to financial ruin over the funds he had advanced for Braddock’s now lost horses and wagons, was also increasingly frustrated in his attempts to get the Quaker leaders of Pennsylvania to provide funds for frontier defense. Only intervention from England forced the assembly to vote for a defense appropriation. Franklin was among the commissioners appointed by Governor Robert Morris to oversee these military expenditures, including the raising of a militia and supervision of the construction of forts on the northwestern frontier.

			Shawnee and Delaware leaders, for so long friendly trading partners with the Pennsylvanians, now ignored the Logstown treaty and unleashed their warriors. The Indians naturally sided with the triumphant French, as it was obvious that the English could not defeat them and that the Quakers would not resist them. Throughout the autumn of 1755, the Pennsylvania line of frontier settlements was thrown back.

			“The pannick is inconceivable in every part of the country,” provincial secretary Richard Peters wrote Thomas Penn in November. “The number of Indians will most assuredly encrease, & if Croghan or Montour or Scarroyady are worthy of credit, the French have engaged most of the nations of Indians over the Ohio in their interest.”[7]

			Croghan, who had faced severe criticism for the failure of his Mingo scouts on the Monongahela, was now once again viewed in Pennsylvania as the indispensable man. The Pennsylvania frontier faced even more concentrated Indian raids than did Virginia. Appointed a militia captain, Croghan was ordered to raise troops and build a new string of stockades similar to those in Virginia. Within a few weeks the energetic officer had 180 recruits and was on his way over the mountains to protect the exposed settlers. He prudently armed his men with Pennsylvania long rifles rather than the government-issued smoothbore muskets. While the rifles took three times longer to reload than the sturdy British Brown Bess muskets, they were more accurate at greater range and thus proved far superior in forest warfare. Much of the fighting would be hand to hand anyway, and Croghan’s men were well versed in the use of both tomahawk and knife.[8]

			Born in Ireland in 1718, Croghan had come to America along with several family members in 1741. Like so many other Irish Protestant immigrants, he worked hard and prospered in this new land of seemingly unbridled opportunity. Within seven years he had established himself as the preeminent Indian trader on the Pennsylvania frontier.

			Croghan proved to be a natural Indian trader, for unlike many of his contemporaries he genuinely respected his Native trading partners, readily embraced their elaborate customs, and quickly learned their languages. He also came to understand the vital cultural significance of ritual gift giving and the absolute necessity of honest trading. His obvious personal courage, congenial wit, and sharp intelligence won him the respect of not only the Natives but also his Philadelphia financial backers and even his French rivals.

			Within a decade Croghan, headquartered at Carlisle, Pennsylvania, had a cadre of traders working for him, pushing ever westward to establish trading outposts on Aughwick Creek northwest of Carlisle, on the Allegheny; at Pine Creek; at Logstown, eighteen miles south of the Ohio River; and at Oswegle Bottom, on the Youghiogheny River near the Forks of the Ohio. Croghan’s men also traveled west to the Wabash River and Lake Erie and south to the Kentucky River. While their French rivals had backing from the military forts they operated out of, they could hardly compete with the superior and cheaper British goods—most notably strouds (cheap cloth blankets) and casks of rum.

			Croghan and his men usually traveled in pairs along with a string of twenty or more packhorses, each of which might carry up to 150 pounds of trade goods. These horses were loaded down with strouds, rum, wampum (strings of tubular beads used as currency, as gifts, and to convey messages), linen, ribbons, stockings, awls, needles, buttons, combs, looking glasses, jewelry, pots, kettles, traps, knives, tomahawks, muskets, and powder and lead. These manufactured items were priceless to the Natives. The traders kept their “prices” low in order to undercut both their French and Virginian rivals. The Indians provided payment in the skins of elk, deer, bear, buffalo, fox, mink, otter, and other lesser-prized pelts.[9]

			Croghan now personally took command of Fort Shirley, near the junction of Aughwick Creek and the Juniata River, where he had long had a trading post. His second-in-command was the Scottish doctor-turned-soldier Hugh Mercer, later to serve as a general in the Revolutionary army, who was to die heroically at the 1777 Battle of Princeton. The Delaware chief Shingas viewed Croghan as a traitor and kept a dozen warriors lurking about the stockade in hopes of capturing his former friend. Back in Philadelphia many high-placed officials also viewed Croghan with suspicion, believing that he was far too cozy with his old Native trading partners. Croghan’s business rivals in the Indian trade fueled these
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