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Selkirk, Scotland

16 September, 1792

My Dearest Bridget,

I hope this letter finds you well. My heart is fit to burst with missing you, along with our dear little Fiona. I fear that she’ll have grown so much I’ll hardly know her, when next I lay eyes on her.

I know it has not been easy for you in my absence. My confidence in your strength and capable nature has never wavered, and your last letter assured me that it was indeed well placed. Your report of how you dealt with the ire of Cole Branagh, along with the debt collector, served only to increase my confidence and my admiration. Well done, my love.

I am pleased to bring you the happy news that our long separation is nearly at an end. As you know, my work as a builder here in South Carolina gained me an apprenticeship with the renowned architect James Hoban. Over the course of the last year and a half I’ve had opportunity to make suggestions (tacitly, of course, so as not to risk offense to so proud a visionary as himself) to the effect of improving certain designs to strengthen structural integrity without sacrificing artistry. This has placed me much in his good stead.

Master Hoban has lately had the supreme honor of being selected by Washington himself to build the President’s house in this nation’s new capital. Alas, I will not be joining him on this undoubtedly historical endeavor, but my disappointment at not being selected for the design and construction crew was quickly put to rest. Mr. Hoban has instead offered to make me a junior partner in his architectural enterprise, and has placed me in charge of contracts to expand the Southwest Territory. Of singular importance is the design and construction of a bridge that will complete a newly constructed highway connecting North Carolina to the Territory.

I won’t bore you with details of the project, my darling. And now I come to the part concerning you and our wee babe. As part of my promotion, and in recognition of my service, as well as to ensure that I have no worries bearing on me that will distract me from the task at hand, Mr. Hoban has graciously provided a salary that is more than sufficient to lease a modest but amply appointed house in Asheville, as well as to maintain its upkeep and cover the costs of any servants you may deem fit to keep on hand. Not only that, but his generosity has extended to paying for first class accommodations for you, Fiona and your maid on the next voyage of the Ulysses to the Carolina coast.

I’ve enclosed bank notes sufficient to cover your passage, as well as to purchase necessities in preparation for the voyage. You’ll also find a letter from Mr. Hoban to the ship’s captain, a good friend of his by the name of Forsythe, with instructions as to your treatment and safekeeping aboard ship. As well, I’ve included a letter to the solicitor, along with funds to secure his retainer, to see to the sale of our estate and the settlement of our debts.

By my calculations, if all goes well, we should be together again as early as the spring. I can’t tell you how it lightens my heart to know you’ll soon be making your way to me, and to our new life here in America. I can hardly wait to lift our wee child in my arms again, although I suspect she’s not so wee as she was when last I saw her. I only hope and pray that she’ll still know me for her father.

And of course, I’ll be counting the days until I see you again, my beloved. Just to lay eyes on you once more will be a balm to my sorry soul. To take you in my arms, to lie next to you once again — it does not bear thinking about, lest I wander around with my head in the clouds, not fit for anything except to pine for your presence, as it was in the days when I was first smitten by you, which wasn’t so very long ago.

Write to me as soon as you can, so that I’ll have something to hold until I can hold you yourself to my bosom, my lady wife. And know that I am and will forever be,

Yours,

Archie
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Diary of Archibald Stewart Craig, 19 October, 1792
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Due to injurious misadventures in relation to the impending construction of the Yadkin river bridge, I thought it prudent to keep a diary of the project to record its progress, as well as to have a written record of the workers and their behavior, both that which is commendable and that which may require disciplinary actions to be taken.

While a certain number of injuries, and even loss of life or limb, is to be expected on any such endeavor, I must say I did not expect such an event to occur before even a single stone has been laid. This will no doubt further delay the start of the project, the undertaking of which is already much delayed due to the several layers of bureaucracy required to receive final approval of the bridge design and plans. 

I had only just arrived at the campsite to inspect and approve the foreman’s selection of the workmen when a fecht broke out among the men. A contingent of Highlanders from the Old Country took exception to two Cherokee communing in their native tongue. Their leader, a surly brute named Fraser, became convinced that the Indians were making derogatory comments about him and his fellow Scots. A provocative exchange of words led to fisticuffs, after which the larger of the two Cherokee, whom the men call Big Fish, but whose actual name I’m given to understand is Atsadi, produced a blade with which he sliced Fraser along the ribs.

The sight of blood pouring forth from their leader roused the other Scots to a tulyie in which my foreman, a native-born American named Davies, along with several more level-headed members of the work crew, received a number of blows and bruises in their attempt to subdue. In the end it took Davies firing his musket into the air and threatening to be more precise with his pistol if the blaggards did not cease and restore order to the camp.

Thank Providence, one of the saner men had served as a field surgeon in the Revolution and was able to see to the various wounds and injuries incurred in the skirmish. He pronounced that not only would Fraser live, but none of the men were physically rendered unfit to work. Seeing as letting the perpetrators go would rob me of nearly half my crew, I’ve placed Fraser and his men on notice, as well as the two Cherokee, and docked each of them a day’s wages. I’ve also forbidden whisky and other spirits within the camp for the foreseeable future, although with winter coming that restriction is not likely to stand. My hope is that the men will form a bond of trust after several weeks of living and working side by side, such that hot heads may cool and drunken stramashes may be less likely to occur.

As I have noted, the start of construction has been delayed, but all is not lost. There is still time yet
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