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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 in 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 its 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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L ft to right: E elina Tucker Trapnell, Frederica Homes Trapnell, Richard 

atkin ~ Trapnell and irginia Lucas Trapnell. ca. 1922 

Church in ilmington, Delaware, we often pent our um.mer vacation at 
Rion Hall. 

O11e un1mer 1n Aunt Dot (only e en year my enior) and more like 
an older i ter. wa at home on acation too. he wa a natural blonde, 
"l nder a11d lo,1ely o it wa not urpri ing when a young man from 

a l1i11gton cam courting . 

., two )'0unger i ter , Ginny (Virginia Luca Trapnell Mclnto h 
( I 91--199 l) and Tucker E,1elina Tucker Trapnell Rawling , 1913- ) and 
I did not under tand their not wanting u ever pre ent and we pent much 
Lime and unning in '" pying out their hiding place - once in the T-model 
Ford in the garage ~ hed. 

D t had dt·i en that car n1an time accompanied by me whene er 
p ibl . ou 1n irginia idea of econom11 wa~ ne er to buy more than a 
dollar· \\10rtl1 o1' ga at a tim , in tho e da that wa probably a third or 
1n r of a tankful . Rion Hall i built atop a , mall hill facing toward the gap 
at Harp r' F rry about i • or eight mile awa . Once there wa not enough 
ga ~ in the tank to g t to tl1e ga ration so Dot put a cupful of lamp oil in to 
r i · th 1 ,,el of th remaind r ga oline. e coa ~ted down the dri e 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 in 
Bethesda, they asked me to describe their wedding day at Rion Hall. 

''I 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 in my recital, Gordon quipped, ''She might not have married 
me if 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 transformed into an alter. 
Afterwards we enjoyed a buff et 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 I 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, tennis 
racquet in hand to kill it. It may have been injured in the first place. 

I 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 comer beside the frreplace 
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, Junior, 
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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J..,eft to right: In Rion Hall lane, Frederica Holmes Trapnell, Virginia Lucas 
Trapnell elina Tucker Trapnell, and Richard Watkins Trapnell II. ca. 1922 

purpo e. 

Lighting a really primitive. Adult carried gla oil lamp up to bed 
and brought them down again in the morning o their wicks could be 
trimmed, their gla chimney. wa hed and their front refilled. 

Ther \\'a. a black iron ring to hold a . quat gla lamp on an arm 
attached to the all half way up the enc lo ed tair to the econd floor. The 
onl}' other fi ture I recall wa a 4 or 5 ring for oil lamp " chandelier in the 
d0\\1n. tair, hall which could be let down o the lamp could be cleaned and 
1il1 d. I do not ren1ember ~ eeing either fixture in u e. 

Once r t ice a week Vie would drive into Charle Town to ee our 
Grandn1other Trapnell \\1ho \'/a blind and confined to a wheelchair. Early 

n \ e \\ ent in the ~ urr v.1ith the fringe on top which wa pulled by two 
, a he tnut n1are and a bay named Charlie. I would \it with my foot 

on the t p b au "e I felt ure \\le were peeding! And I alwa) took a towel 
o l could ha,,e a 1· a] bath in on of the fir t bathtub in Charle Town. 

n of m.. great t rngret ha been that I ne,,er thought to a\k Grann 
or , unt Lena ab ut th ir e perience during th Ci,1il ar. Grann)' wa 
born and Ii,,ed all of her 6 _ ear." in Charle Town. ( he ~,a 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 f arnily, 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 I had some months before. 

Dr. Neill came out from town to set it. He wet a piece of cotton with 
chlorofor1n and held it under my nose. The other time I had resisted it 
violently. This time, remembering my def eat, I took one deep breath and 
succumbed. They took an old picture off 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 
frreplace, and there was a saw horse and piece of tree truck for splitting 
kindling behind the kitchen building in the vee for1ned by the meeting of 
the back driveway with the front one. 

There is 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 
gallery 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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hurch in Portland, Oregon they left the four of u at Rion Hall. Dad built 
us a log cabin playhou .. e before they left and Mother wrote to me every 
day. That 1nade her feel good until he got back and I gave the letter to her 
unread. I couldn't decipher her handwriting. That wa a memorable time 
for all of u . 

011e day I came upon Aunt Lizzie about to wipe up the floor with three 
year old Dick and he wa fighting back by every mean he had. I re cued 
him by telling her I d handle the matter. Then I took him to the far end of 
the garden and a .. ked what he thought ought to be done to a little boy who 
kicked and pit at hi, great aunt. He replied, Spank me Ricky but don't 
pank 1ne hard. \ 

nother time Aunt Lizzie e corted the four of u down the county road 
to tl1e rnail bo e at the cro~ . road . On the left of the county road wa a 
barn and ilo and oppo, ite the cro road the Baumgartner' new brick 
l1ou~ e. Oppo ite that, aero the county road wa a hou e with a white 
picket fence. Just a we got to thi juncture a man came running from 
b hind the barn , houting that the bull wa loo e. Aunt Lizzie took Ginny 
and Tucker by the hand, ran aero,.. the road and got behind the picket 
fence. I a " left with Dick who wa too mall to run fa t enough and too 
h a,, to carry. The empty , ilo ground level window wa open o I 
dropped l1im do\\-1n in ide. Very oon they yelled that the bull had been 
caught\ , o I fi hed Dick out again. 

The la t ti1n I pa ed that way the ilo and picket fence were gone. 

Th Rion Hall lane from the county road ran pa t the gate of the 
drive 8)' to the barn ard and tenant hou e. Ju t once did we venture back 
th r . l1at \1-1e found wa~ an irre i~tible hay tack. We had a happy time 
liding do\ n it. onder where the farmer wa ?) and tell-tale traw mu. t 

l1,1,1e "tuck t u for he11 Au11t Lizzie di covered what we had been up to 
h \\1a ,,ery di~ plea ed and maintained that we had brought flea into the 

hou . hether 01· not that 'A'a\ o~ her remedy wa to gather pennyroyal 
\,1hich l1e put under our bed \he t . .. it dried out it wa not only noi y 
but it ptickJcd tl1rough the fabnc. 

\\1 t~our chj]dr n o upied the big b droom o,1er the front parlor. There 
\\1a a hug four-po .. t r in \~.rhich little brother Dick and I lept while Ginn 
and Tu k r hared the \ hit iron double bed. e real) needed to be 
togeth r. unt Lizzi J1ad th hall b droon1 one third floor a11d unt Lena 
and ou in Gin had th ir bed i11 \Vhal , a the library behind the dining 
,f OTil. 
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Some years earlier Aunt Lena had broken her hip and was confmed 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 alann clock 
which she checked frequently, often sighed and sometimes remarked that 
she thought God had forgotten where He put her. 

There is 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 it 
was not then in use. I did know that it was filthy with dust, dead birds and 
overturned pews. I decided to clean it! 

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 it 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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to the top it wa.. kimmed off with very hallow ladle put in the wooden 
chum and rocked until it turned to butter. What wa left wa real buttermilk 
with flee of butter in it. 

unt Lizzie ate what he called 'bonnie clabber'' with nutmeg on it. I 
don t know how it wa made - perhap it wa a forerunner of yogurt -
and it didn t look ery bonnie to me. 

The butter and other diary product were kept on helve in a large, 
green wooden bottomle che t that traddled the tream from the pring. 
The hea,,y lid had hole in it for entilation. 

Baked good were kept in a ' pie afe ' on the lower gallery ju t out ide 
the dining room. The afe wa a wooden frame and door with tin panel 
pi reed in de ign to admit air but not what Cou in Gin called ''good clean 
counll)' flie . ' 

From hi earlie t day , Dick had a fondne for hor e - like Dad' 
brother Jack. When he wa e en or eight, Dick u ed to go down to the 
Rion Hall pasture to ee old Charlie. When the urrey gave way to the T­

odel Ford Charlie had been retired. (I do not know what happened to the 
he tnut n1are). My brother would lure Charlie over to a fence, climb up on 

the fence, put a bridle on him climb aboard bareback and ride around the 
field. I u pect that both hor e and rider enjoyed the exerci e. 

bout that time a friend from Town rode out to Rion Hall to go 
hor back riding with me. That wa not my idea. I like hor e better at a 
di tance. Th re wa an ancient ide- addle parked on the railing at the top 
of th third floor tair . It and a long plit- kirt were probably relic of 

ou in irginia )1outh and he wa born in 1871. Beverly on her horse, 
harlie with the ide- addle and I in the plit- kirt allied forth down the 

lane bord nng the cornfield. II went well until we got to the gate to the 
ount , road. Opening the gate howed we meant eriou bu ine and 
harli didn; t lik the id a. uddenly he whe led and took off through the 

c mfield at high p ed. Di tru tful of the thin trip of leather in my hand I 
dropp d th rein and cla ped Charlie around hi neck. That only added to 
hi panic. I did not con id r the po ibility or even the probability of my 
falling off. I \ a cone med that Charlie might not know of the ink.hole and 
would plung dO\\' fl it. H ga,,e it a wide berth~ howe\'er~ and after cutting a 
\\1ath through th com \ e \\1ound up back at the table together till. 

Tho" h 1 · n da of my outh ame to an end, a: all thing .. mu t. We 
\ er th fifth and finaJ gen ration of the Luca line to enjoy the p1ea ure 
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and privileges of Rion Hall farm. 

I 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 in 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. 

Ironically the car of her good friend Miss Sally Page Andrews of Fruit 
Hill had been foil owing 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 ote by Cecil D. Eby 

Of t/1e tii1e11t;1 ,nen ~t,ho .,.,erved under John Brown at Harpers Ferry, nine 
,i1ere killec/ {Jr mortall)' ¾'ounded during tlie raid, six were hanged in 

l1arle 10,1,,1, a11cl five survived grueling wilderness treks back into the 
/Jrotec~ti\ 1e c~i, .. rtod_y of Nort/1ern states. 

T/1ere ii1e1·e rn10 escape parties, ,ieither known to the other, which hiked 
t/1,,.oi,g/1 tl1e 111otJ.11tlii11s tovt.:ard Cl1ambersburg (which had been Brown's 
<J1·igi11al c·ollecti11g and hipping point) along roughly parallel, and perhaps 
lit ti111es~ overlappi11g, trac·k . O11e party consisted of Osborne Anderson, the 
0111., eg,·o to l.\~u,\,i,·e tlze raid, 1 and Albert Hazlett, although the latter was 

cipt111·ell cifte,· i111ii i el_)' sepa,·ating himself from Anderson in the vicinity of 
Cl1a1r1lJe1-i\·hL11·g. Age11tL\. from Virginia escorted him to Charlestown where 
/1e ,i1e11t 011 tri£1I i11 tl1e spring term of I 860 and was hanged on March 16, 
1860. 2 ttlJ.seqL1e11tl"> A11der~·on iv rote a graphic account of his role in the 
,·aid c111tl l1i .. \·.flig/1t to .safe() i11 A Voice from Harper Ferry ( Boston, 1861 ). 

The otlzer gr·o1,/J to escape (the subject of this paper) was led by John 
81·0,i 11 ' ,y L\~o,z Oit e,1 a11d i11cli1ded 10h11 Cook, Charles Plummer Tidd, 
Ba,·c·lc1) C<JpJJOc. a11li F1·a11cis J. Meriam [sic], (Like Ha zlett, Cook 
. eJJt11·c1tetl lzi,n ·elf fro111 tlze band 11ear Chamber burg and was apprehended 
/J.) l1rJ1111t.) l11,11te,,•j•, r·et111,1ed to C/1arlestoivn, and l1anged on December 16, 
18,..9. T/1e otl1e1·.~ el11ded pi,,·si,ers c111d got off safe!> to the North.) 

Tlze detail~· of 0\ en Broiin's to,--y ivould doi,btless have been 
t1111·e ord d l1l1d it 11ot bee11 for a eiv E11gla11d clerg}:1nan named Ralph 
K ~le,· ~,1/zo }<Jlt111e.)1ed to O/zio i11 tl1e 1870.r; c111d chro11icled O¾1en 's stol)·. 
K e/e,· lt a~f i11 ll-clJ1111ected i1 it/1 tl1e reig11ing literati of that da1 ( Mark 
1'\, ai11 \11c1L~~ a lo~~e f1·ie11d i ,1 Hl1rtjo1·d) a,zd l1i .. \· accou11t of t/1e escape }Vas 

1111/Jli~~/1 ti i,1 tlze tlantic onthl (Ma,·c/1, 1874 ). 

l cgroe of Bro\\111 • ~ original band killed during the fighting \\. ere Dangcrfeld _ e\1,rby and 
Le,,,i: Leal)'. T\\'O oth(.;r~ hields Green and John Copeland. were hanged in Charle to,vn 
lll D e111ber 16. I 59. 

- Be r1u .. c l-lazlett .. identification a ,. a raider \\'a in doubt. BrO\l.'n and hi~ fello\v con pirator .. 
i11 the harlc. to,,•n jai] teadfa,tl)' d~nied that the .. ' kne\'.' himt hoping in thi .. \\'ay to a,1e 
hirn fro,n tJ1e gallo\\' . ..,., 
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Owen Brown's narrative begins on 
Sunday evening, October 16, 1859, when 
his fat her 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 
, , .. ~ 1 no athletic prowess whatever, had joined 

John Brown at the age of 58. the group only a day or so previously. None 
Richard Hinton, John Brown and of these men ever engaged in any of the 

His Men <1894)- 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 capturedfrom 
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 we,·e immediately returned, and a bullet broke the limb on 
which Cook was sitting tumbling him to the ground. 3 Realizing that the 

3 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 frred 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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a1,J'e ~i1c1J· lzopeles , l1e fell back upon the farm. That the raid had become a 
fias- o did tzot surprise Charles Tidd. During the weeks that preceded the 
attcz k l1e had qttarreled personally with John Brown about the projected 
raid 1rvan1ing t/1at it wa .. \' doomed, and on one occasion had angrily stalked 
ot-1t of t/1e Ken11ed)1 f annhouse to stay with Cook, who was spying out the 
C'OU11try fro,n c1 boar·ding house ac'ro the river from the Ferry. Tidd was 
preconditioned for disaster. He was a rugged and headstrong man with no 
appetite f 01· marf)1rdom. 

Gatl1e1·ing togethe1· on Monday night the five men climbed Elk 
Mountain to begi11 their flight to the North. They were accompanied by a 
libe,·ated lave (p1"obably one of the Allstadt group), but as they rested on 
tOJJ of t/1e mountain the Negro deserted them and presumably informed 
autl1oritie at tl1e Ferry of their escape plans. As soon as they discovered 
t/1e lave was mi ing, the broke camp and fled north along the mountain. 
It iva i11 the nick of time, for b)' that evening the alarm had been sounded in 
Plea a111 Valley a11d pursuit of them had begun. Since the citizenry had no 
clec1, .. idea of J1oiv ma11y Bro\v11 partisans lurked in the mountains - they 
\t1ere rz,11r1ored to be n1an_ - they were not eager to climb the mountain and 
talk t/1e fi,gitivej·, perhaps inviting an ambush. Instead their policy was to 

1·i11g t/1e n1ountai11 '»' it/1 amied men and wait for the enemy to be starved out 
a11<l to o,ne dow11. 4 Since the spur of Elk Mountain ended near 
Ro/1eri \,i/le Ol1·e11 kner1 that l1e must cross the open country of Pleasant 

lrlle. at that poi11t to reac/1 Soi,th Mountain, which ran all the way to 
CJ1a11zbe1·sburg, a diJ·ta,1ce of about forty miles as the crow flies. His 
t~lti111ate goal i1,a to reach frie11ds in northwestern Pennsylvania, in the 
11eigl1bo1·/1ood of Meadi ille. Tl1at meant a trek of another 150 miles when 
plottetl 011 a t11ap, but closer to a thou and as they ¾'ould have to hike it. 
Led /J) Oi1 11 Broit 11, tlze)· et off in t/1.e dead of winter, thoug/1 a nearl)' 
L111 --/1a1·ted ,,·ilder11 ~\, , livi11g off t/1e count!}' ide with stolen provender, 
11 it/10111 ,naJJ o,- co111pa a11d 11a\ igati11g b) Nort/1 Star, tra,1eling onl} at 
11igl11 to a\1oid detectio11. car01i11g 1101 on!) perso11al gear but fl.1.'o Sharpe's 
1·1fle.~ tl/Jie e a11d ti 11pporti11g ar,11O1·)· of otJ1er fi,Aear,nJ~. Thi was an 
.;rtrc1ordi11c1n a11aba i b. a11 st(111da1·d a11d tlze o~,e,1 Brow11 account of 

1/1ei1· all\ e11t11re ~ is a 11zi1101· A111e1·ic-a11 classic. It is l1e1·e repri11ted in fi~ll. 

Becau e John Cook had been clearl}' identified ,_ he had 1narried a Yloman of the region 
and had on e tended a canal lo k in the ,,icinity - the citizenry a ,urned that he wa the 
ringleader of the fug1ti\'e . The) al .. o 1-Jle,\' that Cook ,, a a crdck hot and had recognized 
him on af)'land Height"'. Of Q\\'en BrO\\'n role lhc)' knc\v ,,ery 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 iron 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 frrst 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 is he that you would never imagine he had frred 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 found, was 
John Brown, Jr.'s wife, who had shared the dangers and hardships of 
Kansas border-life with her husband; and it was from her, then and there, 
that I learned Owen Brown was on the island. 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. 5 

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-

5 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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t o. They were both in their hickory- hirt .. lee e and wore trou er of 
blue drilling: but I have een no hand omer men among the throng who 
ha e com and gone at the fa hionable hotel in the cour e of my 
ummer' .. ojoum on the i land. Certainly I have met no one at Put-in-Bay, 

or an h re el e, who had to a higher· degree that ubtle quality which can 
make the t ture of any gi en attire gentlemanly. 

Th re, coming up to the fence to alute me, wa the elde t of the Old 
John Brown' on , the quiet genial warm-hearted farmer amateur 
geologi .. t, and land urveyor John Brown Jr. And there leaning on hi 
c the wa Owen Brown, the ole urvivor of the little party he led through 

th mountainL. in that marvelou~ e cape of hi and - if a i uppo ed, 
0 born nder on th mulatto i dead - the only one living of all of the 
c mpany that went with Captain John Brown to Harper Ferry.6 There wa 
a g ntl courte y in the talk and manner of both the e men that I cannot 

rite down for ou; and I urely ne er met more thorough genuine 
m d .. t)' . t that fir t interview I could get them to ay little of them elve . 
The had heard om hat of my own wayward tory· and with the 
urio it not of ignorant but of well-read well-bred men they que tioned 

me back o to ~ peak int .. ome of the by-way of my early experience. 
Th were particular} uriou about certain rarely i ited place beyond the 
.. a. I t ll thi b cau e it may help you ee the picture of the e two men a I 
~ avl it lo king back after parting with them that ummer afternoon. They 
~ t d l anin0 again t the rail-fence, their cythe on their houlder gazing 
~ ilentl aft · r me: and a th !anting unlight fell upon their hone t face I 
c uld ~ ee a p]ainl , it eem to me a I ever aw anything not the tern 
!in am nt of hi toric arrior , ~ ho ha e gone back to their farm but an 
artle.~. a piration .. like that f the illage boy for the ailor ad enturou 
lifi . Th m n .. unmindful of the part the had had in deed which, well or 
ill advi ... d .. l1a\1 nt the ~-orld along .. were mode tly putting m pigmy 
t f)' ahead of th ir h roic one in t11 eager wi h that fate had ent them 

v-1and rin° among t1·angc people in far-off land . 

It \ a not till after v./e had m t v ry often that Owen Brown con ented to 
t 11 n1 the tOf)1 of h1 c ap , or that J hn told enough of hi father'. plan 
t 0 i,1e a dignit , to th att mpt at Harp r· F rry· ~1hich I confe it had 
n ,, r b fore .., em d to m , in m ignoranc to have. John Brown, Jr., ~ 

6 borne Perl)' ndcrson \Va b m in I 30 at \ e~ I FallO\\'field, Penn,1 l \'ania. During the 
\\'ar ht; ervcd in I.he ni n 1111)' d c1 non- omm1\ 1oncd offic..er and died of con umption 
in \\' a hin. ton in I 7 .... 
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Owen Brown 
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at home in 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 
to the government. Moreover, the people in 

• •• • 'S1i,:., ... 
••• ~'f.:..'6" . ... .. 

•• . 
• 

• 

,,} fif./~'f~i: the neighborhood had begun to suspect 
\i: ~, ·,., him. John Brown's entire plan had never, I 
·~~\ think, been published. His object, as his 

Richard Hinton, John Brown and 
His Men (1894). 

friends know, was to make slaveholding so 
unsafe and unstable as to render it 
unprofitable, and so lead to its abolition. He 
and his company had already in 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 ar1ny 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 frrst the humanity of his intentions that caused him 
to delay his escape from the engine-house at Harper's Ferry until it was too 
late. Hundreds of men were sworn to be there, and if he could have waited 
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till tl1 time in the spring agreed upon for the attack it would probably have 
be n ucce ful. The courage and fortitude of the wonderful old man have 
been allowed e n by hi enemie . It wai hard for the Virginian , a it 
would ha e bee hard for mo t men, to whom every black man counted a 
thou, and dollar , to recognize the right of revolution in four million human 
beings, but they did acknowledge that John Brown was all through the stuff 
of \~lhich hi an wer ~ were made when Governor Wi e and Senator Mason 
que tioned him wounded and bleeding upon the engine-hou e floor; and 
that wa ju t the ort of in anity it eem to me that heroe and refor1ner 
ha e been made of ver ince the world began. He had waited twenty years· 
h wa, too old to wait twenty year longer. The blow, he thought, mu t be 
truck then or ne er. To him and hi men life wa nothing in comparison 

with what had been L o long the one ab orbing object of it. Even a it wa , if 
he had cared les for the feeling of the wives and children of hi prisoner . 
and had gone to the mountain when he could have gone and he accused 
him elf of the nu take, without implicating hi friend at the North, - the 
\\1ar ould certainly have la ted longer, and would not have clo ed o 
di a trou I . Thi la t tatement could have I believe no better 

011fi1 lnation than i in the fact of the remarkable e cape of Owen Brown 
and hi little band with thou and of dollar upon their head and hundred 
of thou and of people eager to catch them. 

In thi .. father·' will and publi hed letter Owen Brown i poken of a a 
ripple. He injured hi right arm in throwing a tone when a boy and ha 
inc had only the partial u e of it. He i a bachelor and it wa in hi one 

r omed 'hant 1 a little way from hi brother' farm hou e that I wrote 
do n from hi O\\' n lip the following account of hi e cape from Harper 
FeIT)'. pon th wall ju t abo e my head hung an overcoat once worn by 
hi ,. father; and on a bench beneath a window at my ide lay the gun u ed I 
b lie,1e, b , the old warrior at the fight of O awattomie. The place indeed 
\\1a full of .m m nto . o t of the homely furniture wa I think .. heroic in 
it~ \\'U)' like the hole family. ~~ one of u , ' aid Owen Brown with hi 
u ual d liberation.. troking hi full beard and looking at hi father gun 
\Vh n I interrupt d h1 narrati,, to a k if he were not afraid on a certain 
p ril u o ca 10n 'non of u e er made much preten ion to being cared. 

He had not told th tOf)' before he a ured me, in twel e year . The 
hone t .. ' and m de ., t are o ingrained in the man that anyone, I imagine. 
\\1ho had Ii ten d to him~ \ ould ha\ e been willing to .. wear that Owen 
Bro\ n \ ,a t lling "''hat he believed to be the truth. here 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 I 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 
Isaac 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 itself. Barclay Coppoc was a brother to Edwin, who was, you 
recollect, hanged soon after my father, at Charlestown, Virginia.7 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, I 859. 
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w al thy Ma ·\achu ett Meniam . 8 He wa 
twent -eight or thirty year old at the time. 
H had a~ y una urning manner . The 
only thing ery po itive about him wa hi 
hatred f ~ la ery. 

Well, uch were the two men my father 
left with me that night a he marched away 
into the darkne . either of them had been ' 

ith u in Kan a , and o I thought be t to 
. tand guard all night my elf letting them 
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leep. o ech of the event which were • ::, .. 
• 
I • 

ft 

happening reached me in my long watch. 
But toward i o clock in the morning, we 
all heard firing in the direction of Harper 

1 erry. The rain which continued at interval 

• 
• 

Barclay Coppoc 
Richard Hinton, John Brown and 

His Me,1 ( 1894 ). 

all that day and th ne t night had already et in. About eleven o clock that 
aftern on a la e of Col. Lewi Wa hington, whom with other my father 
th n held a pri oner came up with a four-hor e wagon after a load of arm . 
One of m father, men came with him· I forget now who it wa .9 They 
kne~1 little more about the detail of the fight than we did. While they put 
their team und r helt r and fed it I got dinner for them. I had almo t 
al a been the cook for our company at the boardinghou e. Then we 
loaded the wagon a quickly a we could with powder and boxe of 
re ol\1er and harp .. rifle . which father had managed to have hipped to 
hi1n und r the name of John mith & on .. . The wagon dro e away to the 
ch ol-h u e befor mentioned. wher the arm were to be . tored. Between 

t"'O and three that aft m on. we heard a great deal of firing in the direction 
of Harper~ err . Lat r in the afternoon a black man came up on 
hor back, and a k d u to go o,1er to the Ferry and help in the fight. I don t 
kn w if h had an auth rit but hi fi ar • for I think he mu t have come 

8 Francis Jack <ln 1erian1 [ 1c l \a.,a, born at Fran1ingham. 1las achu\ett in 1837. The ne\.\e t 
rccn1it tc> BrO\\'n s band. he brought ome much-needed funds \\: hen he arrived at the 
Kenned)' hou e onl)' (1 da}' or o before the raid. Feeble and half-blind (he had lo t an eye> 
he \\'a ,-.,ell be}1011d h1 ph)•sical depth in the grueling week ahead. 

( Thi ,,, probabl)' \Villiam H. Leeman. a native of 1aine and the younge t of the raider . 
H returned to Harpers Ferry and \\ a killed \1lhile tr)'ing to c cape aero the Potomac later 
in che da . On the night pre\1iou • John ook and other had taken Lewi · Wa'- hington 
hostage at Bellair. ht hou,e near Hallto\a.'n. The)' broughl a, 3)' hi. lave and picked up 
others at the hou e of Jol1n II, tadt belo\\' Boli ar. 
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from the school-house where some of Washington's and Alstadt's slaves 
were congregated. At any rate I put tlrings 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. I 
ordered them to halt, which they did with frightened 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 fell ow, in the prime of life. 10 He was once a 
lumbe1·1nan 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 in 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 tlring we can do is 
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 fore st 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 

1°Charles Plummer Tidd was born at Pale11110, 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 u out of the dark. 
e ordered him to halt and he replied by 

pluckily ordering u to halt our elves. We 
recognized the voice of Cook, - John E. 
Cook th .. ame that wa with u in Kan a 
and hanged in Charle town.'' 1 1 'Our men 
are all killed but .. even, ' aid Cook. ''Your 
fath r \ a killed at four o clock thi 
afternoon.'' He did not know whether my 
t"''O brother - Oliver and Wat on - I 
were among the dead or not. Then he told • 
u particular , how the little band of 

• 

ent en white and five black had 
urpri ed and taken the town and the 

armory and held it, fighting all day long, 

Francis Jackson Merriam 
Richard Hinton, John Brown and 

His Me,1 ( 1894 ). 

37 

but how at lea t companie amounting to eight hundred men had come in 
the urrounding town of Maryland and Virginia, guarding all the bridges 
and e ery route in or out. 1 2 The be t and only thing for u to do, in Cook' 
opinion, wa to make good our e cape. I wa oppo ed to de erting any 
friend who might want to e cape with u , and we argued the ca e hastily 
there in th dark and rain. I prevailed on Cook to go reluctantly a far a the 

hool-hou e. for pro i ion and to ee what had become of the liberated 
la e .. Cook had been exchanging hot with the enemy not far from the 
chool-hou e, and no expected to find it occupied by ho tile Virginian . 

hen finally e came near it Tidd and I left the other concealed in a 
thicket. pproaching nearer we whi tied and called for the black men, but 
got no an v.,er. Thi~ eemed to confi1·111 the idea of enemie there. Tidd 
h itated .. - but perhap~ I ought not to tell you thi about a comrade, -
and I had difficulty in getting him to go into the chool-hou e. He followed 
n1e though at la t .. re\olver in ha11d and I lit a candle and found the chool­
hous - de erted. 

1 1 John Ed\,,in ook \1la. born at Haddam, Connecticut in l 830 of a well-to-do family. He 
fought in Kan a~_,, and then mo\1ed to the Harper Ferry neighborhood in 1858. where he 
taught hool. lended a canal lo k and married a local ,voman. Mary V. Kennedy. Jeffer on 
Countian ub"cquentl., regarded Cook a a ··Judru •• \\1ho had betrayed their friendship and 
tru "' t b}' hi co,1crt a o iation \\1ith John 8r0\\1n. 

12 8)' earl)' afternoon of tht: first da~ Bro n .., men had been trapped in the to,vn. T\vo 
Jefft l'c n ount}' con1pan1<;, ·ea led off retreat b)' blocking the Potomac and henandoah 
bridge ~. and a artin\burg group blocked po ,1bie retreat to the \vest through the Ar enal 
yards. 
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There was in a comer nearly a barrelful of a kind of sweet biscuit which 
I 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 it ''J.B.," father's initials. We had it in 
Kansas, too. That's all the provisions we took. Knew that we dared not 
build frres in our flight. Corning 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. 13 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 idea 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 it 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. I had had some 
experience as an engineer on the underground railroad, and I 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 firing 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 in 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 

1 3 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 Ander on the 
mulatto. Hazlett a you know wa afterward 
tak n above hamber, burg and hanged with 
th r . t. 0 . born Ander on made hi way onto 

anada. I a him the next July in A htabula 
unty, Ohio, and at orth Elba ew York 

where my father i buried. Ander on it i 
aid, ha ince gone to Liberia and if he i 

li ing - which . omething I have heard give 
me rea on to doubt - he i the only other 
ur i or of all my father' company at 

Harper' . Ferry. 
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When we b gan to -.....cend the mountain I 
John Edwin Cook 

order d the negro to turn hi hor e loo e. Richard Hinton, 1 011n Bro~vn and 
h , • e claimed he "dat hor e i worth His Men (1894). 

more, n a hundred an' fifty dollar ! and he 
didn t like to part with it. I had hard work to convince him that hi life wa 
\l.rOrth more than the hor . Up the ba e of the mountain about a mile from 
th boarding-hou e we halted in the laur l and made our bed . It wa 
raining, and ery cold. We had not all learned a we did afterward to keep 

arm b haring the ame bed. We pread an India-rubber blanket upon the 
arth, then a oolen blanket upon that to lie on· then a woolen blanket for a 

v r~ and an Indian-rubber blanket on top of all. Thu two men, clubbing 
tog ther had furniture for a good bed in the wette t weather. Here I told the 
bo m plan, - h re in thi camp dark a only a laurel thicket can be on a 
~ tarle , rainy night the firing . till going on at interval ometime toward 
Harp r~ ITY~ and om time nearer at hand in the neighboring valley . I 
e plain d that the m untain there ext nded in a northea terly direction 
"'hi h a al o for a • hi I our be t direction toward our friend or 

anada. Vv'e mu .. t ther for follow the mountain range making to the 
north t ~hen \ e could· tra ling only at night upon the edge of the 
clca1·ing : l ping and hiding b day in the thicket on the uninhabited 
m untain-t p ; hunning all tra eled road at all time . except a we were 
obliged to ro th m in the night: building no fire • bu ing or tea1ing no 
pr ,,i "ion ... : in fact. not p aking aloud till we "hould at lea t. get beyond 

hamb r burg. P nn l\1ania. bout thi time the negro who had been 
d p nd nt all al ng~ began to omplain of rheumati ... m. He wa afraid he 
ouldn 't g \ ith u . I told him ~ imp] that h a certain to lo e hi life if 
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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 
w 

~ ;:~•:}~ hope of saving his life would be in 
~ 1-4" ~ 
~»:·~~-~~~ divulging them. The beds were, for safety's 

-.; ' • - I 

• sake, four or five rods apart. After a while 

Charles Plummer Tidd the negro began to groan and complain of 
RichardHinton,JohnBrownand his rheumatism; said he couldn't lie 

His Men (1894). 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 in 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 
daylight. 

So 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, I 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, I 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 I 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 



Jcffcr 011 ounl)' Hi torical ociet)1 41 

hi rest in ·Kan a in that way. Well, we didn t reach the top of the mountain 
\\1e had to cro till after daylight. The rain had topped, but it wa foggy. 
We could ee part of our boarding-hou e two or three miles below; there 
eemed no one around it. We still heard occasional firing toward the Ferry 

and in different direction~ about the country. We traveled the greater part of 
a 1nile perhap. a]ong the rocky mountain-top before we came to the road 
which we were so anxiou to get afely aero . 14 The fog was ri ing a little 
no"' with the un. We could see no one on the road in the short di tance we 
\ 1entured aero . We were not quite out of sight in the thicket on the 
northern ide, when we heard the ound of horses' hoof upon the wet 
ground, and lo! eight armed men rode briskly pa t over the mountain. We 
kept till till they had disappeared, and then we stole farther into the thlcket, 
where we all five of u hid away in one bed for the rest of the day. Of 
cour e they did not ee u . If they had een us we would have probably 
been in a de pe1·ate fight. We had dete1·11uned never to be taken alive. Did 
the negro betray u~ ? I can t tell for certain. 

For all our narrow e cape, I lept very oundly that day in the thicket. 
We awoke in the afternoon and ate ome of our bi cuit and sugar, and 
di cus ed our affair in a whi per. And by the way, I can give you no idea 
how tire~ome and painful whi pering become after two or three days. It is 
about a" unnatural and oon grow~ a hard work a hallooing at the top of· 
the oice. nother thing that became very weari ome was keeping my head 
i11 the po ition to ,~.1atch the orth tar. Carrying the provi ions over my 
\houlder. and looking up in that way night after night guiding the party, got 
to be ,,ef)' pai11ful indeed. Well we discu ed our affair a I aid. Cook in 
hi~ t~ier)' quick thinking way wa alwa)' propo ing bold hazardou 
111ea\ ure "' . He to ome extent carried Tidd and Coppoc with him; and o 
tl1C)' " re in fa or of tealing hor. e , and riding right into death which wa~ 
lying in \\1ait for u at \'eI)' bridg and on evef)' highwa)'. Wa there a 
1·e\ ard on n1 heard. I belie,,e "' O. How much? Well I ve heard that it 
\Va t\\1ent)1-fi,1e thou"and dollar. in all· more than it \.\-1a 'A,Orth perhap 
but then I uppo I had done la,1ery more than that amount of damage in 
Kan a a11d arou11d. ook \ ife, - he vw1a the only married man in the 
part - t1i v.1ife wa tl1en in Chamber burg~ and he wa bent on going 

14 The alann ha .. no\\' "'Oundcd in Plea ant Val IC)' tl1at other members of Bro,i.,n' part)' ,_ no 
one kne'. ho,a.• 1nan}' - ,,,ere in the nt;ighborhood. After a :hon trek nonh. Elk Mountain 
ended and tJ1e fiugiti,•e .. had to ro "' Plea "'ant \1alle)' near Bohrer .... ,,il.le in order to gain 
ac to the protc ti,,e ,,,ildcme --s of outh t'.1ountain. directly to the erut. 
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there. 15 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 in 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. 16 I had no difficulty 
15 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 it 
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. 

16 Owen was correct in his surmise. The panic in Pleasant Valley was so pronounced that 
many inhabitants fled to Harpers Ferry or crossed the river to Virginia in order to escape the 
mayhem that would be inflicted by ''Cook's men." Militia patrols and a contingent of 
Marines were called in to restore peace to the region. 
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n in pre ailing upon the boy to wait till later in the night before 
att mp ting to cro the valley. And when finally we did start, we were no 
1nore than half way through th frr t field, when we aw a herd of hor emen 
at full run up n the neare t road and making the mo t hideou , noi e I ever 
h ard came from mortal lip .. . He wa alarming the valley. We afterward 
heard that he tartled the quiet denizen of that region by houting to them 
that ook' m n were coming down from the mountain to mas acre them 
all. ook you ee had been in the neighborhood of Harper Ferry 
t acl1ing . chool for the la t year nearly and that i why they knew about 
him. a I have ince heard the inhabitant of Plea ant Valley fled for 
their live .. precipitately aero the Potomac away over into Jeffer on 

ounty irgirna~ and ome of them a far a Winchester. 

In th fac of all thi dreadful noi e there wa nothing for u to do but 
pre right on aero. the field toward the next mountain range ea t of the 

alle . Reaching the mountain we pur ued our journey along it ide just 
abo the clearing . Toward daylight we went up to the top and concealed 
our 1 e eating our ugar and bi cuit and leeping. 1 7 This wa our u ual 
plan and of cour e, we tra eled very lowly. When we woke up in the 
afternoon I had to argue my elf hoar e re training the impetuo ity of ome 
of the other , e pecially Cook. He wanted to travel by the road and when 
the pro,1i ion bega11 to get carce he in i ted upon going to buy more. At 
la t~ to re train him~ I offered and he took all my hare of the bi cuit and 
ugar·: . o t11at I commenced a day and a half or two day before the other 

bo ~ to li\1e upon the dr ~ hard Indian corn which we till found tanding in 
th field:. I v.: ould occa io11all pull a hill of potatoe and eat ome of them 
raw. hen tl1 bi uit and ~ugar finally ga e out, and we were all reduced 
to the an1e diet of raw hard om, in order to re train the boy from going 
aft r tl1 r pro,1i ion , I promi d to har my money with them, a oon a 
it , a afe to Lra\1 I by road . I had about forty dollar in gold· the other 
e cepting erriam had m rel two or thr e dollar apiece. Thu we had 
pa d perh p f'i,1 or i da1 going up the mountain to leep, and 
omi11g dc)\\'n to the dge f the v.10 d to tra el when one night a cold rain 
t in. T 0 \\1ard n1oming it changed into now· all da long the tree agged 

\ 1ith it and our b d , a~ o,, red ith it - the one bed into which the 
"''hol fi\1 of u era\, led, a I ha,,e told you~ to keep warm. We lept 

17The_ are nO\\' on top of outh 1ountain. Their route to hamber burg will follow thi 
mountain, the p~ "t:nt path or the ppalachian Trail. Generally they lept in daytime near 
the top and d cended at nighc to tra,•t:l along the clearing . 
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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 frre. 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 frre, 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 com - 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 of 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, in the snow, and the idea that we were followed 
immediately flashed upon us. We were not a minute in putting that frre out, 
scattering and covering every stick and ember in the snow and earth. 

Then we hurried further up the mountain into the thickets. We could hear 
all the time that the hounds were approaching us. On we pressed till after 
daylight. All of a sudden we came upon a clearing with a house on it, 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 it 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 is 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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topped and ~tared at u for a moment then went on after the game. Had 
they been put on our track? Of cour e, I cannot Lay for certain. If they were, 
they purL ued the fox in tead being no doubt more u ed to that ort of 
hunting. ome of u L believed that if it had not been the little animal' 
truggle for life it would have been our . At any rate, the boy were not so 

prone to build fire after that. It wa many day and night , cold and wet 
one .. too, before they attempted it again. We went on a mile or two farther, 
well out of the way of the dog and the fox, and there we camped seeing no 
n1ore of them or any one el e that day, or indeed the next two, or three day . 

Th re i a gap in the mountain on the pike below Boonsboro, leading 
from Hager town to Baltimore. 18 That I knew would be a place of great 
danger· there wa nothing like afety for u till we hould get aero s that 
pike. We had no other practicable way of getting out of Maryland. And we 
heard enough firing both day and night to how us how thoroughly the 
country wa arou ed and after u . Already the want of alt, the carcity of 
food .. the change of night into day the fatigue of carrying Merriam' 
luggage be ide my own and the bag of dry com for all of u began to 
mak n,e dizzy. I noticed that the other taggered ometime . We would 
almost a1vlay. e ery one of u fall a leep when we at down to re t and we 

ould leep oundly no matter how fro ty it wa . Finally, one night, we 
becam a\\1are that we were approaching thi perilou gap in the mountain . 

hen \Ve came in ight of the pike in que tion we heard the baying of 
hound . in nearly e\ ery direction, - big hound and little hound and all 
ort of dog .. I ne er heard . o much barking before in my life. At a udden 

bend in the mountain the gap wa opened up before u • and what a ight it 
" 'a~ ! Th r mu t have been a hundred fire in view, flaring out of the 
darkne .. u . - alarm fire , we took them to be of tho e who were watching 
for u .. . Th had heard. a you kno\\1 that Cook had a large party of men, 
and the had. I pre ume gone in there to head him off. Their hound .. ~ 

probabl , had f'ollo\\' d them to camp and had got after game in the 
n ighborhood. There mu t ba've been a ho t of warrior .. , if there wa any 
rca onable proportion bet\\'e n the m n and dog . I aw that our chance of 
g tting out of that \\1ere el)' light indeed. I did not ay it to the boy 
tl1ougl1. 1 told them very promptl that there \\1a no place for u . They were 
quit r ady to follow m . retraced our tep half a mile or more. came 

18Thi i Turner· Gap. \\fhcre pre. ent-da)' . . 40 cro e~ outl1 ountain. I L ,va here that 
tht: citizent)' "'aturated the ountr)f ide ,,,ith armed patrol to apprehend the fugiti\1e ~.1hen 
lhc)f at ten1pted to cro . 
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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 it 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 Merriam - 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 frrst 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 I 
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 I discovered 
him, poor fellow, unable to climb it. I tried to help him up, but was too tired 
and weak. I 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 ight. Then away we truggled for a 
hiding-place. When at la t we reached the woods, we found them too sparse 
for our purpo. e~ and went on and up the mountain till finding no afe 
camping-ground. On the summit we came upon a sort of monument, or 
perhap an ob ervatory in the hape of an unfmished tower. 19 A white rag 
wa flying f"rom a pole at the top of it. Sati fying my elf that no one wa 
about, I went up the winding tair to take a view of the surrounding 
country. The other, were too much fatigued to go with me. I could ee what 
I took to be outskirts of Boon boro, and enough of the valley we had 
cro. ed to gi,1e me a vivid idea of the danger we had escaped. Hor emen 
wer campering hither and thither on the highway , and the whole country, 
it . eemed wa under arm . De cending ha tily, I had little difficulty in 
in1pre . ing upon the boy how nece ary it was that we hould be in 
concealn1ent. nd till we followed along the ridge of that mountain-top for 
a much a tl1ree mile~ in broad daylight without finding a afe place. We at 
one time pru, ed not far from an inhabited hou\ e - fortunately unob erved. 
Finally a .. we were about to ink under fatigue, we came to a large fallen 
tree and n1ade our bed in the fork of that. Tired a I wa , I pent an hour 
cutting laurel bu 'he~ and . ticking them into the ground at di tance from 
one another. Laurel, you know will not wilt· and o with care the hrub 
v..r re made to con eal u. and look a if they grew there naturally. We were 
oon all fa t a le p and got through the day afely. 

In our next night" tra el along the top of the mountain it wa o rough 
that one of ook, boot ga,,e out. You ee I have plenty of pin ticking 
l1ere in m l1irt now. Well, I had a needle and thread with me then, and I 
'-.litched up ok' book a Vvell a I could, u ing my knife-blade a an awl. 
It ,l tl1i or the ne t night that Cook fell down a , teep rocky place. I 
heard 0111ethi11g snap when he fell, and thought it wa hi. leg. It wa the 
lir11b o(~ the tree which had broken with him. He wa~ not yet over the effect 
of a ~1milar fall n ar Harper' ~ Ferry. The other time he wa taking aim at 
an enen1 who a~ taking aim at him, and got the fir t shot· for the branch 
upon ook teadi d hin1 elf \Va ... cut off, ju t above hi hand'! by hi 
nen1 ~ ~ bullet. He \\'a no\ therefore4 pretty badly brui ed· but we helped 

him tip and he lirnped on with u~. 

1 ( Thi to\ver still lands in \\1a hington 1onument tate Park. From thi point on there v.'a. 
n 1nore organized pursuit of the fugiti,1e b)' great bodie of n1en. Their greate,t danger lay 
in their di " o CI)' b)' bounty hunters or officers of the ]a\\' eager to collect the reward money 
promi cd b)' Go,1emor Henf)' \\ t c of irginia. 
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It was only a day or so afterwards, I think, that we walked, besides all 
night, the whole fore noon, 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 in sight 
of a road with teams going and coming on it. Farther on we could see a 
far1r1-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' 11 be all winter," he said, ''and never get through after all; you' 11 
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. 
It 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 frrst 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.20 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 

2 0 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. 



Jeffer on Count)' Hi torical Society 49 

tongue and tell the be t tory; he ~ hould go. Still, I didn t want, - and I 
feel just a agitated now almo t, when I tell it, - I didn't want him to go. I 
needed food, I told them, a L much a any of them; and if they would go and 
get it, it would be fooli h in me not to help eat it. So, as I had more funds 
than the re t. I made him take my money to pay for it, begging him to the 
laL t not to go. In Cook conf e ion, he ay we ent him for food. That is 
the way it wa~.21 

ook was gone two or three hours, perhaps. He came back with a couple 
of loa e l of bread ome alt in the bag, some good boiled beef, and a pie. 
He had had a plendid vi it 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 
b forehand about our being a hunting-party, too far from our home to get 
back to our dinner . If you have never been a great deal more than half-
"tru-ved )' u can fo1·n1 no idea how marvelou ly good that fea twas that day. 
I felt 1nore or le ~ gloomy about it at the time, keeping it to myself, though. 
But the hadow of the danger hanging over u did not eem to affect the 
other boys v.1ho were exceedingly merry. And after dinner we all went to 
"]eep for an hour r . o. 

Before ~ undown that ame afternoon our live were imperiled in what 
L cemed to me at the time a mo t wanton manner. Cook had brought with 
hin1 an old-fa hioned, one-barrel hor e pi tol once carried by General 

a. hi11gton. Cook got pos e ion of it, when he and Steven made Colonel 
L \\1i a L hington prisoner at Harper Ferry. Well, Cook took thi old 
pi~ tol and , trolled off, . hooting it around in the neighborhood. This enraged 
Tidd, \\1ho ordered him peremptorily to top. Cook aid he knew what he 
,,,a~ doing and wou]d not take order from him; ~'I am carrying out the story 
of our being hunter , .... Cook , aid. The quarrel wa going on loudly and 
angril)1• The.. ere fa t coming to blows and to pi .. to] shot when I ru hed 
b t\\'C n tl1e111. oppoc a~ i ted n1e. Merriam lay quietly on the ground. It 
\\'a 11ot ea ) ork to ~eparate Cook and Tidd, but \\'e finally got them ~ till. 
Th )' \\'ere both fearle men and had faced many a gun: they agreed to 
l1a,, it out \\1hen the)' could do it witl1oul e11dangering other . There i 
r alJ)1 no kn0\\1ing \~1hether one or both of them would ha e not been killed 

2 1 During hi in ar era ti on in Chari to,,,n jail, Cook \\1rote a conf e "' ... ion the proceed, from 
the ale of ,,,hi h \\1ere C<mnarked a a bcqu st for amuel Young of Charle --town \vho \Vas 

pem1aner1tl)' crippled b , a hot from one of Bro,,'11 • men \.\1hile sc:n'ing y.rith the Jefferson 
Guard . 
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in this feud, if 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 it were yesterday, I told him his 
imprudence would be so great that he would never see his wife 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 it 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 
go 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 in 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 idea how 
bewildering fatigue is, 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 till at least 
two o, clock in the morning. Cook never came. 

We knew nothing of hi fate till more than a week afterwards, when, as I 
~ hall tell you farther on, we got hold of a newspaper one night at a 
Penn, yl,1ania farm-hou e and read of hi capture. I have heard ince, that, 
going along in a clearing he came upon two men chopping wood, and told 
hi~ hunting-party tory to them a king where to buy food. They appeared 
, 1ery friendly, offering to go and show the way; and they walked along 
talking socially one on each ide of him. The report says - but I do not 
belie e it ,_ that Cook told them who he wa . At a given signal they rushed 
upon him seizing him by the arms. They must have taken some uch 
ad antage of him for if he had had half a chance, he would have killed 
them both. He wa a, I have told you, I think, already, the quickest and best 
hot with a pi. tol that I ever aw. Anyhow, poor Cook was taken that night 

to the Cha1nber .. burg jail fifteen miles away. We knew we were about 
fifteen mile .. from Chamber burg, becau e Tidd had gone - very 
reck]e\ ly and v.1ithout con ulting u - down to the road that afternoon 
and asked a man who happened to be pa ing. The nearest village the man 
aid if n1) bad n1emory of name doe not deceive me, wa called the Old 

Forge. The name of one of Cook' captor I have forg,otten - the name of 
the other wa~ Hughe . They got the heavy reward offered for him, and 
d1·ank it up in a bad whi key, a I have heard and were both killed in the 
rebel ar111y. 2 2 

Daring to wait no longer for Cook we made a bold push for the road. It 
\\1a a little odd and I hope it wa in relenting but Tidd hi~ mortal enemy, 
took 1110 t of· the thing left by Cook: we all took ome. Thi belt here, now, 
to carry a h,trp~ rifle in - that wa Cook~ ... By the way there hang the 
coat I c,capcd in. Do I keep it here in tlu~ ~hanty a a relic? Oh, no· I wear it 
01netin1e ~ yet. The fact i , I ha e alwa)' ~ been very aving ever ince that 

hungr trip. Fror11 that da to thi , I ha\ e never ~een the lea t mor el of any 
kind of f'ood \\1

a 4 ted \i\1itl1out pain. I hall never get o er that, I uppo e. 

--1·11e date of October _3_ '"'C\'Cn da)'S after the rnain e\'ents of the Harper Ferry fight. 
lrcad}' lbert I1azletl, ha been pi k\:d up b)' Penn }1l\1ania authoritie "" and jailed at 
arli .. le. Hazlt;ll had fir t been r11i takc11 for Cook. Therefore Go,1ernor \Vi e obtained 

pem1i ion fron1 the tale of Penn ; 1,,ania to e tradite ·"John Cook11 to irginia. Although 
the}' di ,..co,,ered that Hazlett ,,,a 1101 ook. the permit \\'a., not re~ cinded. o when the real 
Cook ,,,a ider1tified l1is pocketbo k l1eld a conu11i "" ion a.~ captain in BrO\\'n • ~ anny) the 
n1ect1ani. rn for e ·tradiciton \\'a .. locked in place and he \ a \ hj ked off to Charle. lO\\'n . 

1--le \\' 3 ~ hano~d \\1ith Ed\1.rin Coppoc in Charle "tO\Vn on Dece1nber 16, after an e cape 
attc1npt that aln1ost sue e d d. 
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Well, we risked traveling for a while on the public road, to see if in some 
way we might fmd Cook. It was quite a while before we reached the village 
which I have mentioned, doubtfully, as Old Forge. We walked straight 
through it, whatever its 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 com-field, helping 
ourselves to the dry, hard com, 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.23 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.24 

Just across the com-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, 

23 John 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, 
1859. 

24 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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lea ing a gun or two extra for u to carry, and promi ing to meet u the next 
11ight at one of the hiding-place beyond Chambersburg, they tarted off, on 
the public highway a " fa ~t a they could walk. 

It \Va " a wild, de perate thing for them to do. Weak and worn as 
erriam wa , he aw a well a I did that they were expo ing us as much a 

the were expo~1ng them elve . Two could make little re i tance in case of 
attack~ and .. we argued, our afety depended upon keeping up with them, 
and pre enting them, if po ible, from running more foolish ri ks. So, 
picking up the gun they had left we tarted after them, in the belief that it 
wa a walk for life and I have no doubt it wa . On we went, unchallenged, 
through toll-gate and pa. t fann-hou e . For the whole fifteen miles, Tidd 
and oppoc never got over ix rod ahead of u . During the race, some time 
before daylight Coppoc left hi thing with Tidd, walked up to a hou e, 
v,1aked the inn1ate , and a ked the way to Chamber burg! He felt pretty 
~ ure, he '" aid afterward that thi road led there but he was not certain 
whetl1er we were going toward or away from town. Tidd was sitting in a 
fence-comer waiting for him a Merriam and I came up. I charged Tidd 
hurried}), if at an time on the road he and Coppoc aw anybody to 
con eal them~el e~ • if halted or in any way shown that arre t wa meant, 

e ~ hould be read)' to make a de perate fight· if merely spoken to they 
.. hould let 1ne an wer for them. I had hardly , aid thi , and Coppoc had not 
)'et come out to u. from the hou e when a man came riding along the road. 
He had a fine hor~ e and looked like an officer of some kind. In the light of 
\\That I ha e ince heard, I think he wa . It i trange how we all felt like 
killing that man. e had been cha ed and hunted and had live like wild 
bea t o long that \\ e felt blood-thir ty. We never knew for certain if he 
a U'"' . He did not at lea t think it prudent to peak, and rode on out of 
ight. 

oppoc can1e out to u , and we ru hed on - in the direction we had 
been taking all the time. V-'e drew nearer and nearer Chamber burg I 
told tl1 bO)T . a I told them before. that it wa not fair to expo e Mr . 
Pitn r. h l1ad probabl)1 di a\'owed any knowledge of u and it would be 
,,er_, a")' to get her into trouble, \ ithout benefiting our eI,,e ~ but they 
\\'Ould go. In th out k..irt of han1ber burg_ finally, we .. topped by a hou e 
on tl1 c n1er of the treet that led to r . Ritner' . Meniam, \\1ho had over-

xer·t d l1i111 lf. dropp d do, n in the middle of thi treet and la)' \\Tith hi 
lu 0 gag f r a pi 11 v.i. It \\1a .. jt1. t bet .. ore the break of da . A Tidd and 

opi o left u J harged them ith all the earne~ tne ~ I had. to come right 
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back if 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 in a frightened whisper. 

''But we are hungry," insisted Tidd. 

''I couldn't help you if you were starving," she whispered back again. 
''Leave; the house is 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 frrst 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-comer 
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 till 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 I 
intended to hide in, it became too light for safety. We would certainly have 
been caught, if it hadn't been for a cold mist 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 it 
much more dangerous than I had expected to find it. I had seen the place 
before in summer. We ~nally 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 night 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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~ uburban ~tre t , of Chamber burg. It wa a cold fro ty morning but I had 
no di11iculty in making the boy lie till. Indeed even after that, they oddly 
e11ough were alway .. cautioning me to be prudent. A little before noon we 
heard martial mu ic teadily approaching u , - not at all a pleasant ound 
under the circum tance . Then after a while it topped; and, in perhaps fire 
or ten n1inute more a train went hooting by on the neighboring railroad. 
The martial music then tarted up again at what we upposed afterward to 
be the rail, ay tation, and gradually marched out of hearing. It wa , as I 
ha e ince heard, the e cort that took poor Cook from the jail to the depot: 
and the train we aw was the one that bore him away to Charle town, and, 
a ou know, to death. 

e of cour e were not aware of thi at the time. We had ome 
e ~pectation a I told you that Cook might try to join u at thi hiding­
place; ru1d when, hortly afterward a man appeared in our field, we at frr t 
took him for Cook. The man in que tion oon made for the edge of the 
timb r, and began firing a gun. We thought that a bold ignal, but were 
r all), a toni hed at nothing from Cook. So we rai ed our elve a nearly to 
our i et a Vve dared in order to watch hi movement . He wa aiming his 
gu11 at th tree-top.., , vidently at quirrel , and coming around to where we 
got a better view of him we decided it wa not Cook. 

cold rain with now and leet, et in about noon. Thi was no doubt a 
greater protection to u than the brier - o near to a populou town a we 
\\1ere. There \\1ere three or four yoke of oxen running loo e in the field. An 
o ame bro ~ ing near our thicket and by hi di turbed manner called the 
attention of the hole dro e to u . They would tare at u then tart off and 
come back in a , a)' that ould gi e warning of omething wrong to any 

11 kno~,ing o en. e dared not mo e or peak to them; and oxen and 
dogl kno\\' a quick] a an body when people are acting trangely. At la t, 
to our infinite r lief, the eemed to ha e ettled the matter among 
them I, e . or at I a t ati fied their curio ity for they went aw·ay of their 
ovln a 'Ord. hile e ere l ing there we had determined that in the 

·h,1u "ted condition of erriam, it Vvould be be t to run the ri k of ending 
hir11 011 b rail. ·tended on m back. I mended hi~ 0\1ercoat which had 
b en to111. i11 our mountain tra,1el, to a tate of what I con idered u piciou 
hahhine . Being a ba h lor.. ou know I had a pair of ci or with my 

needl and thr ad: and o , hen the tempe l got wor e. and it ~a afe to 
it up ,1 little I clipp doff hi beard a c]o ea I could ~hingle it. What wa 
p ial 1.. 1:-onunate for erriam ju t then \\ a the fact that he wore a gla 
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eye; and this glass eye fitted him so well that he could turn it, or at least, 
seemed to turn it 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 in the afternoon, a high wind rose as an accompaniment to the storrn, 
and we dared speak aloud. We shivered with the rain and sleet as we 
argued. I told Coppoc he would excite suspicion if he went with Meniam. 
''We need you with us,'' I said, ''and you need yourself with us, - for 
defense, and especially to keep war111 nights. We have lost too many 
already; we shall freeze if we lose any more now. When it is safe, you shall 
be the next to go.'' Meniam, 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 in utter despair. I 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, - if it was weakness. 

Towards night a boy came riding a horse through our field, evidently in 
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. 

It 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.25 If it were not safe there, that was also in 

25 Crawford County was in the extreme northwestern comer of Pennsylvania next to Ohio. 
Their route, all of it on foot, crossed some of the most rugged wilderness terrain in eastern 
North America. 
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the direction of A htabula County Ohio, where brother John wa • and that, 
i1 .. unL afe ~ a ru good a way a any toward Canada. We thought best to 
le,1 e in thi brier-patch all of Merriam arms except a pistol and such 
a1n111unition he could conceal and carry with him by railroad. We three, 
who were to continue the journey afoot, left al o, in the same place, three 

l1arp' carbine three hea,,y full cartridge-boxes fitted with belt , and 
c,1erything in the way of arm , in fact, except our navy revolvers and one 
hea y gun each. Merriam had furnished a good deal of money to the cause. 
He \\1ould take only fi e dollar~ from me when making his preparations to 
part with u~ . He aid he had money enough to get through with. A driving 

110w et in that night and it wa a dark a I ever aw it in my life. We 
could ee almost notrung at all. We tarted together for the road bordering 
the \ide of the field oppo ite the railway. In thi road Tidd and Coppoc bade 

errian1 good-b and God- peed. Leaving them in a fence-corner I took 
Merriam by the hand - it wa o dark and he was so feeble - and led him 
to the railroad. Then I walked a little way on the track with him, so that he 
would be ~ ure to take the direction away from Chambersburg, and reach the 
fir t tation out~ide of that town before taking a train. Our plan wa, that he 
hould thereafter go north a directly a he could. So I left him on the track 

- I \: ill not tell you of the affecting leave-taking - and found my way 
back to Tidd and Coppoc through the darkne and blinding snowstor111. 
Pe1·hap )'Oll would like to know that Merriam got afely back to his friend . 
• h next I l1ea.r·d of him wa ome year afterward out in the far West on 

tl1e plain . 'A1ith a hunting-party. He returned, and wa one morning found 
dead in hiL bed in ew York. 2 

:1 

Tidd. oppoc and I, leaving the public road now tarted across the 
cc>unt1 . -- 7 Tl1e fir~t creek or n1illrace in our way we got over well enough, 
r· r " ' tru ted our elve to a regular ford. After a while, however~ we came 
to a creek \\1 1 len by the recent rain till it wa at leaL t five rod aero . 
Tl1er · \\'a nothing to do but wade it. 01nehow v.1e could ee the tream 
n1u h plain r th n \.\' could the now on it bank\. The water wa ,1ery 
~ \\' i t. • e got in tip to our hip . While I r,eached the other ide, 1 could not 
fe l m .. ' bar fe t on the no\1\1 they v.1ere o numb. Getting up the "' teep 

.... (, 1cria111 u . fulJ 111ade hi~ \ a)' b., train to Hanisburg and then to Canada. During the 
\\' ~lr l1e ~en 1ed a .. a aptain in the Third outh Carolina Colored Infantr)' a11d \.\'a .. \\'Ounded 
~ \'Crcl)' i11 the leg. He died in C\\' York Cit on o ember 28. 1865. 

- 7 head f the111 la .. ' tl1ree ·fom1idable rnountain chain . It i not po~.., ible from Ov.1en 
d~•'-',ription, to tra c their ro -count.I)' rc>ute until the}' rl:.a hed the Juniata Ri,1er and canal 
i11 the \1icinil)' of pre~cnt da)' ount nion. 
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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 in 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 it was so dark that I couldn't get them. They 
sounded as if 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 daylight. 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 eno11nous 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. 
It 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 com. Then we lay still 
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in our brier-patch till night. It wa very dark, but I could ee the dull line of 
tl1e n1ountain .. in the di tance and we made for them with all po ible peed 
and directne ~ . Within a few mile of the mountain we brought up on a 
road leading traight toward them. Ri~ king our elve upon the highway, 
we after awhile came to one of tho e Penn ylvania barn , which we were 
~ u1·e a\ red without being about or needing to ee the color. I went groping 
clear around thi~ barn twice before I found the door at which Tidd and 

oppoc then L tood guard while I went in to earch for chicken . I caught an 
old Jer~ ey Blue hen and a roo ter and wrung their neck without allowing 
then1 to make any noi. e. Putting them into the provi ion bag - the one 
that i under the bed there now, - we hurried on. Suddenly we came upon 
a \1illage. Tidd and Coppoc were in advance, and I wa trying to catch up 
\\1ith then1, when right in the heart of the village I met three or four men. I 
had got pa "' t tl1em when whi k! away went my hat in the wind, and I had to 
run back with my bag of poultry, to pick it up. The e men were o ab orbed 
in talking about the ·~powerful exhortation' of Brother Somebody, that they 
did not take much notice of me. I uppo e they had been at ome prayer-
111eeting. It n1ight ha\1e been unday night, too. Catching up with Tidd and 

oppoc I ren1on trated with them upon the danger of. eparating so, in uch 
a place. 

On tl1e n1ountain, at la t we came upon a gorge where we built a fire 
and v.rent to dr·e ing our hen and roo ter. A oon a L Tidd had picked the 
l g of th l1en, l1e cut it a.ff and began roa ting it. It wa nowhere near done 
\ h n lie b · gan upon it, crunching the bones, and ~ wallowing everything. 

fter e l1ad had a taL te none of u could wait for the old hen to cook. We 
at h r al1110 t ra . Tidd burning the bone , ate them too. Putting the 
dre\\Cd 1·ooster into the bag and burning the feather. , we tarted farther up 
th n1ou11tai .n to a good hiding-place. It wa a very thickly ettled country. 

en and te,1n1 pa\ ed not ery far from u during the day. The next night, 
,1 ... " ' \\' re cro ing a plea ant \1alle v.1e heard oice along the road on 
\\1l1i h \\' e had \1entured. ha til crouched in the hadov-, of a fence­
c rne1· a11d tl1ere \\1alked b ~ in the bright moonlight two pair\ of young 
p opl , ,,1 itl1 lo k d ar1n and leaning affectionately on each other. We 
ould ~ee th ir face a \\ ell a hear v.1hat the were aying ~1hen they 

pa ·d. ,1 h ot1ple \\1a far enough from the other to peak confidentially. 
he , \\1er e,1identl)1 r, turning from ome late country rnerry-making. 

Thi an1e night \'e ~urpri~ed an apple-orchard and helped our elve '" 
pl ntifull)', and fill d our provi~., ion bag .. Tot till the '" econd 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 
comer for frre-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 frre in the hut, and cooked a couple of 
spring chickens, and ate what apples we had left. It was the frrst house we 
had been in for many a day and many a night; it seemed several weeks, - I 
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 frre 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, in the neighboring 
mountains. Once an old cow would not stand to be milked, and I went after 
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~ on1e corn to persuade her. The granary wa within a few feet of the house 
where the people were leeping· I could not reach the grain from the outside 
of the granary, and . o I had the temerity to open the door and climb in, and 
fill my p cket .. with corn. The cow yielded now, and we milked her dry. 
One night a red fox came around our bed and barked at u in the way foxes 
ha,,e circling off and coming back ix or eight time . It might have been 
dangerou for him, if he had been good to eat; a it wa , he finally 
di appeared unharmed. 

We \'entured after a while to travel in the public road by night. Thi had 
become our regular practice, when I had that terrible sick headache. It is 
trange that none of u eemed to have any ailment , on dry, hard corn, -

except a little dizzine~ from being o weak; but a soon as we got the 
lu u1·ie of chicken and guinea-fowl, apple and alt, this ort of trouble 
commenced. It wa about midnight when I crawled up into the wood , and 
lay down, t lling the boy .. I could go no farther. I lept one or two hours, got 
up perfectly \ ell, and walked on with the others. I never cured a ick 
headache o easily before or ince. 

e did not know where we were except that we were omewhere in the 
tale of Penn~ I ania and we at la t thought we would ri k the road by 

da}1light. o one unny morning be ide a clear pring, we made our toilet 
fi r that purpo e. putting on clean hirt and mending our clothe . I cut both 
of the otl1cr boy hair. We rolled our houlder- trap and ammunition into 
our blanket and drew our woolen co er over our gun and started. Our 
fir t encounter wa\ with a man on hor eback riding the ame way we were 
going. He looked u piciou ly at u , we were o gaunt be ide carrying 
gun~. e talked hitn out of hi u picion, however, and into o friendly a 
11100d t11at one of u . I think it wa Coppoc rode hi hor e as much a for a 
mil for hin1~ \\1hile the stranger walked along with u . I had heard there 
\,,ere Quaker at a place called Bell fonte and I hoped we might be 
01ne,\1l1 re near tl1ere. Quaker you know were alway our friend. , being 

gr at anti la\1ef)' people. I thought one or more of u might hire out to ome 
Quaker, a urning a nan1e or name , till the heat of the pursuit wa over. 

11 111an told us that Bell font \ a a good way on, he didn t know how 
far. \V re. he a ured u about ten mile from the Juniata Ri er. We 
\\' r a hing to a k about Harper FeIT)'. but dared not and finally our 
i11fon11,1nt m unting hi hor e turned up a lane and di appeared. 

hortJ 1 aften ard , ent into an orcJ1ard in plain daylight and helped 
our el,, to ome apple ,_ a feat 'A1hich \ a 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 its 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 pennission 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 in 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 it 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 wa the ~ u pen e waiting till we could decently ri e from 
the table and lay hand. upon that paper. Tidd toici m broke down frr t; 
he aro e and caught up the paper and began readjng aloud. The frrst thing 
that caught hi eye wa.. the account of Cook capture. You can imagine 
h eagerly oppoc and I Ii tened to the fir t we had heard of Cook since 
he had l ft u. in the mountain . Our ho t interrupted the reading to as ure 
1ne that one on of old mith who had proved to be old Brown of Kansa , 
had e caped with ook and other and wa uppo ed to be till at large 
omewhere. OJd man Brown wa not dead, a we had heard. o, he was 

ju t e,,erel wounded; it wa not certain yet whether if he would live to be 
hanged for he had been found guilty. To me, who had o long thought my 
father dead, thi omehow had the effect of good new . In the mean time, 
Tidd had gone on ilently devouring the paper. I could ee that he was 
mt1ch mo ed by what he read. He wa probably reading how hi friend 

te,1en wa hot down while going on an errand of mercy and bearing a 
flag of truce. Coppoc at gazing thoughtfully into the blaze of the great fire­
place. and I happened to be looking at him when our ho t went on to say 
that tl1e very late t new wa that the man Coppoc had been tried too, and 
found guilty. That wa hi brother Edwin, and the ruddy glare of the frre did 
n t paint out the deathly white of our poor Coppoc face. He did not peak, 
but a little while after he tealthily bru bed away a tear from one of hi 
heek~ and " igned in a half choked way. 

omeho n1y two brother .. Wat on and Oliver, had not been mentioned. 
It might ha,,e been a pre entiment - I don t know what it wa - I did not 
ha e the heart to a k about them. 28 After a few moment of ilence Tidd 
handed the ne,v paper to me. I began reading aloud for Coppoc benefit. I 
~ a\\' 1n , own 11ame in large letter omewhere near the middle of the page 
,ind I began on that. Before I wa. fully aware of what I wa doing I wa 
l1alf- a)' through a minute de cription of my~ elf. Then I dared not top. 

ini hing that paragraph ith the extravagant reward offered for my 
captur I tum d and read from the beginning the account of the fight -
he)\\' tl1e littl band had taken th to n and held it all day again t the tate · 
of irginia and af)'land. But when I came to read the well-known pa age 
of o , rn r \\' i • , pe h: .. ~ nd olon l a hington aid that he -

... s \\'tit on Bro,,,,1. born in 1 at Franklin .. Ohio,. ,va-- the fir..,.t on of John Brown· econd 
\\1ifc laf)'. He \\a · r11ortall}1 \\'Ounded in the fighting at Harpe~ FeIT)' ,1.,h1le CaIT}tng a flag 
of true~. Oli,, r Bro,vn. born in ""ranklin in 1 39. \\a Bro\.\-'n' ) 'Oungei.c t ~on. He\\'' killed 
duri11g the defen e of Lh engine-hou c at Harpe Ferry. \ at on body wa\ canied off to 
\\1inch ter s a cada,,er for medical :tudent . 
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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 fmn 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,29 was butchered when a prisoner, and how my brother Watson 
was shot while carrying a flag 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 in her domestic work until the reading was over, though, as she said, 
she had read it all before. The 4th of November is my birthday, and 
certainly that was the most memorable one of my life. 

We sat by the frre 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 I 
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 
deter1nined what names we should assume; mine was Edward Clark; Tidd's 
was Charles Plummer; Coppoc's was George Barclay. It was a bright, 
cheerful day, and we walked on by the road through a village, where I let 
Tidd go into a store and buy a pocket map. 30 Neither he nor Coppoc had 
been seen much about Harper's Ferry, so they were not described, as I 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 I am not mistaken, Saturday, and about sundown we came to 

29William 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 militiamen. His brother Dauphin 
was killed in the engine house. Their sister Isabella had married Watson Brown. 

30This is probably Huntingdon, Pennsylvania, the first town of any size after Chambersburg. 
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a private lane leading~ a we were told, from the public road up to Mr. 
\\'akefield . We thought be t to have Tidd go ahead to the hou e. He found 
Mr. Wakefield and l1il on loading wheat. He told the benevolent-faced old 
gentle111an that v.,1e had heard of him a a kind neighborly man, and that he 
and two friend "' would like to put up with him for the night. Thee and thy 
friend. ma)' co1ne ' aid the Quaker. But when we appeared with our guns, 
he l1eld up l1i~ hand~ in awe and told us we could not bring our guns into 
tl1j hou e. It may have been contrary to hi church rules, I don't know; but 
v..re argued the case a while and then hit upon the lucky compromise that we 
, hould take the load out of the gun . We had hardly got inside the house, 
ho ever~ Vlhen he tartled us by aying, in his calm way, that he knew who 
\\1ere were - we ·were from Harper' Ferry. We a5ked him how he knew 
that. He ~ aid we were o gaunt. He knew we were hunted like wild beasts, 
and that fact and our cau e were a short cut to hi heart. We found the house 
a nice cleanly one, and the two trim daughter who were the hou ekeepers 
(tl1e 1nother I tl1i11k wa dead) oon got u a splendid supper. While that was 
prepru·ing e Vlent out a11d helped load the wheat. After upper we talked 
long about Javery and the truggles and los e of our ·family in Kansas. He 
1nade u tay o,1er the next day - Sunday, if my impression is right - with 
l1i1n, but told u to keep our elves out of ight. He said that we had better 
travel for a while again only by night. He knew that we were hotly pursued . 

.. He ~tocked u. ,\,ith provi ~ion enough to last two or three days, and would 
take. 110 111one)' for then1 or our entertainment. He ho wed u our way on the 
po ket-rnap, ·- this one here open before me now. We were to go about 
fo11)' n1il '\ to a cou in of hi a Quaker living a mile out of a place called, I 
tl1i11k Half- 1oon. - 1 

\1 e parted \\1ith our good ho t on unday night and traveled on two or 
tl1ree 11.ight lo~1Jy a .. u~ual and a far a~ po ible from the highway. 
Ha,,i11g eaten all ot1r pro,1i. ion we took to apple and com again. Yenturi11g 
011c n1ore upo11 th r<)ad, our gun e ·cited o much \U. picion that we were 
for • d back i11to the \\1ood and hill . Making a de cent upon a hen-roo~t 
\\1e \\1 r prett)' 11earJ)1 betray d b) the quav..h.ing of our prey. Finally late 
011e night \\' e appr ached \.\'hat " 'e knev., to be the ,,i}lage indicated by 
\\'ak ft Id a b ing near hi cou in' \. . e had the good fortune to meet a 
111a11 ju t ot1t id · th little tO\.\' n and he showed u our \.\'ay to the Quaker .. 

1 \\,alked bold])' through th,e ,1illage out to the farn1-hou e, and arou ed 
tl1 inmate . I t1a,1e forgotten thi Quaker name I am ~orry to ay. We told 

1 Half on i a to\ n hip in Centre count)' a fe\ n1ile \\'e t of pre "'ent daj' State Colleg . 
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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 in; 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 force. And there we had it 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 

I 

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 com. 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 into 
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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,1nce tral relic. We ent it to him a king for ome things of our but we 
ne er got them. 

ell, our box wa hipped by tage and rail with Coppoc for Salem 
olumbia County Ohio. The next morning Coppoc very joyfully took the 

tage and arrived afely at hi old home among the friendly Quakers.32 

Th Quaker women were till more friendly at upper-time, and got up 
quite a "ympathy with trea on before we parted. The Quaker him elf yet 
per i ted in taking no money from u . Tidd and I tarted afoot with our 
carpet-bag the ame morning on which Coppoc took the tage. We kept 
,1 ay from railway and telegraph a much a po ible, traveling right 
through town and topping at farm-hou e , le t I hould be recognized by 
my deL cription. We till pretended to be wood-chopper , looking for work. 

each had a good navy revolver with cartridge , and were resolved not to 
b taken ali e. ThiL_ here now i the one I had. I carried it in Kan a . Our 
plan wa to go directly to my old friend at Townville.33 That too was 
about a~ L_ traight a way a any to A htabula County, Ohio, where my 
brother John wa . e went by daylight, averaging twenty-five mile a day 
although it rained or nowed mo t of the time. At Brookville I remember 
Tidd rote a letter and I mailed it to ome of hi people. It wa ome time 
after thi that father in Charle town jail heard of my afety and ent me 
mone and tl1at opera-gla there. 

Pas ing tl1rough Clarion and hippen ville we came after a while to 
Fran lin~ the pre\ent centre of the coal-oil region. We topped at a country 
ta,,em in the out kirt of the tov.1n. The oil bu ine wa ju t begun at that 
ti1nc. rc>m Franklin \\1e went up ugar Creek to Randolph where we tayed 
a da , or .. o \\1ith old r. Gilbert. who helped my father build hi fir t 
lannery in Ricl1n1ond Penn yl ania. One afte111oon we walked over to 
To\\1n,1ille. and into the . tore of Mr. George B. Delamater the old friend I 
ha e told )' u of. Mr. Delamater wa not in but hi partner, Mr. Orange 

obi n0\\' of 1i Penn ) 1,1ania whom I had never een before, took me 
a ide and told 1n \\1ho I , a , recognizing me fron1 the de cription he had 

11. H \\1l11,p r d t o n1e that I might feel perfectly afe· and when 

- Bar la)' opp , ent "' traight to lo,,.ra" \\'here the Go,1emor granted him protcctio11 de pitc 
the dcn1and, of Go\1emor Letcher of \ lirginia to ha,,e him returned to Charle tO\\'n for trial. 
In 1 60 l1e rc:tumcd to Kan n to a i:t in running off la\1e .. . In I 61 he joined the Third 
Kan as Infant!)' but v.1as killed ,,1ht:n hi train fell fron1 a bridge o,1er the Plattte Ri\1er 
undennint:::d b)' _,._lnfederate parti an". 

Tt1eir route la}1 through Phillip .. burg. DuBoi . Broclk ille. and Clarion to Franklin in 
cnango ounl)'. 
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Delamater came in 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 is strange that the poor fellow should 
have lived through so much, to die with fever at last in the war of the 
Rebellion. 34 I 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 Oil Creek, and fmally to Ashtabula County, Ohio, 
for none of us for months dared stay very long in one place. 

On the 4th of July, 1860, the frrst 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 oil regions, - came together at North Elba, New York. 
Through the instrumentality of Miss Kate Field, and the liberality of herself 
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 is 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, married 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 
is, if we hadn't been murdered in Kansas, and shot and hanged in Virginia. 

Major Sources 
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34Tidd 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. 
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Editor's Notes 

The annL1al picnic wa held on Wedne day, 5 Augu t, at Leeland, the 
ho·m of r. and r . Woodbury Carter, on the edge of Shepherd town. 
The affair wa the 22nd coordinated and managed by Capt. John B. Schley. 
Thi.. ear' e ent will be the la t one that Capt. Schley will head a he ha 
earned a de erved retirement. Capt. Schley and hi lovely wife Jean who 
ha e faithful( undertaken thi burden for over two decade de erve the 
gratitud of the ociety' member hip. Becau e of Capt. Schley organi­
zati nal abilitie and hi . killful motivation of member , the picnic alway 
app ar l pontane u in their unqualified ucce . Society officer have long 
realized that thi accompli hment ha ari en from Capt. Schley' great 
ffort and attention. 

Tl1 ociet appreciate the courte y and ho pitality of Woodbury and 
Patricia art r in welcoming the group to Leeland. In hi remark Mr. 

arter re ie\ ed the pro enance of the everal tructure that have 
ornpo d L eland the genealogy of Edmund Jenning Lee family and 

allied familie ~ and mo t of the public activitie of Leeland re ident over 
tim . Th econd Edmund Jenning Lee (b. 1797) fir t married Eliza 

heph rd and in 1 31 built the original two tructure a Leeland a four­
ro n1 law office and a frame pillared man ion on the ite of the pre ent 
t ne ottage. Dep ndencie were al o con tructed. In April 1856, a fire 

d ~ troyed th fram man~ ion. In I 65 another Leeland wa built adjoining 
tl1 law offic ith brick from Bedford. In 1919 the tone cottage wa 
con tructed on the it of the original man ion. In 1930 a new wing wa 
add d to th ne\ main hou . Edmund Jenning Lee' .. econd wife in 1836 
\\1a H nrietta Bedinger daughter of Daniel. Lee had five children by hi 
fir t \\1ifc \ h died in 1 33 and fi e by hi econd. 

o~t o i t)' m mb r are aware of the death of Lynne Kerwin Byron 
\\1ho 'A'a th oci t)1~ re rding ecretary. The board officer , and many 
m n1b r fondl)' eel brate her life and ren1ember her contribution to the 
group. The B)1 r n famil kindl named the ociety a a di cretionary 
rt: ipi :1nt c)f. m moria) .. and e,1eral indi\1idual and familie have made uch 
g_, ..... tur . Th i ty i L ind bted to memb r of the Byron famil)' and their 
fri nd for th ir thoughtfulne . 

8)1 th tim tl1at m mb r r i,1 thi i~ u of the agazine~ the)' will 
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have learned about another milestone in 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 ter1ninated 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 is Burials in 
Jefferson County, West Virginia, 1979-1997: Supplemental to Tombstone 
Inscriptions to 1980. Present and future researchers should fmd the volume 
quite useful. 
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