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CHAPTER I 
Forest Warfare 

 
 

HE sight of the fresh scalp dangling 
from the belt of one of his wilderness 
trail companions filled Allan Hopkins 

with disgust. He was a rifle maker from the 
famed Lancaster County of Pennsylvania, and 
had served his apprenticeship under gruff, 
exacting George Bauer who insisted every 
weapon turned out of his shop should be able 
to center a half-ounce lead ball in a two-inch 
circle at a hundred yards. Now, since General 
Anthony Wayne’s treaty made in 1795 with 

the Indians of the Northwest Territory, Allan 
Hopkins was moving westward to the new 
frontier, his gunsmithing tools bundled on a 
hired pack horse. 
 Making no attempt at concealing his 
displeasure, he shifted his long-barreled 
flintlock rifle to the hollow of his left arm and 
met his companion’s leering grin with a stern, 
gray-eyed stare. 
 “That was murder, Jep, and you know 
it. Unprovoked killings like this are what stir 
up the Indians to attack innocent and 
defenseless settlers out of revenge.” 
 His companion, Jep Riney, loose-
jointed, coonskin-capped woodsman, with a 
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terrific capacity for raw whiskey, yet utterly 
tireless on the wilderness trail, returned 
Hopkins’ stare in beady-eyed resentment. 
 “Murder’s a hard word in these parts, 
brother,” Riney replied, slowly passing the 
back of a blood-smeared hand across the 
corner of his mouth to wipe away a drool of 
tobacco juice. “Bein’ as how you’re a stranger 
to the ways of these treacherous varmints, I’m 
overlookin’ it this time.” 
 
JEP RINEY turned his back on Hopkins and 
joined the two trail packers of his freight outfit 
who were hacking off strips of dried venison 
with their belt knives and chewing away in 
amused silence. 
 “This’n makes number ten fer this 
year, boys,” drawled Jep, draping his freshly 
taken scalp over the withers of one of his 
tethered pack horses before wiping his stained 
knife on his thigh and cutting a piece of dried 
venison for himself. 
 “Only nine,” argued one of his 
companions. 
 “Reckon I can count,” growled Jep. 
“Which is more’n you kin do, Luke.” 
 The man addressed as Luke unfastened 
a buckskin bag from one of the packs and 
dumped out a tangle of dried scalps. He laid 
them out on a log, counted them silently by 
touching each with a bony finger. He shook 
his head. 
 “Mebbe I’m wrong, Jep, but it looks 
like eight here. And with that’n you got—” 
 “Tad, you count ’em,” ordered Jep, 
with a self-satisfied yawn. “You got more 
larnin’ nor Luke.” 
 “She ciphers up to nine fer me, Jep,” 
said Luke, slowly apologetic. “Lookee—ten’s 
a even number, ain’t it? Well, you can’t make 
up piles of two, ’thout’n leaving that new one 
to carry. Stands to reason—” 
 Jep Riney suddenly straightened up. A 
new purpose gleamed in his eye. 
 “Boys, you’re right,” he drawled. “I 

done made a wager I’d lift ten scalps afore this 
trip was done. I’m agoin’ back fer it, directly.” 
 “Sho, you don’t lift a varmint’s hair 
like pickin’ blackberries!” said Luke. “Not 
even a rip-snortin’ servigous catamount like 
you, Jep.” 
 Jep laughed, spun his knife in the air 
and caught it deftly by the handle. 
 “I’m a reg’lar squirrel, boys, fer 
providin’ against my wants. I got me another 
redskin staked out under a beech tree, back 
yonder. I was fixin’ to let the wolves chaw on 
his live meat, but I reckon I gotta go back and 
put him outa his misery. ’Gin my principles, 
boys, to lift a pelt offen any live critter. That’s 
downright cruel!” 
 Jep was about to turn back up a small 
valley, from which he had just come bringing 
the scalp and a wild turkey, when Allan 
Hopkins’ powerful hand caught his elbow. 
 “Man, do you realize what you’re 
doing?” the rifle maker asked very sternly. 
 Jep looked over his questioner with 
pitying contempt. Then he leaned his long 
rifle against a tree and peeled off his fringed 
hunting shirt. Naked to the waist, he 
commenced tracing with a finger the intricate 
pattern of puckered scars on his body, 
explaining in a growl: 
 “See them what still looks red and 
raw? Well them is from the last time—when 
the Pinkeshaw squaws tortured me. And these 
here old ones is the marks the Delawares left 
on me. Five of us, they was, put to the torture. 
The others went stark, raving mad of pain 
afore they died. I got the worse because I 
wouldn’t die.” 
 Jep pulled on his shirt again, tightened 
his belt, and caught up his long rifle. “You 
Easterners,” he lashed out angrily with his 
tongue at Allan Hopkins, “holed up snug as 
bugs in a rug, won’t believe what these 
varmints will do to a white man jest fer the 
fun of it. You won’t—against the time it 
happens to you!” 
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ALLAN HOPKINS shook his head. “That’s 
over and done with, Jep. The Indians have 
given their word of peace to General Wayne, 
and the general has promised we whites won’t 
murder the Indians.” 
 Jep’s tobacco-stained lips peeled back 
from his teeth in a contemptuous snarl. 
“General Wayne ain’t makin’ no peace with 
the redskins fer me! Them bloodthirsty 
wretches owe me a hundred scalps fer the 
torturin’ they’ve done me. Now stand aside!” 
 “Wait!” The ease with which Hopkins’ 
sinewy fingers retained their grasp on the 
powerful backwoodsman’s arm drew a flicker 
of surprise from Jep. 
 “Why in tarnation all the pawin’ and 
jawin’ about one varmint scalp?” demanded 
Jep impatiently, though less patronizingly than 
before. “And jest a young buck at that,” he 
added, grumblingly. “Hardly ’nough hair to 
count half a scalp.” 
 “Listen, Jep,” said Hopkins, restraining 
his disgust. “We Easterners, as you call us, 
know something about Indian torture, too. My 
Father fought under General Wayne in that 
last Ohio campaign. He came home to die of a 
war arrow in his chest the surgeons couldn’t 
get out.” 
 “And his son stands there and tells me 
to love my red brother!” Jep burst out in a 
raucous laugh. “Sonny, you shore ain’t made 
offen the same strip of rawhide as your 
daddy!” 
 “Before my Father died,” went on 
Hopkins, ignoring the interruption, “he asked 
me to move West. He said this new country 
needed men who would deal fairly with the 
Indians—keep the treaties, bring peace instead 
of war when they visited their villages.” 
 Jep flung off his loosened hold with a 
contemptuous shrug. “That talk’s same as 
askin’ a man to pat every rattler on the head, 
’stead of stomping the life outa it. Not me, 
sonny. I’m a’scalpin’ every varmint on sight. 

Now stand aside.” 
 Allan Hopkins stepped back a pace 
and cocked his rifle, his eyes growing cold as 
they swept his three companions warningly. 
 “The man who takes the back trail 
shoots it out with me first,” he announced, 
deadly calm. 
 Jep’s two helpers, caught out of arm’s 
reach of their rifles for the moment, shifted 
uneasily on their log seat and looked at their 
leader. Jep turned slowly on Hopkins. The 
backwoodsman’s eyes narrowed to pin points. 
He licked his lips with slow deliberation. 
 “Sonny,” he finally said with elaborate 
emphasis on each word, “you’re athrowin’ the 
fight down to a man who ain’t never took back 
water.” 
 “You’re a brave man, Jep,” replied 
Hopkins, nodding significantly toward the 
scars under the backwoodsman’s hunting 
shirt. “No man who has lived through that 
could be a coward. But you’re not going back 
to kill that Indian boy!” 
 “Well, boys, what d’you say?” asked 
Jep, deliberately turning his back on Hopkins’ 
cocked weapons and facing his companions. 
“You’re the jury. Does Jep shoot it out with 
this here Pennsylvany cockerel, or does he let 
the little feller crow?” 
 “Well, Jep,” drawled Luke hesitantly, 
“killin’ a white man fer the fun of liftin’ a 
varmint’s hair sorta puts a long price on it—
and him a stranger in these parts, too. Not 
knowin’ ezzactly how to behave, a man might 
say.” 
 “If you plug him, Jep,” mused Tad, 
continuing the strain of argument, “folks back 
at Losantville what seen him start out with us 
is agoin’ to hold it agin us, shore.” Tad 
scuffed the leaf mat with a patched moccasin 
and grinned ruefully. “Bein’ as we ain’t got 
the best reputation in the first place, even the 
word of the three of us won’t make a case of 
self-defense stick with certain parties I could 
name.” 
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WITHOUT turning around to face Allan 
Hopkins again, Jep strode up to the pack horse 
that was loaded with Hopkins’ gunsmithing 
tools. Twice his belt knife flashed. The pack 
fell to the ground with a thud. 
 “We’re partin’ company,” Jep 
announced. 
 For a long moment Allan Hopkins 
stared after Jep and his companions marching 
off down the trail with their horses. He was 
half a fool, he told himself, to be put afoot in 
the wilderness and surrounded by roving 
bands of unfriendly, if not hostile, Indians—
all for defending the life of an Indian boy 
who, by this time, might already be dead. 
 He waited for Jep and his companions 
to turn the bend of the narrow trail, then set to 
work sorting out his pack. The heavier things, 
like his small anvil, vise, the heavier 
hammers, and the bars of steel he had brought 
along for making barrels and springs he 
stuffed up into a hollow sycamore tree. He 
pegged them in securely with wooden pins, 
carefully sweeping up the chips he made and 
scattering loose earth and leaves to conceal the 
hiding place. 
 Then with a smaller pack of forty 
pounds strapped on his broad shoulders, he 
took the trail up the valley where Jep had 
reported meeting the two Indians. An hour’s 
swift striding in his heavy cowhide, 
Pennsylvania-made boots, carried him down 
into a dark ravine and out onto the graveled 
shore of a deep, slow-moving stream. 
 As he parted the willows, he stifled a 
quick gasp of dismay and pity. There, staked 
out in the glaring sun, was the slim form of a 
young Indian. 
 Hopkins knelt down and cut the 
rawhide thongs binding the boy’s ankles and 
wrists to the stakes Jep Riney had driven deep 
into the sand. For a moment the boy remained 
motionless, his eyes glaring back at the white 
man in wolfish defiance. 

 “I don’t blame you,” said the 
Pennsylvanian, nodding his head. 
 The boy blinked to free his left eye of 
a clot of blood, but gave no other indication 
that he either heard or understood. Hopkins 
dipped water from the stream and washed a 
deep scalp wound on the boy’s head with a 
scrap of linen torn from his shirt sleeve. He 
offered him a drink. But the young Indian spat 
it back through parched lips into his rescuer’s 
face. 
 Disregarding that, the white man lifted 
the boy and carried him to the shade of a 
sycamore overhanging the stream. He propped 
the limp shoulders securely against the smooth 
trunk. He offered water again, but the boy spat 
it out once more. 
 “Now listen, Bub,” said Hopkins, 
smiling and trying to be friendly as possible, 
“I’m trying to help you.” He picked up a large 
fresh-water mussel shell and filled it brimful 
of sparkling water, laying it down within 
reach of the boy’s hand. Then he retreated. 
 Ten yards upstream, he came upon the 
second victim of Jep’s vengeance. A 
Wyandotte warrior slumped over the bows of 
a beached canoe—dead and scalped in the 
peaceful act of launching his small craft. 
Hopkins understood now the deep furrow in 
the boy’s scalp. Jep had aimed to kill them 
both with one shot. 
 A few strokes of his knife made a rude 
platform above the reach of prowling 
scavengers. He laid the body of the warrior on 
it and bound a blanket he found in the canoe 
tightly around the body. He went back to the 
sycamore, intending to make the boy as 
comfortable as possible before going back to 
bring the rest of his gunsmithing tools to the 
canoe. He felt certain that the direction of the 
stream would take him close to Galesburg, the 
small trading post where he intended setting 
up in business as a frontier gunsmith. 
 When he reached the tree, the boy was 
still there. The water in the mussel shell 
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remained untouched, but in those dark, fever-
bright eyes there was a gleam of masked 
triumph. 
 Hopkins leaned his rifle against the 
tree, cautious to keep it out of reach of his 
unrelenting patient, and lifted water to the 
boy’s lips. The boy spat it out again, but this 
time with a guttural snarl of defiance. 
 “I’m trying to help you,” said the rifle 
maker, growing short of patience. “If you 
won’t take my ship decently, you’ll take it, 
anyhow. I can’t leave you here; so I am taking 
you in the canoe with me!” 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
More Captives 

 
 
AFTER a feeble resistance, the boy relaxed in 
Hopkins’ arms and was carried to the canoe. 
The white man returned for his rifle, deciding 
to hurry down to the nearest settlement with 
his patient and to return later for his cached 
gunsmithing tools. 
 At the sycamore tree, he reached 
around to the other side for his rifle. His hand 
groped through thin air. A cold chill flooded 
his spine. He moved around the tree, to stare 
at the place where his rifle had stood not two 
short minutes before. 
 A twig snapped. Hopkins leaped back, 
his right hand flashing to his belt knife. But it 
was too late. A dozen powerful arms wrapped 
themselves around his throat, his body, his 
knees, and his legs. He went down with a 
surprised grunt. 
 In another moment, he was bound—
the prisoner of a band of scowling 
Wyandottes. The thongs bit deep into the flesh 
of his wrists, but he stifled all show of pain. 
 “Why do the brave Wyandottes take 
up the war trail against their white brother?” 
he demanded. “Have they two tongues, that 
they promise peace with the White Father with 

one and bay like wolves on the hunt with the 
other?” 
 “The white man squeals like a calf,” 
jeered a huge warrior striding up and facing 
the captive. Obviously the chief of the band, 
the warrior stared straight into Hopkins’ 
unflinching eyes. He swept a majestic gesture 
toward the east. “When a white man kills a 
white man in the valleys of many smokes, he 
dies. Is that making war?” 
 “No. The murderer is tried by a jury 
and put to death. That is justice,” replied 
Hopkins. “But white men do not hang their 
brothers who help the sick and wounded. Go 
ask the boy what I did for him.” 
 “Hold your tongue. You will be heard 
at the council fires,” commanded the chief, 
turning away and stalking off into the willow 
thicket. 
 The needle-like point of a hunting 
knife prodding Hopkins in the back was all the 
hint he needed to set him off at a fast walk at 
the heels of the disdainful warrior. He learned 
later the brave was Crooked Feather, chief of 
one of the fiercest war parties of all the 
Wyandottes. 
 
ESCAPE was unthinkable. A brave padded 
silently along on either side of their prisoner. 
At least three were in front, and how many 
were behind the captive dare not turn his head 
to find out. At each slightest movement on his 
part that deviated from the direct trail ahead 
that sharp knife-point at his back pricked him 
with a grim warning. 
 His situation was all the more 
tantalizing, because he was still carrying his 
pack of tools on his back. In that pack was a 
pair of double-barreled pistols—fine, rifled 
weapons which Henry Derringer, their maker, 
had commissioned him to deliver to their 
purchaser in Galesburg. 
 But Allan Hopkins’ arms were 
securely bound behind him, and those pistols, 
for all the help they could be to him, might 
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just as well have been back in the hollow 
sycamore tree where his heavier tools were 
cached. He even imagined he could feel the 
sharp flints clamped in the pistol cocks 
digging through the pack into his sweating 
shoulder blades. 
 No rest was taken during the first hour. 
The warriors kept up a smoothly swinging 
pace, almost like a gliding trot, that forced 
him to stretch his long legs to the utmost. 
When he stumbled for lack of the use of his 
arms to balance himself, a warrior on his right 
or left would jab him with a musket butt. No 
light pushes those blows, but solid bone-
jarring smashes that battered his ribs till every 
breath was one long stabbing pain. 
 Apparently the trail the Wyandottes 
were taking was a short-cut across a sweeping 
bend in the river. A few minutes after the hour 
had passed the glint of the river broke through 
the trees ahead. Then came a halt on the river 
bank where six large canoes were beached. 
 Allan Hopkins drew a sigh of relief. 
The carcasses of deer and wild turkeys in the 
canoes indicated that he had been captured by 
a hunting party. After all, he argued with 
himself, the Wyandottes were officially at 
peace with their white neighbors. As soon as 
he was brought to the council fires he would 
be able to explain through an interpreter that 
he was innocent of the killing of which he 
seemed to be accused. At the same time, he 
did not deceive himself over the likelihood 
that he would be stripped of all his property 
before he was freed. 
 The Wyandottes, however, were in no 
haste to push off in their canoes. They built 
small cooking fires, roasting choice morsels of 
venison and wild turkey but offering their 
captive none as they crammed the half-
scorched flesh into their own mouths. An 
hour—two hours—went by. Then a solitary 
canoe appeared around the bend downstream. 
 The paddlers worked in a slow 
ritualistic rhythm, their faces being smeared 

with charcoal, chanting a death dirge. It was 
the canoe bearing the body of the slain 
Wyandotte and the wounded boy warrior. As 
the canoe approached the gravel beach, the 
boy pushed himself to a sitting position and 
hurled a volley of invective at Allan Hopkins. 
 The warriors ashore took up the death 
dirge, quickly launching their canoes and 
following in the wake of the canoe carrying 
the body. Hopkins was prodded into the last 
canoe. A great stone was lashed to his feet—a 
significant warning that any attempt to capsize 
the craft was equivalent to signing his own 
death warrant. 
 Darkness closed in, and still the canoes 
breasted the slow current. The Great Dipper 
wheeled around the Pole Star a quarter-turn, 
indicating midnight without the slightest 
slackening in the rhythm of the paddles. The 
death chant went on, and on. 
 Then the stars paled, and through the 
curling mists rising from the river, the captive 
could see ahead a large Indian village. Soon a 
long wailing cry answered the chanting 
warriors in the canoes. Then the whole village 
came to life. Louder rose the answering chant 
from the shore, and mingled with it were the 
shrill imprecations of the squaws lining the 
bank and pointing excitedly to the last canoe 
which bore the prisoner. 
 With shoulders thrown back and his 
head held high, Allan Hopkins paced slowly 
behind his captors through the village. Squaws 
ran beside him spitting in his face and hacking 
at his clothes with small, evilly curved knives. 
The children pelted him with blunt arrows, 
laughing shrilly at each lucky shot. One lad of 
about fourteen raised his bow with a tiny flint-
tipped arrow on the string. It struck Hopkins 
in the fleshy part of the neck and stuck there, 
half the shaft protruding through the wound 
and the point buried in his pack. 
 The boy strutted ahead, fitting another 
arrow to his bow, gesticulating to his admiring 
companions as though promising a better shot 
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next time. But Crooked Feather, the war party 
chief, cuffed him aside. Another warrior broke 
the arrow shaft at the wound and yanked it 
unceremoniously from the prisoner’s neck. 
 All through the ordeal, blinded by the 
filth pelting him, the prisoner dared not show 
the slightest sign of emotion. At last, having 
been marched the full length of the village, he 
was hurled into a bark hut. The door creaked 
shut on him. But still the howling of the 
squaws outside continued. 
 
HOURS dragged by, and in the semi-darkness 
of the hut Hopkins could feel the wound in his 
neck grow fevered. His arms bound behind 
him had already grown so numb that only a 
dull ache remained where formerly they had 
pained him excruciatingly. 
 At last the door swung open. He 
looked up from his sitting position, hopeful 
that at least a drink of water would be offered 
to soothe his parched throat. 
 “Well, my young fellow,” came the 
astonishing salutation in the clean-cut speech 
of an educated Englishman, “you’ve certainly 
come to a pretty pass.” 
 For a long moment, Hopkins stared in 
amazement. The door had been left open, and 
standing in a broad beam of daylight stood a 
blond, handsomely erect man in the field 
regimentals of a British major. 
 Smiling ironically, the British officer 
bowed and said, “Major Jeffries of His 
Majesty’s Service, sir. May I beg the 
indulgence for asking your name?” 
 “It’s Allan Hopkins of Lancaster 
County, Pennsylvania,” replied Hopkins 
involuntarily. Then: “For God’s sake, get me a 
drink of water!” 
 “Sorry,” murmured Major Jeffries with 
another polite bow, “but I’m a guest here like 
yourself.” 
 “A prisoner, too?” asked Hopkins, 
amazed. 
 “Ah, not exactly that,” replied Major 

Jeffries. “Just a tolerated guest, one might 
say—a person hardly in position to order his 
hosts around like one would do one’s 
servants.” 
 Hopkins suddenly became tensely 
suspicious. 
 “What are you—a British officer—
doing in the territory of the United States?” he 
demanded. 
 “Ah!” sighed Major Jeffries. “I must 
dispute the accuracy of your statement, sir. 
His Majesty does not recognize the claims of 
his rebel colonies over this beautiful country 
and his copper-colored subjects.” The major 
shrugged amiably. “Other than that, I’m here 
for certain reasons which I don’t care to 
explain. And as I remarked a moment ago, 
you’re in a devil of a spot, my young friend. 
With a more reasonable attitude on your part, 
a situation I may be in position to—ah, 
ameliorate, even mend, I daresay!” 
 With another polite bow, Major 
Jeffries withdrew, the door creaking shut 
behind him before Allan Hopkins could 
collect his wits. Fatigued, red-eyed from lack 
of sleep, stupefied by the fever of his wound 
and his thirst, Hopkins leaned back against the 
center post of his prison and drifted into 
unconsciousness. 
 He was awakened, hours later, by an 
old squaw slapping his face. She was a 
weazened, hideous old hag—toothless and 
smelling atrociously of rancid fat with which 
her scant gray hair was plastered to her bony 
red skull. 
 He drew back in revulsion; but a 
skinny claw caught the nape of his neck and 
jerked his head forward. 
 “Fool!” she hissed in his ear. “I’m 
offering you water. Drink!” Then she burst 
into loud abuse in the Wyandotte tongue, 
beating the post above his head with a stick 
while the other hand held a gourd of water to 
his lips. 
 He swilled the water in large gulps to 
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the last drop; then leaned back to get a better 
look at his benefactress. 
 “Who are you that speaks English?” he 
asked. 
 He got a resounding slap across the 
mouth for a reply. The old squaw scrambled 
up from her knees and backed out of the 
lodge, screaming imprecations in Wyandotte. 
 
A HOARSE chuckle followed the creaking of 
the lodge door. From over in a dark corner 
came the sardonic drawl of Jep Riney. 
 “That was Renegade Annie, Mr. Allan 
Hopkins of Lancaster County, Pennsylvany!” 
 “Jep!” gasped Hopkins. “What—
how—Is that really you?” 
 “And trussed like a pig for market 
day,” came Jep’s reply. “And around some 
place is Luke and Tad—Speak up, boys, an’ 
ax our old friend howdy!” 
 Hopkins waited for his reeling senses 
to regain something of their poise before 
asking, “Were you here when Major Jeffries 
was talking to me?” 
 “Was Jeffries here?” Jep asked, all 
bravado gone from his voice. “A tall, 
handsome devil with a knife scar across his 
chin?” 
 “Yes! I remember—a knife scar. Yes, I 
wasn’t dreaming,” muttered Allan Hopkins. 
 “I give him that little remembrance!” 
chuckled Jep. “Two year gone. Over in 
Canada, it war. Time I was took up fer 
peddlin’ whiskey to my customers. Real 
profit, sonny—fetchin’ in whiskey in a leetle 
keg, and paddlin’ like hell back across the 
river with a canoe load of prime beaver!” 
 
 

CHAPTER III 
Council Fire 

 
 
JEP RINEY lapsed into silence, and Hopkins 
rested as best he could against the center post 

of the lodge. Left alone with his thoughts, he 
suddenly realized that his pack had been taken 
from him along with his heavy cowhide boots. 
They were the worse loss, for they had 
protected his ankles from the buckskin thongs 
that were now binding them so tightly his feet 
were tingling painfully. 
 “You was askin’ about Renegade 
Annie a while back,” came Jep’s drawl from 
the gloom of the far corner. “Guess you 
noticed she was a white woman.” 
 “That old scarecrow white?” said 
Hopkins incredulously. 
 “Yep. White and purty as a spotted 
pup, she was once,” insisted Jep solemnly. 
“She was shipped over from England as a 
bond servant. Some ornery old widower and a 
passel of his sons brought her up-country in 
New York.” Jep paused to cluck his tongue in 
the first sign of sympathy Hopkins had ever 
heard or seen him display for a fellow 
creature. “Used her frightful, I guess. 
Anyways, she strangled her brat and run off to 
the Injuns. Drifted from one tribe to yonder, 
till she fetched up out here with the 
Wyandottes. Married and raised one son.” 
 “A son?” mused Hopkins, touched 
with pity. 
 “Yep,” drawled Jep Riney. “The brave 
I shot was Renegade Annie’s son. The 
younker I staked out for the wolves was her 
grandson. D’you wonder now at the ruckus 
the squaws are raisin’ since we showed up?” 
 Allan Hopkins went cold to the pit of 
his stomach at the blunt, matter-of-factness 
with which the news was announced. For a 
moment the prison lodge was silent, save for 
the drunken snores of Luke and Tad. 
 “Them two’s still dead to the world,” 
sighed Jep enviously, utterly without malice, 
“They was spliced to the craw on my trade 
whiskey when the red devils jumped us. Yep, 
shore is goin’ to be a big laugh amongst my 
friends when I gets back and tries to explain 
these doin’s.” 
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 Hopkins’ chin came up with a jerk. 
“Then there’s hope?” 
 “When a man’s dead, he’s dead,” 
remarked Jep philosophically. “But untilst he 
gits into that fix, he ain’t.” 
 “Maybe”—Hopkins’ words sounded 
empty of hope, even to himself—“maybe 
Renegade Annie—she’s white—maybe she 
would—” 
 “Renegade Annie is the blood-
thirstiest squaw west of the Alleghanies,” 
broke in Jep shortly. “It was her that taught 
’em the torture of the little knives. But you’d 
best not know about that, though, sonny. A 
man wants to die quick after these Wyandotte 
women git in their work on him.” 
 Jep relapsed into a stony silence. 
Hopkins stared at the thin crack of daylight of 
the lodge door, and tried to keep his mind 
from thinking further of the horror of the little 
knives. A little later, Jep’s hoarse snoring 
reverberated through the lodge. 
 
THE crack of daylight faded to gray, then to 
utter blackness. Outside the lodge the 
whispering scuff of moccasined feet passed to 
and fro. Some unusual activity was afoot. To 
Hopkins’ sharpened senses it portended the 
gathering of fuel for fires. 
 Then the door swung open. A birch-
bark torch flared close to his eyes. He was 
jerked to his feet, his ankle bonds cut, and 
with his three companions he was led to the 
council lodge. 
 “We’ll know sooner’n I counted on,” 
muttered Jep, glancing over the assembled 
warriors without moving his head. “That old 
buzzard with the silver medal on is Chief 
Beaver. Them other two is sorta his captains. 
Yep, a big powwow is on, and we ain’t the 
only thing they’re talkin’ about either.” 
 “Do you understand Wyandotte?” 
Hopkins asked through tight lips. 
 “Every lick bein’ said,” advised Jep. 
“Now Major Jeffries is agoin’ to palaver. 

Stand quiet, and I’ll tell you the gist of it.” 
 The tall British officer, with the 
council firelight playing on his dress 
regimentals, stalked to the center of the lodge 
and waited in dignified silence for the buzz of 
talk to die out. 
 He spoke slowly in a rich, musical 
voice, using only the most restrained gestures. 
 “He’s shore layin’ it on thick,” Jep 
whispered from the side of his mouth in 
Hopkins’ ear. “Old Boscombe Tiltbury, 
runnin’ fer Continental Congress back home, 
can’t hold a candle to him. He’s promisin’—
against the Wyandottes join up with the 
Redcoats to drive the Yankee Doodles outa 
the Northwest Territory—well he’s promisin’ 
a fat deer hangin’ in every teepee, and a 
double price fer beaver pelts.” 
 “The dirty spy!” snarled Hopkins 
almost aloud. 
 Jep bumped him warningly. “Keep 
your tongue back of your teeth, sonny— 
Umn! He’s sayin’ now all the tribes are 
pledged to the Redcoats, ’cept the 
Wyandottes. The Shawnees, Delawares, 
Kickapoos, Sac-Foxes—the whole kit and 
b’ilin’ of ‘em are ready to dig up the war 
hatchet any time the great and powerful 
Wyandottes line up.” 
 “He’s preaching massacre of innocent 
women and children,” Hopkins almost sobbed 
in impotent rage. “God, if I only had my rifle 
for just one second!” 
 “Who’s talkin’ murder and killin’ 
now?” asked Jep dryly. “That’s a different 
tune than you was singin’ back on the trail.” 
 Hopkins shrugged, but kept his 
burning eyes fastened on Major Jeffries until 
the British officer had ended his harangue by 
presenting an ornate belt of wampum to Chief 
Beaver. 
 “The old boy is sayin’ the 
Wyandottes’ll take three sleeps before they 
answer,” whispered Jep. “Foxy—he don’t like 
the size of the present. Figures to git double 
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by waitin’ and keepin’ the major on a spike.” 
 
A LULL came after the old chief had 
announced his decision. Then an undertone of 
discussion arose, during which a young 
warrior stepped out and began a singsong 
harangue, to which no one seemed to pay the 
slightest attention. 
 “He’s jest practisin’,” explained Jep. 
“Between big talk at the council fires, the 
young bucks git to spout—like a young lawyer 
at a runaway slave trial.” 
 Evidently Major Jeffries was aware of 
the custom, too, for he strolled over and came 
to a stop before Jep Riney. There was a touch 
of cold humor in the manner in which he 
fingered the long knife scar on his chin. 
 “Plumb surprised to see you around, 
Major,” drawled Jep. 
 “I fancy you are,” agreed Major 
Jeffries calmly. “And, returning the 
compliment, I’ll be utterly dashed if I see you 
around this time tomorrow. This is a worse 
mess you’re in now, Riney, than running 
contraband and shaving a King’s officer 
without his consent.” 
 A bland smirk passed across Jep’s lips. 
He tilted his head toward Hopkins, his manner 
once more taciturn. 
 “I’ll take mine straight whatever’s 
comin” to me, Major. But I’d like powerful 
well if you’d put in a word with these red 
devils for the younker here. I killed Renegade 
Annie’s son and staked out her grandson. He 
didn’t have a thing to do with it. That’s on my 
word as man to man.” 
 Major Jeffries smiled in Hopkins’ 
direction. “I have already extended to Mr. 
Hopkins my feeble services.” He spread his 
well-kept hands in a slight gesture and 
dropped them to his sides. “Of course you 
understand I have no influence here except as 
an officer on His Majesty’s service. In that 
capacity I must receive in exchange something 
of equal value for my King. Let us say—

information regarding the strength of the 
various garrisons throughout what you call, 
quite incorrectly, I assure you, the Northwest 
Territory.” 
 “Supposin’ you ask me them 
questions?” suggested Jep with a grim twinkle 
in his eye. “Ain’t much about nothin’ I don’t 
know. Fightin’ and fightin’ men’s my special 
dish, Major.” 
 Major Jeffries blinked coldly. “Sorry, 
Riney, but I happen to know you’d lie like the 
devil’s own cousin about such matters—even 
with a knife halfway down your dirty throat.” 
 “And you’re a filthy spy!” Allan 
Hopkins flung out angrily. 
 “Tut!” murmured the Major, glancing 
significantly at the gold braid on the sleeve of 
his uniform. “Does a spy wear his 
regimentals? No, my impetuous young man, a 
spy does not. A spy does his foul business in 
vermin-ridden clothes such as your estimable 
friend wears by choice. An officer and a 
gentleman serves his King openly—a fair 
target on any field at any range. Let your 
Continentals capture me, and what can they do 
about it, pray inform me? Nothing but escort 
me to the Canadian border and tell me to stay 
home and mind my own business! Remember 
there is no war declared between England and 
your precious United States—yet.” 
 “Major,” drawled Jep. “If I come out 
of this scrape, I’ll follow you clean to London, 
a-whettin’ my scalp knife on my moccasin all 
the way.” 
 “If!” murmured the major, backing 
away. “Ah, what empires have stumbled to 
ruin over that tiny word! Farewell, 
gentlemen.” 
 “You addled idiot!” Jep snarled in 
Hopkins’ ear when the major was out of 
hearing. “You coulda bought your way scot 
free with a looser tongue.” 
 Allan Hopkins flushed, till the partially 
closed arrow wound in his neck throbbed. 
“You refused to buy your life with the blood 
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of innocent women and children of the 
settlements. Why do you expect it of me?” 
 “I’m an old man,” grumbled Jep, 
avoiding the other’s eyes. “Nigh onto forty, I 
reckon. Been hacked and clawed till I ain’t 
fittin’ fer decent burial. You, now—well, your 
whole life is beckonin’ to you, like a purty 
maid fer her lover.” 
  
ALLAN HOPKINS set his jaw, resolved to 
hide even from Jep the cold fear tearing at his 
heart. It was as though the last feeble candle 
of hope had flickered and died, and his naked 
soul was exposed to the black, freezing 
darkness of despair. 
 He was attempting to form a last word 
of encouragement with his rigid lips, when he 
was thrust forward with his three companions 
to the center of the council circle. 
 “Tad and Luke are still too drunk to 
care,” whispered Jep. 
 Somehow that was heartening to 
Hopkins. A slow smile twisted his mouth 
while his eyes wheeled to the Indian boy 
whom he had freed. The boy, showing little or 
no signs of his ordeal, strutted proudly 
forward and began a harangue to Chief Beaver 
and the assembled council of warriors. With 
eyes blazing their implacable hatred, he 
pointed first to Luke, then to Tad, and finally 
to Hopkins. 
 “He’s sayin’,” translated Jep, “how he 
was follerin’ a deer up the dry valley— Seen 
you three breakin’ camp— Run fast back to 
the river to warn his father.” 
 Just then the boy leaped at Jep and 
struck him a blow in the face. He turned back, 
voice raised to a wild yell, as he continued his 
hate-filled story. 
 “Yep, that’s right,” mused Jep, grimly 
nodding his head. “Had ’em both lined up on 
my sights, but the younker bobbed his head. 
Young ’un’sll do it every time; even a half 
grown squirrel.” A dry cackle burst from his 
lips. “Reckon I shot into a wasp nest that 

time!” 
 The old squaw, Renegade Annie, 
followed her grandson. Back and forth she 
paced like an old she-panther robbed of her 
whelps. There was something hypnotic in the 
slow swaying of her head and in the rhythmic 
chant she mumbled in her harsh, cackling 
voice. 
 With a sharp, barking cry she stamped 
her moccasined foot and broke into a wilder 
clatter of words. She spoke too rapidly for Jep 
to interpret any of it to his fellow prisoner. 
 As suddenly as she began, Renegade 
Annie snatched a brand from the council fire 
and leaped on Jep Riney. There was a hiss of 
hot coals burning human flesh—flesh that 
remained as immovable as graven stone. Next 
the brand seared the neck of Tad—then Luke. 
She flung the brand back on the fire and 
advanced toward Allan Hopkins. 
 
 

CHAPTER IV 
From the Frying Pan— 

 
 
HOPKINS saw the gleam of a small knife 
blade in the red firelight. It swept down his 
shirt. A grimy claw ripped it away, and he 
stood naked to the waist. A tremendous shout 
went up from the warriors. 
 “What does it mean, Jep?” he heard 
himself asking. 
 “They voted,” replied Jep Riney. “The 
three of us go to the stake.” His eyes sought 
Hopkins’, and from somewhere inside the soul 
of the crude backwoodsman came an 
unspoken message. 
 The young man’s eyes flickered, but 
he prevented them by sheer force from turning 
away. 
 “And the squaws get me, for the 
torture of the little knives,” he said in a 
strangely calm voice.  “Don’t worry, Jep. I’ll 
not disgrace you three by playing the craven. 
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On my soul I promise it!” 
 “Jest remember you’re a white man,” 
said Jep, speaking slowly. He leaned closer, 
until his words were barely a whisper. “When 
you’ve taken all a mortal can stand, sonny, 
just say this to the nearest squaw— Po-ko-
watchie—Cum-tah! No squaw can take that 
from a man without burying her knife in his 
heart. I learned it from a Pinkeshaw brave 
these Wyandotte women was torturing. He 
died quick and comfortable.” Hopkins just had 
time for “Thanks, Jep,” before he was dragged 
away from the council house. But this time he 
was not returned to the bark lodge with Jep 
and Luke and Tad. He was turned over to the 
squaws, who scratched and kicked at him, 
pummeling him with sticks and their clenched 
fists and screaming imprecations at him as he 
was thrust into a smaller hut at the far end of 
the village. 
 Two heavy posts had been sunk into 
the ground. To them the young 
Pennsylvanian’s wrists and ankles were bound 
with thongs Renegade Annie took from her 
belt. Spread-eagled in the upright position, 
Allan Hopkins stared back his contemptuous 
defiance when the old crone thrust her leering 
face close to his. 
 “You are young, and warm blood runs 
in your veins,” she gloated in a thin cackle. 
Nails, sharp as panther claws, pinched the 
flesh of his wrists above the thongs. “No 
feeling, eh? Well, my young bird, we must 
mend that!” 
 
AT a sharp command from Renegade Annie, a 
gourd was passed to her by a younger squaw. 
She poured some of its contents into a cupped 
hand and smeared it over his arms and legs 
and body. 
 Like a wave of liquid fire the 
concoction seared his skin. Excruciating pain 
shot to his numbed hands and feet, and it was 
only by biting his tongue that Hopkins could 
stifle a cry of anguish. 

 Hawklike, the beady eyes of Renegade 
Annie watched the flush of blood creeping to 
the white skin of her victim. When it reached 
the fingertips, she pinched them, chuckling 
her satisfaction as she strutted back and forth 
between the captive and the small fire burning 
in the lodge. 
 Suddenly she stopped and kicked off 
his cowhide boots which she had been 
wearing. At a sign from her, two young 
squaws released first one ankle and then the 
other from the thongs and slipped the boots on 
Hopkins’ feet. 
 “Now you are more modestly 
dressed,” cackled Renegade Annie. 
 Indifferent to the tightening of the 
thongs around the calves of his legs just above 
his boot tops, Hopkins hurled the full scorn of 
his eyes at his tormentors. 
 “Look!” mocked Renegade Annie, 
offering him a drink of water from a large 
mussel shell. “Drink all you want. It will soon 
be running out the holes made by the little 
knives.” 
 He kept his lips clamped shut while 
she spilled the water over his chin and down 
his naked chest. 
 “You were once a white woman—for 
shame!” he flung at her. 
 Renegade Annie struck her withered 
breast with a claw-like fist. “And white men 
made me this!” she hissed back. 
 The other squaws circled them, 
chanting a single short phrase as they filed out 
through the narrow entrance of the lodge. 
Only Renegade Annie remained. She squatted 
to the ground and added a handful of small 
sticks to the fire, her grotesque shadow 
looming large on the wall of thin bark. 
 “They called you Eagle Heart,” she 
muttered in an undertone. “They have gone 
now to sharpen their little knives. They are 
promising themselves great game with their 
new pet.” 
 The searing pain of the ointment on his 
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body was subsiding rapidly. Hopkins could 
feel sensation returning to his fingertips. His 
single guardian went on poking at the fire and 
chanting a low whining chant. 
 “I am telling them outside of the death 
of my son at the hands of the white men,” she 
explained between pauses in her chant. “I am 
telling the Great Spirit that three servants are 
coming to carry my son’s game in the Happy 
Hunting Ground.” 
 “Four, you mean,” corrected Hopkins 
sardonically. 
 “I said three,” retorted Renegade 
Annie, suddenly springing to her feet. She 
pressed her face close to his, her words barely 
audible above the excited chatter of the 
squaws outside, busy at whetting their little 
knives. “Your thongs are rotten. You are 
wearing the boots with which I made a track 
two miles up the river to the fort.” 
 The old woman’s breath was coming 
in short gasps now. “You must wrench free 
when the first squaw comes with her knife. 
Dash out through the back wall— To the river, 
downstream. A canoe is tied there— 
Remember—when the first squaw comes in. 
She is fat. Kick her in the belly for me. She 
wants my grandson, the lazy hussy!” 
 
HIS senses reeling, the man could only 
stammer: “Why do you do this?” 
 “Hush, fool, they will hear us talking,” 
she whispered back. “You offered my 
grandson water. I am going.” 
 Alone, Allan Hopkins braced his right 
knee against the post and pressed with all his 
strength. The rotten thongs snapped silently. 
He broke those on his left leg; then wrenched 
both hands free. 
There was a shrill cry from the fat squaw just 
then creeping in through the doorway. 
Hopkins whirled and dived headlong through 
the fragile bark wall at the rear of the lodge, 
crashing through the underbrush in a wide 
circle upstream. 

 He had not run a dozen steps before 
the whole village was in an uproar. The alarm 
was in full cry. He doubled back over his trail 
and slid down the river bank—groping in the 
darkness for the tethered canoe. 
He found it swinging free of the bank and 
leaped in, wrenching away the vine by which 
it was fastened. He sank his paddle deep. With 
the power of sheer desperation he drove the 
canoe downstream. 
 Meanwhile, on the bank behind him 
the confused cries of his pursuers suddenly 
took on a more certain note. Torches flared 
along the bank, and soon were bobbing up-
stream in the direction of the tracks Renegade 
Annie had made while wearing his boots. 
 All through the night he paddled, 
keeping the dim outline of the prow of his 
canoe centered on the star-lit stripe of black 
water marking the center of the channel. 
Dawn broke, and then he could see that his 
small pack was lying in the bottom of the 
canoe. With it lay the blanket of the dead son 
of Renegade Annie. 
 He paused only long enough to untie 
the pack and prime the two double-barreled 
pistols that had remained undisturbed in it. 
More of Renegade Annie’s strange planning, 
he realized—along with that fiery ointment 
with which she had bathed his numbed arms 
and legs. Otherwise, he could not have used 
his hands and arms to swing a paddle. 
 Even with the coming of broad 
daylight, he paddled on. His pistols gave him 
confidence. He was not defenseless, should 
the Wyandotte trailers find they had been 
tricked by a false track and follow him. 
 Toward nightfall, a gaunt figure, naked 
save for a pair of cowhide boots and the 
tattered remains of a pair of trousers, stumbled 
up to the stockade of Galesburg just as the 
gate was being swung shut. Too exhausted to 
know what was happening, Allan Hopkins 
heard, as though vaguely in the distance, the 
gruff voices of white men. Then he collapsed, 
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unconscious. 
 It was broad daylight when he awoke. 
The room was bare of furniture, and the only 
light entering was through a narrow rifle port 
in the wall. He flung back the deerskin cover 
and stood up, flexing his stiffened muscles 
and groaning softly. He walked to the heavy 
door and tried to open it. But it was securely 
barred on the outside. 
 Puzzled, he limped back to the crude 
cot and sat down, resting his head in his hands 
to clear it of the dizziness due to his sudden 
exertion. It was while he was in this attitude 
that his prison door groaned open on its 
wooden hinges. 
 The room began filling with stern-
jawed, leather-clad frontiersmen. Each man 
carried a long rifle. Some wore crudely 
shaped, crowned hats of tanned leather, while 
others wore coonskin caps with the tails 
dangling at the back of their necks. 
 Hopkins’ inquiring gaze flitted from 
man to man. He singled out a lean gray-
bearded man who seemed to have the habit of 
keeping himself neater than the rest. 
 “Is this the usual way of treating 
strangers?” he asked pointedly. 
 “Shut your gab, you Redcoat spy!” 
called out a man back in the crowd. “Jim 
Barlow’11 tell you soon enough why we’re 
here. Git at him, Jim.” 
 “You think I’m a spy?” asked 
Hopkins, turning to the graybeard just 
identified as Jim Barlow. 
 
APPARENTLY this man, with more than 
usual intelligence showing in his wide-set 
brown eyes, was the unofficial judge and 
spokesman of this frontier settlement. Hopkins 
waited for a reply while a crude table and 
chair were brought into the room. 
 “Ordah, in the couht!” commanded a 
thick-set backwoodsman, removing his cap. 
“Hats off, gen’lemen, while Jedge Barlow is 
seated!” 

 With the gravity of a robed and 
bewigged justice, Jim Barlow seated himself. 
Then Allan Hopkins’ pack of gunsmithing 
tools was laid on the table. 
 “Mr. Electius Mudge!” called the 
thick-set backwoodsman, apparently acting as 
sheriff. “Step fo’ward, suh!” 
 A pudgy little man in patched and 
tattered small clothes, with a battered three-
cornered hat clamped under his arm, elbowed 
his way out of the group ranged behind the 
judge, and bowed elaborately to Allan 
Hopkins. 
 “This is your defense counsel,” 
remarked Judge Barlow dryly, nodding from 
Hopkins to Electius Mudge. “He’s a bit 
strange in the head on the subject of surveying 
and ciphering, but otherwise a right reasonable 
man. Proceed, Mr. Mudge.” 
 Electius Mudge coughed discreetly 
behind his hat. “May it please the Court, but I 
take the liberty of reminding His Honor that I 
am the counsel for the defense. Not the 
prosecutor.” 
 “Correct, Electius!” exclaimed another 
man, elbowing forward. “That’s my job.” He 
whirled on Allan Hopkins, stabbing at him 
with a long finger. “What’s yore name?” he 
demanded. 
 “Allan Hopkins.” 
 “What be you doin’ in these parts?” 
 Hopkins’ eyes grew bright with 
resentment. “What business is it of yours? 
This is a free country. I can come and go as I 
please.” 
 “My young man,” remarked Jim 
Barlow from the judge’s bench, “I suggest you 
answer all questions, freely and frankly. You 
are being tried for your life.” 
 “I am being tried for my life?” Allan 
Hopkins stared from face to face, his jaw 
sagging. “Then this isn’t just your way of 
having fun with a greenhorn?” 
 Judge Barlow shook his head. “You 
are being tried for your life on two charges. 
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First, you deliberately betrayed three men of 
this settlement into the hands of savages—
namely, Jep Riney, a pack train freighter, and 
his two helpers, Luke McCabe and Tad Oaks. 
Second, you are a British spy who has been 
scattering his gold and flattery among the 
savage tribes, to incite them to take the 
warpath and massacre citizens of the United 
States—” 
 “’Ray fer Light Horse Harry!” yelled 
an ex-Revolutionary soldier in the group 
behind the judge. 
 “Silence in the couht!” demanded the 
sheriff ponderously. 
 Utterly amazed, Allan Hopkins stood 
mute. The whole situation appeared so 
preposterous to him that he was unable to 
believe he wasn’t still feverish and suffering 
from illusions. 
 “And now, Mr. Hopkins,” broke in 
Electius Mudge with a gallant bow to his 
client, “having heard the indictment against 
you, let me assure you of my—ah, 
professional belief in your innocence. My 
advice is that you answer all questions frankly 
and fully without fear. Truth is ever 
triumphant, sir! I shall clear you of these 
odious accusations as completely as I have 
already demonstrated the inaccuracy of the 
survey of Messrs. Mason and Dixon, in their 
attempt to establish a boundary line along—” 
 Blandly ignoring the impending 
oration of the counsel for the defense, the 
prosecutor repeated his last question: “What 
be you doin’ in these parts, Mr. Allan 
Hopkins? Speak up!” 
 
 

CHAPTER V 
The Moccasin Trail 

 
 
DUMFOUNDED, Hopkins shrugged his 
helpless submission. 
 “I am a journeyman gunsmith, late of 

Lancaster County, Pennsylvania.” He pointed 
to his pack of tools lying on the table. “My 
proof is there.” 
 “We’ll be lookin’ into yore poke a bit 
directly,” drawled the prosecutor. He pointed 
down to the cowhide boots the prisoner was 
wearing. “Do you deny you left the company 
of Jep Riney and walked down to the river, 
where you met a band of hostile Wyandottes?” 
 “I was captured by the Wyandottes,” 
stated Hopkins firmly. 
 “And you didn’t inform them of the 
whereabouts of your former traveling 
companions?” asked Judge Barlow mildly. 
 “Certainly not. I can’t speak a word of 
Wyandotte.” 
 Meanwhile, the prosecutor was 
opening the pack of gunsmithing tools. He 
took from the pack a heavy purse and jingled 
its contents in view of all in the room. 
 “Among your tools, I find this,” he 
remarked with a broad attempt at carelessness. 
“Do you deny ownership?” 
 Hopkins accepted the purse into his 
hands. In one horrified look he recognized the 
embroidered design of the British Crown on it. 
He handed it back. 
 “That’s not mine. I never saw it before 
in my life.” 
 The prosecutor unwound the purse 
strings and poured a shower of British gold 
pieces on the table. Then he extracted a folded 
letter and handed it to Judge Barlow. 
 “Can’t read furrin’ writin' myself, 
Jedge,” he explained blandly. “Supposin’ you 
read it.” 
 Gravely, the judge read the document 
aloud. It contained a long confidential report 
to a British general in Canada. It spoke of the 
size of the garrisons in various outposts of the 
United States Army. At length Judge Barlow 
paused to clear his throat and turn his eyes 
toward Allan Hopkins before continuing: 
 “—In the matter of corrupting 
Colonials with sufficient intelligence to secure 
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necessary military information which I am 
unable to obtain by any other means, I have 
the honor to report that I am making 
considerable progress. If a draft, made out in 
the name of one Allan Hopkins for the sum of 
twenty pounds is presented for payment to 
your Excellency’s paymaster, I trust it will be 
promptly honored.” 
 Judge Barlow refolded the letter and 
handed it back to the prosecutor. 
 “The prosecution rests,” grinned the 
prosecutor. He waved to Electius Mudge. 
“Your man’s shore in a fix, Electius. I’ll lay 
you a gallon of Kaintuck’s best we hang him!” 
 Electius Mudge laid his three-cornered 
hat on the edge of the table, in such a manner 
that it covered the damning letter. He bowed 
to the court, repeating his bow to the group 
acting as jury. 
 “Gentlemen,” he began, ponderously, 
“as I have already proved my formula for 
squaring the circle, I now propose to 
demonstrate the fallibility of the mass of 
confused circumstantial evidence just now 
presented to this court of justice. Now the 
locus of points, equidistant from the 
circumference of a circle, is—” 
 “For the love of heaven,” broke in 
Allan Hopkins, striding forward and banging 
his fist on the table in front of Judge Barlow, 
“stop this mockery of Justice. The man is 
mad!” 
 “Very well. Make your own plea to the 
jury,” replied Judge Barlow, unruffled. 
 
ALLAN HOPKINS unclenched his hands, 
stared at the riflemen along the back wall. He 
singled out one holding an exceptionally long-
barreled rifle. He raised a pointing finger. 
 “That man is carrying a Deckert rifle,” 
he announced. He pointed to another. “That 
man carries a rifle made by George Bauer, in 
whose shop I served my time as an apprentice. 
The man next to him has a cheap copy of 
George Layendecker’s model; it shoots thirty 

balls to the pound and has seven grooves of 
rifling.” 
 A gasp of astonishment rippled 
through the crowd. 
 “Mine shore is a center-shootin’ 
Dekker,” mumbled the owner of the rifle first 
named. 
 “And mine’s sartin’ a Bauer,” 
exclaimed the next man. 
 “That’s a lie ’bout mine not bein' a 
Layendecker!” roared the third. “I paid forty 
beaver fer her.” 
 Hopkins smiled wanly. “A genuine 
Layendecker has five rifle grooves. Only the 
copies had seven.” He lifted Electius Mudge’s 
hat from his pack of gunsmithing tools and 
rummaged through them, raising his eyes, at 
length, to ask the judge: “Where are those two 
Derringer pistols that were— No, they were in 
my belt when I came. Where are they?” 
 “Right here,” announced the sheriff, 
patting his waistline. “And they stay here!” 
 Hopkins looked around the room. 
“Will John Pape please step forward and claim 
the pistols he ordered from Henry Derringer?” 
he asked. 
 A growl rose from the men. 
 Judge Barlow said quietly: “John Pape 
was killed by the Wyandotte savages in an 
attempt to rescue Jep Riney at Elkhorn Forks.” 
 Allan Hopkins slowly passed his hand 
across his sweating brow. 
 “That’s about all, I guess,” he 
muttered. “I’ve tried to prove I am a 
gunsmith—” 
 “How about this?” demanded the 
prosecutor, slapping the purse till the gold 
coins on the table jingled harshly. “You can’t 
squirm out of it—you’re a Redcoat spy, 
buying innocent women and children’s scalps 
with filthy British gold!” He whirled to the 
jury and swept his arm accusingly at Allan 
Hopkins. “What’s your verdict, men of 
Galesburg?” 
 “Guilty!” came the instantaneous 
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answer in a unanimous growl. 
 “Wait! For God’s sake, hear me put,” 
pleaded Hopkins in desperation. “I can explain 
about the gold. Renegade Annie must have 
stolen Major Jeffries’ purse and slipped it into 
my pack when she helped me escape.” 
Judge Barlow’s hard hand struck the table a 
peremptory blow. 
 “The verdict stands,” he announced in 
a solemn voice. “Allan Hopkins, step one pace 
forward and receive the sentence of your 
peers!” 
 Hopkins’ chin came up. He folded his 
arms across his naked chest and stepped 
forward. 
 “I expected this from savages,” he 
flung at his accusers. “But never from men 
calling themselves civilized!” 
 “Ordah in the couht,” drawled the 
sheriff. 
 
JUDGE BARLOW turned over Major 
Jeffries’ letter and covered the pile of gold 
pieces with it. 
 “This not being a court vested with 
other authority than the protection of the 
common welfare of the settlement of 
Galesburg,” he began in a deep, resonant 
voice, “I cannot pass sentence on you, Allan 
Hopkins, to the extent your conduct deserves.” 
 “Meanin” we cain’t hang er shoot the 
turncoat varmint?” demanded the prosecutor. 
 “Ordah in the couht!” drawled the 
sheriff. 
 “To assess the death penalty is only the 
function of a duly organized court of record of 
the Northwest Territory,” continued Judge 
Barlow, ignoring the interruption. “Therefore, 
Allan Hopkins, the limit of my authority does 
not permit me, or my neighbors whose lives 
you have sacrificed and imperiled, to take 
your life in exchange. You will be stripped 
naked as the day you were born, save for the 
boots which betrayed your guilt by leaving 
tracks on the river bank when you told the 

Wyandottes of the whereabouts of your 
former companions. You will be led to the 
gate, and from which place you will go into 
the wilderness—where the Almighty alone 
will visit such further punishment upon you as 
His mercy directs.” 
 “And we’ll give ye the outlaw’s 
hundred-paces truce!” yelled a voice. “Prime 
yore rifles, boys. There’s shootin’ sport 
comin’!” 
 The sheriff led the prisoner to the 
stockade gate. The last shred of clothing was 
stripped from his loins. 
 “Yon to that clump of saplin’s,” said 
the sheriff, pointing across the clearing, “is 
ezzactly a hundred paces. I’ll see the boys 
don’t shoot till you’re there. But from there 
on—” 
 A cold rifle muzzle jabbed Hopkins in 
the back. “Git goin’, ye Redcoat spy!” 
 As he stalked away, Allan Hopkins 
could hear the click of rifle locks and the rattle 
of powder horns. One—two—ten—twenty 
paces. He counted mechanically in his mind to 
fifty. Halfway there now. His nails bit into the 
palms of his hands. Warm blood trickled from 
his white knuckles. 
 He threw his head back and marched 
on. Damn them, he wouldn’t run like a 
frightened rabbit! Straight on he marched. 
Sixty—seventy— eighty. Only a fool could 
expect to dodge those deadly marksmen. By 
God, he would shame them by giving them an 
easy target. He was no animal, to crawl naked 
through the wilderness for his food. He was a 
man. He would show them he was a man! 
 A hundred paces, even. 
 Allan Hopkins folded his arms across 
his chest and turned to face the stockade. 
 He saw a puff of smoke. A rifle 
cracked. The long barrel leaped upward, and 
he heard the bullet ripping through the sapling 
twigs, not inches above his head.  It 
seemed eternity while he waited for the volley 
which finally burst from the group at the gate. 
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First one shot, then a series of reports. 
 But the men at the stockade were 
shouting. They were running toward him, 
loading their rifles as they came. He stood 
rigidly, arms still clamped across his heaving 
chest. 
 Swiftly they came, in the long, 
swinging stride of moccasined feet. The first 
man raced on past him without glancing in his 
direction. The second, third and fourth man 
did the same. 
 “It’s Jep!” howled a frontiersman, 
firing his rifle into the air as he raced by Allan 
Hopkins. 
 Hopkins turned and looked toward the 
dark fringe of trees. Three naked men were 
stumbling forward into the arms of the men of 
Galesburg. One man’s knees buckled. Many 
hands caught him and lowered him to the 
ground. 

Reeling like a drunken man himself, 
Allan Hopkins walked to the edge of the 
clearing. Some of the frontiersmen silently 
moved aside as he approached. 
 Jep Riney was lying on the ground, his 
hand pressed to his side. His rapidly glazing 
eyes found Hopkins’, and he beckoned 
weakly. 

 “Shore glad to see you alive, son,” he 
muttered. He waved a feeble hand toward his 
two companions, Tad and Luke. “I was right, 
boys. It was the ruckus he made escapin’ from 
the squaws that give us our chance.” 
 Jep Riney smiled wanly and held out 
by the point a small curved knife. “A little 
remembrance fer you, son. Renegade Annie 
tried to finish me with it when the braves lit 
out after you. Couldn’t take her scalp—ner the 
major’s. A white man don’t scalp whites, 
son.” 
 Strong arms lifted Jep from the 
ground. 
 “Easy, boys,” he mumbled. “Easy—
I’m carryin’ a Wyandotte war arrer-pint in my 
bellows. She might git lost. Lemme shake the 
hand of a man, Allan—” 
 Even as Allan Hopkins took the great, 
calloused hand in his, it went limp in his 
grasp. Jep Riney, hardy frontiersman, had 
made his last trip down the moccasined trail. 
 A man laid a friendly hand on the 
young rifle maker’s shoulder. 
 “Reckon ye’d best come back and git 
some clothes, brother. And say, about that 
rifle o’ mine—” 

 


