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“No man is fit to be entrusted with the control of the present who 1s
ignorant of the past, and no people who are indifferent to their past need
hope to make their future great.”

“History by apprizing them of their past will enable them to judge of the
future; 1t will avail them of the experience of other times and other nations;
it will qualify them as judges of the actions and designs of man; it will
enable them to know ambition under every disguise it may assume, and,
knowing it, to defeat 1ts views.”
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One copy of the Magazine 1s mailed to each person holding a paid
membership. Until the publication of next year’s Magazine, members may
purchase additional copies for $6.00 each; order these from The Society,
Box 485, Charles Town. Original volumes or facsimile reproductions are
available to all persons at $7.00 per Magazine.

The Society also has copies of various books available:

The Washington Homes of Jefferson County. $10.00 mailed.

Michael D. Thompson, Calendar and Index to Recorded Plats in
Jefferson County, West Virginia (Virginia) Courthouse, 1801-1901.
$25.00 mailed.

Between the Shenandoah and Potomac: Historic Homes of Jefferson
County, West Virginia. $45.00 mailed.

Burials in Jefferson County, West Virginia, 1978-97. $18.00 mailed.
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The Rion Hall of My Youth

by Frederica Holmes Trapnell

Rion Hall has often been the setting for old-fashioned romance. The
elder daughter of William and Virginia Bedinger Lucas, Sally Eleanor, was
born in 1834, two years before Rion Hall was built by her father. When she
was eighteen she was courted there by her second cousin, The Rev. Everett
Wade Bedinger of Kentucky. He was a grandson of George Michael
Bedinger, older brother of Sally’s grandfather, Daniel Bedinger of
Sheperdstown. She went to live in Boone County, Kentucky and was the
mother of seven children, two girls and five sons.

When grown, the middle son, Everett Wade, Jr., often visited his uncle,
Judge Daniel Bedinger Lucas (1836-1909) and for a time read law in his
office 1n Charles Town. About 1869, Uncle Dan had married Evelina
Tucker Brooke, (1838-1928) a granddaughter of Judge Henry St. George
and Evelina Hunter Tucker of Winchester, Virginia. Mrs. Lucas was
twenty-two years older than the youngest of her ten siblings, Laura Beverly
Brooke (1860-1918). Inevitably Laura and Everett met there and Rion Hall
again worked 1ts magic. They went to live in Anchorage, Kentucky and
named the first of their six daughters for her Aunt Eveline (both women
were called Lena).

Young Lena used to come by train to Halltown to spend summers at
Rion Hall. She was considered a beauty — a darkhaired “Gibson Girl.”
Once when she was in Charles Town (3 miles from Rion Hall) she and
some other girls went to call on Rebecca Trapnell. Her brother, Dick, the
fifth of the seven Trapnell sons, was home from the Virginia Theological

Seminary and answered the door. Thus another courtship began at Rion
Hall. (I am the eldest of their five children).

The youngest of the six Bedinger daughters, Dorothy Wade, was sixteen
when her mother died in 1918. She came to live with her widowed aunt and
cousin Virginia Lucas at Rion Hall. The house still had no heat (except
fireplaces), no electricity, no running water or telephone, so the family
could only live there during warm weather. Mrs. Lucas and her daughter
rented furnished apartments in Baltimore or Washington during winters and
Dorothy was a boarding student at St. Hilda's School in Charles Town.

Some years later, when Dad was rector of St. Andrew’s Episcopal
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Left to right: Evelina Tucker Trapnell, Frederica Homes Trapnell, Richard
Watkins Trapnell, and Virginia Lucas Trapnell. ca. 1922

Church in Wilmington, Delaware, we often spent our summer vacation at
Rion Hall.

One summer my Aunt Dot (only seven years my senior) and more like
an older sister, was at home on vacation too. She was a natural blonde.
slender and lovely so 1t was not surprising when a young man from
Washington came courting.

My two vounger sisters, Ginny (Virginia Lucas Trapnell MclIntosh,
(1912-1991) and Tucker (Evelina Tucker Trapnell Rawlhings, 1913- ) and
| did not understand their not wanting us ever present and we spent much
time and cunning in spying out their hiding places — once 1n the T-model
Ford in the garage shed.

Dot had driven that car many times, accompanied by me whenever
possible. Cousin Virginia's 1dea of economy was never to buy more than a
dollar’s worth of gas at a tume, 1n those days that was probably a third or
more of a tankful. Rion Hall 1s built atop a small hill facing toward the gap
at Harper's Ferry about six or eight miles away. Once there was not enough
gas 1n the tank to get to the gas station so Dot put a cuptul of lamp o1l 1n to
raise the level of the remainder gasoline. We coasted down the drive and
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sputtered our way to Halltown.

Despite us, Gordon’s suit was successful. Sixty-five years later when

they were celebrating that anniversary at their elder son’s home 1n
Bethesda, they asked me to describe their wedding day at Rion Hall.

“1 had been relegated to one of the three bedrooms on the third floor and
came down the enclosed stairway in the morning and stopped in the broad
second floor hall. Gales of laughter emanated through the closed door of
the back bedroom where the bride and her attendants were. To my delight
someone opened the door and invited me inside. The laughter was caused
by a mosquito bite on one of the bride’s eyelids which was swollen shut.”
At that point 1n my recital, Gordon quipped, “She might not have married
me 1f she had had both eyes open.”

The wedding was a simple garden ceremony on the 24th of June. Dot
wore a white crepe de chine dress, with a Peter Pan collar edged with Irish
crochet lace. She walked from the back of the house down the path through
the vegetable gardens to the back where there was a big bed of pink phlox
on the left and on the right a huge mount of pink Dorothy Perkins climbing
roses over what had once been a rustic summer house. My father, in
vestments stood before the stile which had been transtormed into an alter.
Afterwards we enjoyed a buffet luncheon at the house.

Rion Hall's big windows had no screens, only heavy green wooden
shutters outside, and were propped up with broom handles. The dining

room shutters were closed between meals to discourage flies.

Once [ was standing barefoot at the dresser in the big bedroom over the
back parlor when something soft and furry flopped across my foot. I was
terrified of bats and my hysterical screams brought my father, tenms
racquet in hand to kill it. It may have been injured in the first place.

[ was city-bred and used to bathroom and electricity. I did not mind
candles and oil lamps but I did mind not having plenty of hot and cold
water. There was a hand pump in the kitchen and a spring at the bottom of
hill. Each bedroom had a “wash stand™ in the corner beside the fireplace
with a china pitcher, bowl, soap dish and mug. A “chamber pot” was kept
in the bottom of the stand, a “slopjar,” standing towel rack and folding
screen completed the equipment. Every morning the cook’s son, Jumor,
brought a small covered tin pail full of once-hot water for bathing —
insufficient in my view. The mugful of spring water was not adequate for

toothbrushing either. I don’t know what others did, but after breakfast I'd
take my mug down to the spring where I had plenty of the water for the
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Left to right: In Rion Hall lane, Frederica Holmes Trapnell, Virginia Lucas
Trapnell, Evelina Tucker Trapnell, and Richard Watkins Trapnell 11. ca. 1922

pUrpose.

Lighting was really pnnmitive. Adults carmed glass oil lamps up to bed
and brought them down again in the morning so their wicks could be
trimmed, their glass chimneys washed and their fronts refilled.

There was a black iron ring to hold a squat glass lamp on an arm
attached to the wall halfway up the enclosed stair to the second floor. The
only other fixture I recall was a 4 or 5 ning for oil lamps chandelier in the
downstairs hall which could be let down so the lamps could be cleaned and
filled. I do not remember seeing either fixture in use.

Once or twice a week we would drive into Charles Town to see our
Grandmother Trapnell who was blind and confined to a wheelchair, Early
on we went in the surrey with the fringe on top which was pulled by two
horses, a chestnut mare and a bay named Charlie. I would sit with my foot
on the step because | felt sure we were speeding! And I always took a towel
so I could have a real bath 1n one of the first bathtubs in Charles Town.

One of my greatest regrets has been that I never thought to ask Granny
or Aunt Lena about their experiences during the Civil War. Granny was
born and lived all of her 86 years in Charles Town. (she was Rebecca
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Holmes White, Mrs. Joseph Trapnell, 1845-1931). Aunt Lena too could
have told me and enjoyed the telling — of her and her family’s
“refugeeing’ around the State of Virginia to avoid the fighting.

Great Aunt Lizzie (Elizabeth Dallas Brooke, 1854-1939) the eighth of
Aunt Lena’s ten younger siblings, had never married. In her time any
husband was better than none and a single woman had few rights. Aunt
Lizzie spent her life in the homes of some of her sisters, earning her keep as
a “mother’s helper.” I disliked her because I thought she was disagreeable
and mean.

One Sunday morning when the cook had failed to come, and Aunt
Lizzie was in the kitchen trying to get breakfast for a hungry family, my
mother sent me (age about seven) to offer some help. Aunt Lizzie was in no
mood to see if I could do anything useful and yelled at me. In my hasty
retreat I tripped over the doorsill and broke my right arm again in the same
place as | had some months before.

Dr. Neill came out from town to set it. He wet a piece of cotton with
chloroform and held it under my nose. The other time I had resisted it
violently. This time, remembering my defeat, I took one deep breath and
succumbed. They took an old picture oft the wall, removed the thin wood
backing, broke it in half and bound my arm between the two pieces. I had
an antique splint!

The big wood-burning cook stove was back inside the big kitchen
fireplace, and there was a saw horse and piece of tree truck for splitting
kindling behind the kitchen building in the vee formed by the meeting of
the back driveway with the front one.

There i1s a double deck gallery which extends from the right of the house
to the kitchen building. To the left of the kitchen door from the lower
callery was a small room used as a pantry. The enclosed stair led to two or
three rooms above no longer used as servants’ quarters. The room whose
door opened onto the upper gallery had a hand pump and a tin tub — an

unlikely bathroom.

One time when we were all around the long dining room table and
young Dick (R. W. Trapnell, 3rd, 1919-1989) was next to Aunt Lizzie, she
suddenly got down and crawled under the table. Mother tried to make Dick
get down and help her. He would not budge. He knew what she was
looking for — her false teeth!

The year our parents went to the General Convention of the Episcopal
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Church in Portland, Oregon, they left the four of us at Rion Hall. Dad built
us a log cabin playhouse before they left and Mother wrote to me every
day. That made her feel good until she got back and I gave the letters to her
unread. 1 couldn't decipher her handwriting. That was a memorable time
for all of us.

One day I came upon Aunt Lizzie about to wipe up the floor with three
year old Dick and he was fighting back by every means he had. I rescued
him by telling her I'd handle the matter. Then I took him to the far end of
the garden and asked what he thought ought to be done to a hittle boy who
kicked and spit at his great aunt. He replied, “"Spank me, Ricky, but don’t
spank me hard.”

Another ume, Aunt Lizzie escorted the four of us down the county road
to the mail boxes at the crossroads. On the left of the county road was a
barn and silo, and opposite the crossroads the Baumgartner’s new brick
house. Opposite that, across the county road, was a house with a white
picket fence. Just as we got to this juncture a man came running from
behind the barn shouting that the bull was loose. Aunt Lizzie took Ginny
and Tucker by the hand, ran across the road and got behind the picket
fence. I was left with Dick who was too small to run fast enough and too
heavy to carry. The empty silo’s ground level window was open so |
dropped him down inside. Very soon they yelled that the bull had been
caught, so I fished Dick out again.

The last tume I passed that way the silo and picket fence were gone.

The Rion Hall lane from the county road ran past the gates of the
driveway to the barnyard and tenant house. Just once did we venture back
there. What we found was an irresistible haystack. We had a happy time
shiding down 1t. (Wonder where the farmer was?) and tell-tale straw must
have stuck to us for when Aunt Lizzie discovered what we had been up to,
she was very displeased and maintained that we had brought fleas into the
house. Whether or not that was so, her remedy was to gather pennyroyal
which she put under our bed sheets. As it dried out, 1t was not only noisy
but 1t prickled through the fabric.

We four children occupied the big bedroom over the front parlor. There
was a huge four-poster in which little brother Dick and I slept while Ginny
and Tucker shared the white 1ron double bed. We really needed to be
together. Aunt Lizzie had the hall bedroom one third floor and Aunt Lena

and Cousin Gin had their beds in what was the library behind the dining
room.
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Some years earlier Aunt Lena had broken her hip and was confined to a
wheelchair. She spent her days in her bedroom, the dining room and the
hallway before the front door — bored to death. She had a large alarm clock
which she checked frequently, often sighed and sometimes remarked that
she thought God had forgotten where He put her.

There 1s a small stone chapel on what was once the border of then Rion
Hall land and Halltown. In my youth I knew nothing of its history of why 1t
was not then in use. I did know that it was filthy with dust, dead birds and
overturned pews. I decided to clean 1t!

The cook’s son, Junior, had been assigned the task of keeping us out of
mischief, but he was easily induced to join in our schemes. He was
commissioned to purloin brooms, etc., and the five of us set out across the
fields one morning after breakfast. It was a much bigger job than I had
thought and by lunchtime we had made hardly a dent in the mess.

When we trooped back for lunch, hot and very dirty, Aunt Lizzie had a
fit. This time it was germs we were bound to have gotten although no
coughs, fevers and such materialized in the ensuing days.

Those weeks must have been very tiring for poor Aunt Lizzie. I think I
owe her an apology.

Our next adventure involved scaring faithful Junior. He was probably
about twelve and walked home to Halltown about dusk. His route led down
the driveway between lots of trees and shrubs, through the gates, across the
lane and along a path that followed a ridge to the village. We planned to
don sheets, hide in the bushes and jump out shrieking like banshees as

Junior came by.

We had to let Cousin Virginia in on the plot in order to get the sheets and
pillow cases. Bless her heart — she went along with 1t but took the
precaution of telling Junior what was afoot. He bravely came down the
drive that evening and I don’t think his expected reaction was entirely

feigned.

We never knew his real name but my brother Dick had fond memories
of him all his life.

Another place to explore was the basement or cellar under the main
house. The stone foundation was very thick and the opening through it was
under the front corner of the dining room. It was dark and cool with a dirt
floor and a peculiar damp smell. There were a couple of long wooden
benches on which were put tin pans full of fresh milk. When the cream rose
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o the top 1t was skimmed off with very shallow ladles, put in the wooden
churn and rocked until 1t turned to butter. What was left was real buttermilk
with flecks of butter in 1t.

Aunt Lizzie ate what she called “bonnie clabber” with nutmeg on 1t. 1
don’t know how 1t was made — perhaps 1t was a forerunner of yogurt —
and 1t didn’t look very bonnie to me.

The butter and other diary products were kept on shelves in a large,
green, wooden bottomless chest that straddled the stream from the spring.
The heavy lid had holes in it for ventilation.

Baked goods were kept in a “pie safe” on the lower gallery just outside
the dining room. The safe was a wooden frame and door with tin panels
pierced 1n designs to admit air but not what Cousin Gin called “good clean
country flies.”

From his earliest days, Dick had a fondness for horses — like Dad’s
brother Jack. When he was seven or eight, Dick used to go down to the
Rion Hall pasture to see old Charlie. When the surrey gave way to the T-
Model Ford Charlie had been retired. (I do not know what happened to the
Chestnut mare). My brother would lure Charlie over to a fence, climb up on
the fence, put a bndle on him, climb aboard bareback and nide around the
field. I suspect that both horse and nder enjoyed the exercise.

About that time a friend from Town rode out to Rion Hall to go
horseback niding with me. That was not my idea. I like horses better at a
distance. There was an ancient side-saddle parked on the railing at the top
of the third floor stairs. It and a long splhit-skirt were probably relics of
Cousin Virginia's youth and she was born in 1871. Beverly on her horse,
Charlie with the side-saddle and I in the sphit-skirt sallied forth down the
lane bordering the cornfield. All went well until we got to the gate to the
county road. Opening the gate showed we meant serious business and
Charlie didn’t like the idea. Suddenly he wheeled and took off through the
cornfield at high speed. Distrustful of the thin strip of leather in my hands |
dropped the reins and clasped Charlie around his neck. That only added to
his panic. I did not consider the possibility or even the probability of my
falling off. I was concerned that Charlie might not know of the sinkhole and
would plunge down 1t. He gave 1t a wide berth, however, and after cutung a
swath through the corn we wound up back at the stable together stll.

Those halcyon days of my youth came to an end, as all things must. We
were the fifth and final generation of the Lucas line to enjoy the pleasures
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and privileges of Rion Hall farm.

| had planned to spend August 1929 at Rion Hall with Cousin Gin and
Aunt Lizzie. While the rest of my family went to Linville, North Carolina
again. We were living in Norfolk when 1n early July a message came that
Cousin Virginia Lucas had been killed in a car crash as she drove out of the
Rion Hall gate into the path of an oncoming truck. Aunt Lizzie had been
thrown out but was not seriously injured.

[ronically the car of her good friend Miss Sally Page Andrews of Fruit
Hill had been following behind the truck on her way for a visit at Rion Hall.
Cousin Gin died in her arms on the way to the Charles Town hospital.

It was my twentieth birthday.
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Escape from Harpers Ferry: The

Personal Narrative of Owen Brown
Introduction and Notes by Cecil D. Eby

Of the twenty men who served under John Brown at Harpers Ferry, nine
were killed or mortally wounded during the raid, six were hanged in
Charlestown, and five survived grueling wilderness treks back into the
protective custody of Northern states.

There were two escape parties, neither known to the other, which hiked
through the mountains toward Chambersburg (which had been Brown's
original collecting and shipping point) along roughly parallel, and perhaps
at rimes overlapping, tracks. One party consisted of Osborne Anderson, the
only Negro to survive the raid,” and Albert Hazlett, although the latter was
captured after unwisely separating himself from Anderson in the vicinity of
Chambersburg. Agents from Virginia escorted him to Charlestown where
he went on trial in the spring term of 1860 and was hanged on March 16,
1860.7 Subsequently Anderson wrote a graphic account of his role in the
raid and his flight to safety in A Voice from Harper's Ferry (Boston, 1861).

The other group to escape (the subject of this paper) was led by John
Brown's son Owen and included John Cook, Charles Plummer Tidd,
Barclay Coppoc, and Francis J. Meriam [sic], (Like Hazlett, Cook
separated himself from the band near Chambersburg and was apprehended
by bounty hunters, returned to Charlestown, and hanged on December 16,
1859. The others eluded pursuers and got off safely to the North. )

The details of Owen Brown's story would doubtless have been
unrecorded had it not been for a New England clergyman named Ralph
Keeler, who journeved to Ohio in the 1870s and chronicled Owen’s story.
Keeler was well-connected with the reigning literati of that day (Mark
T'wain was a close friend in Hartford) and his account of the escape was
published in the Atlantic Monthly (March, 1874).

Negroes of Brown's onginal band killed duning the fighting were Dangerfeld Newby and
Lewis Leary. Two others Shields Green and John Copeland. were hanged in Charlestown
on December 16, 18359,

< Because Hazlett’s identification as a raider was in doubt, Brown and his fellow conspirators
in the Charlestown jail steadfastly denied that they knew him. hoping in this way to save
him from the gallows.
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Owen Brown's narrative begins on
Sunday evening, October 16, 1859, when
his father led his band of raiders from his
advance base at the Kennedy farm, about
five miles from Harpers Ferry on the
Sharpsburg road. Left behind to guard the
base camp were Owen Brown, Barclay
Coppoc, and Francis J. Meriam. These men
Brown regarded as the weakest of his team.
Owen’'s arm had been permanently
crippled by an accident in his childhood,
Coppoc was frail and consumptive, and
Meriam, a well-to-do New Englander with
| no athletic prowess whatever, had joined

John Brown at the age of 58.  1he group only a day or so previously. None

Richard Hinton, John Brown and  of these men ever engaged in any of the

i Men (1654) fighting at Harpers Ferry. The Kennedy

farm house was crammed with weapons of

all description — Sharpe's rifles, revolvers, hundreds of pikes newly forged

by a Connecticut foundry — and Brown had another storehouse in an

abandoned school house along the river road about one mile from the

Ferry. From these two bases he planned to arm the slaves that he would
liberate from Virginia plantations.

Throughout Monday the three men at the farmhouse heard distant
sounds of fighting down the river, and there were brief encounters with
comrades who brought in groups of “freed” salves and arms captured from
the federal armory. On Monday evening they were joined by John Cook
and Charles Plummer Tidd, seasoned veterans of the fighting in Kansas,
who had been cut off by Maryland and Virginia militia ringing the town.
Earlier that afternoon Cook had scaled Maryland Heights and had a
panoramic view of the battle below. A firebrand, he climbed a tree and
opened fire with his Sharpe’s rifle on the militia milling about the town.
These shots were immediately returned, and a bullet broke the limb on
which Cook was sitting tumbling him to the ground.” Realizing that the

* Cook was familiar to citizens of the region for he had married a local woman and for a time
tended the lock just above Harpers Ferry. The shots he fired from Maryland Heights gave
rise to the rumor that Brown had reinforcements prepared to continue the fight. The upshot
was a wave of panic among the population of Pleasant Valley and a reluctance on the part
of the citizenry to take up pursuit of Cook.
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cause was hopeless, he fell back upon the farm. That the raid had become a
fiasco did not surprise Charles Tidd. During the weeks that preceded the
attack he had quarreled personally with John Brown about the projected
raid, warning that it was doomed, and on one occasion had angrily stalked
out of the Kennedy farmhouse to stay with Cook, who was spying out the
country from a boarding house across the river from the Ferry. Tidd was
preconditioned for disaster. He was a rugged and headstrong man with no
appetite for martyrdom.

Gathering together on Monday night, the five men climbed Elk
Mountain to begin their flight to the North. They were accompanied by a
liberated slave (probably one of the Allstadt group), but as they rested on
top of the mountain the Negro deserted them and presumably informed
authorities at the Ferry of their escape plans. As soon as they discovered
the slave was missing, they broke camp and fled north along the mountain.
It was in the nick of time, for by that evening the alarm had been sounded in
Pleasant Valley and pursuit of them had begun. Since the citizenry had no
clear idea of how many Brown partisans lurked in the mountains — they
were rumored to be many — they were not eager to climb the mountain and
stalk the fugitives, perhaps inviting an ambush. Instead their policy was to
ring the mountain with armed men and wait for the enemy to be starved out
and to come down.* Since the spur of Elk Mountain ended near
Rohersville, Owen knew that he must cross the open country of Pleasant
Valley at that point to reach South Mountain, which ran all the way to
Chambersburg, a distance of about forty miles as the crow flies. His
ultimate goal was to reach friends in northwestern Pennsylvania, in the
neighborhood of Meadville. That meant a trek of another 150 miles when
plotted on a map, but closer to a thousand as they would have to hike it.
Led by Owen Brown, they set off in the dead of winter, though a nearly
uncharted wilderness, living off the countryside with stolen provender,
without map or compass and navigating by North Star, traveling only at
night to avoid detection, carrying not only personal gear but two Sharpe's
rifles apiece and a supporting armory of other firearms. This was an
extraordinary anabasis by any standard and the Owen Brown account of
their adventures is a minor American classic. It is here reprinted in full.

% Because John Cook had been clearly identified — he had married a woman of the region
and had once tended a canal lock 1n the vicinity — the citizenry assumed that he was the
ringleader of the fugitives. They also knew that Cook was a crack shot and had recognized
him on Maryvland Heights. Of Owen Brown's role they knew very little at this time.
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“Owen Brown’s Escape from Harper’s Ferry”
by Ralph Keeler

On the eastern shore of Put-in-Bay Island, in Lake Erie quite out of the
way of the summer pleasurer at the great hotels of the northern shore,
stands the two-story frame farm-house of John Brown, Jr. It rises out of a
fair landscape of sunny vineyards, the path to it from the main road leading
through a tangle of grapes. A natural lawn slopes prettily from the house
down to the water, across which, seven or eight miles away, Kelley’s Island
and the Ohio mainland look dreamily, in the half-tropical manner of most
Lake Erie scenery. All these wine islands, indeed, see one another dimly
and drowsily, as if drunk with the mellowness of their own vintages.

In this quiet place, after fighting his enemies in Kansas, and being driven
by them in chains till the rron had worn its way into the flesh, after being
hunted from place to place for the attempt at Harper’'s Ferry, although he
was not there; and after having to leave the company he led to the late war
on account of a disease contracted in the first battles against slavery — in
this quiet place, I say, there lives John Brown, Jr. He moved here nine or
ten years ago when these pleasant vineyards were wild land; and now so
modest and peaceable 1s he that you would never imagine he had fired a
gun in his life.

When I called at this house and inquired for Mr. Brown, the plain,
motherly-looking woman who came to the door, asked which Mr. Brown I
wanted, John or Owen. This mild-voiced matron, as I afterward tound, was
John Brown, Jr.’s wife, who had shared the dangers and hardships of
Kansas border-life with her husband: and 1t was from her, then and there,
that I learned Owen Brown was on the 1sland. She told me the two brothers
were mowing in a neighboring field. And there I found them: John, a large,
well-made man; Owen, slenderer, though somewhat above the middle
height, and of the two looking the more like the old hero of Ossawattomie.>
They each have bushy eyebrows and wear a full beard, sandy, as their
father’s was once, and beginning to whiten as he did at their ages. Owen
shows, perhaps, all his forty-nine years, while John looks younger at fifty-

* These brothers were sons of John Brown by his first wife Dianthe. John Brown, Jr., the
oldest son of the Brown brood, was born in 1821 at Hudson, Ohio, married Wealty
Hotchkiss in 1857, and after service as captain during the war he settled as a farmer on Put-
in-Bay. Owen Brown, the third son of John Brown by Dianthe, was born in 1824 at Hudson,
He never married. In 1891 he died in Pasadena, California, the last of the Harpers Ferry
raiders.
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two. They were both in their hickory-shirt sleeves, and wore trousers of
blue drilling; but I have seen no handsomer men, among the throngs who
have come and gone at the fashionable hotels, in the course of my
summer’s sojourn on the 1sland. Certainly I have met no one, at Put-in-Bay,
or anywhere else, who had to a higher degree that subtle quality which can
make the texture of any given attire gentlemanly.

There, coming up to the fence to salute me, was the eldest of the Old
John Brown’s sons, the quiet, genial, warm-hearted farmer, amateur
geologist, and land surveyor, John Brown, Jr. And there, leaning on his
scythe, was Owen Brown, the sole survivor of the little party he led through
the mountains in that marvelous escape of his, and — if, as is supposed,
Osborn Anderson, the mulatto, 1s dead — the only one living of all of the
company that went with Captain John Brown to Harper’s Ferry.® There was
a gentle courtesy in the talk and manner of both these men that I cannot
write down for you; and I surely never met more thorough, genuine
modesty. At that first interview, I could get them to say little of themselves.
They had heard somewhat of my own wayward story: and with the
curiosity, not of 1gnorant, but of well-read, well-bred men, they questioned
me back, so to speak, into some of the by-ways of my early experience.
They were particularly curious about certain rarely visited place beyond the
sea. I tell this, because 1t may help you see the picture of these two men as |
saw it, looking back after parting with them that summer afternoon. They
stood leaning against the rail-fence, their scythes on their shoulders, gazing
stlently after me: and as the slanting sunlight fell upon their honest faces, I
could see as plainly, 1t seems to me, as I ever saw anything, not the stern
lineaments of historic warrors, who have gone back to their farms, but an
artless aspiration, like that of the village boy for the sailor’s adventurous
life. These men, unmindful of the part they had had in deed which, well or
11l advised, have sent the world along, were modestly putting my pigmy
story ahead of their heroic one, in the eager wish that fate had sent them
wandering among strange people 1n far-off lands.

[t was not till after we had met very often that Owen Brown consented to
tell me the story of his escape, or that John told enough of his father’s plans
to give a dignity to the attempt at Harper’s Ferry: which I confess it had
never before seemed to me, in my ignorance, to have. John Brown, Jr., was

® Osbome Perry Anderson was born in 1830 at West Fallowfield, Pennsylvania. During the
war he served in the Union Army as a non-commissioned officer and died of consumption
in Washington in 1872.
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at home 1n Ashtabula County, Ohio, at the
time of the attack. He had just returned
from Canada, where he had been
organizing the pluckiest and most
trustworthy of the escaped slaves, at some
of the border towns. He would have been at
Harper’'s Ferry, if his father had not been
driven to begin operations before the
appointed time. The reason for striking the
blow so soon was that he had been betrayed
el (0 the government. Moreover, the people in
the neighborhood had begun to suspect
" " him. John Brown’s entire plan had never, I
think, been published. His object, as his
Owen Brown friends know, was to make slaveholding so

Richard Hinton, John Brownand ~ unsafe and unstable as to render it
His Men (1894), unprofitable, and so lead to its abolition. He

and his company had already 1n effect

driven slavery out of Kansas, and lessened the value of slaves in Missouri
and the Border States to the amount of at least a million dollars. This had
been done by a handful of men, with the combined power and influence of
the government against them. John Brown remembered that the Seminoles
were never fairly conquered, and had, twenty years before, while surveying
in the neighborhood of Harper's Ferry, resolved to make the Alleghany and
Cumberland Mountains and the Dismal Swamp his everglades. The least he
expected the government to send against him was an army of twenty-
thousand; and his plans were so laid that they could never capture more
than one hundred of his men at a time, and of these all but two or three
should be fugitive slaves. The risings were planned to take place in a dozen
different directions in a night, the companies to be kept separate. The slaves
were not to be taken to the North, but drilled and taught to conquer their
homes in the South. They were to be officered by men who had proved
worthy, and who were to restrain them from acts of violence. The slave-
holders were to be taken prisoners where they stood in the way, and injured
personally only if they resisted. It was John Brown’s desire to show the
slave-holders from the first the humanity of his intentions that caused him
to delay his escape from the engine-house at Harper’s Ferry until 1t was too
late. Hundreds of men were sworn to be there, and if he could have waited
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till the time in the spring agreed upon for the attack it would probably have
been successful. The courage and fortitude of the wonderful old man have
been allowed even by his enemies. It was hard for the Virginians, as 1t
would have bee hard for most men, to whom every black man counted a
thousand dollars, to recognize the right of revolution in four million human
beings, but they did acknowledge that John Brown was all through the stutf
of which his answers were made when Governor Wise and Senator Mason
questioned him, wounded and bleeding upon the engine-house floor; and
that was just the sort of insanity, 1t seems to me, that heroes and reformers
have been made of ever since the world began. He had waited twenty years;
he was too old to wait twenty years longer. The blow, he thought, must be
struck then or never. To him and his men life was nothing in comparison
with what had been so long the one absorbing object of it. Even as it was, 1f
he had cared less for the feelings of the wives and children of his prisoners,
and had gone to the mountains when he could have gone, and he accused
himself of the mistake, without implicating his friends at the North, — the
war would certainly have lasted longer, and would not have closed so
disastrously. This last statement could have, I believe, no better
confirmation than 1s in the fact of the remarkable escape of Owen Brown
and his little band, with thousands of dollars upon their heads, and hundreds
of thousands of people eager to catch them.

In this father’s will and published letters, Owen Brown 1s spoken of as a
cripple. He injured his right arm in throwing a stone when a boy, and has
since had only the partial use of 1t. He 1s a bachelor, and i1t was 1n his one
roomed shanty, a little way from his brother’s farm house, that I wrote
down, from his own lips, the following account of his escape from Harper’'s
Ferry. Upon the wall just above my head hung an overcoat, once worn by
his father; and on a bench beneath a window at my side lay the gun used, I
believe, by the old warnor at the fight of Ossawattomie. The place, indeed,
was full of mementos. Most of the homely furniture was, I think, heroic 1n
its way, like the whole family. “None of us,” said Owen Brown, with his
usual dehiberation, stroking his full beard and looking at his tather’s gun,
when I interrupted his narrauve to ask if he were not afraid on a certain
perilous occasion, “none of us ever made much pretension to being scared.”

He had not told the story before, he assured me, 1n twelve years. The
honesty and modesty are so ingrained i the man that anyone, I imagine.
who had listened to him, would have been willing to swear that Owen
Brown was telling what he believed to be the truth. Where he did not know
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of his own personal knowledge, and even when statement had the authority
of trustworthy record, he would invariably say, “I have heard; I do not
know, I have heard.” Names of men and places he had strangely forgotten;
in their hungry wandering in the mountains, he and his little company had
even lost their reckoning of the days of the week:; yet so strong is the
woodman in him, that he not only gave me the direction and probable
extent of every mountain and valley he passed, night or day, but the nature
and quality of the timber almost everywhere in his way. I found him
entirely free of malice, even against the bitterest of his old enemies. He
passed over the most dangerous and dramatic parts of his story without the
least emphasis, giving them to me often by way of parenthesis. In his
deliberation and tones and look there were qualities that evaporate entirely,
of course, from the written narrative. The only substitute for the reader I can
think of for the reader is, that he shall bear constantly in mind what kind of
men old John Brown told the Massachusetts legislature he wanted with him,
— "men who fear God too much to fear anything human.” And Owen
Brown was one of them.

The last time | saw my father [that is the way Owen Brown began the
account of his escape from Harper’s Ferry] was on the Sunday night of the
attack, the 16th of October, 1859. It was about eleven o’clock that night
when he and his little company started from what we called our boarding-
house, on the Kennedy farm, five miles north of Harper’s Ferry. The
Kennedy farm, you will remember, was rented by father under the name
[saac Smith. He left Barclay Coppoc, Frank J. Merriam, and myself to
guard the arms and ammunition stored on the premises, until it should be
time to move them, either to the school-house, a mile from Harper's Ferry,
or to the Ferry 1tself. Barclay Coppoc was a brother to Edwin, who was, you
recollect, hanged soon after my father, at Charlestown, Virginia.” The
mother of the Coppocs was a Quakeress; their father was dead. Before they
joined our company, they lived in Springdale, Iowa. They came originally
from Columbiana County, Ohio. Barclay Coppoc, the one who was with me
through so much hardship, was a medium-sized young man, not over
twenty-two or twenty-three years old. He did not look very healthy, but
could stand a great deal, as you shall see. Still he was not so well educated
or so energetic as his brother who was hanged. Frank J. Merriam was of the

7 Barclay Coppoc was born at Salem, Ohio in 1839. His older brother Edwin, born in 1835,
was captured unwounded with Brown in the engine house, and was hanged in Charlestown
on December 16, 1859,
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wealthy Massachusetts Merrnams.® He was
twenty-eight or thirty vears old at the time.
He had easy. unassuming manners. The
only thing very positive about him was his
hatred of slavery.

Well, such were the two men my father
left with me that night as he marched away
into the darkness. Neither of them had been _
with us in Kansas, and so I thought best to =%
stand guard all night myself, letting them %%
sleep. No echo of the events which were
happening reached me in my long watch. 1
But towards six o’clock in the morning, we Barclay Coppoc
all heard firing in the direction of Harper’s  fichard E'“;}" “T]f;;”qf: o ang
Ferry. The rain, which continued at intervals o |
all that day and the next might, had already set in. About eleven o clock that
afternoon, a slave of Col. Lewis Washington, whom with others my father
then held a prisoner, came up with a four-horse wagon after a load of arms.
One of my father’s men came with him; I forget now who it was.” They
knew little more about the details of the fight than we did. While they put
their team under shelter and fed it, I got dinner for them. I had almost
always been the cook for our company at the boardinghouse. Then we
loaded the wagon as quickly as we could with powder and boxes of
revolvers and Sharpe’s nifles, which father had managed to have shipped to
him under the name of John Smith & Sons. The wagon drove away to the
school-house, before mentioned, where the arms were to be stored. Between
two and three that afternoon, we heard a great deal of firing in the direction
of Harper’'s Ferry. Later in the afternoon a black man came up on
horseback, and asked us to go over to the Ferry and help in the fight. I don't
know if he had any authority but his fears; for I think he must have come

5 Francis Jackson Menam [sic] was born at Framingham, Massachusetts in 1837, The newest
recruit to Brown’s band, he brought some much-needed funds when he arrived at the
Kennedy house only a day or so before the raid. Feeble and half-blind (he had lost an eye)
he was well beyond his physical depth in the grueling weeks ahead.

? This was probably William H. Leeman, a native of Maine and the youngest of the raiders.

He returned to Harpers Ferry and was killed while trying to escape across the Potomac later

in the day. On the might previous John Cook and others had taken Lewis Washington

hostage at Bellair, his house near Halltown. They brought away his slaves and picked up
others at the house of John Allstadt below Bolivar
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from the school-house where some of Washington’s and Alstadt’s slaves
were congregated. At any rate | put things in order, feeling somehow as if
we were never going to get back there again. I told some of the neighbors
where they could help themselves to the provisions and things, if they
wanted them, and I tied to the rude stairway, so that he should not follow
me, the pup, which I have heard grew to a great, ferocious dog, in the
accounts of the people who afterwards captured the vacant boarding-house.
Then, arming ourselves well with rifles and revolvers, we started toward the
Ferry through the rain, Coppoc, Merriam, and myself on foot, the negro
riding the horse. We had got about a mile on our way, when we saw three
men approaching us briskly on mules. It was getting towards night. 1
ordered them to halt, which they did with trightened readiness. We soon
learned that they were not looking for us. All they knew about affairs at the
Ferry was that folks were shooting one another down there, and they
wanted to get home as soon as their mules would carry them. We let them
pass, and pursued our way. Shortly after we saw coming towards us in the
dusk, an armed man. I ordered him to halt. He hesitated, and I don't know
whether he would have obeyed or not, if we had not just then recognized
each other. It was Tidd, one of my father’s men, — Charles Plummer Tidd,
a large, strong, determined fellow, in the prime of life.’® He was once a
lumberman in his native State of Maine. He had been with us in Kansas,
and was a great friend of Stevens, my father’s gallant lieutenant, who was
hanged at Charlestown. Tidd had been on duty at the school-house. He told
us that our men were all hemmed 1n at Harper's Ferry, that many of them
were killed, and that there was no chance for any of them to escape. “the
fact is, boys,” concluded Tidd, “we are used up; the best thing we can do i1s
to get away from here as quick as we can.” “"We mustn’t desert our friends,”
I said, and proposed to go on to the school-house, collect the slaves left
there, and then cross the ravine up through the forest on to the point of
rocks upon the mountain opposite Harper's Ferry, where with our long-
range guns we might divert or frighten away the enemy, and let our people
escape. Tidd thought the case hopeless, but consented to go with us to the
schoolhouse.

We had not gone on together over a mile farther, when we saw another

'“Charles Plummer Tidd was born at Palermo, Maine in 1834. Among the raiders his great
friend was Aaron Stevens, who at this time lay badly wounded in the Wager house in

Harpers Ferry. Stevens survived his wounds but was hanged in Charlestown on March 16,
1860 with Albert Hazlett.
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armed man approaching us out of the dark.
We ordered him to halt, and he replied by
pluckily ordering us to halt ourselves. We
recognized the voice of Cook, — John E.
Cook, the same that was with us in Kansas
and hanged in Charlestown.”'! “Our men
are all killed but seven,” said Cook. “Your
father was killed at four o’clock this
afternoon.” He did not know whether my
two brothers — Oliver and Watson —
were among the dead or not. Then he told
us particulars, how the little band of
seventeen whites and five blacks had  Francis Jackson Merriam
surprised and taken the town and the Richard E,T::}" j{”:g;f;”“'" and
armory, and held it, fighting all day long, S |

but how at least companies amounting to eight hundred men had come in
the surrounding towns of Maryland and Virginia, guarding all the bridges
and every route in or out.'~ The best and only thing for us to do, in Cook’s
opinion, was to make good our escape. I was opposed to deserting any
friends who might want to escape with us, and we argued the case hastily
there in the dark and rain. I prevailed on Cook to go reluctantly as far as the
school-house, for provisions, and to see what had become of the liberated
slaves. Cook had been exchanging shots with the enemy not far from the
school-house, and now expected to find it occupied by hostile Virginians.
When finally we came near 1it, Tidd and I left the others concealed in a
thicket. Approaching nearer, we whistled and called for the black men, but
got no answer. This seemed to confirm the i1dea of enemies there. Tidd
hesitated, — but perhaps I ought not to tell you this about a comrade, —
and 1 had difficulty in getting him to go into the school-house. He followed
me, though, at last, revolver in hand, and I Iit a candle and found the school-
house — deserted.

"1John Edwin Cook was bom at Haddam, Connecucut in 1830 of a well-to-do family. He
fought in Kansas and then moved to the Harpers Ferry neighborhood in 1858, where he
taught school, tended a canal lock and marmed a local woman, Mary V. Kennedy. Jetferson
Countians subsequently regarded Cook as a "Judas™ who had betrayed their friendship and
trust by his covert association with John Brown.

'“By early afternoon of the first day Brown's men had been trapped in the town. Two
Jefferson County companies sealed off retreat by blocking the Potomac and Shenandoah
bridges, and a Martinsburg group blocked possible retreat to the west through the Arsenal
vards.
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There was in a corner nearly a barrelful of a kind of sweet biscuit which
[ had made myself, and I hurriedly thrust as many of them as I could into a
bag. I took about twenty pounds of sugar in another bag — the common
seamless bag. There lies one of them now under the bed, — the same one, I
think. I'll get it out. You see it has on 1t “J.B.,” father’s initials. We had it in
Kansas, too. That’s all the provisions we took. Knew that we dared not
build fires in our flight. Coming out of the school-house and joined by
Cook, Merriam, Coppoc, and the negro, we lingered in the neighborhood
perhaps an hour, calling the black men.'? The only answer that came to us
out of the rain and darkness was the firing at Harper’s Ferry, but a mile
away. We saw no more of the liberated slaves. They probably went back to
their plantations. It was plain now that we could not get to the top of the
mountain opposite the Ferry before morning. Then our retreat would be cut
off. I hated to give up the 1dea of helping our friends to escape, but I had to.
We might have shown our good-will by killing one or two of the enemy;
still 1t would have surely cost our lives. We finally decided to go back to the
boarding-house on the Kennedy farm, and get our India-rubber blankets and
other necessary things. I put the bags of biscuits and sugar across the
negro’s horse, and on the way made up my plan of escape. 1 had had some
experience as an engineer on the underground railroad, and 1 had been a
woodsman almost all of my life. I told the boys if they stuck by me I felt
pretty sure I could get them safely through to the North, and to Canada, if
necessary.

The tiring by this time had spread gradually over the country, showing
that the people were thoroughly aroused and on the alert. We took a hasty
supper at the boarding-house, and hurriedly seized what things we could
carry away, resolving to sort them over by daylight in the woods, the next
morning, and bury what we did not absolutely need. I took an empty shot-
bag, I remember, to put salt in, but in my hurry forgot to put any salt 1n it.
That bag will appear again further along in my story. We resolved to camp
on the mountain, as near the farm-house as we dared, so as to aid in the
escape of any other stragglers who might find their way there. In point of
fact, as I afterwards heard from one of them, two of our men who had
escaped from Harper’s Ferry did reach the house the next day after we had

2 Astutely realizing that the call to freedom was premature, all these Negroes returned home.
Their strategy for avoiding punishment was to declare that they had been held as hostages
against their will. One, less convincing than the others, died in the Charlestown jail of
natural causes. The body of another Negro was later found in the river, but the cause of his
death is unknown.
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gone. They were Hazlett and Anderson, the
mulatto. Hazlett, as you know, was afterwards
taken above Chambersburg, and hanged with
the rest. Osborn Anderson made his way onto
Canada. | saw him the next July in Ashtabula
County, Ohio, and at North Elba, New York,
where my father i1s buried. Anderson, it is
said, has since gone to Liberia, and if he is
living, — which something I have heard gives
me reason to doubt, — he 1s the only other
survivor ot all my father’s company at
Harper’s Ferry.

When we began to ascend the mountain | .

b | | John Edwin Cook
ordered the negro to turn his horse loose. Richard Hinton. John Brown and
“"Why,” exclaimed he, “dat horse 1s worth His Men (1894).
more'n a hundred an’ fifty dollars!” and he
didn’t like to part with 1t. I had hard work to convince him that his life was
worth more than the horse. Up the base of the mountain about a mile from
the boarding-house, we halted in the laurel, and made our beds. It was
raining, and very cold. We had not all learned, as we did afterwards, to keep
warm by sharing the same bed. We spread an India-rubber blanket upon the
earth, then a woolen blanket upon that, to lie on; then a woolen blanket for a
cover, and an Indian-rubber blanket on top of all. Thus two men, clubbing
together, had furniture for a good bed in the wettest weather. Here I told the
boys my plan, — here 1n this camp, dark as only a laurel thicket can be on a
starless, rainy night, the firing still going on at intervals, sometimes towards
Harper's Ferry, and sometimes nearer at hand in the neighboring valleys. I
explained that the mountains there extended in a northeasterly direction,
which was also for a while our best direction towards our friends, or
Canada. We must therefore follow the mountain ranges, making to the
northwest when we could; traveling only at night upon the edges of the
clearings; sleeping and hiding by day in the thickets on the uninhabited
mountain-tops; shunning all traveled roads at all times, except as we were
obliged to cross them in the might; building no fires; buying or stealing no
provisions; 1n fact, not speaking aloud till we should at least, get beyond
Chambersburg, Pennsylvania. About this time the negro, who had been
despondent all along, began to complain of rheumatism. He was afraid he
couldn't go with us. I told him simply that he was certain to lose his hfe it
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he went back, and that I felt reasonably
sure I could get him his freedom if he kept
with us. Then the boys went to bed.
Although I had no sleep in two days and
two nights, I sat up against a tree and
watched. I began to feel suspicious of that
negro, and I thought I had better keep an
eye on him. He knew my plans, you see.
. He knew, also, that if he left us, his only
&9 hope of saving his life would be in
' divulging them. The beds were, for safety’s
sake, four or five rods apart. After a while
Charles Phummer Tidd the negro began to groan and complain of
Richard Hinton, John Brownand  his rheumatism: said he couldn’t lie
A58 Men (1334). comfortably, and wanted to sit up. I arose,
and walking past him sat down on the nearest bed. I may have fallen asleep
five or ten minutes, or more; I don’t know. But when I came to look for the
black man again he was gone. I hunted and hallooed for him in vain. Then I
roused up all the boys in a great hurry. They agreed with me that we must
move at once, and change our plans as much as possible. All we could do to
mislead pursuers was to make for another range of mountains which would
take us 1n the same direction. There was a new road — just done that month
— three miles north of us, across the mountains from the valley where our
boarding-house was, to what I think was called Pleasant Valley. Our lives
seemed to depend upon our getting across to the north of that road before
dayhight.

S0 we hastily sorted our property there in the dark. The two guns
intended for the negro, and which he had not taken with him in his flight,
we buried with many other things. We each took two long-range guns, with
one or two revolvers apiece, besides a full heavy cartridge-box to a man.
More than this, 1 carried that night about fifty pounds of provisions. The
others were opposed to taking so much to eat, and one way or another, as
you shall see, | carried the food almost all of the time of our wanderings.
We started up the mountains diagonally. It was very hard work getting
through the laurel and up the steep places with our loads. We had to stop
often to rest. While sitting on my pack 1 would sleep for two or three
minutes. I had had so many chances to practice that I could always do that
then. My father used to sleep when riding horseback. He got a good deal of
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his rest in Kansas in that way. Well, we didn’t reach the top of the mountain
we had to cross tll after daylight. The rain had stopped, but it was foggy.
We could see part of our boarding-house two or three miles below; there
seemed no one around 1t. We still heard occasional firing toward the Ferry
and in different directions about the country. We traveled the greater part of
a mile, perhaps, along the rocky mountain-top before we came to the road
which we were so anxious to get safely across.'* The fog was rising a little
now with the sun. We could see no one on the road in the short distance we
ventured across. We were not quite out of sight in the thicket on the
northern side, when we heard the sound of horses’ hoofs upon the wet
ground, and lo! eight armed men rode briskly past over the mountain. We
kept still till they had disappeared, and then we stole farther into the thicket,
where we all five of us hid away in one bed for the rest of the day. Of
course they did not see us. If they had seen us we would have probably
been 1n a desperate fight. We had determined never to be taken alive. Did
the negro betray us? I can’t tell for certain.

For all our narrow escape, I slept very soundly that day in the thicket.
We awoke 1n the afternoon, and ate some of our biscuit and sugar, and
discussed our affairs in a whisper. And by the way, I can give you no idea
how tiresome and painful whispering becomes after two or three days. It is
about as unnatural and soon grows as hard work as hallooing at the top of
the voice. Another thing that became very wearisome was keeping my head
in the position to watch the North star. Carrying the provisions over my
shoulder, and looking up in that way night after night, guiding the party, got
to be very painful indeed. Well, we discussed our affairs as I said. Cook, in
his fiery, quick thinking way, was always proposing bold, hazardous
measures. He to some extent carmed Tidd and Coppoc with him; and so
they were in favor of stealing horses, and nding right into death, which was
lying in wait for us at every bridge and on every highway. Was there a
reward on my heard? Yes, I believe so. How much? Well, I've heard that it
was twenty-five thousand dollars in all; more than it was worth, perhaps,
but then I suppose I had done slavery more than that amount of damage in
Kansas and around. Cook’s wife, — he was the only married man in the
party, — his wife was then in Chambersburg; and he was bent on going

'*The alarm has now sounded in Pleasant Valley that other members of Brown's party — no
one knew how many — were 1n the neighborhood. After a short trek north, EIk Mountain
ended and the fugitives had to cross Pleasant Valley near Bohrersville in order to gamn
access to the protective wilderness of South Mountain, directly to the east.
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there.'> So were Tidd and Coppoc. Merriam always abided by my decision.
Poor fellow! he soon saw he couldn’t get through without me; he began to
show symptoms of giving out, only a day or two after leaving Harper’s
Ferry. I waited for him and helped him along, especially 1n steep or rocky
places; and after four or five days, I carried his luggage in addition to my
own. Now, it was not in my original plan to go to Chambersburg, but I had
to consent to go that way. They were all younger than I was, and any one,
almost except themselves, could have seen they alone would themselves to
destruction. Why, while we were lying there arguing in a whisper, a gray
squirrel, attracted perhaps by the blue color of our blankets, mounted a tree
right over us and chattered. Soon after he was joined by a black one and
they both, chattering, approached within a few feet of us, and I had all I
could do to keep Cook and Tidd from shooting them. Cook was probably
the quickest and best shot with a revolver that I ever saw, and the
temptation, I suppose, was very strong just then. Having prevailed upon two
men to spare their own lives with those of the squirrels, I could not keep
them from going down to the edge of the clearing before dark. It was cold,
and they would be moving. I insisted upon going ahead, as I always did
afterwards in such places, the others being to apt to shoot whatever came in
their way, men or animals. I told the boys if I saw any one I would make a
signal, and they should all drop down. Just as we were approaching the
clearing where we could see Pleasant Valley extended before us, I beheld a
man coming along the path through the woods. He was carrying on his
shoulders what seemed to be a sack of flour. I made the signal, and we all
dropped down, not far from the path. I think the man saw us, but he saw
that there were five of us, with two guns apiece, and with wonderful
presence of mind he walked on without speaking or turning his head. That
askant look of his, however, I have reason to believe, cost a sleepless night
to the inhabitants of at least ten miles of the territory.'© I had no difficulty

'>Cook’s wife had been instructed to go to the boarding house of Mrs. Mary Ritner on East
King Street in Chambersburg, a place Brown had used because it was close to the
Cumberland Valley railroad depot, the transfer point for shipping armaments to the
Kennedy farm. At one time or another most of his band had boarded there, and no doubt 1t
seemed like a place of safety for them. (The Negroes of the band had been strictly
segregated in Chambersburg. They boarded nearby with Henry Watson, a Negro barber.) It
was clear to Owen Brown — but ignored by the others — that the Ritner house ought to be
the last place any of them should go near.

'"*Owen was correct in his surmise. The panic in Pleasant Valley was so pronounced that
many inhabitants fled to Harpers Ferry or crossed the nver to Virginia in order to escape the
mayhem that would be inflicted by “Cook’s men.” Militia patrols and a contingent of
Marnines were called in to restore peace to the region,
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now in prevailing upon the boys to wait till later in the night, before
attempting to cross the valley. And when finally we did start, we were no
more than halt way through the first field, when we saw a herd of horsemen
at full run upon the nearest road, and making the most hideous, noise I ever
heard came from mortal lips. He was alarming the valley. We afterwards
heard that he startled the quiet denizens of that region by shouting to them
that Cook's men were comuing down from the mountains to massacre them
all. Cook, you see, had been in the neighborhood of Harper’s Ferry,
teaching school, for the last year nearly, and that is why they knew about
him. So, as I have since heard, the inhabitants of Pleasant Valley fled for
their lives precipitately across the Potomac, away over into Jefferson
County, Virginia, and some of them as far as Winchester.

In the face of all this dreadful noise there was nothing for us to do, but
press right on across the field toward the next mountain range east of the
valley. Reaching the mountain, we pursued our journey along its side just
above the clearings. Towards daylight, we went up to the top and concealed
ourselves, eating our sugar and biscuits, and sleeping.' 7 This was our usual
plan, and of course, we traveled very slowly. When we woke up in the
atternoon, I had to argue myself hoarse, restraining the impetuosity of some
of the others, especially Cook. He wanted to travel by the roads, and when
the provisions began to get scarce, he insisted upon going to buy more. At
last, to restrain hum, I offered and he took all my share of the biscuits and
sugar; so that I commenced a day and a half or two days before the other
boys, to live upon the dry, hard Indian corn which we still found standing in
the fields. I would occasionally pull a hill of potatoes and eat some of them
raw. When the biscuits and sugar finally gave out, and we were all reduced
to the same diet of raw, hard corn, in order to restrain the boys from going
after other provisions, I promised to share my money with them, as soon as
it was safe to travel by roads. 1 had about forty dollars in gold; the others.
excepting Mermmam, had merely two or three dollars apiece. Thus we had
passed perhaps five or six days, going up the mountains to sleep, and
coming down to the edge of the woods to travel, when one night a cold rain
set in. Towards moming 1t changed 1nto snow; all day long the trees sagged
with 1t, and our bed was covered with it — the one bed into which the
whole five of us crawled, as I have told you, to keep warm. We slept

'"They are now on top of South Mountain. Their route to Chambersburg will follow this
mountain, the present path of the Appalachian Trail. Generally they slept in dayume near
the top and descended at night to travel along the cleanngs.
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beautifully. Starting on after dark, we came to where the mountain gave an
unexpected turn too much to the east, and we had to cross a valley to the
next range. This entailed the half-wading, half-swimming of a bridgeless
stream, and a journey of at least five miles through the snow and wet,
before we reached the mountains again. A little way up on the border of the
forest, we found some pitch-pine shavings and some wood, and here, in
spite of all I could say, the boys made a fire. We were all wet and cold and
exhausted by want of food, and I suppose the temptation was pretty strong.
It was not yet daylight. Our fire, a very bright one, had been burning but a
little while when we were visited and startled, for a moment, by — an owl.
He took his seat on a neighboring tree and hooted at us. In the course of half
an hour, while we were munching our corn — we had no potatoes or we
might have roasted them — we heard what were unmistakably human
voices, calling to one another, it seemed, in the valley below. Soon after we
heard the baying ot hounds, evidently in pursuit of something, as any one
used to dogs could tell. Now we had just crossed this valley, leaving our
tracks, of course, 1n the snow, and the 1dea that we were followed
immediately flashed upon us. We were not a minute in putting that fire out,
scattering and covering every stick and ember in the snow and earth.

Then we hurned further up the mountain into the thickets. We could hear
all the time that the hounds were approaching us. On we pressed tll after
daylight. All of a sudden we came upon a clearing with a house on 1t, and a
road running along the summit of the mountain, and a man driving a span of
horses with a load of wood, along the road, — but a few rods away. Though
the noise of the hounds was increasing and coming nearer and nearer, we
had to wait till the man and the team were out of sight. He fortunately did
not see us. We traveled on perhaps a mile farther through the woods and
laurel, until the day was so light and the hounds so near that we made up
our minds i1t was time either to camp or to fight. I counseled the boys,
however, not to shoot the dogs, unless there were men with them. If you
understand dogs, there isn’t much danger in them. I never saw one that
would bite me. Dogs, you see, are like men: if you pretend to know them,
they are not sure but you do, and at least believe that a certain civility 1s due
to the doubt. The fact that you aren’t afraid of them, too, has to both dogs
and men a convincing, peace-making mystery about it. And so we stopped
and waited for the hounds. In a little while there was a light crackling of the
brush, and a red fox with his tongue out, showing that he was much blown,
broke past us down towards the valley. Soon after came the hounds. They
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stopped and stared at us for a moment, then went on after the game. Had
they been put on our track? Of course, I cannot say for certain. If they were,
they pursued the fox, instead, being no doubt more used to that sort of
hunting. Some of us believed that if it had not been the little animal’s
struggle for life, it would have been ours. At any rate, the boys were not so
prone to build fires after that. It was many days and nights, cold and wet
ones too, before they attempted 1t again. We went on a mile or two farther,
well out of the way of the dogs and the fox, and there we camped, seeing no
more of them or any one else that day, or indeed the next two, or three days.

There 1s a gap in the mountains on the pike below Boonsboro, leading
from Hagerstown to Baltimore.'® That I knew would be a place of great
danger: there was nothing like safety for us ull we should get across that
pike. We had no other practicable way of getting out of Maryland. And we
heard enough firing both day and night to show us how thoroughly the
country was aroused and after us. Already the want of salt, the scarcity of
food, the change of night into day, the fatigue of carrying Merriam’s
luggage besides my own, and the bag of dry corn for all of us began to
make me dizzy. | noticed that the others staggered sometimes. We would
almost always every one of us fall asleep, when we sat down to rest, and we
would sleep soundly, no matter how frosty it was. Finally, one night, we
became aware that we were approaching this perilous gap in the mountains.
When we came in sight of the pike in question, we heard the baying of
hounds, 1n nearly every direction, — big hounds and little hounds and all
sorts of dogs. I never heard so much barking before in my life. At a sudden
bend in the mountain, the gap was opened up before us; and what a sight it
was! There must have been a hundred fires in view, flaring out of the
darkness, — alarm fires, we took them to be, of those who were watching
for us. They had heard, as you know, that Cook had a large party of men,
and they had, | presume, gone in there to head him off. Their hounds,
probably, had tollowed them to camp, and had got after game in the
neighborhood. There must have been a host of warriors, if there was any
reasonable proportion between the men and dogs. I saw that our chances of
getting out of that were very slight indeed. I did not say it to the boys,
though. I told them very promptly that there was no place for us. They were
quite ready to follow me. We retraced our steps halt a mile or more, came

"5“This 1s Turner's Gap, where present-day U.S. 40 crosses South Mountain. It was here that
the ciizenry saturated the countryside with armed patrols to apprehend the fugiunves when
they attempted to cross.
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upon a road, and followed it, right past a tall log-house. Though a dog
rushed out and barked at us, we thought 1t best to keep straight on. We
followed the road down the mountain till we came to a spring, where
having hastily drunk and washed our faces, we turned off down to what we
supposed was Cumberland Valley. Our object was to get across the
Baltimore pike at some place out in the open valley, away from the gap and
the people watching for us there. It was already as late as midnight. We
could not tell exactly, for there was no timepiece in the party. It was plain to
every one of us that our safety depended upon our getting across the pike
and valley to the mountains beyond, before daylight. Nothing but the
excitement of this fact enabled some of us — especially Merrtam — to
accomplish what we did that night.

Imagine our disappointment when, clambering down the rough
mountainside, using our guns to lean upon, as we generally did, we found
that we had reached, not Cumberland Valley, but a ravine with a steep
mountain towering right in our way on the other side. There was nothing to
do but climb it, and we buckled to it for our lives. It was nearly morning
when we finally got down into the Cumberland Valley. We hurried on, and
In a large field bordering upon the pike, we were brought to a sudden
standstill by an unearthly noise, which soon resolved itself in my
accustomed ears onto the frightened snort of a horse. The horse rushed
away at the top of his speed, leaving some of the boys more scared than he
was. Pursuing our way toward the pike, we were startled again with some
cause, for we found we were marching straight into a toll-gate. Sheering
quickly to one side, we crossed the terrible pike about forty rods farther on,
just as the first light of morning appeared. The baying of the hounds had not
yet wholly ceased. A few moments after we were obliged to wade quite a
large creek. We were hurrying on from that toward the mountains, when 1
happened to look back and found that Merriam was nowhere to be seen.
Hurrying back to the steep bank of the creek we had crossed 1 discovered
him, poor fellow, unable to climb it. I tried to help him up, but was too tired
and weak. 1 called Tidd and he took hold of Merriam rather impatiently,
and, in pulling him up together, we bruised him against a projecting root. It
was getting lighter all the time. We rushed on through a lately plowed field.
The traveling of course was very hard, and our tracks would be very plain
to our hundreds of pursuers. And there we were in the middle of that field,
when clatter, clatter along the pike came forty or fifty armed horsemen,
galloping by in plain view down toward the gorge in the mountains. We
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dropped and watched them out of sight. Then away we struggled for a
hiding-place. When at last we reached the woods, we found them too sparse
for our purpose, and went on and up the mountain, still finding no safe
camping-ground. On the summit we came upon a sort of monument, or
perhaps an observatory, in the shape of an unfinished tower.'® A white rag
was flying from a pole at the top of it. Satisfying myself that no one was
about, I went up the winding stairs to take a view of the surrounding
country. The others were too much fatigued to go with me. I could see what
[ took to be outskirts of Boonsboro, and enough of the valley we had
crossed to give me a vivid 1dea of the danger we had escaped. Horsemen
were scampering hither and thither on the highways, and the whole country,
it seemed, was under arms. Descending hastily, I had little difficulty in
impressing upon the boys how necessary it was that we should be in
concealment. And still we followed along the ridge of that mountain-top for
as much as three miles in broad daylight without finding a safe place. We at
one tume passed not far from an inhabited house, — fortunately unobserved.
Finally, as we were about to sink under fatigue, we came to a large fallen
tree and made our bed in the forks of that. Tired as I was, I spent an hour
cutting laurel bushes and sticking them into the ground at distances from
one another. Laurel, you know, will not wilt; and so with care the shrubs
were made to conceal us, and look as if they grew there naturally. We were
soon all fast asleep, and got through the day safely.

[n our next night's travel along the top of the mountain it was so rough
that one of Cook’s boots gave out. You see I have plenty of pins sticking
here in my shirt now. Well, I had a needle and thread with me then. and I
stitched up Cook’s book as well as I could. using my knife-blade as an awl.
[t was this or the next night that Cook fell down a steep. rocky place. |
heard something snap, when he fell, and thought it was his leg. It was the
limb of the tree which had broken with him. He was not yet over the effects
of a similar fall near Harper’'s Ferry. The other ime he was taking aim at
any enemy who was taking aim at him, and got the first shot; for the branch
upon Cook steadied himself was cut off, just above his hand, by his
enemy’s bullet. He was now, therefore, pretty badly bruised: but we helped
him up and he imped on with us.

'This tower still stands in Washington Monument State Park. From this point on there was
no more organized pursuit of the fugitives by great bodies of men. Their greatest danger lay
in their discovery by bounty hunters or officers of the law eager to collect the reward money
promised by Governor Henry Wise of Virginia.
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It was only a day or so afterwards, I think, that we walked, besides all
night, the whole forenoon, and into the afternoon. The woods were then so
thick and extensive on the mountain-top that we thought it safe. The
mountain range, after a while, swerved out of our direction, which now lay
across a valley. Leaving Cook, Merriam, and Coppoc in the timber, I took
Tidd and went to see if we could prudently cross that valley by daylight.
We had gone on, Tidd and I, about a mile and a half when we came 1n sight
of a road with teams going and coming on it. Farther on we could see a
farm-house. While we were discussing the matter, and deciding that it
would not be safe to cross the valley by daylight, there came wafted to our
keen, hungry nostrils, from that farm-house at least forty rods away, the
smell of something like doughnuts cooking. Never before or never since has
anything so boundlessly, bewilderingly delightful fallen upon my sense. It
was too much for poor Tidd’s endurance, and, indeed, that smell of distant
cooking, as you shall see, did in effect cost a life. We were both weak and
faint enough to stagger. Tidd vowed he wouldn’t go a step farther without
food. “You'll be all winter,” he said, “‘and never get through after all; you’ll
starve and freeze to death. It is just as well to expose ourselves one way or
another,” and he look a long breath of the distant frying. I had the two
arguments to withstand, Tidd’s, and the lard-laden air. The latter was the
more powerful, but I withstood them both. I promised him, as I had
promised the others, that as soon as we got three nights north of
Chambersburg, I would steal all the chickens, milk, and apples we needed.
[t would not do, I contended, to go to buying or even stealing provisions
now. I am not in the habit of stealing, by the bye. But antislavery men
would have been glad to give what little we needed to the cause, and
proslavery men certainly owed it that much. That was the way I argued.
Tidd, however, clung to the delightful, maddening odor, and his
determination to go and buy food. As a great favor, I at last prevailed upon
him to go first with me back to the place where we had left the other boys.
And every one but myself agreed with Tidd. I had a large red silk
handkerchief white spots in it, given me by Mrs. Garrit Smith.=° Well, this
with the empty shot bag for salt, mentioned before, I gave to Cook, and told
him, if they insisted on having food bought, he could wield the glibbest

=9 Gerrit Smith, wealthy philanthropist and abolitionist of New York State had supported John
Brown's activities in Kansas and sold him a farm near North Elba, New York, near a Negro
commune he had founded. After the Harpers Ferry fiasco, however, Smith’s ardor quickly
cooled. Panic-stricken at the prospect that he might be tried as a co-conspirator, he feigned
insanity and thereafter denied any knowledge of or complicity in Brown’s raid.
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tongue, and tell the best story; he should go. Sull, I didn’t want, — and |
feel just as agitated now, almost, when I tell 1it, — I didn't want him to go. |
needed food, I told them, as much as any of them; and 1f they would go and
get 1t, it would be foolish in me not to help eat it. So, as 1 had more funds
than the rest, I made him take my money to pay for it, begging him to the
last not to go. In Cook’s confession, he says we sent him for food. That 1s
the way it was.”'

Cook was gone two or three hours, perhaps. He came back with a couple
of loaves of bread, some salt in the bag, some good boiled beef, and a pie.
He had had a splendid visit, he said. He had stayed to dinner — which
happened to be late that day — with the people of the farm-house; had
made himself very agreeable, and told them the story we had concocted
beforehand about our being a hunting-party, too far from our home to get
back to our dinners. If you have never been a great deal more than hali-
starved you can form no idea how marvelously good that feast was that day.
[ felt more or less gloomy about it at the time, keeping it to myself, though.
But the shadow of the danger hanging over us did not seem to affect the
other boys. who were exceedingly merry. And after dinner we all went to
sleep for an hour or so.

Before sundown that same afternoon our lives were imperiled in what
seemed to me at the ime a most wanton manner. Cook had brought with
him an old-fashioned, one-barrel horse pistol, once carried by General
Washington. Cook got possession of it, when he and Stevens made Colonel
Lewis Washington prisoner at Harper's Ferry. Well, Cook took this old
pistol and strolled off, shooting it around in the neighborhood. This enraged
Tidd, who ordered him peremptorily to stop. Cook said he knew what he
was doing and would not take orders from him; I am carrying out the story
of our being hunters,” Cook said. The quarrel was going on loudly and
angrily. They were fast coming to blows and to pistol shots, when I rushed
between them. Coppoc assisted me. Merriam lay quietly on the ground. It
was not easy work to separate Cook and Tidd, but we finally got them still.
They were both fearless men, and had faced many a gun; they agreed to
have 1t out when they could do 1t without endangering others. There 1s
really no knowing whether one or both of them would have not been killed

*!'During his incarceration in Charlestown jail, Cook wrote a confession, the proceeds from
the sale of which were earmarked as a bequest for Samuel Young of Charlestown who was
permanently cnppled by a shot from one of Brown's men while serving with the Jefferson
Guards.
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in this feud, 1f it had not been for the events of the succeeding day.

In the course of that night we came to a wide creek which we had to
ford. Cook’s boots came off so hard that I offered to carry him across, if he
would cling to my boots and luggage. His weight, the two bundles, four
guns, revolvers, and ammunition, upon my bare feet on the sharp stones
were unendurable. I told Cook I must drop him, and drop him I did, about
two thirds of the way across. He got wet, but kept the guns and ammunition
dry. We crossed two valleys and a mountain and got into the woods of
another mountain before day. I was especially anxious to get as far as
possible from the place where Cook had bought provisions. The forest now
seemed so extensive that, after resting a while, we thought it safe to go on
by daylight; and we traveled on in what we considered the direction of
Chambersburg till the middle of the afternoon, seeing no traces of
inhabitants. All day long, whenever Cook and I would get a little in advance
of the others he talked to me about his quarrel with Tidd, making threats
against him. His anger seemed to increase rather than decrease. He talked
also a great deal about the prospective meeting with his wife and boy In
Chambersburg. I remember as if 1t were yesterday, I told him his
imprudence would be so great that he would never see his wite and child
again.

We stopped at a clear spring that afternoon, and ate the last of the
provisions bought the day before. Then the boys said 1t would be a good
time to go and get a new supply. More earnestly than ever I tried to
dissuade them, but to no purpose. They outnumbered me. Coppoc wanted to
o0 this time. I said, since they were determined that somebody must go,
Cook was the man most fitted for the mission, and I gave him money, and
the same red silk handkerchief. He left everything but one revolver, and
took his leave of us, as nearly as we could judge, between three and four
o’clock 1n the afternoon. As I have told you before, we had no timepiece in
the party. I don’t know whether it was before or after this, that we lost all
reckoning of the days of the week. That will be my excuse if I get them
wrong in this narrative, and that, too, will give you some 1dea how
bewildering fatigue 1s, and hunger, and a couple of States on the lookout for
you, eager for your blood. Cook hadn’t been gone long when two ravens
flew over our heads, croaking dismally. You may think it queer, but it
struck every one of us as a bad omen. We waited till dusk, but Cook did not
return; we waited till dark and starlight, still he did not come; we waited till
nine o clock, till midnight and still he did not come. He might have got lost,
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we thought; and we lingered about, calling and watching for him tll at least
two o'clock 1n the morning. Cook never came.

We knew nothing of his fate till more than a week afterwards, when, as |
shall tell you farther on, we got hold of a newspaper one night at a
Pennsylvania farm-house, and read of his capture. I have heard since, that,
going along in a clearing, he came upon two men chopping wood, and told
his hunting-party story to them, asking where to buy food. They appeared
very friendly, offering to go and show the way.; and they walked along
talking socially, one on each side of him. The report says — but I do not
believe it — that Cook told them who he was. At a given signal they rushed
upon him, seizing him by the arms. They must have taken some such
advantage of him, for if he had had half a chance, he would have killed
them both. He was, as I have told you, I think, already, the quickest and best
shot with a pistol that I ever saw. Anyhow, poor Cook was taken that night
to the Chambersburg jail, fifteen miles away. We knew we were about
fifteen miles from Chambersburg, because Tidd had gone — very
recklessly and without consulting us — down to the road that afternoon,
and asked a man who happened to be passing. The nearest village, the man
said, if my bad memory of names does not deceive me, was called the Old
Forge. The name of one of Cook’s captors I have forgotten — the name of
the other was Hughes. They got the heavy reward offered for him, and
drank it up in a bad whiskey, as I have heard, and were both killed in the
rebel army.*~

Daring to wait no longer tfor Cook, we made a bold push for the road. It
was a little odd, and 1 hope 1t was in relenting, but Tidd, his mortal enemy,
took most of the things left by Cook; we all took some. This belt here, now,
to carry a Sharp’s rifle in — that was Cook’s. By the way, there hangs the
coat I escaped in. Do I keep 1t here 1n this shanty as a relic? Oh, no: I wear it
sometimes vet. The fact 1s, I have always been very saving ever since that
hungry trip. From that day to this, I have never seen the least morsel of any
kind of food wasted without pain. I shall never get over that, I suppose.

22The date of October 23, seven days after the main events of the Harpers Ferry fight.
Already Albert Hazlett, has been picked up by Pennsylvania authorities and jailed at
Carlisle. Hazlett had first been mistaken for Cook. Therefore Governor Wise obtained
permission from the State of Pennsylvama to extradite “John Cook™ to Virgima. Although
they discovered that Hazlett was not Cook, the permut was not rescinded, so when the real
Cook was identufied (his pocketbook held a commussion as captain in Brown's army) the
mechanism for extradiciton was locked in place and he was whisked off to Charlestown.
He was hanged with Edwin Coppoc in Charlestown on December 16, after an escape
attempt that almost succeeded.
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Well, we risked traveling for a while on the public road, to see if in some
way we might find Cook. It was quite a while before we reached the village
which I have mentioned, doubtfully, as Old Forge. We walked straight
through 1t, whatever 1ts correct name, taking the middle of the street. Only a
few lights were burning. We saw one in the bar-room and one in the barn of
a tavern. We thought we heard voices, too, in the barn as we passed. A half
mile or more beyond the village, we struck through a corn-field, helping
ourselves to the dry, hard corn, to which we were again reduced. My
purpose was just to touch upon the outskirts of Chambersburg. I didn’t
approve of going there at all, you understand, but the others insisted upon it.
They wanted to go to the house of a Mrs. Ritner, a kind-hearted widow
lady, whose husband, a son of ex-Governor Ritner of Pennsylvania, had
been a conductor on the underground railroad, as well as upon a real
railroad. All of us had been at Mrs. Ritner’'s before. Father had boarded
there, and so had Kagi, who was killed, as you know, fighting so splendidly
at Harper’s Ferry.%> I consented to go to Chambersburg also, because I did
not know but Cook might meet us at either of two hiding-places on a
stream; one a half mile, and the other a mile from town. I had told him
about them. I had discovered them, conducting to Harper’s Ferry recruits
who had been slaves once and were going back again into danger to help
liberate their friends and relatives. Shields Green, who was hanged, was one

of these.%?

Just across the corn-field before mentioned, we came upon a wide public
highway, evidently leading to Chambersburg. Here Coppoc and Tidd
astonished Merriam and myself by announcing that they would have to
leave us. They said Merriam, in his weak state, could not get into
Chambersburg before daylight; it was at least fifteen miles away. They
knew that I had pledged myself never to leave Merriam behind. And so,

23John Kagi, a native of Ohio, was Secretary of War in John Brown's provisional
government. He was killed during the fighting at Hall's Rifle Factory on December 17,
18359,

=4 Shields Green had been a slave in South Carolina but had escaped to New York several
years before. Frederick Douglass befriended him and brought him to Chambersburg in
August during a conference with John Brown about the Harpers Ferry project. Douglass
refused to join Brown, arguing that it was madness to attack a United States arsenal, but
Shields Green remained with the band. Owen Brown conducted him overland to the
Kennedy farm. Ironically they were at one point chased by bounty hunters convinced that
Green was a slave trying to run off to the North, whereas he was an ex-slave trying to get
back to the South. Green survived the attack on the engine-house, was captured, and hanged
in Charles Town with John Copeland, the other Negro captive, on December 16.
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leaving a gun or two extra for us to carry, and promising to meet us the next
night at one of the hiding-places beyond Chambersburg, they started off, on
the public highway, as fast as they could walk.

[t was a wild, desperate thing for them to do. Weak and worn as
Merriam was, he saw as well as I did that they were exposing us as much as
they were exposing themselves. Two could make little resistance in case of
attack; and, we argued, our satety depended upon keeping up with them,
and preventing them, if possible, from running more foolish risks. So,
picking up the guns they had left, we started after them, in the belief that 1t
was a walk for life, and I have no doubt 1t was. On we went, unchallenged,
through toll-gate and past farm-houses. For the whole fifteen miles, Tidd
and Coppoc never got over six rods ahead of us. During the race, some time
before dayhight, Coppoc left his things with Tidd, walked up to a house.
waked the inmates, and asked the way to Chambersburg! He felt pretty
sure, he said afterwards, that this road led there, but he was not certain
whether we were going towards or away from town. Tidd was sitting in a
fence-corner waiting for him as Merriam and | came up. I charged Tidd
hurriedly, if at any time on the road he and Coppoc saw anybody, to
conceal themselves; if halted, or in any way shown that arrest was meant,
we should be ready to make a desperate fight; if merely spoken to they
should let me answer for them. I had hardly said this, and Coppoc had not
yet come out to us from the house, when a man came riding along the road.
He had a fine horse, and looked like an officer of some kind. In the light of
what I have since heard, I think he was. It is strange how we all felt like
killing that man. We had been chased and hunted, and had live like wild
beasts so long that we felt blood-thirsty. We never knew for certain 1f he
saw us. He did not at least think it prudent to speak. and rode on out of
sight.

Coppoc came out to us, and we rushed on — in the direction we had
been taking all the ume. As we drew nearer and nearer Chambersburg, |
told the boys, as I told them before, that it was not fair to expose Mrs.
Pitner. She had probably disavowed any knowledge of us, and it would be
very easy to get her into trouble, without benefiting ourselves; but they
would go. In the outskirts of Chambersburg, finally, we stopped by a house
on the corner of the street that led to Mrs. Ritner’s. Merriam, who had over-
exerted himself, dropped down in the middle of this street, and lay with his
luggage for a pillow. It was just before the break of day. As Tidd and
Coppoc left us, I charged them, with all the earnestness I had, to come right
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back 1f they got no answer, and especially to make no alarm. They knocked
at the door, but received no reply. Then Tidd went down into the garden
and got a bean-pole and thumped on the second story window. Mrs. Ritner
put her arm out of the window and motioned him away. At which he said,
“Mrs. Ritner, don’t you know me? I am Tidd.”

“Leave, leave!” came back 1n a frightened whisper.
“But we are hungry,” insisted Tidd.

“l couldn’t help you if you were starving,” she whispered back again.
“Leave; the house 1s guarded by armed men!”

Tidd dropped his bean-pole, and the two came back to where we were
lying in the street. It has always seemed to me next to a miracle that they
were ever allowed to get away from that house. They were pretty well
frightened and utterly discouraged. “What shall we do? What shall we do?”
they asked in despair. Merriam, stretched motionless on the ground, said

nothing. “I will tell you what to do,” I said, picking up my bundle; but
you'll follow me this time!™

We could just see the first streaks of daylight. Telling Merriam to come
on, we started. After we had gone some distance I turned to look for
Merriam, but he was nowhere to be seen. I went back to the street-corner
and found him still lying in the road. I jerked him up, and told him his life
depended upon his walking a half mile or at most a mile farther to a hiding
place. Poor fellow! he must have been fast asleep. I never got a chance, I
believe, to ask him: events were so hurried and exciting after that. We went
out a suburban street ull we came to a railroad which we followed as long
as it went in the direction I wanted to take. Before we reached the thicket 1
intended to hide in, it became too light for safety. We would certainly have
been caught, if it hadn’t been for a cold must that hung low upon the land
after daylight. We went of course to the nearest hiding-place, a partially
wooded field in the outskirts of town. The falling of the leaves made 1t
much more dangerous than I had expected to find it. I had seen the place
before in summer. We finally found a patch of briers in the middle of the
field, and crawling into it, made our bed there. We could have been easily
surrounded, as you see: so here almost all day long we did not dare ever to
sit up; and, notwithstanding the extraordinary fatigue of the might before,
we had not time, even if we had thought it safe to sleep. A railroad ran by
one side of the field, and we could distinctly see the trains pass during the
day. Our field was bounded on the other sides by traveled roads and the
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suburban streets of Chambersburg. It was a cold, frosty morning, but I had
no difficulty in making the boys lie still. Indeed, even after that, they oddly
enough were always cautioning me to be prudent. A little before noon we
heard martial music steadily approaching us, — not at all a pleasant sound
under the circumstances. Then after a while 1t stopped; and, 1n perhaps fire
or ten minutes more, a train went shooting by on the neighboring railroad.
The martial music then started up again at what we supposed afterwards to
be the railway station, and gradually marched out of hearing. It was, as |
have since heard, the escort that took poor Cook from the jail to the depot:
and the train we saw was the one that bore him away to Charlestown, and.
as you know, to death.

We of course were not aware of this at the time. We had some
expectation, as | told you, that Cook might try to join us at this hiding-
place; and when, shortly afterwards, a man appeared in our field, we at first
took him for Cook. The man in question soon made for the edge of the
timber, and began firing a gun. We thought that a bold signal, but were
really astonished at nothing from Cook. So we raised ourselves as nearly to
our feet as we dared, in order to watch his movements. He was aiming his
gun at the tree-tops, evidently at squirrels, and coming around to where we
cot a better view of him, we decided it was not Cook.

A cold rain, with snow and sleet, set in about noon. This was no doubt a
greater protection to us than the briers, — so near to a populous town as we
were. There were three or four yokes of oxen running loose in the field. An
ox came browsing near our thicket, and by his disturbed manner called the
attention of the whole drove to us. They would stare at us, then start off and
come back 1n a way that would give warning of something wrong to any
one knowing oxen. We dared not move, or speak to them; and oxen and
dogs know as quickly as anybody when people are acting strangely. At last,
to our infinite relief, they seemed to have settled the matter among
themselves, or at least satisfied their curiosity, for they went away of their
own accord. While we were lying there we had determined that in the
exhausted condition of Merriam, it would be best to run the risk of sending
him on by rail. Extended on my back, I mended his overcoat, which had
been torn, in our mountain travel, to a state of what I considered suspicious
shabbiness. Being a bachelor, you know, 1 had a pair of scissors with my
needles and thread; and so when the tempest got worse, and 1t was sate to
sit up a little, I clipped off his beard as close as I could shingle it. What was
especially fortunate for Merriam just then was the fact that he wore a glass
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eye: and this glass eye fitted him so well that he could turn it, or at least,
seemed to turn 1t nearly as well as he did the other one. That and his beard
gone, Merriam was pretty well disguised. We discussed Merriam'’s leaving,
more or less, all day long. Coppoc wanted to go with him. I whispered
myself hoarse, trying to convince him that he ought not to go. I was glad
when 1n the afternoon, a high wind rose as an accompaniment to the storm,
and we dared speak aloud. We shivered with the rain and sleet as we
argued. 1 told Coppoc he would excite suspicion if he went with Merram.
“We need you with us,” I said, “and you need yourself with us, — for
defense, and especially to keep warm nights. We have lost too many
already; we shall freeze if we lose any more now. When 1t is safe, you shall
be the next to go.” Merriam, poor fellow, was so weak and worn that there
was not much warmth in him. He was, you understand, no use in bed or out
of it, and besides he couldn’t have walked any farther anyhow. The snow
and sleet stopped for a while as we were still arguing, and as I turned over
on my elbow and looked at Coppoc, I could see that great tears had fallen
and hung quivering on his waistcoat. He was thinking, perhaps, of his
Quaker home in Iowa, and of his widowed mother there; perhaps of his
brother whom he supposed killed; or maybe, he was 1n utter despair. 1 never
knew; I never asked him. None of us spoke for a long time. The wind blew
more violently than ever, and the rain and sleet came down again, and
washed away the traces of the man’s weakness, — 1t 1t was weakness.

Towards night a boy came nding a horse through our field, evidently 1n
search of something. He rode clear around our brier-patch, passing within
sixteen feet of us. As I lay on my back, I turned my head just enough to
keep an eye on him. He was over ten years old. Suddenly his face
brightened, and he began hallooing at the oxen, of which I suppose he had
just caught sight. He had come after them, it seems; and getting them all
together he took them and himself from the field. I did not think the boy
saw us. Some of the others thought he did; and so we had added to the
fatigues and dangers of the day, the uncertainty whether he had not gone to
give the alarm to Chambersburg.

[t was my plan now to keep on still in a northwesterly direction, which
would take me, I felt pretty sure, toward Meadville and some old friends in
Crawford County, Pennsylvania.”> If it were not safe there, that was also in

>3 Crawford County was in the extreme northwestern corner of Pennsylvania next to Ohio.
Their route, all of 1t on foot, crossed some of the most rugged wilderness terrain in eastern
North America.
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the direction of Ashtabula County, Ohio, where brother John was; and that,
If unsafe, was as good a way as any toward Canada. We thought best to
leave in this brier-patch all of Merrnam’s arms except a pistol and such
ammunition he could conceal and carry with him by railroad. We three,
who were to continue the journey afoot, left also, in the same place, three
Sharp’s carbines, three heavy full cartridge-boxes fitted with belts, and
everything in the way of arms, 1n fact, except our navy revolvers and one
heavy gun each. Merriam had furnished a good deal of money to the cause.
He would take only five dollars from me when making his preparations to
part with us. He said he had money enough to get through with. A driving
snow set in that night, and it was as dark as I ever saw it in my life. We
could see almost nothing at all. We started together for the road bordering
the side of the field opposite the railway. In this road Tidd and Coppoc bade
Merriam good-by and God-speed. Leaving them in a fence-corner, I took
Merriam by the hand — 1t was so dark and he was so feeble — and led him
to the railroad. Then I walked a httle way on the track with him, so that he
would be sure to take the direction away from Chambersburg, and reach the
first station outside of that town before taking a train. Our plan was that he
should thereafter go north as directly as he could. So I left him on the track
— | will not tell you of the affecting leave-taking — and found my way
back to Tidd and Coppoc, through the darkness and blinding snowstorm.
Perhaps you would like to know that Merram got safely back to his friends.
The next 1 heard of him was some years afterward, out in the far West on

the plains, with a hunting-party. He returned, and was one mormning found
dead in his bed in New York.2©

Tidd, Coppoc, and I, leaving the public road, now started across the
country.=” The first creek or millrace in our way we got over well enough,
for we trusted ourselves to a regular ford. After a while, however, we came
to a creek swollen by the recent rain tll it was at least five rods across.
There was nothing to do but wade it. Somehow we could see the stream
much plainer then we could the snow on its banks. The water was very
swift. We got in up to our hips. While 1 reached the other side, 1 could not
feel my bare feet on the snow, they were so numb. Getting up the steep

*“Meriam successfully made his way by train to Harmisburg and then to Canada. During the
war he served as a captain in the Third South Carolina Colored Infantry and was wounded
severely in the leg. He died in New York City on November 28, 1865.

=" Ahead of them lay three formidable mountain chains. It is not possible. from Owen’s
descniption, to trace their cross-country route until they reached the Juniata River and canal
in the vicinity of present day Mount Union.
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bank we were greeted by the boisterous barking of a dog. A road passed
along this bank with a farm-house on one side of it and a barn on the other.
We went right on, following this road till it forked and then taking a left
hand, which we thought our direction. It was so very dark that of course we
were not sure, and so, after going about a mile on this left-hand road, we
decided to return to the barn and seek shelter in defiance of the dog. We
made our bed 1n a shed at the end of the barn nearest to the road. The dog
got tired of barking when he found we paid no attention to him, and sought
shelter too. We heard some chickens in the barn. I went in there and
climbed all around, but 1t was so dark that I couldn’t get them. They
sounded as 1if they would taste well. Even hard corn had been scarce with us
lately; and we should not have waited to cook them. We slept two or three
hours in the shed — slept beautifully, our blankets and ourselves steaming
with the wet and warmth. Then it stopped snowing and the stars came out.
The same left-hand road we had turned back from we found to be the right
one, when we resumed our way. We walked on briskly in a northwest
direction, passed a house with a larger and even more boisterous dog, and
kept up our speed for the rest of the night. We could see the black line of
the mountains in the distance, and saw, too, that we could not reach them
before daylhight. The snow was two or three inches deep. We could readily
be tracked, and should be obliged to stay all day in the midst of a thickly-
inhabited country, where we could be easily surrounded. Finally, just before
sunrise, we passed a farm-house and followed a series of gullies about a
mile, till we found a brier-patch, in the midst of which we spread our
blankets, and cut other briers to cover ourselves with, and went to sleep.

About noon that day the sun came out, melting the snow and waking us.
Cows and sheep passed us occasionally. After while a boy came along,
leading a dog. It was very lucky for us that the boy was leading him, for the
dog got scent of us, and tugged at his rope to get to us. Jerking him along,
the boy cursed the animal for his stupidity in wanting to hang himself. He
probably came much nearer hanging us, as we thought at the time. In the
open country that way, with such enormous rewards upon our heads, our
lives, you understand, may be said to have hung on that dog’s cord. About
dusk two pigs came wandering near us, and I sallied stealthily forth, hoping
to catch and smother one of them. I tried for as much as an hour, and failed.
[t was an imprudent thing to do, I know, but I was very hungry and the pigs
were very fat. So I stole up into a neighboring field and gathered what had
become our somewhat irregular rations of dry, hard corn. Then we lay still
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in our brier-patch till night. It was very dark, but I could see the dull line of
the mountains in the distance, and we made for them with all possible speed
and directness. Within a few miles of the mountains we brought up on a
road leading straight towards them. Risking ourselves upon the highway,
we after awhile came to one of those Pennsylvania barns, which we were
sure was red without being about or needing to see the color. I went groping
clear around this barn twice before I found the door, at which Tidd and
Coppoc then stood guard while I went in to search for chickens. I caught an
old Jersey Blue hen and a rooster, and wrung their necks without allowing
them to make any noise. Putting them into the provision bag, — the one
that is under the bed there now, — we hurried on. Suddenly we came upon
a village. Tidd and Coppoc were in advance, and I was trying to catch up
with them, when right in the heart of the village I met three or four men. |
had got past them, when whisk! away went my hat in the wind, and I had to
run back with my bag of poultry, to pick 1t up. These men were so absorbed
in talking about the “powerful exhortation™ of Brother Somebody, that they
did not take much notice of me. I suppose they had been at some prayer-
meeting. It might have been Sunday night, too. Catching up with Tidd and
Coppoc, | remonstrated with them upon the danger of separating so, in such
a place.

On the mountain, at last, we came upon a gorge, where we built a fire
and went to dressing our hen and rooster. As soon as Tidd had picked the
leg of the hen, he cut 1t off and began roasting it. It was nowhere near done
when he began upon 1t, crunching the bones, and swallowing everything.
After we had had a taste none of us could wait for the old hen to cook. We
ate her almost raw. Tidd, burning the bones, ate them too. Putting the
dressed rooster into the bag and burning the feathers, we started farther up
the mountain to a good hiding-place. It was a very thickly settled country.
Men and teams passed not very ftar from us during the day. The next night,
as we were crossing a pleasant valley, we heard voices along the road on
which we had ventured. We hastily crouched in the shadow of a fence-
corner, and there walked by, in the bright moonlight, two pairs of young
people, with locked arms and leaning affectionately on each other. We
could see their faces as well as hear what they were saying when they
passed. Each couple was far enough from the other to speak confidentially.
They were evidently returning from some late country merry-making.

This same night we surprised an apple-orchard and helped ourselves
plentifully, and filled our provision bag. Not till the second or third night
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after eating the hen did we dare build a fire to cook the rooster. It was a
pleasant spot where we roasted him; beside a spring in a little hollow
surrounded by beech and hemlock, the mountain-top towering just above
us, and bristling against the sky with pitch-pine. We had salt! Tidd, besides
eating too many apples, also ate the burned bones of the rooster. A night or
so afterwards, I had the luck to catch four or five chickens in a barn. These
of course went better, when we got a chance to cook them. That was not till
we came to a little shanty in a wild place on the mountain-top. It had been
built, we could see, by people who had been there to peel hemlock bark for
tanning. We came to this shanty just before daylight one rainy morning. It
was a mere hut of logs, covered with bark. Some stones were laid up in a
corner for fire-place. The bare earth was the floor. We knew that the bark-
peelers work in the spring, and so we felt comparatively safe and happy, —
all but Tidd, who had been complaining ever since he ate so many hen and
rooster bones. We built a comfortable fire in the hut, and cooked a couple of
spring chickens, and ate what apples we had left. It was the first house we
had been in for many a day and many a night; it seemed several weeks, — |
shall not attempt to tell you how many it really was, for I should make some
mistake. Coppoc and I slept splendidly as the rain poured down on our
bark-roof. Waking up in the afternoon we found Tidd still complaining.
Coppoc and I, wandering out on the mountain saw a flock of wild turkeys,
but could not get a shot at them. When we reached the hut again we found
Tidd groaning and unable to go on that night. I left Coppoc to nurse him,
and after dark went down the mountain for more provisions. About three
miles away, I discovered an orchard, and filled my bag with apples, climbed
back again, and found Tidd pretty sick. We did not any of us sleep much
that night, for watching and taking care of him. It was almost providential
that we had a roof and a fire for the poor fellow, or he might never have
recovered. It rained the next day, and we stayed at the hut with Tidd, who
began to get better. Late the next night he felt able to travel, and we started.
Our course to the northwest, now, and till we left the mountains altogether,
took us from one range to another, instead of along the tops and sides,
making our work much slower and more tedious. Still, by way of
compensation we helped ourselves pretty freely to the chickens and apples
of the wealthy Pennsylvanians as we passed; occasionally milking their
cows for them, too. One night I got hold of a guinea-fowl, and she made an
infernal noise; but we cooked her nevertheless, 1n the neighboring
mountains. Once an old cow would not stand to be milked, and I went after
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some corn to persuade her. The granary was within a few feet of the house
where the people were sleeping; I could not reach the grain from the outside
of the granary, and so, I had the temerity to open the door and climb in, and
fill my pockets with corn. The cow yielded now, and we milked her dry.
One night a red fox came around our bed and barked at us, in the way foxes
have, circling oftf and coming back six or eight times. It might have been
dangerous for him, if he had been good to eat; as it was, he finally
disappeared, unharmed.

We ventured after a while to travel in the public roads by night. This had
become our regular practice, when I had that terrible sick headache. It 1s
strange that none of us seemed to have any aillments, on dry, hard corn, —
except a little dizziness from being so weak; but as soon as we got the
luxuries of chickens and guinea-fowl, apples, and salt, this sort of trouble
commenced. It was about midnight when I crawled up into the woods, and
lay down, telling the boys I could go no farther. I slept one or two hours, got
up perfectly well, and walked on with the others. I never cured a sick
headache so easily betore or since.

We did not know where we were, except that we were somewhere 1n the
State of Pennsylvania, and we at last thought we would risk the roads by
dayhght. So one sunny morning, beside a clear spring, we made our toilets
for that purpose, putting on clean shirts and mending our clothes. I cut both
of the other boys™ hair. We rolled our shoulder-straps and ammunition into
our blankets, and drew our woolen covers over our guns, and started. Our
first encounter was with a man on horseback, nding the same way we were
going. He looked suspiciously at us, we were so gaunt, besides carrying
guns. We talked him out of his suspicion, however, and into so friendly a
mood that one of us, I think 1t was Coppoc, rode his horse as much as for a
mile for him, while the stranger walked along with us. I had heard there
were Quakers at a place called Bellefonte, and I hoped we might be
somewhere near there. Quakers, you know, were always our friends, being
great antislavery people. | thought one or more of us might hire out to some
Quaker, assuming a name or names, till the heat of the pursuit was over.
The man told us that Bellefonte was a good way on, he didn’t know how
far. We were, he assured us, about ten miles from the Juniata River. We
were aching to ask about Harper’s Ferry, but dared not, and finally our
informant mounting his horse, turned up a lane and disappeared.

We shortly afterward went into an orchard in plain daylight and helped
ourselves to some apples, — a feat which was thought nothing of in that
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country of abundance. Then we resumed our journey to the Juniata. We
bought some doughnuts of the woman who ferried us over the river, and
some bread and butter. We now took our way along the tow-path of the
canal, which we came to on the other side of the stream. We kept on till
long after dark, when a canal-boat overtaking us, we asked the captain
where he was going. He said to some falls, — Hamilton Falls, I think, —
about seven miles away, and invited us on board. We got into the place
where the hay for the horses was kept, and had a comfortable bed, the
captain joining us there in a friendly way, and eating most of our apples for
us. He refused to take money for our ride, and we left him at the town
(whatever 1ts name was) before daylight, so that he never knew how shabby
and haggard we were.

We walked on six or seven miles upon the main road toward Bellefonte,
and then camped away from the highway, near an old farm-house, occupied
only by a couple of horses. We stayed there till about dark the next night,
and started upon the public road again, we had gone hardly a mile when we
saw a nice little farmhouse on our left, a short distance from the road. The
light of the blaze in the old-fashioned fire-place came out through the
curtainless window with so cheery as invitation to us, that we could not go
by. We knocked at the door and obtained permission of the honest, simple-
minded farmer to stay all night. The stout, Pennsylvania woman, the
farmer’s wife, when we were seated, gave the logs in the fireplace a
vigorous punch, which sent the sparks up the chimney in the glad way you
have seen them, I suppose, before now; and it was not long till the fumes of
frying flap-jacks went up after them. If she had not been so good-natured,
her suspicions might have been aroused by the ravenous appetites with
which we devoured what she put before us, when she bade us to be seated
at supper. Towards the close to that meal, the farmer 1n a casual sort of way
mentioned Harper's Ferry, and then we asked him for news. We had
already in some indirect manner learned from our host that 1t was the 4th of
November. Thus we had been about three weeks in our houseless
wanderings, without positive knowledge of the fate of our comrades, — it
seemed at least six weeks; and I can never get over a queer impression that
it was longer than it really was. We told our host that we had heard
something about the fight at Harper’s Ferry, but not all of the particulars.
This surprised him greatly, for he said the country had not been so excited
about anything in twenty years. He added that his weekly newspaper had
just come that afternoon, and we could read it. Perhaps you can have an
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idea how painful was the suspense, waiting till we could decently rise from
the table and lay hands upon that paper. Tidd's stoicism broke down first;
he arose and caught up the paper and began reading aloud. The first thing
that caught his eye was the account of Cook’s capture. You can imagine
how eagerly Coppoc and 1 listened to the first we had heard of Cook since
he had left us in the mountains. Our host interrupted the reading to assure
me that one son of old Smith, who had proved to be old Brown of Kansas,
had escaped with Cook and others, and was supposed to be still at large
somewhere. Old man Brown was not dead, as we had heard. No, he was
just severely wounded; 1t was not certain yet whether 1if he would live to be
hanged, for he had been found guilty. To me, who had so long thought my
father dead, this somehow had the effect of good news. In the mean time,
Tidd had gone on, silently devouring the paper. I could see that he was
much moved by what he read. He was probably reading how his friend
Stevens was shot down while going on an errand of mercy and bearing a
flag of truce. Coppoc sat gazing thoughtfully into the blaze of the great fire-
place, and | happened to be looking at him when our host went on to say
that the very latest news was that the man Coppoc had been tried, too, and
found guilty. That was his brother Edwin, and the ruddy glare of the fire did
not paint out the deathly white of our poor Coppoc’s face. He did not speak.
but a little while after he stealthily brushed away a tear from one of his
cheeks, and signed 1n a half choked way.

Somehow my two brothers, Watson and Oliver, had not been mentioned.
It might have been a presentiment — I don’t know what it was — I did not
have the heart to ask about them.=® After a few moments of silence, Tidd
handed the newspaper to me. 1 began reading aloud for Coppoc's benefit. |
saw my own name 1n large letters somewhere near the middle of the page.
and I began on that. Before | was tully aware of what I was doing, I was
half-way through a minute description of myself. Then I dared not stop.
Finishing that paragraph with the extravagant rewards offered for my
capture, | turmed and read from the beginning the account of the fight —
how the hittle band had taken the town and held 1t all day against the States
of Virgima and Maryland. But when I came to read the well-known passage
of Governor Wise's speech: “And Colonel Washington said that he —

“®Watson Brown, born in 1835 at Franklin, Ohio, was the first son of John Brown's second
wife Mary. He was mortally wounded in the fighting at Harpers Ferry while carrving a flag
of truce. Oliver Brown, born in Franklin in 1839, was Brown's youngest son. He was killed
duning the defense of the engine-house at Harpers Ferry. Watson's body was carried off to
Winchester as a cadaver for medical students.
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Brown — was the coolest man he ever saw in defying death and danger.
With one son dead by his side, and another shot through, he felt the pulse of
his dying son in one hand and a rifle with the other, and commanded his
men with the utmost composure, encouraging them to be firm and sell their
lives as dearly as possible”™ — well, that told me too much; my voice
trembled so that I passed the paper to Coppoc. He read how our relative,
Thompson,=” was butchered when a prisoner, and how my brother Watson
was shot while carrying a tlag of truce, and, though mortally wounded,
fought till the gun fell from his hands. The farmer’s wife, detecting the
tremor in my voice, — with the quick sympathy that women have, —
paused 1n her domestic work until the reading was over, though, as she said,
she had read 1t all before. The 4th of November is my birthday, and
certainly that was the most memorable one of my life.

We sat by the fire and talked of the dead and wounded as long as we
dared, and then went to bed. After breakfast the next morning, having paid
our host, we asked him the direction to Bellefonte, and for Quaker families
along the road. He told us of a Quaker by the name of Benjamin Wakefield,
who lived some twenty miles off, not in the direction of Bellefonte, but, as |
surmised, more nearly in the line of Townville, Crawford County,
Pennsylvania, where I had an old schoolmate. I resolved, without, of course,
telling our host, that we would go to Wakefield's. We had before this
determined what names we should assume; mine was Edward Clark; Tidd’s
was Charles Plummer; Coppoc’s was George Barclay. It was a bright,
cheertul day, and we walked on by the road through a village, where 1 let
Tidd go into a store and buy a pocket map.”® Neither he nor Coppoc had
been seen much about Harper's Ferry, so they were not described, as 1 was.
With the people we met or who overtook us during the day, we talked
freely, telling them we were wood-choppers looking for work. When they
offered us a job, we couldn’t agree about wages, or made some difficulty.
Our guns, however, were always against us, attracting too much notice.
When Harper’s Ferry became the subject of our talk with strangers, we
never of course seemed to know what we had read in the paper.

This was, if [ am not mistaken, Saturday, and about sundown we came to

=?William Thompson, born in 1833, was a neighbor of John Brown in New York. He was
taken prisoner at Harpers Ferry and brutally murdered in cold blood by a mob led by Henry
Hunter, the son of Andrew Hunter of Charles Town. His body was pitched over an
embankment where it became a favorite target for zealous milittamen. His brother Dauphin
was killed in the engine house. Their sister Isabella had married Watson Brown.

*OThis is probably Huntingdon, Pennsylvania, the first town of any size after Chambersburg.



Table of Contents

Jefferson County Historical Society 65

a private lane leading, as we were told, from the public road up to Mr.
Wakefield's. We thought best to have Tidd go ahead to the house. He found
Mr. Wakefield and his son loading wheat. He told the benevolent-faced old
gentleman that we had heard of him as a kind, neighborly man, and that he
and two friends would like to put up with him for the night. *Thee and thy
[riends may come,” said the Quaker. But when we appeared with our guns,
he held up his hands 1n awe, and told us we could not bring our guns into
this house. It may have been contrary to his church rules, I don’t know; but
we argued the case a while and then hit upon the lucky compromise that we
should take the loads out of the guns. We had hardly got inside the house,
however, when he startled us by saying, in his calm way, that he knew who
were were, — we were from Harper's Ferry. We asked him how he knew
that. He said we were so gaunt. He knew we were hunted like wild beasts,
and that fact and our cause were a short cut to his heart. We found the house
a nice, cleanly one, and the two trim daughters who were the housekeepers
(the mother I think was dead) soon got us a splendid supper. While that was
preparing we went out and helped load the wheat. After supper we talked
long about slavery and the struggles and losses of our family in Kansas. He
made us stay over the next day — Sunday, if my impression is right — with
him, but told us to keep ourselves out of sight. He said that we had better
travel for a while again only by night. He knew that we were hotly pursued.

_He stocked us with provisions enough to last two or three days, and would
take no money for them or our entertainment. He showed us our way on the
pocket-map, — this one here open before me now. We were to go about
forty miles to a cousin of his, a Quaker living a mile out of a place called, I
think, Half-Moon.*!

We parted with our good host on Sunday night, and traveled on two or
three mights slowly as usual and as far as possible from the highway.
Having eaten all our provisions we took to apples and corn again. Venturing
once more upon the road, our guns excited so much suspicion that we were
forced back into the woods and hills. Making a descent upon a hen-roost,
we were pretty nearly betrayed by the squawking of our prey. Finally, late
one night we approached what we knew to be the village indicated by
Waketield, as being near his cousin’s. We had the good fortune to meet a
man just outside the little town, and he showed us our way to the Quaker’s.
We walked boldly through the village out to the farm-house, and aroused
the inmates. I have forgotten this Quaker’s name, I am sorry to say. We told

*1 Half Moon is a township in Centre county, a few miles west of present day State College.
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him as he leaned out of his window that Mr. Wakefield had sent us to him,
and he seemed disposed to let us 1n; but at this stage of the interview
another window, apparently in the same second-story room, opened and
three night-capped heads were thrust out. No, we couldn’t come in, any
such thing, they cried in chorus. They knew who we were; we were traitors;
and our lives were forfeit. We said that we had merely risked our lives for
the freedom of millions of helpless slaves. They replied that they were not
in favor of slavery, themselves, but they were also not in favor of putting it
down by tforce. And there we had 1t with the night-caps. The man was on
our side, but when he said anything in our favor it seemed to go worse with
us than ever. His arguments excited more fury in the night-caps than ours
did. We offered to pay them twice any sum they would ask. What was
money to them when we were traitors and carried wicked guns, besides?
We offered to give them up our guns. At this the voice of what I took to be
an old lady said, “Oh,” and one night-cap disappeared; it might have been
in terror, it might have been in consenting. Then the two younger voices
said, “Well, father, if you want to take in murderers, you may, but don’t ask
us to wait on them!” and the two other night-caps disappeared, and the
windows both went down. It seems an amusing scene to you, yet it was
pretty serious to us; and we stood there wondering what was to be our fate
with three female tongues ready to betray us, and the man of the house not
daring to take us in — when the door opened and the Quaker told us we
might enter. He showed us promptly to beds.

At breakfast the next morning, the mother and her two daughters would
not eat with us. The man would not take any money for his entertainment.
So we all went out into his field with him, and fell to husking corn. At
dinner-time the women folks seemed to be somewhat mollified, and we
prevailed upon them to take some curious silver coins we had. Tidd and
Coppoc went back to work in the field in the afternoon, while I went 1nto
the village and made my preparations for getting rid of our guns, and of
sending Coppoc home by stage and railroad. I bought a carpet-bag for each
of us. Here’s mine, now. I went to two or three shoe shops before I could
get a box that would do to store our guns, cartridge-boxes and all the little
things once Cook’s, which we wanted to preserve. Returning to the
Quaker’s with the box on my shoulder, I proceeded to pack it. I put in these
bags, with the rest, and the pistol formerly carried by General Washington
the one that Cook had, as I told you before. By the way, Colonel
Washington next year wrote to Thaddeus Hyatt, I think, pleading for that
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ancestral relic. We sent it to him, asking for some things of ours, but we
never got them.

Well, our box was shipped by stage and rail with Coppoc for Salem,
Columbia County, Ohio. The next morning Coppoc very joyfully took the
stage and arrived safely at his old home among the friendly Quakers.*~

The Quaker women were still more friendly at supper-time, and got up
quite a sympathy with treason before we parted. The Quaker himself yet
persisted in taking no money from us. Tidd and I started afoot with our
carpet-bag, the same morning on which Coppoc took the stage. We kept
away from railways and telegraphs as much as possible, traveling right
through towns and stopping at farm-houses, lest I should be recognized by
my description. We still pretended to be wood-choppers, looking for work.
We each had a good navy revolver with cartridges, and were resolved not to
be taken alive. This here now is the one I had. I carred it in Kansas. Our
plan was to go directly to my old friend’s at Townville.?* That too was
about as straight a way as any to Ashtabula County. Ohio, where my
brother John was. We went by daylight, averaging twenty-five miles a day,
although it rained or snowed most of the time. At Brookville, I remember.
Tidd wrote a letter and 1 mailed 1t to some of his people. It was some time
after this that father, in Charlestown jail, heard of my safety, and sent me
money and that opera-glass there.

Passing through Clanon and Shippensville, we came after a while to
Franklin, the present centre of the coal-oil region. We stopped at a country
tavern in the outskirts of the town. The oil business was just begun at that
time. From Franklin we went up Sugar Creek to Randolph, where we stayed
a day or so with old Mr. Gilbert, who helped my father build his first
tannery in Richmond. Pennsylvania. One afternoon we walked over to
Townville, and nto the store of Mr. George B. Delamater, the old frniend 1
have told you of. Mr. Delamater was not in, but his partner, Mr. Orange
Noble, now of Erie, Pennsylvania, whom I had never seen before, took me
aside and told me who I was, recognizing me from the descriptions he had
seen. He whispered to me that 1 might feel perfectly safe; and when

*=Barclay Coppoc went straight to lowa, where the Governor granted him protection despite
the demands of Governor Letcher of Virginia to have him retumed to Charlestown for tnal.
In 1860 he returned to Kansas to assist in running off slaves. In 1861 he joined the Third
Kansas Intantry but was killed when his train fell from a bndge over the Plattte River
undermined by Confederate partisans.

*3Their route lay through Phillipsburg, DuBois, Brookville, and Clarion to Franklin in
Venango County.
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Delamater came 1n he knew me, although we had not met in twenty-five or
thirty years. He took us both home, and under assumed names we went to
work. Tidd, in the course of a week, was sent somewhere down on Oil
Creek, where he stayed a long time. It 1s strange that the poor fellow should
have lived through so much, to die with fever at last in the war of the
Rebellion.”* | stayed at Townville several weeks, till suspicious persons
came looking about for me, and then began a series of flights from one
place to another, for myself and brothers John and Jason. Jason lived at

Akron, Ohio. I went to O1l Creek, and finally to Ashtabula County, Ohio,
for none of us for months dared stay very long in one place.

On the 4th of July, 1860, the first one, you know, after father’s death, all
of our family, and all of father’s company, then living, — except Tidd, who
was still in the o1l regions, — came together at North Elba, New York.
Through the instrumentality of Miss Kate Field, and the liberality of herselt
and others, the North Elba farm has been bought and given to our family; to
no one individual member, you understand, but to all of us, as a place where
father’s body i1s buried. That 4th of July was the last time that our family
has ever been together. John and I have been on this island for some years.
My step-mother, with my half-brother Salmon, and three half-sisters — one
of them married — lives at Rohnerville, Humboldt County, California. My
brothers Jason lives at Akron, Ohio; and my sister Ruth, marrned to Henry
Thompson, lives in Wisconsin. Thus, you see, there are still eight of us
children. Father’s was the last death in the family. We would all of us,
probably, have been long-lived if we had only been allowed to live, — that
1s, if we hadn’t been murdered in Kansas, and shot and hanged 1in Virginia.

Major Sources

Richard Hinton, John Brown and His Men. New York and London: Funk & Wagnalls
Company, 1894,

Stephen B. Oates, To Purge This Lane with Blood. New York: Harper & Row, 1970,
F. B. Sanborn, John Brown: Life and Letters. Cedar Rapids: Torch Press, 1910.

Oswald Garrison Villard, John Brown: A Biography Fifty Years After. Boston: Houghton
Mifflin, 1910.

*4Tidd worked on a plan to rescue his friend Aaron Stevens from the Charlestown jail, but
nothing came of it. In 1861 he enlisted in the 21 Massachusetts Volunteers, was promoted to
sergeant, and died of fever during the battle of Roanoke Island in North Carolina on
February 8, 1862. He is buried at the New Berne National Cemetery.



Table of Contents

Jetferson County Histonical Society 69

Editor’s Notes

The annual picnic was held on Wednesday, 5 August, at Leeland, the
home of Mr. and Mrs. Woodbury Carter, on the edge of Shepherdstown.
The affair was the 22nd coordinated and managed by Capt. John B. Schley.
This year’s event will be the last one that Capt. Schley will head as he has
carned a deserved retirement. Capt. Schley and his lovely wife, Jean, who
have faithfully undertaken this burden for over two decades deserve the
gratitude of the Society's membership. Because of Capt. Schley’s organi-
zational abilities and his skillful motivation of members, the picnics always
appear spontaneous in their unqualified success. Society officers have long
realized that this accomplishment has arisen from Capt. Schley’s great
effort and attention.

The Society appreciates the courtesy and hospitality of Woodbury and
Patricia Carter in welcoming the group to Leeland. In his remarks, Mr.
Carter reviewed the provenance of the several structures that have
composed Leeland, the genealogy of Edmund Jennings Lee’s family and
allied families, and most of the public activities of Leeland residents over
time. The second Edmund Jennings Lee (b. 1797) first married Eliza
Shepherd and in 1831 built the original two structures a Leeland, a four-
room law office and a frame, pillared mansion on the site of the present
stone cottage. Dependencies were also constructed. In April 1856, a fire
destroyved the frame mansion. In 1863, another Leeland was built adjoining
the law office with bricks from Bedford. In 1919, the stone cottage was
constructed on the site of the original mansion. In 1930, a new wing was
added to the new main house. Edmund Jennings Lee’s second wife in 1836
was Henrietta Bedinger, daughter of Daniel. Lee had five children by his
first wife who died in 1833 and five by his second.

Most Society members are aware of the death of Lynne Kerwin Byron
who was the Society’s recording secretary. The board. officers, and many
members fondly celebrate her life and remember her contributions to the
group. The Byron family kindly named the Society as a discretionary
recipient of memonals, and several individual and families have made such
gestures. The Society 1s indebted to members of the Byron family and their
friends for their thoughtfulness.

By the time that members receive this issue of the Magazine, they will
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have learned about another milestone 1n the Society’s effort to disseminate
knowledge about Jefferson County history. Mr. Hugh E. Voress and others
have compiled an indexed guide to burials in the county. Although the
intention of the enterprise was to supplement the volume by the Bee Line
Chapter of the Daughters of the American Revolution which terminated its
coverage around 1978, this work does include a substantial amount of
information that predates that year, including cemeteries and graves
inevitably not included in the previous volume. An especial effort was
made to include African-American cemeteries. The title 1s Burials in
Jefferson County, West Virginia, 1979-1997: Supplemental to Tombstone

Inscriptions to 1980. Present and future researchers should find the volume
quite useful.
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