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GREETINGS FROM THE PRESIDENT'S DESK BIOGRAPHY

The biography of Henry W. Shoe
maker, prepared for the National Cyclo-
pedia of American Biography, was found
among the Colonel's papers. It was prob-
ably written sometime in the year 1931.
In 1934 Henry Shoemaker was promoted
to full Colonel in the United States Res-
erves. Colonel Shoemaker died in the year
1958

became a member of the banking fim)
of Shoemaker, Bates and Co., which he
organized with his brother, the late Wil-
liam Brock Shoemaker, being the senior
partner in the firm until it was dissolved
in 1911. Shoemaker. Bates & Co.. held
two seats on the New York Stock Ex-
change, and also memberships on the
New York Cotton Exchange, and the
Chicago Stock Exchange. The firm main-
tained offices at New York, Philadelphia
and Chicago. Their branch office at the
old Waldorf Astoria, New York, being for
years the headquarters of many of the
leading operators in the stock market.

April 1, 1980

SHOEMAKER, Henry Wharton,
banker, publisher and diplomat, was born
in New York City, Feb. 24, 1882, son of
Henry Francis and Blanche (Quiggle)
Shoemaker, and a descendant of Peter
Schoemaker anglicized to Shoemaker,
(when naturalized in 1708) who was born
in Amsterdam, Holland, in 1622. and
emigrated from Kresheim, in the Palat
hate 1685, and settled in Germantown.
Pa. Peter's wife, Anneke Westenraede.
died before the emigration, the line de-
scending from them through Peter 2nd,
and Margaret (Op Den Graeff) Shoema
ker; Peter, 3rd. and Margaret (Hyner)
Shoemaker; John and Elizabeth (Baller)
Shoemaker; Henry and Elizabeth (Wise)
Shoemaker; and John Wise and Mary A.
(Brock) Shoemaker, the grandparents of
Henry W. Shoemaker. His father was first
lieutenant in the 27th Pa. volunteers
during the Civil War and from 1887 to
1904 chairman of the board of directors
of the Cincinnati, Hamilton & Dayton
Railway, and one of the organizers of the
Harriman National Bank of New York,
and a leading industrialist.

Fellow Members
In 1912 he purchased the Altoona.

Pa., ''Tribune" of which he is still (1931)
publisher and president. Soon after acqui-
ring the "Tribune" he bought the Altoona
'Gazette." which he consolidated with it.

and in 1919 he purchased the Altoona
Times," and the combined papers were

known. thereafter as the ''Times Tri
bune." Under his direction the combined
papers became active in forecasting Re
publican policies in Pennsylvania and in
five successive governorship campaigns
indicated the winning candidate in ad-
vance of the primary elections. Practically
every day for the past twenty years he has
contributed an editorial article. and also
contributed special articles on many top-
ics from time to time. For several years
he was a member of the Advisory Board
of the Associated Press for Pennsylvania.

I'his year we are having a very special May meeting of the Historical Society. The
meeting will be held May 15, at the Museum with Mr. Pete Wambach of ''It's a
beautiful day in Pennsylvania '' fame as the speaker. Please make plans to be present
as I'm sure Mr. Wambach will provide a very interesting program.

By this time you are all aware that the Society is holding an auction on Saturday,
May 3. in the museum parking lot. The Roan brothers will be auctioning articles and
antiques all of which have been donated specifically for the auction. We are NOT
auctioning off museum artifacts. I hope as many of you as possible will participate in
this fund-raising event.

Andrew K. Grugan, our Museum Director, has planned some interesting exhibits
for the coming months. In May we will feature pictures from the James V. Brown
Collection in the meeting room, with additional displays of Children's Clothing and
Silver & Pewter in the lobby area. The exhibits for June will include the traditional
Wedding Gowns display, Fans, and QuilLS. I urge you to visit the Museum frequently
so as not to miss any of the special exhibits

Sincerely
Mr. Henry W. Shoemaker was ed-

ucated by private tutors, at Dr. E. D.
Lyon's School (now the Allen-Stevenson
School) New York City, and Columbia
University (1897-1900). In 1900 he enter
ed the employ of the Cincinnati, Hamil-
ton & Dayton Railway as confidential
secretary to his father and spent the next
four years in the company's New York
and Cincinnati offices and in construction
camps in the Middle West. He entered
the diplomatic service in 1 904 as secretary
of the American Legation at Lisbon,
Portugal, and later served as third secre
tara of the American Embassy in Berlin,
Gemiany (1904-05).

He has been associated with a num-
ber of other business enterprises, serving
as vice-president of the County National
Bank of Lock Haven, Pa.; as president of
the McElhattan (Pa.) Water Co., and the
Mount Hope Cemetery association of New
York City; and as director of the Rocky
River Coal and Lumber Ca., of Tennes-
see, the Madison (N.J.) Trust Co., the
Lock Haven, Pa., Trust Co., The Jersey
Shore, Pa. "Herald." the Publishers
Paper Co. of New Hampshire, and the
Commercial Credit Corporation of New
Jersey

Kenneth E. Carl, H'eszdenf

NOTE: Since the Journal has gone to press, we have learned that Pete Wambach will be
unable to be with us May 15 as he is on tour in Europe

His business career has been para-
lelled by many years of public service. He
was a member of the Pennsylvania State
Forest Commisson (1918-30), for which heReturning to the United States he
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organized a system of state parks and
recreational centers, was active in prepar-
ing the curriculum now in use in the state
forestry schools and in bringing Gifford
Pinchot to Pennsylvania as Chief Forester;
chairman of the Pennsylvania State His-
torical Commission (1923-30); a member
of the Pennsylvania State Geographic
Board (1924-30), and the Bushy Run
Battlefield Memorial Commission(1927-
30). He returned to the diplomatic service
upon being appointed envoy extraordina-
ry and minister plenipotentiary to Bul-
garia by President Hoover (Jan. 9, 1930).

several volumes of verse. In recognition of
his interest in, and activities in behalf of.
preserving and developing Pennsylvania
forest areas, Shoemaker mountain. in the
White Deer range, was named for him by
the state forestry department in 1921.

7

He is a member of the American
Association for the Advancement of Sci-
ence, the American(;eographic Society
(fellow), the Pennsylvani; Academy ol
Science, Society of American mammalo-
gists, Huguenot Society of Pennsylvania
(President 1919-1920); Netherlands Socie-
ty of Philadelphia, Vice-President, 1916-
1928; Waldensian Historical Society of
Pennsylvania, Vice-President, 1 926-1930;
and the Pennsylvania Federation of His
topical Societies (President, 1 927-1928);
a member also of the Pennsylvania Alpine
Club (president, 1917-30) and Franklin
Inn clubs of Philadelphia; and the Boone
and Crockett, Lotos, IJnion League, Ar-
my and Navy, National Arts, and Bank-
ers club of New York, the Harrisburg
Club, Harrisburg, Pa., the Authors' Club,
and the International Sporting Club of
London, and Holland Lodge, N-o 8,
Masons, New York.

He has a long military record, begin-
ning with his commission as second lieu-
tenant in the 12th infantry, N.Y.N.G.
1907-08. He was then first lieutenant with
the same regiment, 1913-1915; lieutenant-
colonel and aide-de-camp in the Pa.
N.G., 1915-19; a member of the general
staff of the U.S. army, 1918-19; repre
tentative of the Pennsylvania national
guard in Europe in 1918; historian of the
Pennsylvania Battlefields Memorial Com-
mission in France, 1928; and lieutenant-
colonel in the officers reserve corps since
1924. Along with his other activities dur-
ing the World War, he was a member of
the Pennsylvania State council of national
defense, 1917-18.

Restless Oaks. Residence of
Col. Henry W. Shoemaker, McElhattan, Pennsylvania

The honorary degree of Lilt. D.
was conferred upon him by Juniata Col-
lege, Huntington, Pa., in 1917, and by
Franklin and Marshall College, Lancas-
ter, Pa., in 1924. He is a member of the
Protestant Episcopal church, and has
been a Trustee of Yeates (Episcopal)
School, Lancaster. Pa. He is a trustee of
Linden Hall Seminary, of Lititz, Pa., and
Dickinson Seminary, Williamsport, Pa.
He is chairman of the Advisory Board of
the Pennsylvania State Forestry Schools.

Mr. Shoemaker is the author of a

number of books and pamphlets on local
history, folklore, wildlife, biography, etc.
including: "Legends of Pennsylvania
Mountains,"(folklore) twelve volumes
(1913-22); "Pennsylvania Deer and Their
Horns"(1915); "Extinct Pennsylvania
Animals," Parts l& 11(1915-1918); "Bio-
graphy of Gov. William Sprague of
Rhode Island '' (1916); Captain Logan
(biography of Indian Chief), 1916; ''Gipsy
Life and Gipsy Lore in the Pennsylvania
Mountains," 1924; ''North Pennsylvania
Minstrelsy"; old ballads (lst ed. 1919; 3d
ed. 1931); ''Campaign Biography of Gif-
ford Pinchot" (1922); "Indian Folk Songs
of Pennsylvania" (1928); "Proverbs and
Sayings of Pennsylvania Mountain Peo-
ple'' (1928); "Old and Obsolete Words of
Pennsylvania Mountain People"(1930);
Pennsylvania Firearms"(1930); ':John

Brown in Pennsylvania,"(biography).
1931; and co-author with Dr. J. S. lllick
of ''Pennsylvania Trees" (lst ed. 1920; 3d
ed. 1929). In addition, he has published

He was twice married: (1) June 12,
1 907, to Beatrice Genevieve, daughter of
Captain (;eorge B. Barclay, of Sinnema-
honing, Pa., by whom he had a son, Hen-
ry Francis Shoemaker, 2nd; (Princeton
1931); and (2) May 10, 1913, to Mabelle
Ruth, daughter of Col. Robert B. Ord,
of Ord Rancho, Califomia. His perma-
nent residence is at "Restless Oaks.
McElhattan, Pa., where his mother's an
cestor Michael Quigley first settled in
1762.

A handmade pigeon basket.
made in Huntersville, Lycoming County

6:CS.U)...233 C:ab.€)...a.i3
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WILDLIFE
who lived near here. They became won-
derful pets, very tame, and would imitate
any sound or action. They would even try
to work the pump with their bills. Two of
them were killed by mistake for crows,
and the other one flew away.

to see them shoot, but nothing happened,
and after a while, the eagles 'lose up and
soared away. When the men returned to
Slabs dock, once used by the shad, I
asked these fishermen why they didn't
try to kill the eagles, and they said that
they forgot themselves watching the giant
birds at a close range, and added,'You
wouldn't either if you had seen their
hooks' (claws).

crisper than the buffaloes we know. On
account of living in a mountainous count-
ry, they did not carty much superfluous
flesh, and their long legs made them agile
runners .

Colonel Shoemaker was a lover and
an authority of Pennsylvania wildlife and
traveled extensively over a period of years
throughout Pennsylvania and neighboring
states gathering stories from oldtimers.
His specialty appears to have been the
passenger pigeon, as he has a file at least
2 h inches thick containing stories of this
bird.

In the summer time the buffaloes
could be found in bands of about a dozen
individuals grazing on the high plateaux
and on mountain sides when n;w grass
had come up after the forest Hires: in
winter they congregated into vast herds
and descended into the protected valleys
where they dug out the grass from under
the snow, and during storms they huddled
together for mutual protection. They had
a habit of following a leader, and {f this
brute moved in a certain direction. the
rest followed. often to the peril of the
entire herd. As the years went by and
the. country became more closely settled
their range grew more limited ' as their
numbers decreased. By 1770 no bison
were seen in the West Branch Valley as
twenty years of relentless trapping had
made them too wily to appt:dadi that
region. They still penetrated ' the valleys
to the South, however. but were never
left unmolested. When the new century
began, there. were bands aggregating five
hundred animals scattereil ' oi ali ' the
highlands between Middle Creek and the
southern edge of the Bald Eagle Mount-
ains. These wintered together, as in years
past, their assembling place being gener-
ally some rocky height on thi 'Seven
Mountains. Their method of assembling
was curious. The leader, on reaching th;
chosen spot, would commence an i;ces-
sant. bellowing which would be taken up
by the first bull within hearing and sent
on by him to the next, and so on, until
they had all received the signal to get to
aether for the winter. They would'begin
to troop in the direction of their chef.
whom they obeyed implicitly. This was
the pioneer's favorite tiiie to ' hunt them.
They would. wait along the buffalo paths
which stretched across 'the valleys and over
the mountains, and lucky were the bison
who reached the rendezvous. Despite this
the completed gatherings present;d a for
midable appearance and would have
caused consternation to a modern hunter.

Edward B. Wentzel. State Forest
Ranger, Rauchtown, Clinton County,
says: "The Ravens in Rauch's Gap have
been much in evidence this spring, rear-
ing about eight young ones: They are
most always circling in the air, and it was
an interesting sight to watch the old birds
on their nests on top of the rocks.

(July, 1923)

John Myers, retired raftman of Mil
lersburg, born in 1852, says: ''The bald
eagles formerly had a nest on Buffalo
Mountain, across the river, between here
and Liverpool, and could be seen soar-
ing above San Domingo Island. I saw an
eagle on the river last year." Charles
Weaver, retired logger, of Millersburg,
born..in 1849, says: ''Bald eagles were
familiar objects around here for years,
and I saw one only yesterday (April 26)
flying above the river, a grand sight
Everyone knew this nest on a large pine
on Mt. Patrick and old rivermen 'one
year saw them circling round the mount
ahs as if uncertain what to do, and when
I inquired I was told that a storm had
knocked the pine down: I don't think that
they .nested much longer in this region af-
ter the old tree was gone, as they could
not find a similar location. My brother
who lives in town, has studied 'the habits
of eagles, has captured some and tried
to tame them.

(April, 1924)

Miss Lillian C. Sheffer, formerly of State
Forestry Department, Coburn, Centre
County, says: 'IJust before the Governor
signed the Bill protecting the ravens, a
pair of them came into the cornfield at
the old Snyder place in High Valley.
The boys thought that they were crows
come to pull corn, and Hired, killing
them. Owing to their immense size and
glossy blackness, they sent them to taxi-
dermist, Eldon, Williamsport, who pro-
nounced them ravens, and he has just
sent them back needless to say the
Snyders are very proud of these tro-
phies.'' Henry Meyer, for many years
Justice of the Peace, Rebersburg, Centre
County, says: ''Ravens were once fairly
plentiful on the mountains above Penn's
Valley and Brush Valley. Some boys
brought me three young ones a number
of years ago, and they became great pets,
having the run of the house and grounds.
We kept them until they became so noisy
that they were a nuisance, and I liberated
them, and they returned to the mountains
for all I know

Warren Hunter, ferryman of Millers
burg, Dauphin County, says: "The bald
eagle is not entirely gone from the Sus
quehanna hereabouts, but they no longer
breed in this vicinity. The last pair to
breed here had their nest on a tall dead
pine on Mt. Patrick, but after it was
blown down in a storm about twenty years
ago, they netted for a year or two after-
wards in Hunter's Valley. I saw one of the
eagles come into my father's barnyard in
the valley and tear up the manure heap
with its claws and carry a big bunch of
the drier straw away to build its nest. I
saw a bald eagle on the river many times
last summer.

George W. Feezer, retired raftsman
of Millersburg, born in 1849, says: "Eagles
were familiar objects on the river here un-
til recently, but I haven't seen one within
the last couple of years. No one would kill
them. A pair nested on a tall pine on
Mt. Patrick. across the river. and rebuilt
their nest every year, and would discard
a wagonload of big sticks so that the new
nest contained only fresh and clean mat-
erials. They often lit on 'Big ' rock and
Little ' rock, long since blasted away, and

one year Harry Walben and Charles Day,
of this town, who had constructed a blind
for wild ducks on Big rock, were conceal-
ed in their blind when the two bald eagles
lit on the rock directly in front of the
blind. I was on the shore and expected

George B. Stover, hunter of Stover's,
Centre County, at the east end of Brush
Valley says: ''Ravens are still here, and
nest on the point of the mountain beyond
the head of Elk Creek. They fly back
wards and forwards, and at nightfall their
creaking on the wing sounds very odd to
strangers, so different from that of a
crow. The boys often say they will find
the nests and capture the young. but it is
a rough climb and they never get started.
Some years ago 'Clel ' Karstetter of Green
Burr, in Sugar Valley, a noted hunter
and nature lover, captured three young
ravens which he presented to Jim de Long

A Penn,s)tlnnfa Bison Hunt

A Reminiscence ofPioneeT Da)s

Buffaloes were plentiful in Central
Pennsylvania until the beginning of the
Nineteenth Century, when all, excepting
a half dozen stragglers, were slaughtered
in a single week, two men being respon-
sible for the extermination of wi;at was a
distinct species of these noble animals.
The Pennsylvania bison were more close-
ly allied to the wood bison of Canada
North-West, than to the buffaloes which
once roamed our western plains. Penn
sylvania bison grew to enormous size,
were darker, and their hair curlier and

The winter of 1800-1801 was un
usually severe and the buffaloes were driv
en to dire straits to keep from starvation



Hunting had become so persistent that
they hesitated to come down permanently
from their retreats in the Seven Mount-
ains. They made forays into Penn's Val-
ley, Stone Valley, Poe Valley, and Middle
Creek Valley, but every time retreated
with unsatisfied stomachs and sadly de-
creased numbers. During a spell of thaw-
ing in January, 1801, the carcasses of a
dozen aged bulls and cows were found in
the Bear Meadows. In the latter part of
that month there was a blizzard of un-
precedented severity. The famine-stricken
buffaloes forgot their fears, and one night
moved in single nile down their old-time
path to the valley of Middle Creek. A
backwoodsman who saw them. counted
three hundred and forty-five in the pro-
cession, and probably a score of stragglers
followed in the course of the next few
hours. They were led by "Old Logan,
a coal black bull of immense size which
seemed to the settlers to have a charmed
life. His capacious sides were scarred with
bullet marks and wounds left by attacks
from wolves, and half of his tail was miss-
ing. The pioneer who counted the proces-
sion of course took a shot at the big fel-
low, but his gun missed fire, and on ex
amination. found it was out of order
That ended his hunt for the day and
he had to content himself with recounting
his experience, without having a trophy to
show for it. At daybreak the buffaloes
were at the foot of the mountain, gazing
out over the dreary, snow-buried valley.
There was a log cabin occupied by a
young man named Andrew Mcclellan
and his family about a quarter of a mile
below where they were huddled together.
The hardy young pioneer espied the
brutes and lay in wait for them until
they got into motion again and filed downthe hollow of the stream which flowed
from the mountains into Middle Creek.
When they reached a point opposite the
cabin, they were surprised by a fusillade
which laid low 6lrst one, then a second,
then a third, then a fourth of their
number. More would have fallen had not
the hunter directed so many volleys at
Old Logan." His impenetrable hide rol-

led off the bullets and he ambled away
grunting amiably. Four buffaloes before
breakfast was a good bag, and the de-
lighted nimrod set to work skinning them
and cutting out the choicest portions of
the flesh, giving his most careful attention

10 1 1

[o the tongues. The four carcasses proved
to be those of young cows, the meat of
which was most highly prized, and there
was less to leave to the wolves and ravens
than had the victims been old bulls.

had become so excited he got cast in his
stall and was rescued barely in time.
Mcclellan lingered around a couple of
hours helping as he could to repair dam-
ages and offering his sympathy to all the
Bergstressers .

corner and were still living. Two of the
men ran back to the Bergstresser home
for axes, and while they were gone, the
rest climbed into trees, amusing them-
selves shooting buffaloes. When they re-
turned, accompanied by Bergstresser's
wife and daughters, twenty-Hive dead
bison were lying in the lot. The live ones
would not leave as long as "Old Logan
remained in the cabin, but stupidly clu-
stered around the door. The five men.
acted with axes and heavy poles for
battering rams, repaired to the rear of the
shack and began the work of demolition.
It had been built to last. but the deter-
mined men soon made a generous open-
ing, out of which the bison, headed by

Old Logan" swarmed like giant bees

from a hive. The sight of the king of
buffaloes with his bearded throat a mass
of clotted blood. was too much for
Mcclellan. He seized a gun and shot the
brute through the heart. The old fellow
was slow to die, running, bellowing hide-
ously for three hundred yards before he
fell and became rigid. The herd followed
him and surrounded his prostrate form.
the air resounding with their moans as
they battled with one another to lick his
wounds.

A half mile below where they had
been ambushed. the bison fell into better
luck. Martin Bergstresser, a recent arrival
from Berks County, had cleared a nice-
sized farm by the creek and his first sea-
son's hay crop, a goodly pile, stood in
the lea of his big log barn. It was needed
to give feed for the winter to a number of
cows and sheep and to a team of horses of
which the former Berks Countian was the
proud possessor. The animals were sidling
close to the stack, when they scented the
approaching buffaloes and commenced
towing and bleating with terror. Led by
Old Logan," the famished herd broke

through the rail fence and crushing the
farm animals beneath their mighty rush,
were soon making short work of the hay
pile. Bergstresser was cutting trees nearly
a mile away when the stampede occurred.
and if he had not heard the bellowing of
his livestock, the screams of his wife and
daughters would have brought him back.
He dropped his axe and picked up his
gun, hurrying over stumps and rocks to
the scene of onslaught. Like his neighbor
Mcclellan, he singled out "Old Logan" as
the first object of attack, but it was
wasting ammunition. His eldest daughter
Katie, a girl of eighteen, brought out a
fresh musket and shot two large buffaloes,
which excited the herd so much that they
turned away from the stack. At this
juncture, Mcclellan appeared and shot
two more. Evidently the animals possessed
a strong communal feeling for when they
saw their companions kicking convulsive-
ly and covered with blood, they set up
the most pitiful groaning imaginable.
Old Logan," who had been more wor-

ried about the pioneers' dogs than by
their bullets saw the time had come to
move, and striking a trot, led his party
out of the barnyard and up the creek.
When they had gone it looked as if a
cyclone had swept across the premises.
The barn was standing all right, but the
fences, spring house and hay stack had
gone, and six cows, four calves, and thir-
ty-five sheep lay crushed and dead among
the ruins. Luckily the horses were safe
and sound in the stable although one

Then he started homeward. but
when he got within sight of his clearing,
he uttered a cry of surprise and horror.
Three hundred buffaloes were snorting
and trotting around the lot in which his
cabin stood, being so numerous that the
house was obscured by them. Boldly the
pioneer rushed through the roaring mass,
only to Hind ''Old Logan" standing guard
in front of the cabin door. Too terrified
to reason correctly he aimed his musket
and fired, tearing an ugly hole in the big
bull's throat. Enraged by blood and pain,
the monster wheeled about and plunged
headlong through the door of the cabin.
Being their leader, the herd was accus-
tomed to follow him blindly, so when he
disappeared into the cabin, the rcst strove
to do likewise. Vainly Mcclellan fired his
musket, and when the ammunition was
exhausted, he drove his knife into the
beasts' flanks to try to stop them in their
mad course. Inside the cabin were his
wife and three little children, aged five,
three and one year -- at least they were there
when he started the hunt a few hours
earlier. He dreaded to think of their aw-
ful fate. He could not stem the tide. and
the brutes continued filing through the
doorway until they were jammed into the
building as tightly as wooden animals in a
toy Noah's Ark. No sound came from the
victims inside, all he could hear was the
snorting and bumping of the giant beasts
in their cramped quarters. The others
were outside stamping their hoofs and
moaning with disappointment

The men entered the cabin and were
horrified to have their worst fears real-
ized. On the earthen floor, crushed deep
into the mud by the impress of the cruel
hoofs were the remains of the unfortunate
Mcclellan's wife and three children.
Strong man of the woods that he was, he
dropped down in a faint, and it was over
an hour before he could be resusitated.
When he came to himself. he was led
trembling like a leaf, to the Bergstresser
home and put to bed. It was useless
to follow the buffaloes any more that day
as all the men were out of ammunition.
They buried the mangled bodies of the
family under the earthen floor in the
cabin, walled up the door and the open-
ing that had been made to let out the
buffaloes, leaving them to sleep their last
sleep in what was so recently tlheir home,
but now their mausoleum.

Seeing he could do nothing more.
he was about to turn and go back to
Bergstresser's for help when he saw his
neighbor and three other men, all carry-
ing guns, coming out of the woods. They
had heard the noisy animals a mile away
and formed themselves into a posse.
Mcclellan signalled them to remain
where they were and ran towards them.
They held a hasty council of war, decid-
ing that the only thing to do was to tear
down the log cabin in hope that perhaps
some of the family had hidden in a

When the bereaved husband and fa
cher recovered sufficiently, he suggested
to Bergstresser that they exterminate the
surviving bison. Bergstresser was enthusia-
stic over the idea and the two men start-
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than we and trotted away as fast as her
legs could carry her. These were the last
elms lsaw of the old native stock in the
Pennsylvania forests.'

(October, 1924)

13

ed on horseback, one riding towards the
river and the other towards the headwat-
ers of Middle Creek. to invite the settlers
to join a hunt of extermination. Mean
while there was another heavy snowfall,
but every man invited accepted with ala-
crity. About fifty assembled at the Berg
strcsser home and marched like an invad-
ing army in the direction of the mount-
ains. They were out two days before dis-
covering the animals, as the fresh snow
had covered all the buffalo paths. The
brutes were all huddled together up to
their neck in snow in the great ''Sink ''
in the White Mountain and the hunters,
looking down on them, estimated their
numbers at three hundred. When they
got among the animals, they found them
numb from cold and hunger, and had
they been physically able, could not have
moved, so deeply were they crusted in
the drift. The work of slaughter quickly
began. Some used guns, but the most
killed them by cutting their throats with
long knives. The snow was too deep to
attempt skinning them, but the tongues
were saved. and these the backwoodsmen
shoved into the pockets of their leather
coats until they could carry no more.
After the last buffalo had been dispatch-
ed, the triumphant huntsmen marched
down [o the valley singing (;erman
hymns. It was a horrible sight they left
behind them. Three hundred dead buf-
faloes stood upright in the frozen "crust,"
most with jaws broken, and all with
tongues gone, and the ice about them
resembled a sheet of crimson glass.

animals. To this day the barren flat
where the Mcclellan cabin stood is known
as "The Buffalo Field." and on winter
nights it is averred that the stomp of
hoofs is heard incessantly pounding the
hard earth in a ghostly stampede.

(No date recorded)

southern Pennsylvania. He tanned the
hides himself and sewed them together
into a large robe. This robe he carried
with him all through the Revolutionary
War, wrapping the robe about him when
he laid down to sleep. After his death,
the robe remained in the family until the
death of my grandmother, Mrs. Lucinda
Stover in Juniata County about three
years ago. They made sale and someone
got the robe, we don't know who, for
'a song.' I remember the robe well. It
was very large and unlined and entirely
covered my grandmother's big old-fash-
ioned bed. She covered herself with it ev
ery night until she died at age 89. The
hair was wom off in many places but
otherwise it was in good condition. All of
the children liked to rest under the big
robe and grandmother sometimes let
them sleep in her bed on cold winter
nights so ' that they could enjoy the
warmth of the robe.

(February, 1930)

Mrs. John Hilbom, of Hilborn, Ly-
coming (Jaunty, born on Pine Creek,
Lycoming County, August 4, 1853, says:
Elks were plentiful along Pine Creek

when I was igirl. Every night they used
to come in droves to the mouth of Elk
Run. across Pine Creek from where we
lived to feed on the moss along the banks.
There would be forty to sixty in a herd,
and the bulls were of enormous size. The
hunters would light a bundle of straw on
our side of the creek and the elks, attracted
by the light would wade out into the creek
towards it, and were easily shot. I recall
when my father helped capture a bull elk
alive on Cedar Run. They led it past our
home roped by the horns; it walked a
long quietly enough, and we kept it. in
our barnyard until the following spring
when father crated it and sent it down the
river to Marietta

.jack Burt, woodsman of Wilcox, Elk
County, born in Sullivan County, New
York, February 19, 1855, says: "I came
to Elk County, Pennsylvania, to Ridgway,
in 1873, and to Wilcox about two years
later. The Wilcox tannery in those days
was running full blast on western buffalo
hides, and they were bringing them in by
the carloads. The yard of the tannery was
always hanging full of 'bluestock ' as we
called the necks and other lopped-off
parts of the bison hides. While most of
the hides w©nt to a fine grade of leather
for belting, etc., many were made into
robes, but these were a drag on the mar-
ket, they almost gave them away to the
farmers from the surrounding hills. There
was an old (;elian in town, Jacob Rat-
zoff by name, who made a specialty of
lining buffalo robes, and he surely did
beautiful work, and would line them with
materials brought by the customers or
would furnish it himself. The tannery was
owned by a giant German named Morris
Schultz(he weighed 350 pounds when in
his prime) and his three big sons. They
ruled the town like a family of Kaisers.
Wilcox was named for old Col. Wilcox.
a Pennsylvania Railroad contractor, but
he lost his money, and even his home
became the property of Morris Schultz.
The stage to Mt. Jewett was driven by an
Italian named Tanneberry, who after-
wards became right-hand man to Col.
Wilcox. Later this Italian became very
wealthy, and when he died, five or six
years ago, left a snug fortune. The last
buffalo hides were tanned here in the late
eighties, but since then none have been
received. and the robes or what is left of
them, are now beginning to be ap-
preciated.

january, 1923)

}

John H. Hamersley, woodsman of
McElhattan, Clinton County, born on
Beaver Dam Branch of Hamersley Fork of
Kettle Creek (Clinton and Potter Count-
ies), August 3, 1853, says: "In my time I
saw the tracks of the old native stock

of Pennsylvania elks, very wide tracks,
and also had the opportunity of seeing
two live elks, though they were getting
very scarce. One was a bull, which I saw
on Elk Hom Branch of Nelson's Fork, in
the fall of 1869. He was eating thom
plums, but when he saw me, he trotted
away like a cow, did not spring like a
deer. He was as tall as a small horse,
with an immense rack of horns, and held
his head high. His tail was flat and held
close to his body, his color was a very
dark brown. In the summer of 1870,
while fishing near Windfall Run with
Miles Walters. we saw the other one, a
cow. She was much smaller than the bull,
but would weigh 300 pounds, whereas the
bull elk would have tipped the scales live
weight at 500 pounds. Instead of being
very dark like the bull, she was a very
light brown in color. Walters was frigh
tened when he saw her. but the elk. hav
ing seen us, was still more frightened

Michael Wolf. woodsman of Water-
ville, Lycoming County, born on Pine
Creek, August 16, 1842, says: ''Elks were
plentiful in the mountains adjacent !o
}'ine Creek in my early days. They made
their last stand on Slate Run where a big
bull was captured alive. I saw him being
led down the hollow by six men; part
of the time he would lead easily enough.
other times he would stop and shake his
great head, swinging his captors about
like children. This bull weighed a ton and
his antlers were six feet long. When they
finally got him to Pine Creek, he was
crated and sent down the river to a park
at Marietta. I rode down the river on a
raft and helped take care of him. He
certainly attracted lots of attention when
we tied up at Williamsport.

(June, 1929)

Later in the season some of the
hunters returned to see if they could pro-
cure a few of the hides. but the alternate
freezes and thaws had rendered them
worthless. In the spring and summer tra-
vellers crossing the distant ridges could
notice one portion of the sky black with
pinions of huge birds. They were the
carrion-seekers, bald eagles, golden ea-
gles, and half dozen kinds of hawks, buz-
zards, ravens, and crows, which picked
clean the bones of Pennsylvania's last
herd of bison. Whether they deserved
their awful fate because the dumbness of
Old Logan" their leader caused the

trampling to death of a pioneer family is
difficult to judge, but they paid the pen-
alty, and their executioners were content
to rob posterity of these valuable game

Mm. Oswald Ott, of McElhattan,
Clinton County, born in Juniata County,
says: "My great, great, great grandfather,
George Moyer, a Revolutionary soldier of
Chambersburg, Franklin County, prior to
the Revolution, killed four buffaloes in

An article taken from the Williamsport
Gazette and Bulletin, January 2, 1918:

PANTHERSEENATTROUTRUN
Report of Children Now Has Been Verified
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Millersburg, Dauphin County, born in
1849, says: "I went to Sinnemahoning to
work in the white pine jobs about 1871,
but by that time the panther had become
pretty well driven off. lsaw one, however.
one night about Christmas' time when I
was working for Ben Emery on North
Creek in Rich Valley, Cameron County.
A lot of steers that had been pastured
in the forests were driven into a shed and
shot for our holiday use. There were 77
men in camp, and the night after the
butchering, when the meat was hanging
up in the shed, we heard the awful roar
of a panther. We opened the cookhouse
door and the cook. armed with a Win-
chester, and lcame to the door first and
I said, 'There is a panther over yonder,
standing just across the creek.' 'That's no
panther, that's the root of that big hem-
lock that was blown over,' replied the
cook as he lowered his rifle. As it was
near the prone log of the old tree, he
might feel that way, but I was certain.
Look again,' said 1, 'the root has moved
away.' The panther was gone and the
cook said a lot of words noi in the Bible.
The panther went up on the side of the
mountain and roared terribly all night.
Next afternoon an old mountaineer's dog
chased a big animal into a hollow and did
not come back. I went to the spot with
the old man and found what was left
of the dog a big animal, part St. Ber-
nard and part Mastiff, I think, literally
tom to ribbons by the panther's dreadful
claws.

(April, 1924)

and ran at him, but the panther turned
on him and he ran yelping back to the
house. The family came out and had a
good look at the giant beast. It glared
back at them and then quietly walked
away in the direction of the mountains
and did not return. Panthers became
scarce when game diminished, as they sel-
dom came close to settlements to feed.

fought to the last. Its teeth were one and
a half inches long, and it measured, in-
cluding the long tail, over six feet in
length. We skinned the panther and hung
the skeleton on our barn, where it re-
mained for several years. I occasionally
saw panther tracks in the snow in the
mountains, and they seemed to be fond
of harboring in the forests adjacent to
Poe Valley for some years after we moved
closer to civilization or as long as the
big timber remained. The last one I
heard of was when we were living on a
farm near Woodward in the east end of
Penn's Valley, about ten years ago. A
panther, no doubt passing through th'e
country, roared on the mountains for
several nights, and some young people
walking from Woodward .along the road
on the winter side of the valley, could
hear it in the brushes by the roadside,
but they were carrying a lantern and it
did not attempt to molest them

(July, 1924)

Hunters Follow Tracks in Snow Until
Forced by I)rifts to Abandon Chase

For more than a year it has been
rumored that a western panther is in the
vicinity of Trout Run. It was not until
two days ago that the rumor was proven
to be tru©. Mr. Wilhelm, in company
with a lady, saw the animal along the
road. Before this several children had
claimed to have seen a large animal, but
it was not credited before.

lsaih Ryder, hunter of near Coburn,
born about 1838, says: "Panthers were
quite plentiful in all the Seven Mountains
when I was active as a deer and bear
hunter. When I was living in Poe Valley.
Centre County, I had a cow and calf,
that was in about 1874, and a panther
killed the calf and partly ate it. I watched
in the forest near the carcass the next
night and shot the panther by the light
of the moon. It was in the early fall
the panther's coat was red and he measur-
ed over six feet in length. I nailed up the
hide on a shed where it remained until
it rotted away. Once before that I was
in a little hunting shack in Havice Valley,
Mifflin County, and a panther came on
the roof, attracted by the meat kept in
side. Another time in Poe Valley, I went
out with two dogs, a big one and a little
one, and followed a panther five miles.
The panther caught the big dog and ate
it. and the little one ran back to the
house and hid under it and would not
come out for three days. I have seen pan-
ther tracks in the Seven Mountains as late
as twenty years ago, and it may be pos
sable that there are one or two of them
left in that country.'

(July, 1924)

Mr. Wilhelm described the animal as
being over four feet in length, having
a long bushy tail. Its color was dark
brown.

A number of citizens immediately set
out in search of the panther. They were
headed by Harry Walker, of Commercial
Hotel. Tracks were seen in the snow a-
bout the place where Mr. Wilhelm repor-
ted seeing the animal. Mr. Walker said
it must be a very powerful animal. The
size of the tracks are nearly four times the
size of a full grown wild cat. It makes
fully a ten foot jump even in deep snow

A. 1). Karstetter, postmaster at Lo
gannon, Clinton County, says: ''One night
when my grandfather, Daniel Karstetter.
was living at the old homestead at Co-
burn, he was out hunting with his brother
Leonard and several others. They shot
a deer, and after grallocking it, hung it
up on a tree and built a bonaire. A
pair of panthers, attracted by the smell
of the carcass, approached the campfire
so close that my grandfather and uncle
thought they would rush forward and car-
ry the deer away before their eyes. They
kept them at bay by throwing firebrands
at them, meanwhile loading their guns
Just as they got them loaded, the panthers
heard the other members of the hunting
party approaching behind, and with a
series of terrific roars and yells, which
made the ancient forest tremble, they
hurriedly made off into the darkness.

(No date recorded)

Owing to the wind and drifts they
have been unable to catch sight of the
animal. Tracks are covered up nearly as
fast as they are made.

The children in the vicinity of the
haunts of the animal are not attending
school because of fear of the animal.

Wilson Haines, tax collector of Aarons-
burg, Centre County, born on August 28,
1850, says: "I never tracked a panther on
any of my deer or bear hunts, but they
have appeared in the mountains around
Penn's valley during my time. You have
written of Lewis Dorman killing the pan-
ther in Pine Creek Hollow. bui that was
not the last panther seen in this region
by a good deal. In the fall of the year
that old Aaron Bower died. I think it was
1875, they had butchered and there was
snow on the ground. A lot of offals had
been thrown out on a heap back of the
butcher house and that night a panther,
no doubt crazy from hunger, ior deer
were scarce in those days, came in from
the mountains and started to gorge him-
self at the waste pile. The dog'heard him

James Immel, farmer of near Penn
Hall, Centre County, born in the Seven
Mountains about 1859, says: "I was born
in Poe County, then almost a virgin forest.
but later moved with my parents to a
farm between the two ridges of Tussey
Mountain. In those early days the Seven
Mountains abounded with all kinds of big
game. Once, when we were still in Poe
Valley, a giant panther, called by some
old people a 'catamount ' came near our
clearing. Father went out after it with the
dogs and shot it several times, but it still
came on. My uncle, 'Jake ' Lingle, was in
a nearby field and father called to him,
and he came to the spot with his rifle
and finally finished the monster which

Up to this time there have been no
attacks made on people around the neigh-
borhood. But several deer have been kil-
led during the last year and hunters think
they have been killed by this animal

Mr. Walker and his co-workers are
on the watch for tracks these last two
days, but there are none to be seen. It
is too cold for the panther to come out.
This shows the animal is well fed. They
expect to land him soon.

(January, 1918)

In "Pioneer Outline History of
Northwestern Pennsylvania," published in
1905, the author, Dr. W. J. Mcknight.
writes:

Charles Weaver retired logger of In 1845 Ridgway Township Elk
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County, was the meeting and roosting
home of the wild pigeon. There was a
roost at or near what is now Bootjack,
one near Whistletown. and another near
Montmorenci. These big roosts were oc-
cupied early in April each year. They
were usually four to five miles long and
from one to two miles wide. Every tree
would be occupied, some with fifty nests.
The croaking of the pigeons could be
heard for miles.

each spring and fall up to the middle of
the eighties. They had their big nesting
over on the Tionesta River. The profess-
ional pigeoners followed them there for
the squabs, which they shipped away by
the thousands of barrels. The Indians did
most of the collecting of squabs, but often
came in for their awn account. and when
they cut a tree, and it was full of squabs.
they would cheer and jump around like
madmen. Yankee liquor dealers followed
the pigeoners to the nestings with wagons
loaded with barrels of whiskey, which
they sold for five cents a tin-cup full.
Often the collecting of squabs degenerat-
ed into a huge wholesale spree, and the
pigeoners and their families who camped
in the woods would indulge in the wildest
kind of orgies. In that way many hun
dreds of pigeons were wasted, as the hunt-
ers lacked the energy to hurry them to
market before they began to go bad. It
was a carnival of reckless wastefulness of

nature's resources, men, trees, pigeons,
and squabs. I am glad that it is ended.

(September, 1912)

darkened the sun. A great flock would
pass, then there would be an opening
showing the sky, and then another vast
flock, and so on until all had passed.I
was about fourteen years old at the time
and had an old 'smooth-bore ' which I
took to the Sours woods where the big
trees were filled with pigeons. I shot and
killed a great many birds. The pigeon
fishers were all busy. Old Philip Smith.
who lived on the Davis Shaffer place, had
his nets near where the Parson's orchard
now is, and he made some tremendous
catches. He would load the dead birds on
a spring wagon and bring them home. He
would cut out the breasts and throw the
rest away in the woods where it would
not smell. He usually salted four or five
barrels of pigeon breasts every fall. My
mother used to send me after them. and
he would sell them to us at ten cents a
peck. They made fine potpies. Not far
from his house with a little run flowing
through it, he built a pen made of edg-
ings where he kept live wild pigeons.
Sometimes he kept a hundred birds which
he sold to those who wanted them for
food and for stool pigeons. Many died off
and some winters he would have only a
pair left by spring. The great flight of
1878 was not the last of the pigeons in
this valley. Other flocks came for several
years afterwards but not nearly so many
as before. Philip Smith kept live pigeons
for a number of years after the great
flights and trapped a few birds every fall,
and even then kept his stool pigeons on
hoping that they would come back after
the last birds had come.

(1919)

thing that approached their numbers
when they left this section for good, I
think that was in 1878. It was the month
of July or August, after a long dry spell,
when, to our surprise, the sky became
darkened with pigeons, making the chun
try look like it does just before a summer
thunder gust. They kept on flying that
way for two whole days, moving in a
northeasterly direction. On the third day
they came by in small flocks and cont-
inued that way until by evening of the
fourth day they were all gone. They never
returned. I have seen a few scattered
pigeons or small flocks since then, but no
flight of any size; they seemed to have
vanished. Someone told me that they kept
on flying until they reached the Atlantic
Ocean, and on attempting to cross it,
encountered a storm and were lost. It
was a foolish thing for them to do, but no
more foolish than the 'bird man ' I saw

last week, looping the loop over Belle-
fonte when he was gathering up the mail;
a few days later I read that he had fallen
to his death in Ohio.

(1919)

}

The wild pigeon laid one or two
eggs, and both$irds did their share of
incubating, the female from two p.m. un-
til nine a.m. and the male then to two
p.m. These roasts were great feeding
places for animals as well as for man. As
late as 1851 the American Express Com
pany carried in one day, over the New
York and Erie Railroad, over seven tons
of pigeons to the New York markets. A
wild pigeon can fly from five hundred ta
one thousand miles in a day.

(No date recorded)

Andrew Shaaber, in a paper read be-
fore the Berks County Historical Society,
June 14, 1910, on the subject of ''The
Hessian Camp at Reading, Pa., 1781-
1783," says: ''The camp lay in the line
of the yearly flights of the wild pigeons.
flying here so low and at times in such
immense flocks that men could. with
poles, strike to get them down. The pig-
eons were fast flyers, and gunners had
learned that to get them they must be
fired at when passing; if fired into at
their oncoming, the shot could not go
through the thickly feathered protection
of their breasts. These flights occurred
in the fall and usually continued about
a week.

C.H. Shearer says: "The wild pigeons
which flew through Berks County travel-
led in a northeisterly direction in the
spring and in a southwesterly direction in
the fall. They probably were headed for
the Adirondacks or the New England
States. We always knew when they were
coming as they would follow a cold, raw,
windy day. They seemed to prefer such
weather for their migrations. The biggest
flight I ever saw was in the fall of 1855
when the sky was dark with pigeons for
three days. They came in great clouds,
one closely following the other, or in long
streams. There would be a cloud of males
and a cloud of females. in other words.
they flew distinct by sexes. In this section
we never netted pigeons, they never re-
mained with us long enough. We shot
them as they flew over the hilltops or in
the trees where they rested

(June, 1917)

Nevin W. Moyer of Linglestown,
Dauphin County, says: "In a recent con-
versation with my brother-in-law, George
A. Unger, he said that he can recall the
great flight of the wild pigeons that flew
north through this vicinity in the spring
of 1870. They were so numerous that
they shut out the sun. He shot at them.
but they flew too high to hit any. and
in that way he exhausted all of his am-
munition. He sent a hired man to drive
to Linglestown, as he lived on a farm
several miles out of town, to buy some
more ammunition. - but the man could
make only slow progress as the pigeons
began to fly so low that they seemed to
pass in front of his horse's head. He fin
ally got to town and secured the am-
munition, but on his way back, the pig-
eons flew so low that it was several hours
before he could pass through them. In the
great flight of 1878 my father, the late
B.F. Moyer, told me that the pigeons flew
so low that he threw clubs at them and
knocked down a great number. He met a
man coming home with a string of pig-
eons who said that his wife had told him
to go out and get a mess of pigeons or she
would not cook any meals. He had been
afraid that he could not get them as ear

Horace Winkelman of Avis. Clinton
County, formerly of Nittany Valley, Cen-
tre County, born in 1862, says: ''When
I was a boy wild pigeons were very plenti-
ful in Centre County, and lwitnessed
numerous great flights. In the fall they
would congregate in large numbers a-
round an old pond in Hickory Bottom,
which was near the foot of Nittany
Mountain at a point between Snydertown
and Hublersburg. We used to go there
and from behind a fence. which ran near
the woods, shot the birds off the trees in
immense quantities; I have often killed
eight or ten pigeons at a single shot.
While I have seen some great flocks at the
time of their migrations, I never saw any-

Probably the first white man to use
the famous phrase in describing the im
mensity of the flocks of the wild pig
eons ''they darkened the sun" was a Dutch
navigator who made this reference in re-
gard to the vast flights which he witnessed
in the Hudson Valley, New York, early
in the seventeenth century.

(No date recorded)

)

Ellsworth Williams of Pine Station.
Clinton County, born in 1862, says: "The
last great flight of the wild pigeons which
I saw took place in the fall, about two
years after the centennial at Philadelphia.
It was headed south and took about two
days to pass over the West Branch Valley.
The birds were so numerous that they

Jack Hilliard, woods foreman for
Wheeler, Dusenberry Company of En-
deavor, Forest County, says: "Wild pig-
eons flew over this section by the millions
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her in the flight they had been flying
high. Sometimes the pigeons roosted a
lo;ig the Blue Mountains where the farm-
ers lit fires of brimstone, collecting many
birds as they fell from the trees. The
farmers were pleased at the prospect of
big flights as they gathered the manure at
th; roasts for their gardens, while some
enterprising individuals gathered it in
barrels for sale.

(1919)

ver seen a wild pigeon since. We never
netted pigeons hereabouts, but our favor-
ite method of hunting them was to visit
their roosting places at night with pine
torches and knock them off the trees with
long poles. I have seen their nests, built
well up in the trees, made of sticks and
containing one or two eggs. I will never
forget the first time I went out to hunt
pigeons with a torch. I was warned by the
old hunters to be quiet, but, boylike, I
began to talk with my young companions.
when suddenly, with an awful roar of
wings, up rose the wild pigeons from the
trees, disappearing into the black night
above and we did not get a single bird.

(June,1919)

Valley and White Deer Valley, the wolves
would come out of the forest. take a bite
out of the sheep behind the sholders and
disappear. The last harboring place of
the wolves hereabouts was in Bear House
Hollow, between the mountains on the
winter side of Nippenose Valley and the
White Deer Range, and where father
persistently hunted them. The last wolf
that my father trapped was about sixty
years ago, probably in 1867 or 1868.
I saw some of the wolves captured in my
father's traps, and though a small boy at
the time I can recall their appearance
well. The wolves were a brindle in color
with dark stripes on their sides. They
resembled Gemlan police dogs, but were
woolier and bigger bodied, in fact, they
were as big as full-grown doe deer, but
not so long-legged, of course, and the
largest wolves would weigh close to one
hundred pounds.

(August, 1927)

to kill deer, confining himself to elks, un-
til he went west to kill the big game on
the frontier. In those days elks wire plen-
tiful, and he not only killed many ' but
captured numerous elks alive, which he
sold for good prices. He was also a wolf
hunter, and was successful in his efforts to
outwit the "long tails" as they were called
We used to hear them howling on the
sides of the mountains near our home
every night, and when we went to school
through the deep forest, they sometimes
followed us, and we often saw their tracks
in the snow. Once a pack of wolves, in the
spring of the year, came into our barn-
yard and killed seven nice lambs. Billy
Bateman, a neighbor, always kept a cou-
ple of pet wolves. I can rememi)er them
well. They were usually wolves that he
had caught young and were not full
grown. They were brown in color but
shorter nosed than German police dogs.
They were generally sold before he hid
them long, but he would capture others
as he always liked to have wolves at his
home. There were wolves about Penfield
until I left there about 1865, and they did
not seem to diminish in numbers until the
woodsmen made inroads in the forests.
But it was such a vast forest region that
they could hide in there longer Elian most
of the wilder sections of Pennsylvania.

(May, 1928)

Henry Jones of Philipsburg, Centre
County, born 1858, says: ''When I was a
boy, wild pigeons were very numerous !-
bout Philipsburg in the spring and fall,
going northward in spring, southward in
autumn, their flights being so great as to
darken the sun. fused to go out with an
old man named Swartz who was very ex-
pert at netting pigeons. He used double
nets, and when the stool pigeons would go
up, being tied with cords, and came down
fluttering, it would be only a few minutes
until the beds were swarming with hun-
dreds of pigeons. Then we would let go
the nets ind made some wonderful cat-
ches. Sometimes when the pigeons were
flying over an open field, they would light
in a tree in such numbers as to completely
cover it: the leaves could not be seen for
pigeons. Then all at once, probably forty
frears ago, they stopped coming and I
have never seen a pigeon since. During
the days of their flights, they swept right
over the town of Philipsburg and lit on
trees on the outskirts. Much of the net-
ting, including that by Swartz, was done
in fields in close proximity to the town.
Swartz lived for some years after the
flights ceased coming, but I never heard
that he ever saw even a stray pigeon
again

(1919)

According to Dr. B.H. Warren, in
1878, the State of Pennsylvania enacted
a feeble law protecting wild pigeons. It
remained on the statute books for many
years, being printed with other "game
laws'' long after the pigeons had become a
memory. The law protected the birds ''on
the nesting grounds," but hunters waited
at the edge of the nesting area and
slaughtered the parent birds mercilessly,
hence it was a worse than useless enact-
ment. It reads as follows: "No person
shall catch, kill or disturb wild pigeons
while on nesting grounds, under penalty
of $50. No person, not a citizen of Penn-
sylvania, may trap or net wild pigeons in
any county, unless he shall have first tak-
en out a license from the treasurer of the
said county, and paid therefor the sum of
$50, for the use of the county.

(No date recorded)

Mrs. Charles Grassley, of Richie.
Clinton County, wife of Charles Grassley,
a hunter, says: "I was born on January i,
1845, at Penfield, Clearfield County, then
in the heart of an almost untouched vir
gin forest. My father William Hicks of
Scotch-Irish descent was born on Hicks
Run and was a professional hunter. He
considered it almost beneath his dignity
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Old Chief Owen Jacobs, while a
guest at "Kittanning," McElhattan, Clin-
ton County 1917 said, in one of his con-
templative moods, "This is about what
Injun thinks about you all, you have a
police officer for every ten men. Injun has
no policemen, no crime, no jail. White
children liked Injuns, didn't want to go
back to real parents after capture. Why.
we not whip children. They work hard at
home, with us they play, shoot, hunt.
fish, gather fruits and nuts, make wea-
pons, make snares, our work is play not
like your lifetime work, you put on young
ones. Injun never cross with kids, explain
every fault, no not make mistake. A white
child finds happiness in Injun family.

George W. Grove, hunter, of Bucks
town, Somerset County, born in 1849,
says: "Wild pigeons flew through this sec-
tion in immense flocks. sometimes dark.
ening the sun for a couple of minutes
at a time. They flew north in the spring,
south in the fall. and sometimes the
flights were several days in passing. A few
pairs netted every year in the hemlocks
along the creeks and in the glades or up-
land marshes. and where there were
groves of beech trees. About forty years
ago they stopped coming, and I have ne-

David Busier, gunsmith and hunter,
of Collomsville, Lycoming County,, born
March 20, 1859, says: ''My father, Paul
Busier. bom in 1820 and died in 1902,
was a great wolf and bear hunter, and
captured many of those animals during
his long career as a hunter and trapper. I
have two of his old steel traps, which he
made himself, which caught many wolves
and some bears. The wolves were long a
menace in Nippenose Valley, coming out
of the mountains and killing sheep and
leaving carcasses. At my Uncle Daniel
Clark's in the gap between Nippenose
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FOLKLORE
it seemed as if a mill was superfluous.
Being of a friendly disposition himself
and given to joking with the redskins, he
could not see why others were continually
embroiled with them. For a long time af-
ter the mill was erected, it was an object
of great curiosity to the aborigines. They
crowded about the machinery in such
stolid admiration that it seemed as if an
accident would result. Many a white man
would have gotten angry and used bad
language or driven them away, but not so
with William McElhattan. He encouraged
the copper-colored visitors, made them
presents of flour, and treated their chiefs
io whiskey. He had such a following of
savages that the other settlers said his
name should be "William Penn" and not
William McElhattan. He always main-
tained that this sociability paid off and
that if the rest had followed the same
policy there would have been no "Great
Runaway '' with all of its attendant losses
of life and property. When it came, and
all the other settlers fled for their lives
from Indian massacre, he held his ground
and was said to have been drinking whis-
key with several of the chiefs in the pine
grove below his mill while the frightened
pioneers were going down the river in
their canoes as fast as the current would
carry them. This earned him the title of
renegade, which was undeserved, he
merely knew the best way to protect his
interests. His nearest white neighbor had
resided two miles from him. while his
nearest Indian neighbor was located a lit-
tle more than a mile distant. The flat
now known as Wayne Township was
pretty well cleared of red men even in
William McElhattan's time.

four oldest had deserted him, leaving only
the youngest, Choleesaw, or Pine Leaf, to
look after the old warrior and his aged
squaw. Hiloshotkee was from the start one
of the most interested and persistent visit-
ors to the water mill. After the acquaint-
ance had reached the point where he took
to drinking McElhattan's whiskey, he
came in the clear day and darkness alone
drove him off. White men from a dist-
ance who visited the mill perhaps twice a
year noticed the old Indian and laughed
about him, calling him "McElhattan's
watchman." He never made any attempt
[o help, which sometimes angered the
farmers when they had extra large loads
to be handled in a limited space of time.

b.y .f/enO }V.
Folklore, the Maker of Ame

Shoemaker

ricans and Enricher of Life

After having been a collector of
Pennsylvania ballads, legends, and trad-
itions 'for over thirty years, I think that
the study of folklore gives the common
touch more than any ' other worthwhile
activity, and for that reason brings hu-
man beings into closer communion. .It
keeps alive in an unending. current the
simplest, most kindly, anti neighborly
continuity of human thought. It glori6les
the names of heroes, picturesque events,
music, poetry, and a g;nuile .understand-
ing of nature and peoples. It is patriotism
and public service preserved more .color-
fully than in the dry pages. of. history.
Folklore is the spiritual' fluid which
humanized and enriches history, and be-
longing to the common people, it makes
every folklorist a participant. in its saga.
Folklore is the very antithesis of intoler-
ance and hate. The many nationalities
which have come to Pennsylvania during
the past half century brought with them
whole treasuries of ancient customs and
hero-lore, music, songs, and dances, all of
which have enriched'our spiritual under-
standing. That these national.survivals
should be kept separate and distinct, and
none of them lost is an immediate reason
for the existence of folk festivals. Much of
the earlier folklore which was brought to
Pennsylvania with the Colonists headed by
Francis Daniel Pastorius and Conrad
Weiser, the Palatines; Johan Printz! the
Swede; John Morton, tbe Finn; Nichola:
VanDyke, the Netherlander; .. Michael
Quigl;y, the Waldensian; John Elder and
William Maclay, the Ulster Scots; Ma-
dame Ferres, the Hugenot; Isaac Miran-
da, the German JeG; and others have
fused and blended'with aboriginal Indian
lore. and have become Pennsylvania folk-
lore. Some at least of Slavic, Celtic, Le-
vantine. and African folklore will become

part of this medley, .but .other parts
thanks to the increased study and recog-
nition of folklore will be kept alive and
preserved in its native purity and beauty.
Folklore is not a dead sea by any means,
and the titanic cvents of the machine age,
the depression, unemployment, and the
civic ;nd economic ' readjustments of
today will fumish some of the folklore of

hundreds of years from now. In fact, the
very thought of it makes those of us who
really love this poetical form of life's chron
icles wish we could return to earth Hive

hundred years from now Then the vast
employment-destroying machines, the
hola'om of intolerable brute force, hate,
and the at first hopelessness of the strug-
gle of mankind against these modem
dragons, sabre-toothed tigers, and mam-
moths of existence, and the ultimate vict-
ory will give the centuries to come new
heroes and champions, and the conquer
ors and rescuers of human happiness will
be the Charlemagnes, Rolands, Baldwins.
St. Georges and ' King Arthurs of that
dim, bait probably utopian period.
Though folklore will never die, its study
and appreciation can become limited to a
few ciits and its power to create human
happiness circumscribed. Folklore .pa '
ge;fits, song festivals, and publications
will keep it fresh and vital, and of steady
and inc;easing interest to everyone, being
in itself a picture of a happier past folk
lore becomes the pattern of a happier
future

After he had gotten to know
McElhattan well enough to have confi-
dence in him, he began urging him [a
come out to the Springs for a game sup-
per. The miller was too busy to be much
of a hunter even though he had killed
three elks one afternoon which had
threatened to make havoc in his wheat
field. He had not attempted to eat them
but strung them up by the hind legs from
some trees along the fence row as a warn-
ing to other elks of mirauding tendencies.
No more elks appeared, but instead the
number of ravens and crows grew so tre
mendous that their croaking and cawing
drowned the roar of the waterwheel. ''My
son Choleesaw is a great hunter," the old
Indian would expostulate. ''Every after
noon he comes to us with some fresh
trophy of the chase. One day it is wild
turkeys, the next it is grouse, and another
day it is wild pigeons or geese or wild
ducks." This seemed very tempting, es
pecially when he added, ''My wife knows
how to cook game better than any squaw
in all these valleys." One Sunday after
noon in the early autumn the Old Indian
appeared and explained that his son had
shot two buffaloes which were crossing
the Spring Run Ridge and had brought
home their tongues as the "piece de resis-
tance." but in addition, there were a
number of grouse, woodcocks, and plov
ers hanging at the camp ready to be cook
ed. ''We will serve the game with plenty
of roasted ears of Indian corn and pota-
toes cooked only as the Indians can pre-
pare them." McElhattan accepted the in-
vitation and was about to start off with
his Indian friend when his wife called him

McElhattan and His Springs

The slot) of a trade with an Indian

William McElhattan arrived at the
banks of the stream which has since bome
his name in the Spring of 1771 and at
once commenced tile clearing of a farm.
Before he had gone very far his shrewd
Scotch-Irish min;i, for he was a native of
Derry, perceived the need of a mill in the
locality: The water power was inexhaust-
ible, and the growing number af settlers
would guarantee a prosperous business.
The mill was a well built affair and cost
more money than any structure of its kind
in the West Branch Valley.

The old chieftain, Hiloshotkee, which
translated means Ginseng, had his lodge-
house at the entrance to the Gap in the
Bald Eagle mountains, on the camp-
ground where the five springs were locat-
ed. In an earlier day when Indians were
more numerous, they camped by the hun-
dreds around the Springs, but with the
advance of the white men, they had with-
drawn to Sugar Valley, where they dis-
puted with one another for possession of
its limited boundaries. But Hiloshotkee
hung on partly because he loved the
scenes of his youth and partly because his
former followers had deserted him for
younger leaders. He had five sons, but the

But he had notreckoned on troubles
with the Indians, which would prove such
a hindrance to agriculture, that at times
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into the house. She informed him that he
must take her and their three children a-
long or remain at home himself. It was
not that she relished the idea of being
entertained by Indians, but because she
was afraid to remain and guard the pre-
mises. ''If we die, we die together," was
her way of putting it. McElhattan was for
cancelling the visit, but he could see by
the Indian's expression it meant an insult
and strained relations, so, trusting to his
previous good luck. he started, followed
by his wife, his daughter, and two little
sons, and their faithful watchdog Felix.

house for use when he shaved, and
smoothed and adjusted her wonderful
golden hair. Backwoods girl that she was,
she would have attracted attention in any
ballroom in Philadelphia, her blonde co-
loring was so exceptional, and her slender
figure so lithe and graceful. Her violet
eyes were too small; that perhaps was the
only flaw a beauty expert could detect.

med the little stream which ran from
them, and in it he had put many kinds of
beautiful fish. Among them were some
small silver-colored ones, of a kind that
Vashti had never seen before. She seemed
greatly pleased, especially when the young
indian caught some in his hands and
gave her a close view of them. Choleesaw
ilw raccoon tracks leading to the banks of
the pond, and became excited, his black
eyes flashing with the animation of the
chase. They followed the tiny tracks some
distance back into the forest, where they
lost them. Vashti told her companion she
would secure for him the loan of her fa-
ther's animal trap and he could catch
the furry thief and lots like him. The
shades of evening had deepened in the
always dark vale of hemlocks, and Vashti
began to feel cold. She rubbed her hands
together, which aroused the sympathy of
the Indian, who took them in his and
warmed them in his strong grasp. Then
he embraced her and kissed her a dozen
times before their stroll had ended and
they rejoined the merry makers at the
camp fire. A full silvery moon was just
coming up over the fringe of the pine
trees on the edge of the mountain, cont-
ributing to the pretty picture.

cold to Abner Sweeny and her other suit
ors, she had been waiting for her Fate

The next morning when Hiloshotkee
came to the mill. his son was with him.
Unlike his father, he appeared anxious to
work and helped unload several farm
wagons which arrived during the day.
Choleesaw played his part well as he
strengthened his tie with Vashti daily, but
he never gave her parents cause for sus-
picion. He was apparently always busy
and kept his place so well that he cooked
and ate his own meals in the. pine grove
below the race.

When the party neared the Springs,
they could see thin columns of blue smoke
arising from the fires which were built in
depressions in the ground blocked in with
stones. Over one fire an aged squaw in a
green blanket was bending. Over another
appeared the broad shoulders and sinewy
back of a young Indian boy, free of cloth-
ing to his waist, and wearing a pair of
buckskin trousers. His manly bearing gave
an air of dignity to a "get-up '' that would
have appeared shocking in most white
men. As they drew near the squaw, with
Indianlike indifference kept on with her
cooking, but the young fellow turned
around, his eyes falling full on the beauti-
ful Vashti. His pleased surprise was so
great that he dropped the wooden fork on
which he was broiling a grouse, and it
fell into the coals, sending up a most
appetizing odor. The young girl seemed
to be equally surprised for she stood still
for half a minute gazing at her handsome
Indian admirer. Then the formal intro-
ductions were made and the party frat-
ernized as if of one race. The supper was
a great success, especially as McElhattan
had brought a bottle of Lancaster County
whiskey, which contributed to the exhub-
erant spirits of the older people. To have
come upon them suddenly would have
made one believe the millenium had
arrived.

The eldest child was a singularly
pretty girl of eighteen named Vashti, who
apparently had something of the stub-
borness of her Biblical namesake. For a
year past her parents had been trying
their utmost to marry her to young Abner
Sweeny, son of a prosperous landowner at
Fort Augusta. The young man was a great
horseman and, accompanied by his color-
ed servant, made trips every two months
[o visit the beautiful Vashti and try to
persuade her to become his wife. He was a
hne-looking fellow with a heavy mane of
red hair and stood over six feet. He had,
on one. occasion, brought her a ring
with a sparkling red stone in it that was
bought in Philadelphia. He had to do a
lot of coaxing before she would accept it.
When she finally took it, she carried it in
her hand until he had gone, and then hid
it away somewhere in the house. When
her mother accused her of having lost it,
she only smiled and said that ''A ring
from a man yau are not in love with is
not worth hunting for." All this was a grief
to her parents, who were not worldly
people in any sense of the word, but sin-
cere and simple Calvinists, their anxiety
for the ''brilliant match" being founded
on the desire to get their lovely daughter
out of the wilderness into a community
where she would have more pleasure and
comforts. They accused her of being fond
of first one young man and then another
as the cause of her indifference to Sweeny,
but she persued the even tenure of her
way and never shed any light on the true
inclinations of her heart. Willful as she
generally was, McElhattan was surprised
when she consented to go to the Indian
supper without an argument. She even
went to the bit of broken mirror that the
miller had fastened on the side of the

The mail carrier visited the locality
infrequently, but one day he brought a
letter for Vashti. It was from Sweeny
saying that he was coming on a visit the
following week. Her parents were present
when she received it. and there was no
use hiding the contents from them. They
urged her to accept this grand opportun-
ity to get out of the wilderness and mingle
in a world of comparative refinement.
But Vashti was stubborn and a poor
actress: she told them that she would
never marry the prosperous youth, and
furthermore, would hide in the woods
when he arrived

McElhattan, who was feeling good,
was talking loudly about wanting to buy
the Springs from Hiloshotkee and the old
Indian was shaking his head. When he
saw the young couple returning, his ex-
pression lit up and he pointed to the fair
Vashti, saying in his broken English,
Mister McElhattan, if you give me that

young girl for my son, you shall have the
Springs." The pioneer laughed heartily
but made no reply, and the conversation
drifted into other channels.

On the morning before his proposed
arrival, McElhattan took Vashti by the
shoulders and led her to the log smoke-
house, shoved her in, locking and bolting
the door. She submitted without a scene,
and her parents felt that despite her
threats she would relent when the time
came. When they brought in her dinner,
they found her in good spirits, and she
was singing when they appeared with
her supper. She had told her Indian lover
that her parents would probably lock her
up to prevent her hiding from Sweeny.
therefore, he was not surprised when he
saw, from a point of vantage in the mill.
her father gently but firmly thrust her
into captivity into the smoke-house. He
continued his work, and when it was
dark, said goodnight to his employer,
starting ostensibly for his father's camp at
the Springs. He whistled to Felix and
the dog followed him, wagging its tail.
He did not go very far, but lurked in the
woods until the last candle was snuffed in
the comfortable McElhattan home. Then
he stole out stealthily, followed by the

Choleesaw and Vashti continued ex-
changing glances, but both being a trifle
shy, it was not until the spirit of the
Lancaster County whiskey had taken pos-
session of their elders that their acquaint-
ance made full headway. The handsome
young Indian could only speak a few
words of English, and Vashti knew about
a like number of words in the Seneca

dialect, but conversation was forgotten in
the ardor of youth. Choleesaw suggested
that Vashti go with him to look 4t his fish
pond, and she gladly accepted. A short
distance below the Springs he had dam-

When it was time to return home,
the white people expressed their sincere
gratitude for the delightful evening and
McElhattan declared it was the happiest
night since he left Derry. He even stood
in'the middle of the path after the final
handshake and recited a poem which
he imagined was appropriate. Without
waiting to be invited, Choleesaw joined
the party, leaving McElhattan, his wife
and the two little boys lead the way, while
he saundered along back of them with
Vashti. By the time the mill was reached,
the beautiful girl knew why she had been
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faithful dog, emerging from the woods at
the rear of the smoke-house. He watched
the miller's home until he was sure all
were in dreamland, then ran quickly to
the smoke-house door. Deftly prying off
the hasp, he had the lock in his hand and
the door wide open in less than a minute.
Vashti leaped into his arms and he started
for the Gap on a trot, carrying his pre-
cious burden. with the faithful Felix
bounding along beside. They stopped for a
minute at old Hiloshotkee's wigwam to
tell him of their safe escape and then
continued their journey into the mount-
ains.

yellow pines loomed cool and green like
the palms of an oasis. But theme was no
time to stop, the hoofbeats of my pursuers
horses could be heard in molients of
especial calmness. We were in the bottom
of a deep ravine where a small stream
flowed when I felt the gallant little pony's
forelegs giving way. Quick as a flash ' I
swung out of the saddle and stood beside
him. All his super'nuous flesh had been
worn away in the wild race and froth and
foam ran from his flanks and belly like
rivulets. Poor little fellow. He gazed at me
appealingly with his bloodshot ' prominent
eyes and with his legs spread aide apart
to support his weight. He rested, 'and
coughed, and pante(I. Just then I fancied
I heard the swish of horses running
through the ferns I had to decide quick-
ly. I cut the saddle girths and bridle so
that they could not be used again, tossed
them behind a tall fire-blacke;ed stump,
gave the pony a slap to set him going
somewhere, and started running iiyseR
down the ravine with my left h;nd held
over the pocket containing the precious
dispatches. I hadn't eaten since three
o'clock the afternoon before. so I had to
stop and drink out of a puddle in the
stream. But I kept up a steady gait and
soon had put a mile between me and the
abandoned pony. I began fancying that I
was in too great a hurry until the sound
of hoofbeats again echoed in my ears. It
was no illusion, it was plainer than ever,
my pursuers must now be at the top of
the ravine where I had cut loose from the
pony. I redoubled my efforts, but was
careful to make as little noise as possible.
Once I scared up a Kingfisher from a
liool of dead water, and my heart sank
lest his "rattle" as he rose high in the air
would give a clue to my whereabouts. As
the bird's chattering died away, I was sure
I heard the splash and pounding of
horses' hoots back along thi bed of the
stream.

was shut. I supposed the house was empty.
I pushed into it, thinking I would race
out the back door and that would throw
my pursuers off the track for a few min-
utes, as, if they saw me entering, they
would stop to search the shack. Instead
of the house being empty, I found a
good-looking young woman of about
twenty years, dressed in a black and white
checked frock, seated in an armchair. sew
ing complacently. Though I wore no milit-
ary costume, there was something about
my wild eyes, long hair, and haggard face
that connected me with the army.
Though she was not stout, there was a
certain development of fullness of line in
her that made me feel that I had happen-
ed upon somebody's wife. We looked
each other over and the feeling that each
produced was that the other was not un-
attractive. Her eyes were dark brown, her
hair brownish, tinted with gold, and she
appeared to be sensible and quickwitted.

lest the water seep through my leather
wallet and destroy the valuable papers
than I did about my contact with the
spring water. It seemed I was in my wa
tery retreat so long that I began wonder
ing whether, after all, I was being pur-
sued or had thrown my enemies into
dismay somewhere further back. All was
silent upstairs. At times I imagined I
could hear even the ticking of a clock
Once I heard a rooster crowing. Every
thing was still, and the looked-for inci-
dents not occurring, I began thinking
about myself how cold I was, how hun-
gry I felt. I was tormented by these ideas
to such an extent that I was thankful
when the excitement began.Bright and early the next morning

Hiloshotkee was at the mill, smiling and
wishing a good morning to the dejected-
looking miller. "Don't look so cross," he
said, as well as his poor English would
permit,"My son has got your girl, now you
are the owner of the Hine Springs." The
humor of the situation appealed to
McElhattan, and he replied, ''If it's done,
it's done. I'd rather have a smiling bit
of land and water than an unsmiling
daughter." in three days Choleesaw and
Vashti returned to their former haunts
and were speedily forgiven by McElhattan
and his wife. ''We were married by a
German missionary we met on the mount-
ain," explained the bride. William
McElhattan let it go at that provided
Choleesaw would adopt an English rend-
ing of his name. William Pine was his
selection, partly out of compliment to
his magnanimous father-in-law, and part-
ly in translation of his own name. And
the Pine family lived happily ever after-
wards.

First of all I heard the racket of the
horses' approach, then the voices of the
riders. I listened to hear the young wom-
an's voice. but could not detect it. Some
how I had a perfect trust in her, even
though she was the wife of a Johnny Reb
We hadn't spoken much and I knew noth-
ing of her past character, but there are
some women we instinctively believe in.
and she was one. Just when my faith
was truest, I heard the cellar doors open
and the tramp of heavy, booted, spurred
feet on the loosely-laid plank stairs. My
three pursuers were in the cellar and were
apparently looking around. Then I could
make out a woman's voice whispering
with one of the men, and they all went
up the stairs. Someone shut the doors
with a bang. I had forgotten I was cold
or hungry, my trust in my fair young
protector had put into my life a new
force which dulled the physical sensations.
I became oblivious to time, I kept think
ing of the young woman upstairs calmly
sewing, the sculptured contour of her
face, her dark eyes and brown-gold hair,
her black and white. gingham dress

On seeing her, my plans changed. I
wanted to remain where I was. and I told
her so. ''The Johnny Rebs have been after
me since six o'clock last night; I wasn't a
mile and a half ahead of them when I
had to cut loose from my horse. It's
only a question of a half hour until they
get me unless you can hide me here." She
replied, ''My husband's a soldier in the
Confederate army and a Virginian by
birth, but I am a Pennsylvanian and we're
on Pennsylvania soil, so I guess it's the
least I can do to give you a chance." She
led me to the back door and out to where
cellar steps seemed to burrow under the
cabin and into the side hill. We were
both calm, but acted quickly. In the
capacious cellar, which was larger than
the floor space of the house, was a run-
ning spring, all except the source of
which was overlaid with slabs. On top of
this was piled considerable firewood. At
the opening of this covered rivulet, deep
in the water were numerous crocks and
bottles. It was the only place to hide, and
hot as I was from my long ride and run,
it was plunge into the water or be caught.
We lifted out the cracks and bottles. and
I slipped into the water and lay with my
nose like a carp in the gloomy recess.
The crocks and bottles were replaced, a
few sticks of wood were thrown carelessly
across the aperture. It was chilling cold.
and my teeth shook, but I worried more

The Dispatch Rider It was late at night I calculated when
I heard the cellar doors open softly and the
trip of gentle steps upon the stairs. She got
down on her knees before the hidden rivulet
and called to me to come out "if I was a
live." "Alive," I said, ''l surely am alive and
never felt better in my life. You have per-
formed a miracle and saved my life." She
had no light with her, but to me she was so
beautiful and so good that I saw her plainly
in the darkness of the cellar. It was dark in
the room upstairs, save for the red glow from

A sLoT) olffaith and intuition Where I was the creek made a sud-
den drop, forming a waterfall that sent a
jet of plume across some decaying logs and
downward a dozen feet. Below' that the
hollow widened out, but just enough to
make room for a log cabin and a'little
garden,. which seemeii to be mothered by
the encircling hills and a great white-arm -
ed buttonwood tree. The front door.
made of boards and painted light blue.

The little Red Hornet was pretty
badly fagged. There seemed little use in
going ahead with him unless I wanted
him to drop under me. The sun was com-
ing up frightfully hot, making the air op-
pressive with the scent of the sweet fems.
Ahead of me the pale green ridges ex-
uded humidity, save where clumps of



the stove. "lam afraid to light a tallow dip,
she said. "While I am sure they are gone.
they might see a light in my window even
from a great distance." On a chair were
some dry clothes, I could go upstairs and
change them if I wished. This I did quick
ly, and when I returned down the ladder, a
warm supper had been laid out on the
table. The glow from the stove was light
enough and never did I enjoy a meal as
much as I did that one. As I ate. she
told me what a close call I had. and it
was only as the years passed that I realiz
ed how near I was to death.
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to look at myself in the glass. It was dated
March 1, the same year. "My dear
friend," it ran, "I now feel impelled ta
take my pen in hand. I have wanted to do
so ever since the war was ended. My hus
band never returned, and his regiment
counted him as a deserter after 1865. He
never wrote to me after he went away that
night I hid yau in the spring house in our
cellar. I wanted to be honorable to him
until I felt there was no chance of his
coming back. I am sure of it now, and
take pleasure in penning these lines.
Write to me soon and come to see me if
ever in this part of the country. I often
look at your photograph. The date you
wrote on the back, June 28, 1863, chang-
ed the whole meaning of my life. But I
must close. Answer soon to one you called
your deliverer
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the day before I left Harrisburg for my
regiment. ] had intended sending it to a
sweetheart back in Hopple Hollow, but
had never gotten the chance. I reached to
the window sill, and there by the stove
light I detected a pen and ink. On the
back of the picture I wrote my name and
address. Below I put the date--Edwin
Garth, Hopple Hollow, Pa., June 28,
1863. I handed it to my deliverer, who
looked around for a place to hide it, fi-
nally secreting it under the sill of the win-
dow frame. Outside the windows the
landscape became sea-gray, daylight was
crowding into the cents of night. :'l must
be going. Thank you ever from my heart.
Write to me sometime," I said as I clasp
ed her warm hand. I shut the blue door
softly and retreated up the hollow in the
direction I had come when I abandoned
the horse

commended for my conduct on a dozen
occasions, and set out for the pine-buried
depths of Hopple Hollow, I had another
reason to cause me to travel fast apart
from the desire to be reunited with'my
family. It was the hope of finding a letter
from my deliverer. I always thought of her
by that name. I never mentioned or
thought of he! by any other. My meeting
with the family was a happy one. They
were proud of my record, but I think I
cut the greetings short a trifle when I ask-
ed,"ls there any mail for me." ''Yes, quite
a few letters and papers," replied ' my
white-haired father, as he brought forth
the bundle tied with pink string from the
drawer of the old walnut writing desk.
I wcnt through the packet carefully.
There were letters from friends. relatives
and oldtime sweethearts, every handwrit-
ing was familiar, but no word from "my
deliverer." I fear I looked a little sad
when I laid the letters down, and one of
my .sisters said, "Ed, I'll wager you've got
a girl down South." But my dlsappomt
ment, though lengthened out was lilt des-
tined to be final.

My three pursuers had arrived, angry
and tired, vowing vengeance. They bad
found the riderless horse and knew I must
be close by. To her surprise, she found
one to be her husband, a corporal, who
she imagined was far away in northern
Virginia. She said that if she had known
he was one of the party she would never
have secreted me, but on this point I am
incredulous. But the fact that her hus
band was in the party saved my life
Evidently he felt the same faith in her
that I felt. for when she told him she had
not seen me and that I was nowhere on
the premises, he believed her, and only
came into the cellar in a perfunctory
manner to satisfy his comrades. They had
waited long enough to have tea served, to
feed their horses sparingly, and then
made off in different directions vowing to
capture me by sundown. But the sun set
defiant and red, dusk softened into night
and she knew they had not found a trace
of me. When the meditative old clock
struck twelve. she felt there was little
danger of their return that night, so shehad come down and invited me out. "I
am afraid I have committed a grave sin to
have deceived my husband, but after hid-
ing you away, I could not bring myself to
deliver you up and have you butchered
like a dog. I will never be happy again for
my vile act, but I am thankful I have not
the betrayal of two on my soul.'

I marvelled at the stupidity of those
Rebels; several places I saw my footprints
in the muck by the stream. It was light
when I reached the tall blackened pine
stump where I had hidden the saddle. I
found it untouched. but I could locate
the pony nowhere. I knew it would be
safer to strike for my destination on foot,
a horseman is always noticeable, but I
hated to lose the Red Hornet. as I had
captured the little stallion from a Rebel
cavalryman in one of our raids into north
ern Virginia. But my disappointment over
the missing pony was only the outward
expression of my grief about parting from
the young woman who had saved my life.
But she had given me something more to
live for, and added reason to serve my
country we]]. I was just as brave but not
as reckless in the hours which followed. I
travelled fast across the ridges, and I
knew not such a thing as hunger or fa-
tigue. Just as the sun was setting calm and
golden, I was halted by the sentry at
Colonel Winter's camp. In another Give
minutes he had my dispatches, warmly
commending me for safely getting
through such a perilous country. I had
many other experiences and hairbreath
escapes while the war lasted, but they all
sunk into commonplace after they were
over. The adventure in the log cabin
and my fair deliverer was the one living
issue of my life.

Did I go to see her in the South
Mountains and make her my wife? That
would have been a happy ending to the
romance and would have sounded well in
your next volume of mountain tales. I did
not. When I read that letter. a blind
burning instinct, such as compels us ta
run before it like a forest fire. told me in
letters of pain that the rebel corporal was
still alive, that he knew when he came to
the house that his wife had hidden me in
the cellar, but with the chivalry of a true
Virginian would not brand her as false,
nor make himself the laughing stock of
his comrades. Yes, sir, she did write to me
again, but by that time I was married
happily to my oldtime sweetheart in
Hopple Hollow.

In April, 1867, after a winter spent
working in the woods, I came home ;nd,
at the close of the usual greetings, asked
for my mail. My sister smiled b;badly as
she hurried to the writing desk. "There's
only one letter and something tells me it
is the one I am sure you want.'' I don't
know why she said this, but sisters are
often intuitive. I opened it and my face
assumed a serious mien. I know it did for
my mother called to me and said I ought
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When she finished talking, I took out
my wallet to examine the integrity of my
papers. The outer covering was water
soaked, but the priceless dispatches en
trusted me by Colonel Hurdekoper were
as clean and strong as when they were de-
livered to me. In the case I found a small
photograph of myself in uniform, taken

In The Pilgrim, epic poem by Alex-
ander Wilson, famous ornithologist is the
following stanza:

The streaming ducks in rapid file,
Shoot o'er the surface of thi flood:
And pigeons darkening many a mile
Roar like a tempest o'er the wood.When I was mustered out highly
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MISCELLANY years, great fur years, corn years, pump-
kin years, lean years, floods, droughts,
victories in battle, defeats, pestilences,
migrations, the occurrence of miracles.
the births and deaths of holy men and
women. The Lend-Lenapes of Central
and Eastern Pennsylvania are said to have

called the record stick the gandigesh, or
holy or sacred stick, as it was a portable
record of the history of their race, though
it was hardly the same as the commercial
used Record Stick of the Pennsylvania
German and the Scotch-Irish pioneer
settlers.

A Jew Perms)tuania Bat SuPeTstitioni.s

e if one throws a bat in the fire, it gives
forth cries of profane language. CZznfon
County
p Children, out hatless, encountering
bats. cover their heads with their hands,
as the bat, if it lights on them, causes
early baldness. BeTAs Count.y
e :Hang branches of maple over the
doors tJ keep bats out of the house
I,ebanon Coun£3)
e in Lancaster County it is said that bats

bite into the flesh of live hogs, exposing
kidneys, like the cannibal crow of New
Zealand. By holding a bat in a lighted
candle, or in the blazing hearth, its evil
can be eradicated. C/zlzf on County
e if a bat flies into a church during a

wedding, it will be a very unhappy mar
riage. C/zhfon County
e if a bat, unnoticed, gets into a room
at night and bites a sleeping person, that
person will have the power of seeing in
the dark. PhzZadeZPhza Aregro
e in the beginning, soon after the world
was made. the indicts increased too fast
and polluted the air. The bats, crawling
on the earth like mice. The mice, coatless

with wings, flew close to the earth. Said
the bat to the mouse, "Give me your
wings and I will give you my fur." The
change was made. The bats, winged and
hairless. took to the air, and have been
warring against mosquitos, gnats, and
millers ever since. The mouse. with a nice
fur coat, feeds on the earth. PhzZadeJPhzb
Negro
e Finding a bat asleep in a cave, a gray
squirrel borrowed his wings, but the bat
awoke before the squirrel exchanged his
fur coat. The squirrel with the stolen
wings, took to the air, pursued by the bat
to get its fur and that is why the bats
chase the flying squirrels at dusk, as later
the squirrels cannot see and must return
to their nests in the hollow trees. C07'7t-
phnteT on Indian ReseTxntion
e Some used this verse:

Bloody bat, bloody bat,
come into my hat.

Others:
Bat, bat, fly away
Here away, there away
Into my hat, come and stay.

Chester Count)

Historical Heroines of Perms)luanda

EVE OURRY - in 1778, this brave
Swiss girl was able to organize the de-
fences of Hannastown, attacked by a
mighty force of Indians. By her fortitude
they were driven away, saving the inmates
of horrid butchery. She died at the village
formerly called Shieldsburg in Westmore-
land County in 1848. For her heroism,
she received a pension of forty dollars a
year from April 1st, 1846. She richly'
deserves a statue as one of Pennsylvania's
really great women.

MARIE LE ROY was captured by
Indians at Penn's Creek at the time of
the first Indian massacre in Pennsylvania
on October 16, 1755. She was taken to
Indiana with several others, including her
cousin, Marianne Villiers; she escaped
and walked back 2000 miles to Lancaster
and wrote the story of he! captivity.
her cousin escaping with her. (The story
is printed in Pennsylvania Magazine of
History and Biography, Vol ll)

A DELAWARE INDIAN SQUAW
warned the whites of Pontiac's plans be-
fore he began his attacks on the frontier
forts. She was herself called by some
Nilrillasohen, the Deliverer.

MARIANNE VILLIERS. cousin and
companion of Marie Le Roy in her capt-
ure and escape from the Indians and
return to Pennsylvania through hostile
Indian country, was an ancestress of Col.
H.W. Shoemaker.

PEGGY SHAW stood in front of a
child a Hannastown and was herself kil-
led by an Indian's bullet in saving the tot
who had toddled into danger. The child.
James Moore, lived on, dying at last in
Salem Township, Westmoreland County.
in 1846.

BETTY YOUNG was captured by
Indians on Penn's Creek. October, 1755,
taken to Canada, and sold to a British
officer, Colonel Young, who discovered
that she was a relative. When he left for
England, he released her, and she found
her way back to Penn's Creek, [o help
her aged parents on their clearing near
Winfield, Union County.

The Tall) ov Record Stick

The tally used in the Exchequer was
a rod of wood. marked on one face with
notches corresponding to the sum for
which it was an acknowledgment. Two
other sides contained the date, the name
of the payer, and so on. The rod was then
cleft iii such a manner that each half con-
tained one written side and half of every
notch. One part was kept in the Exchequ-
er. and the ' other was circulated. When
pay out was required, the two parts were
compared, and'if they "tallied,'' or made
a tally, all was right; if not, there was
some fraud and payment was refused.
Tallies were not finally abandoned in the
Exchequer until 1834.

as a record of barter deals with farmers.
At Oakland Mills in Juniata County,
owned by Hon. A. Boyd Hamilton's an-
cestors, and County Line Mills on the
Mahantango, farmers left hundreds of
bushels of grain on deposit in bins and
the withdrawals were marked on sticks.
One half of the stick kept by each and
a notch on it showed the time and a-
mount of the withdrawals. Deep freezes
being unknown, the farmer would receive
back from the butcher an equivalent a-
mount of meat from time to time, and at
country stores a record of transactions in
farm crops, eggs, etc., was marked off by
notches.

ELIZABETH SMITH was a bound
girl. Every time her time expired, her
master, Kincaid, laid some charge against
her and her captivity was extended. In
the end she nursed her cruel master in
his illness and enjoyed a few years of
freedom after his death.

PEGGY MARTEENY was a legend-
ary Somerset County girl who escaped
from the Indians by mounting a runaway
horse. In spite of its wild speed, she held
on, and escaped her pursuers.

LOUISA ST. CLAIR was loved by
young Joseph Brandt who ordered the
only horses ridden by her father to be
shot. Her parents did not sanction her
marriage. She obeyed but gradually lost
her reason and wandered demented over
Chestnut Ridge, only traces of her former
beauty remaining. Sometimes she was
mistaken for a ghost.

ELIZABETH ZANE - This famous
frontier woman, under heavy fire, carried
water to the defenders of Fort Zane. near
Steubensville, Ohio. She was of Pennsyl-
vania birth and Danish ancestry.

The tally stick known generally as a
record stick was kept by millers, butchers,
and general store keepers in Pennsylvania

Among the Indians the record stick
was like a miniature standing store, or
record of the tribal history, good buffalo

MOLLY PITCHER (MARY LUD
WIG), a heroine with Westem Pennsyl
vania women, was a German servant girl



who. when her husband was wounded at
the Battle of Monmouth, July, 1778,
carried water to soldiers under fire, and
kept her husband'scannon cool.

30

Fayette County. Miraculously, she escap '
ed by hiding in a tree top for two hours, a
cloth stuffed in the baby's mouth so that
it would not cry. The other child was kil-
led by her red captors. At Freeport, But-
ler County, a marble monument states:
Massa Harbeson, 1770-1837, captured

by Indians May 22, 1792, escaped May
27, 1792.

tle White Squaw, in an encounter be
tween her Indian captors and the settlers,
was caught by Captain White. As he seiz
ed and attempted to choke her, she mut-
tered a few English words. At once he re-
leased her. She was a sister of Comeel
Washburn, one of Simon Kenton's men.

grave at White Deer, formerly Hightown

MARY WOLFO RD or WOHLFOR-
TH, was captured by the Indians on
Young Woman's Creek, Clinton County,
gagged and her amns bound, but she
escaped. However, she was drowned, as
she tried to cross Young Woman's Creek
in flood, with the Indians in close pursuit.
Stream and town were named for her
Young Woman's Creek and Young Wo-
man's Town, now North Bend.

ROSEMARY BEIDLEMAN, the
BETSY ROSS of the War of 1812, was the
Horst to make a flag with fifteen stars.
which was presented 'to the Colonel of the

regiment at Bethlehem. Replicas .of her
flag were adopted by all the Western
Pennsylvania Regiments.

JENNY HANNA, when captured at
Hannastown, was released on her calling
her Indian captor Brother, and made things
easier for all the other prisoners by her tact.

ELIZABETH FLAILS, sixteen
months an Indian captive, when led past
the tree where Massy Harbeson was hid
ing with her child, heard a faint sound,
but made no sign, suspecting it was a hid-
den white, and she refused to betray her.

KITTY BROWN, by her strategy
assured the escape of several captiyfs, and
later was released through the efforts of
Col. Henry Bouquet, at Carlisle, in 1764.

CATHERINE SMITH, a Pennsyl-
vania German woman, a gun-borer
during the Revolution, was the first settler
on Great Island below Lock Haven. Later
she moved to the mouth of the White
Deer Creek where she continued to bore
rifles and to make guns for the patriots.
She made thirteen trips to Philadelphia
on foot to try to save her claim, but was
finally ousted from her land in favor of
Robert Morris. She rests in an unmarked

MARY SALTZMAN hid under ice
when pursued by Indians, but finally
reached her home to prepare her family
to withstand an Indian attack. This took
place about 1777

MRS. ELIZABETH BOGARTH,
heroine of Dunkard Creek, when murder-
ous Indians attacked her cabin, finally
secured the door and, after killing three
Indians, stood guard with a wounded
white man for 'several days until help
arrived.

ANN HI.JPP was the heroine at the
attack on Miller's Blockhouse on Dutch
Fork, Buffalo Creek, Washington County,
on Easter morning, March 30, 1782. The
men had gone to Rice's Fort and down
Dutch Fork, and only old men and child-
ren remained with the women. Seventy
Indians attacked. After the death of Ja-
cob Miller, Senior, and John Hupp, Sen-
ior, Ann ran from porthole to porthole
with sublime courage, pointing her rifle
and so gave the impression of a larger
force within the blockhouse. Reinforce-
ments came and they were finally gotten
to the fort in safety. Toward evening the
Indians withdrew. A statue to Ann Hupp
should surely be erected at Pittsburgh or
Little Washington.

MARY JEMISON, the "white woman
of the Genessee," was captured by the
Indians in 1758, and spent much time in
Western Pennsylvania.

BARBARA BRANDENBURG, a
great religious singer of Jacob's Lutheran
Church, German Township, Fayette
County, at a time when Indians were
reported near at hand, so absorbed the
attention of the women and children by
her singing that they were gotten out of
danger without panic.

MRS. DOLLY CLARK was captured
near Jeffrysville, Allegheny County., with
her baby. When the baby cried, the In-
dians killed it. Says C. Hale Sipe, the
great historian, ''Frozen with grief, she
covered the face of the dead child with
her apron and walked on without a tear.'

MARYMEANSandMAIDENF00T
Maidenfoot. an Indian, rescued the
Means Family, and Mary gave him a
handkerchief with her name embroidered
on it. Thirty-one years afterward, Maid-
enfoot. found after the battle of Fallen
Timbers, asked for Mary Means, then
Mrs. Kearney, and showed the handker-
chief. This led to their meeting after long
years of separation, and until her death,
four years later, he remained a member
ofher household.
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MARGARET EVERHART, with
KITTY BACON, set up an underground
way for the escape of captives, but herself
remained a prisoner iintil the general
peace when Col. Bouquet secured her
freedom in 1764. I had a peculiar dream last night. It was like a sermon on life and immortality with

Pascal's words, ''A continued dream would be the same as life '' as text. There are only
two forms of existence dreaming and living. We wonder at the incompleteness and un
connectedness of dreams, but that is because of bodily hindrances or imperfect rest; a
clear, connected dream is when there is perfect rest and more completely resembles the
endless dream existence. At death we merely pass from out of our bodily limitations.
casting off finiteness into the endlessness of the dream life. We pass from consciousness
into dreaming, from the bounds of the finite into the boundlessness of infinity. There are
only two states, living and dreaming, and life is but a shadow briefly cast over the sun-
lit path of the endlessness of dreaming

GRACIE HAY, one-time favorite of
the Duke of Cumberland, exiled to West-
ern Pennsylvania, took care of General
Forbes in 1 758 when he collapsed at Stony
Creek and nursed him back to health.

MARIA COX-PENN, married by
Lieutenant (;ovemor John Penn, was kid-
napped by Indians at his family's request,
but escaped from them and came back
from Canada to meet, by chance, her
husband. and to die in his arms at Fish
er's Ferry, Northumberland County.

MASSy HARBESON was captured,
with her two children, March 22, 1792, in MARY WASHBURN, called the Lit
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PUBLICATIONS

Copies of the following publications by Colonel Henry W. Shoemaker are on file in
the aral;ives of the Museum. I'his is by no means a complete list of his writings.

Tales of the Bald Eagle Mountains

North Pennsylvania Minstrelsy
Penn's Grandest Cavern

The Pennsylvania Lion or Panther
Some Stories of Old Deserted Houses in the Central Pennsylvania Mountains

The Tree Language of the Pennsylvania German Gypsies
Thirteen Hundred Old Time Words

The Music and Musical Instruments of the Pennsylvania Mountaineers

Gipsies and Gipsy Lore in the Pennsylvania Mountains

The Language of the Pennsylvania German Gypsies
The West Branch and the Constitution

Early Potters of Clinton County
Pennsylvania Indian Folk Songs
A Visit to the Great Saint Bernard, 1925

The Cumberland Valley and the Highland Regiments
Some Historic Trees of the West Branch Valley

Stephen Franks and the History of Fox Hunting in Blair County, Pennsylvania

A Forgotten People The Pennsylvania Mountaineers

In addition to the above publications, a great deal of unpublished material is also
available for your reading pleasure. Our director, Andrew K. Grugan, will be glad to
assist you in locating any of Colonel Shoemaker's writings that we have on file.
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Mosquito Valley, Armstrong Township, Lycoming County

The great Indian trail from White Deer Valley crossed the mountain and descend-
ed into the eastern end of Mosquito Valley, passed down the stream through the same,
and came out at DuBoistown. It was a famous path in Indian times and was much tra
vexed. Over it many white prisoners, including women and children, were hurried into
captivity. In after years when Culbertson built his mill at the mouth of Mosquito Run:
and the settlers in 'bVhite Deer Valley traveled it with their gusts of grain on the back of
horses, it came to be known as Culbertson's Path
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