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could exert, every half-penny he possessed, every
drop of his blood would be cheerfully devoted to
the service, so highly did he rate the lofty courage
which had given to Fort Loudon its only chance
of relief, and which under happier auspices would
undoubtedly have resulted in raising the siege.
Whatever might be forgotten, assuredly it would
not be the intrepid devotion of the “forlorn hope”
of Fort Loudon. :

Hamish, left to his own not overwise devices,
decided to return to the country where he had quitted
all that was dear to him, dangerous though that return
might be. And, indeed, those wild western woods
included the boundaries of all the world to him —
elsewhere he felt alone and an alien. It seemed
strange to realize that there were other people, other
interests, other happenings of moment. He long
remembered the sensation, and was wont to tell
of it afterward, with which he discovered, camping
one night at the foot of a tree — for he journeyed
now by easy stages, keeping sedulously from the
main trail through the forest — the traces of a pre-
vious presence, a bit of writing cut on the bark of
the tree. “ Daniel Boon,” it ran, “cilled a bar on
tree in the year 1760.”

That momentous year — that crucial time of
endeavor and fluctuating hope and despair and
death —a hunter here, all unaware of the maelstrom
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of mental and physical agony away therf-: to the
south in the shadow of the same mountain range,
was pursuing his quiet sylvan craft, and slaughtering
his “bar” and the alphabet with equal calm and
aplomb.

Perhaps it was well for the future career of the
adventurous young fellow that he fell in with some
French traders, who were traveling with many
packhorses well laden, and who designed to estab-
lish themselves with their goods at one of the
Lower Towns of the Cherokees ; they urged that he
should attach himself to their march, whether from
a humane sense of diminishing his danger, or because
of the industry and usefulness and ever ready proffer
of aid in the frank, bright, amiable boy, who showed
a quality of good breeding quite beyond their custom,
yet not unappreciated. They warned him that it
would be certain death to him, and perhaps to his
captive relatives, should he in a flimsy disguise,
which he had fancied adequate, of dyeing his hair
a singular yellow and walking with a limp, which
he often alertly forgot, venture into the villages of
those Cherokees by whom he had been so well
known, and against whose interest he had been em-
ployed in such vigorous and bold aggression. The
traders showed some genuine feeling of sympathy
and a deep indignation, because of the treachery that
had resulted in the massacre of the garrison of Fort
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Loudon, —although the English were always the
sworn foe of the French. The leader of the party,
elderly, of commercial instincts rather than sylvan,
albeit a dead shot, and decorated with ear-rings, had
a great proclivity toward snuff and tears, and often
indulged in both as a luxury when Hamish with his
simple art sought to portray the characters of the
tragedy of the siege; and as the Frenchman heard of
Fifine and Odalie, and Stuart and Demeré, and all
their sufferings and courage and devices of despair
— “Ouelle barbarie!” he would burst forth, and
Hamish would greet the phrase with a boyish delight
of remembrance. Two or three of the party made
an incursion into Choté when they reached its
neighborhood, and returned with the news that the
ransom of such of the garrison as were there had
taken place, and they had been delivered to the
commandant of Fort Prince George, but certain
others had been removed to Huwhasee Town and
among them were the French squaw, the pappoose,
and the Scotchman. In his simplicity Hamish
believed them, although Monsieur Galette sat late
with his delicate sentiments, over the camp-fire tha‘;
night, and stared at it with red eyes, often suffused
~with tears, and took snuff after his slovenly fashion
until he acquired the aspect of a blackened pointed
muzzle, and looked in his elevated susceptibility like
some queer unclassified baboon.

The Story of Old Fort Loudon 391

But at Huwhasee Town Hamish heard naught
of those his memory cherished. He was greatly
amazed at the courage with which Monsieur Galette
urged upon the head-men that some measures
should be taken to induce Oconostota to remove
that fence, of which they had heard at Chote,
which had been built of the bones of the massacred
garrison, and give them burial from out the
affronted gaze of Christian people. This was not
pleasing, he said, not even to the Krench. He
was evidently growing old and his heart was
softening !

Lured by a vague rumor expressed among the
party that those he sought had been removed to
a remote Indian town on the Tsullakee River,
Hamish broke away from Monsieur Galette, de-
spite all remonstrances, to seek those he loved in
the further west—if slaves, as Monsieur Galette
suggested, he would rather share their slavery than
without them enjoy the freedom of the king. And,
constrained to receive two snuffy kisses on either
cheek, he left Monsieur Galette shedding his fre-
quent tears to mix with the snuff on his pointed
muzzle.

And so in company with a French hunter in a
canoe, Hamish went down the long reaches of the
Tsullakee River, coming after many days to their
destination, to find only disappointment and a
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gnawing doubt, and a strange, palsying numb-
ness of despair. For the French traders here,
reading Monsieur Galette’s letter, looked at one
another with grave faces and collogued together,
and finally became of the opinion that the members
of the family he sought were somewhere — oh, far
away ! —in the country where now dwelt the ex-
patriated Shawnees, and that region, so great an
Indian traveler as he was must know was inacces-
sible now in the winter season. It would be well
for him to dismiss the matter from his mind, and
stay with them for the present; he could engage
in the fur trade; his society would be appreciated.
With the well-meaning French flattery they pro-
tested that he spoke the French language so well —
they made him upon his proficiency their felicita-
tions. Poor Hamish ought to have known from
this statement what value to attach to what they said
otherwise, conscious as he was how his verbs and
pronouns disagreed, and dislocated the sense of his
remarks, and popped up and down out of place,
like a lot of puppets on a disorganized system of
wires. These traders were not snufty nor lachry-
mose; they were of a gay disposition and also wore
ear-rings—but they all looked sorrowfully at him
when he left them, and he thought one was minded
to disclose something withheld.

And so down and down the Tsullakee River he
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went, and after the junction of the great tributary
with the Ohio, he plied his paddle against the
strong current and with the French hunter came
into the placid waters of the beautiful Sewanee, or
Cumberland, flouted by the north wind, his way
winding for many miles in densest wintry solitudes.
For this was the great hunting-ground of the Chero-
kee nation and absolutely without population. His
adventures were few and slight until he fell in with
Daniel Boon, camping that year near the head waters
of the Sewanee, who listened to his story with grave
concern and a sane and effective sympathy. He,
too, advised the cessation of these ceaseless wander-
ings, but he thought Stuart’s letter evasive, some-
how, and counseled the boy to write to him once
more, detailing these long searches and their futility.
Hamish had always realized that Stuart’s sentiments,
although by no means shallow, for he was warmly
attached to his friends, were simple, direct, devoid
of the subtlety that sometimes characterized his
mental processes. Life to him was precious, a
privilege, and its environment the mere incident.

He now replied that he had not dared divulge
all the truth while Hamish MacLeod was in the
enfeebled condition that follows brain-fever, and
had been loath, too, to rob him of hope, only that
he might forlornly mourn his nearest and dearest.
But since the fact must needs be revealed he could




394 The Story of Old Fort Loudon

yet say their sorrows were brief. In that drear dawn
on the plains of Taliquo the mother and child were
killed in the same volley of musketry, and after-
ward, as he ordered from time to time the ranks to
close up, he saw Sandy, who had been fighting in
line with the troops, lying on the ground, quite
dead. “You may be sure of this,” Stuart added;
“I took especial note of their fate, having from the
first cared much for them all.”

The terrible certainty wrought a radical change
in Hamish. From the moment he seemed, instead
of the wild, impulsive, affectionate boy, a stern re-
served man. In the following year he enlisted in a
provincial regiment mustered to join the British
regulars sent again by General Ambherst to the
relief of the Carolina frontier; for the difficulties
in Canada being set at rest, troops could be put
in the field in the south, and vengeance for the
tragedy of Fort Loudon became a menace to the
Cherokees, who had grown arrogant and aggressive,
stimulated to further cruelties by their triumphs and
immunity. Nevertheless, Atta-Kulla-Kulla went
forth to meet the invaders, and earnestly attempted
to negotiate a treaty. It was well understood now,
however, that he was in no sense a representative
man of his nation, and his mission failed. Lieu-
tenant-Colonel James Grant, on whom Colonel
Montgomery’s command had now devolved, at the
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head of this little army of British regulars and pro-
vincials, preceded by a vanguard of ninety Indian
allies and thirty white settlers, painted and dressed
like Indians, under command of Captain Quentin
Kennedy, —in all about twenty-six hundred men,
—continued to advance into the Cherokee country.
At Etchoee, the scene of the final battle of Colonel
Montgomery’s campaign in the previous year, they
encountered the Cherokees in their whole force —
the united warriors of all the towns. A furious battle
ensued, both sides fighting with prodigies of valor
and persistence, that resulted in breaking forever
the power of the Cherokee nation. Three hours
the rage of the fight lasted, and then the troops,
pushing forward into the country, burned and slew
on every side, wasting the growing crops all over the
face of the land, and driving the inhabitants from
the embers of their towns to the refuge of caves and
dens of wild beasts in the mountains. They stayed
not their hand till Atta-Kulla-Kulla came again, now
to humbly sue for peace and for the preservation of
such poor remnant as was left of his people.

After this the colonists came more rapidly into
the region. A settlement sprang up at Watauga,
the site of one of Hamish’s old camps as he had
journeyed on his fruitless search for those who had
made his home and the wilderness a sort of paradise.
But the place, far away from Loudon though it was,
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secemed sad to him. The austere range of moun-
tain domes on the eastern horizon looked down on
him with suggestions which they imparted to none
others who beheld them. He and they had con-
fidences and a drear interchange of memories and a
knowledge of a past that broke the heart already of
the future. He was glad to look upon them no
more! His mind had turned often to the trivial
scenes, the happier times, when, unbereaved of
hope, he had hunted with the Frenchman on the
banks of the beautiful Sewanee River. And he
welcomed the project of a number of the pioneers
to carry their settlement on to the region of the
French Salt Lick, which other hunters had already
rendered famous, and with a few of these he made
his way thither by land while the rest traveled by
water, the way of his old journey in search of his lost
happiness. And here he lived and passed his days.

He heard from Stuart from time to time after-
ward, but not always with pleasure. It is true that
it afforded him a sentiment of deep gratification to
learn that the Assembly of South Carolina had
given Stuart a vote of thanks for his « courage, good
conduct and long perseverance at Fort Loudon,”
with a testimonial of fifteen hundred pounds cur-
rency, and earnestly recommended him to the royal
governor for a position of honor and profit in the
service of the province ; the office of Superintendent
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of Indian Affairs for the South having been created,
Stuart’s appointment thereto by the Crown was
received with the liveliest public satisfaction, it being
a position that he was pronounced in every way
qualified to fill."® For some years this satisfaction
continued, failing only when, in the growing differ-
ences between the colonists and Great Britain, Stuart,
wholly devoted to the royal cause, conceived him-
self under obligations to carry out the instructions
which the British War Department sent to him and
the four royal governors of the southern provinces
to use every endeavor to continue the Indians in
their adherence to the British standard as allies
against all its enemies; even concocting a plan with
General Gage, Governor Tonyn, Lord William
Campbell, and other royalists, —which plan happily
failed,— to land a British army on the western coast
of Florida, whence, joined by tories and Indians, the
united force should fall upon the western frontiers
of Carolina at the moment of attack on the eastern
coast by a British fleet, in the hope that the prov-
ince thus surrounded would be obliged to sue the
royal government for peace.

Hamish had had some opportunity at Fort Lou-
don to observe the tenacity with which Stuart at all
hazards adhered to his “instructions and the interest
of the government,” but in this crisis it ceased to
appear in the guise of duty. In such a time it
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seemed to Hamish an independent, enlightened
judgment partook of the values of a pious patriot-
ism. A permanent breach in their friendship was
made when Stuart wrote to Hamish to call his
attention to the fact that the MacDonalds of Kings-
burgh and the MacLeods and other leal Scotch
hearts in the southern provinces were fighting under
the royal banner. Hamish replied succinctly that
“on whatever side the Macl eods fought, with what-
ever result, be sure the thing would be well done.”
As if to illustrate the fact, he himself some time
afterward set forth with the “mountain men” to
march against the royalists under Ferguson, and was
among the victors in the battle of King’s Mountain.

In the earlier times of the settlement of the State,
fraught with troubles with the Indians, who, more
timorous than formerly, were yet more skulking,
Hamish was wont to take with hearty good-will to
the rifle, the knife, the pistol, and the firebrand.
He was with Sevier on more than one of those
furious forays, when vengeance nerved the hand
and hardened the heart, for many of the pioneers
avenged the slain of their own household. But as
he grew old, the affinity of his hand for the trigger
slackened, and he liked only the blaze of the benig-
nant fireside ; sometimes he would laugh and shake
his gray head and declare that he reminded him-
self of Monsieur Galette, with his theoties of sweet
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peace in that fierce land, and his soft heart and
his sinewy old hand that could send a bullet so
straight from the bore of his flintlock rifle. And so
great a favorite did Monsicur Galette become in
Hamish’s fireside stories, so often clamored for, that
he would ask his grandchildren, clustering about
him, if they would like him better with a muzzle of
snuff and a pair of car-rings and a tear-discoursing
eye, and declare that he must take measures to
secure these embellishments.

And so, gradually, by slow degrees, he was led on
to talk of the past, —of the beautiful Carolina girl
who had been his brother’s wife, of the quaint
babble of Fifine, of Stuart and Demeré, of Corporal
O’Flynn, and the big drum-major, and the queer
old African cook, and the cat that had been so
cherished — but he never, never ventured a word
of Sandy, to the last day of his life; Sandy ! — for
whom he had had almost a filial veneration blended
with the admiring applausive affection of the younger
brother for the elder.

When he had grown very old— for he died
only in 1813 —he had a beneficent illusion that
might come but to one standing, as could be said,
on the borderland of the two worlds. It came in
dreams, such perhaps as old men often dream, but
his experiences made it the tenderer. Sometimes in
the golden afternoon of summer, as he sat in placid
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sleep, with his long, white hair falling about his
shoulders, one of his wrinkled, veinous hands
lying on the arm of his chair would tremble sud-
denly and contract with a strong grasp, and he
would look up, at naught, with a face of such joyous
recognition and tender appeal, that the children,
playing about, would pause in their mirth and ask,
with awe, what had he secen. And it secemed that
he had felt his hand caught with a certain playful
clasp such as years ago—more than half a century
— Odalie was wont to give it, when she had been
waiting for him long, and would wait no longer.
And looking up, he could see her standing there,
waiting still, smiling serenely, joyously as of yore;
and so she would stand till the dream vanished in
the reality of the children clustering around his

knees, besieging him once more for the story of
Old Fort Loudon.

NOTES

1 Page 8. In addition to luring an enemy within shot by the
mimicry of the voice of bird or beast the Indians’ consummate art
of ambuscade enabled them to imitate the footprints of game by
affixing the hoofs of deer or buffalo or the paws of bear to their
own feet and hands, and thus duplicate the winding progress of
these animals for miles with such skill as to deceive not merely
the white settlers, new to the country, but Indian enemies of other
tribes, expert woodmen like themselves.

2 Page 18. The name of this famous town is variously given.
Adair spells it as Choate. Bancroft inclines to Chotee. Bartram
has it as Chote-Great. Some of the old maps show it as Chorte.
Modern historians of Tennessee, Hayward, J. G. M. Ramsey,
Putnam, and others make it Chota, but most of the earlier writers
concerning this region adopt the French rendering and call it Choté ;
Hewatt, however, David Ramsey, and others use the accent grave,
Chote. This town, seldom alluded to without the phrase <<old
togn ” or <<beloved town,’’ to distinguish it from another Indian
village of the same name among the Lower Towns, was a veritable
‘ccity of refuge,”’ and the only one of the Cherokee nation.
A murderer, even if a white man and the victim a Cherokee,
might live for years here secure from vengeance. Although
there is an instance known of a malefactor, who sought an asylum
here and was prevented from landing, being held down in the
Tennessee River until drowned, still the rule was inviolable that if
the refugee conld but gain a footing on the ever-sacred soil, he was
as safe as if clinging to the horns of an altar. This fact contrib-
uted, with other confirmatory circumstances of usage and tradition,
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