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Chapter 1

“Let’s have an ale before we leave,” Jericho declared as he lifted the last prisoner’s bundle from the small wagon. He handed the bundle to Dan and hopped from the wagon. The four incorrigible Boonesborough thieves they had delivered had been no trouble on the journey but Jericho was glad to have them safely inside the Salem jail. “I’m thirsty.”

“I’d like to get out of Salem before dark,” Daniel answered. “If you’ll be content with just one, I’ll agree.”

Jericho grinned his promise, brushed past Daniel and strode eagerly to The Dark Horse. Inside the dim interior several men glanced up as the friends walked across the planks to a small table. The door opened again and Mingo soundlessly slipped over the floor to join them. Jericho pushed the tankard of ale across the table to his Cherokee friend. “When I didn’t find you two at the jail, I surmised you were slaking your thirst,” Mingo smiled.

“Just one. I promised Dan,” Jericho replied as he took another sip. 

“The constable asked me to deliver a message,” Mingo said after a quick swallow. “It seems he needs to see you before you leave, Daniel.”

“What does he want? We were just there and he didn’t mention anything,” Daniel frowned.

“I don’t know. He stopped me as I walked past. It sounded urgent, whatever it is,” Mingo returned. 

Sighing in aggravation, Daniel quaffed his mug of ale, brushed his hand across his lips and stood up. “I’ll be right back. Don’t you two go anywhere. And don’t let Jericho have another ale!”

Pretending a hurt he did not feel, Jericho ignored Dan’s lifted hand. Mingo’s grin broadened as he nodded his understanding. Both men sipped their drink, discussing their hopes for a speedy return to Boonesborough and Chota. Mingo had been wandering the forest for pleasure when he spied the wagon from the settlement. As was his habit, he cheerfully agreed to accompany his friends. Lost in conversation, the two did not notice Dan re-enter the tavern. They were surprised when he sat heavily on the bench beside Mingo and propped his chin with his balled fist. “What is it Daniel? What’s wrong?” Mingo asked perceptively.

“The constable is in a bit of a pickle. Some high-toned Englishman decided to tour the colonies to see what effect the revolution had on his family’s holdings. He got this far before his entourage deserted him. From what Constable Miller says, this man is like a two-year-old. Complains endlessly.” Daniel sighed heavily.
Mingo’s face had grown completely blank. The two pioneers could tell he was making a concentrated effort to avoid making judgments. Daniel turned his light eyes to his friend’s face, his plea evident. But Mingo shook his head vehemently. “No Daniel. I’m not playing nursemaid to a spoiled, bored dilettante.” Daniel placed his hand on Mingo’s smooth forearm. Before he could speak, Mingo grunted angrily. “You already agreed to entertain him, didn’t you?”

“Well, no. I did agree to do the constable a favor and escort this man back to Williamsburg,” Daniel admitted. “He wants to go home.”
Jericho entered the conversation with his own objection. “Dan, this Englishman will already be mad that we won the revolution. He’ll be impossible!”

Daniel sighed again, swiveled on the bench and stared out into the pleasant room. Behind him Jericho exchanged a long look with Mingo. The Cherokee shook his head definitively. Without looking around, Daniel murmured under his breath. “Alright then, Jericho, you head on back to Boonesborough. Tell Becky I’ll be back when I can. Mingo, you’re free to do whatever you want. I owe the constable for the way he treated you that time you were accused of murdering Sharben….” 

His eyes snapping with anger, Mingo turned on his friend. “That’s not fair Daniel! I didn’t ask him to help me.”

“No, that’s true. But he did, out of the goodness of his heart too. I considered it a favor. I told him so. Now he’s askin’ for my help. I can’t refuse,” Dan said decisively.

Daniel’s wounded expression brought an outburst from Mingo. He slapped his hand down hard on the table, startling a half-dozen men nearby. He leaped to his feet, face set, and stood looking down at the tall pioneer at his side. “I never expected you to blackmail me, Daniel. I want you to know I consider this beneath you.” Mingo bit his words short. Jericho stared at him, his mouth fallen open. He had never seen Mingo this angry. His eyes followed the Cherokee’s tall figure as he nearly ran across the room, snatched open the door and disappeared. Daniel sat for a few seconds, then clapped his cap onto his brown hair, swallowed the final drops in his mug and followed Mingo. Jericho gulped his drink, grabbed his hat and did the same. He could barely make out the two tall figures already near the jail, Mingo a dozen paces in front of Dan. Feeling uneasy, he followed them into the constable’s neat little office.

Inside Mingo paced in fury, back and forth, back and forth before the closed door. Jericho stood as far away from the angry man as possible, his back against the wall. Daniel spoke quietly to the constable. Then he shook the obviously relieved man’s hand. The constable dabbed his forehead with his handkerchief as he spoke. “He’s at the Peeks Inn, Daniel. Thank you. Thank you very much!”

Jericho opened the door. He followed Dan through and left the door open for Mingo. After a dozen steps he looked back. Mingo was striding down the sidewalk, head down, arms swinging. His black braids slapped against his shoulders. Jericho whistled softly under his breath. “Dan,” he whispered. “Mingo is furious.”
“I know it. But he’s the best man to help me get this bit of fluff back to his own people. From what little I’ve had to do with titled Englishmen, I don’t have the knack. Or the patience.”

“Mingo doesn’t have the patience either. I’ve never seen him this mad!” Jericho observed. 

“I hated to do it to him. But I was counting on his loyalty. I’ll make it up to him somehow,” Dan promised. Jericho frowned his doubt. The Peeks Inn door was closed. Swallowing, Dan turned the knob. Jericho stepped inside behind him. Mingo remained in the afternoon sunshine, stubbornly refusing to enter. There was the sound of murmuring voices. Then, above the murmurs, a high-pitched nasal whine. Mingo gritted his teeth, clenched his hands and backed to stand against the inn’s walls. 
Moments later Jericho was beside him, shaking his head. “Mingo, he’s tall, thin and red-haired. He looks about as strong as a milk-sick kitten. We might have to carry him to Williamsburg!”

“There’s no way I’m carrying a fainting Englishman anywhere!” Mingo retorted. “He got himself out here. He can get himself back!”

Daniel burst from the inn, glanced at his two friends, and beckoned. He walked rapidly down the street to their wagon. When Jericho and Mingo joined him there, he was busy readying it for the journey. Mingo tugged on Dan’s arm urgently. “Daniel, from what Jericho told me there’s no way that man is going to walk to Williamsburg. Leave him here and let’s go.”
“I can’t, Mingo. It’s really kinda sad. His valet and cook up and left him here a few days ago. They took everything that he had. He’s like a fish out of water. I doubt he could get himself from one end of Salem to the other.”

Mingo stared into Dan’s troubled eyes. The tight skin around his own eyes relaxed as he read Daniel’s sincere desire to help. “Alright, Daniel, I will help you. But I want you to remember something. This is no child. He is a man. If you don’t treat him like a man, he will endanger us all. You know I’m right!”

Daniel nodded his agreement. Then he continued to ready the wagon. While Daniel was so occupied, Mingo and Jericho entered the largest mercantile. There they purchased more camp equipment and supplies. By late afternoon the three were ready to gather their charge and leave Salem. But the Englishman had other ideas, which he expressed in no uncertain terms. “Leave now? Are you mad? It will be dark in three hours, and I haven’t had my tea.”

Mingo rolled his eyes, spun on his heel and left the inn. Inside, Daniel tried to reason with the stubborn Englishman. Jericho left the pointless discussion after a dozen minutes to find Mingo leaning against the inn’s outer wall, arms crossed, impatience etched on his features. “I tried to tell him,” were his only words. Jericho nodded and leaned beside him, waiting. Moments later Daniel emerged, his face enflamed, his eyes snapping. His gaze crossed Mingo’s, then leaped to the end of Salem’s main street. Without a word he began to stride toward the edge of town. Seconds later Jericho and Mingo likewise strode down the main street toward their fuming friend. Jericho retrieved their wagon from before the constable’s office.
Still without speaking, Daniel gathered firewood while Mingo constructed the camp. They spread their three blankets on the ground. Jericho distributed portions of the ham they had purchased the day before. Then, as the evening shadows lengthened, the three friends rolled into their blankets and lay alone with their thoughts. Just after dawn Mingo, having refused to accompany Daniel to retrieve their charge, packed the wagon while Jericho followed Dan. Minutes later, glancing at Jericho draped over the hitching post, Mingo stood waiting beside the horses. Suddenly he gasped in dismay at the collection of trunks and bags growing before the inn’s door. “Stop!” he exploded. “We are not taking this load with us. No!” Mingo glared at Daniel, his accusation plain. “ ‘Took everything he had.’ Huh!”

“These are my things. Each one is precious. I will not leave them,” the thin Englishman sniffed from the doorway. Mingo stared at the willowy man. His eyes narrowed in instant dislike.
“Fine,” Mingo agreed. “Stay here with them!”

“Mingo!” Daniel called warningly. Then he turned to the pale man beside him, his brocade coat flaring from his body, his white hose pristinely gleaming in the dim light. “Sir, we cannot take all this with us. The horses can’t pull all this, you, plus the supplies.”

“What supplies are more important than my things?” the Englishman retorted, haughtily.

“Food. Blankets. An oilcloth cover. Cooking utensils.” Mingo’s list was delivered as tersely as his friends had ever heard him speak. His eyes were hard as flakes of obsidian. Jericho shifted nervously and began to pet the near horse’s blazed face. Daniel stood beside the Englishman who had swelled up like a sponge.
“Who….WHAT….is this?” he asked pointedly, his finger stabbing the air toward Mingo’s chest.

Daniel snapped. “This man is my friend. He’s brave, loyal and dependable. If you plan on gettin’ to the coast of Virginia in time to board a ship to get your precious self to England before autumn, you’d better get used to him, because I’m not stirring one step without him!”

The Englishman sniffed again and turned to Jericho. The young man stood straight, looked the prim ingrate in the eye and replied, “I’m not either! So don’t ask.”

Tilting his head back so he could look down his long nose at the fuming Cherokee, the Englishman pronounced his decision to Daniel. “I must get back to London before the winter season. Therefore, it seems I have no choice but to allow you to carry me to Williamsburg. I wish it clearly known, however, that I do not want that one,” he pointed at Mingo, “to handle anything that I eat or drink. Is that understood? By everyone?”

Mingo stood as tall as the timber of his Kentucky home as he replied. “I have no intention of touching anything that is yours. Is that understood?  By everyone?” he mimicked. With great dignity he turned his back, grasped his rifle, and purposely walked toward the end of the street. Shooting a look of pure dislike at the sputtering Englishman, Jericho followed. Daniel stood waiting for the decision. Finally, with a last glance at his trunks, the citizen of Britain reached into his pocket. He drew forth a half-dozen coins, gestured for the man behind the inn’s bar, and paid the man to store the largest trunks until they were sent for. Then, with his face set into an expression of deep injury, he stepped off the sidewalk into the dusty Salem street.

Chapter 2
“What do I call you? Say, tall man!” the demanding voice pierced the forest quiet. 

Jericho grunted in aggravation. He peered over the horses’ heads to find Mingo’s scowl. Daniel half-turned to the man behind them. “I told you. My name is Daniel Boone. That’s Jericho Jones beside you and Mingo walking beside me.”

“I’m too tired to go another step,” the Englishman whined. “I must stop! Besides, it’s time for tea.” he demanded. They had been traveling almost an hour. The morning was beautiful, promising warm temperatures but not heat. Insects were minimal. Above them dozens of birds called. A light breeze brushed against the leafy treetops. 
Mingo paid no heed to the Englishman’s whine but continued walking briskly to the east. Jericho stopped the horses and looked to gauge Daniel’s reaction. The leader’s open face was set in as angry an expression as Jericho had ever seen. He stared at Daniel’s rigid stance. On the seat their unwelcome charge sat swaying in pretended distress. “I feel faint,” he whined. “I’m going to faint!” he said more loudly. “Tall man! I’m going to faint!”

“Go ahead,” Daniel murmured, then gave Jericho an embarrassed glance.
Jericho walked to stand beside Daniel’s shoulder, leaving the Englishman perched on the wagon seat with a satisfied smirk on his face. He directed a question to the reddened face before him. “Do we make tea for his lordship? Or shall I just hit him over the head now and help you truss him up like a hog?

Daniel gave a low chuckle. “Don’t tempt me!”

“Tall man, I must have a cup of tea now. It will revive me so that I may continue on this stressful journey through the wilderness,” came the whine from the wagon.

“Should I get Mingo?” Jericho asked as Dan reached into the wagon for the coffeepot.

“Nope. Once you caught him I don’t think you’d find him too tractable. He’d probably scratch you!” Dan grimaced.

Together Dan and Jericho created a quick fire. It took several minutes to find a source of water. During that time the Englishman sat on the wagon seat, preening. Finally the tea was steeping in the coffeepot. Another demand issued from the milky white throat. “Bring me a cup. Young man! Bring my cup of tea. Use a china cup. I will not drink from tin like a common oaf.”

His eyes carefully blank, Jericho approached the wagon. “Which box has your cups?” he asked bluntly.

The Englishman waved at one of the boxes off-handedly. “I don’t know; find it.”

Jericho found the right wooden china case, walked to the fire and filled a cup. Daniel stood beside the fire, his mouth fallen open at Jericho’s complete subservience. The young Irishman lifted the cup toward the simpering Englishman. Then, his eyes blazing, Jericho slowly poured the tea onto the ground. “There’s your tea. Hope it’s to your liking,” he growled.
While the red-faced Englishman cursed from the wagon seat, Jericho filled his own tin cup, took a swallow, then with determined stride walked back to the wagon. He lifted the tin cup toward the titled man. Their eyes locked, green on blue. Jericho’s gesture was completely understood. Minutes passed as all three men remained frozen. 
Daniel broke the mood by dousing the fire. He walked to the wagon, placed the hot metal pot in the wagon bed, then walked down the narrow road. Moments later he found Mingo perched comfortably on a rock near the trail, sunning himself. “Murdered him, did you?” Mingo murmured without opening his eyes. “Good. I assume Jericho is now burying the carcass?”

“You’d be wrong. Jericho is right now engaged in taking that worthless personage down several pegs. You’d have been proud of him.” Daniel almost smiled. As he told Mingo of Jericho’s actions they heard the sound of the wagon approaching. Through the trees they could see Jericho calmly driving. But there was no sign of his charge. Quickly Dan strode to the wagon. Before he could ask, he spied the red hair and white skin of the Englishman seated in the wagon bed, his arms hugging his knees, his back to Jericho. Nodding his understanding, Dan wheeled and strode back to Mingo’s side. Walking abreast, they traveled toward the coast. 

When the sun registered noon Daniel stopped walking. Mingo instantly walked to his right, grabbing a stick of firewood as he did. Jericho leaped from the wagon seat. Before they finished creating a fire ring Mingo approached with enough firewood for a small fire. The three men worked effortlessly together. In a quarter hour they had coffee brewed, the ham unpacked, and were lounging before the fire talking. From the wagon bed came the childish complaint. “What about me? I’m starving!”

Daniel rose with a sigh, sliced a piece of ham from the bone and walked to the wagon. Silently he handed the ham to the Englishman. He reached for the china cup, filled it with coffee, and returned to the wagon. Still in silence, he raised the cup to the helpless man. The Englishman was staring in horror at the piece of ham in his hand. His thin voice followed Dan’s retreating back. “How am I to eat this? Boone! I must have a plate, knife and fork. You cannot expect me to eat this from my hand!”

“Suit yourself,” was Dan’s terse reply.

Mingo chuckled softly and Jericho grinned broadly. They ignored the curses from the wagon. Leisurely the frontiersmen finished their meal, drank all the coffee, and broke camp. The enraged Englishman still sat with his back to the wagon seat. No one said a word to him as the wheels began to roll. Another hour passed in silence. Then the wagon stopped. Dan and Mingo glanced behind their backs to see Jericho’s face twisted into a scowl. They heard his impatient voice. “Then get out and do it!”
Exchanging a quick glance, Mingo and Daniel walked back to the wagon. “What’s wrong?” Daniel asked suspiciously.

“Ask him,” Jericho said, jerking his head in the Englishman’s general direction.

“I must relieve myself,” the pale man complained.

“It’s a big forest,” was Dan’s unsympathetic reply.

“You can’t be serious! Hand me my chamber pot,” came the demanding reply.

Mingo burst into uncontrollable laughter. He doubled over, staggered to the nearest tree, and leaned against it. Seconds later he was joined by Daniel’s loud guffaw and Jericho’s chortle. The Englishman sat in indignation, his white face red with anger. Daniel took a deep breath and faced his charge. “You either get down to go behind a tree, or pee yourself. It makes no difference to us.” 
Another guffaw erupted from his lips. Mingo slipped farther into the forest, his hearty laugh echoing from the trees. Jericho leaped from the wagon seat to join him, his laugh likewise echoing. Daniel released the tailgate and stepped back. His eyes throwing daggers, the Englishman awkwardly climbed from the wagon. He walked into the trees. Daniel turned his back politely, waiting. Moments later his charge was again huddled in the wagon bed.

“Mingo! Jericho! Let’s go,” Daniel called to his companions. The two men came through the tree shadows together. Jericho climbed onto the seat, his light eyes twinkling with fun. Mingo saluted Daniel as he passed. Then the journey to Williamsburg resumed.

Just before full dark they stopped beside a small stream. The camp was quickly constructed by Jericho while Dan and Mingo skinned the small deer Dan had shot before dusk. Within the hour venison was broiling over the fire, coffee was boiling, and the three friends were sharing ideas on government. There was a shuffling sound. They looked up to see the thin Englishman at the edge of the firelight. He had his china cup in his hand.

“Come on and sit down,” Dan called invitingly.

“Where?” came the whine.

“Anywhere. There’s plenty of ground,” Daniel replied. 

“On the ground? You expect me to sit on the ground? I will not! You forced me to leave my chair in Salem. You need to provide me with a substitute.” The haughty words brought three frowns. Mingo unexpectedly leaped to his feet. His vow forgotten, his face totally blank, he walked to the wagon and came back an instant later with one of the Englishman’s white shirts. Pointedly he laid it on the ground several feet from the fire. Then, with a flourish and a mock bow, he directed the Englishman to the “seat”. 

Jericho and Daniel sat riveted by the drama before them. Mingo returned to his position at the fire. The Englishman continued to stand, stiffened by rage. Mingo glanced at his companions as he sat back down. They saw the scorn that filled his face. There was something else in his eyes, something that neither man could quite figure out. Something hidden deep inside, denied but not destroyed. 
Jericho reached for the nearest slice of venison. He carried the stick to where the fuming Englishman still stood. “Here,” he said shortly. Then, curiously, he continued. “What are we supposed to call you?” 
“Too bold, my lad! One of the lower classes does not question someone of the upper class.” Relieved by taking his revenge on Jericho, the Englishman approached the cloth seat. Jericho held his breath to keep the words from exploding through his teeth. He whirled and returned to the fire. 

Daniel sat seething. “That was uncalled for, whoever you are,” Daniel scolded.

“Whoever I am? I am the son of one of Britain’s wealthiest men,” the Englishman simpered. “My father is highly placed, a well-renowned soldier, a political appointee. Our family has the ear of King George. Why, I even carry His Grace’s name, suggested by the monarch himself!  My mother is connected to the royal house of Stuart. My blood is as blue as any in the kingdom.” The man pretended to study his manicured nails. “I am as far above you and your ragtail friends as the sky is from the mud.”
Daniel’s temper snapped. Mingo shifted uncomfortably beside him. “I wouldn’t be too sure of that! One of us ‘ragtails’ has blood as blue as yours. And he has a heart ten times as large as your shriveled nubbin.”

Near the fire Mingo again stirred restlessly. The motion caught the Englishman’s eye. He starred at the Indian, then once again turned to Daniel. His red eyebrows shot up, wrinkling his white brow. “Oh, I’ve caught you in a jest! This plowboy with the innocent expression? Laughable!”

Jericho leaped to his feet, his hands clenched in rage. “You think you’re better’n us because you’ve got money! Well let me tell you something, George High-brow. If I cut you, you’d bleed no bluer than any one of us. You keep this up and I’ll leave you right here. Mingo ‘n Dan will too!”

George looked up, his small eyes narrowed. “That would be dishonorable, to leave a helpless traveler alone in this wilderness. You prove yourself a peasant every time you speak.”

Jericho rushed at the gloating man seated on his white shirt. Mingo sprang at the same time, intercepting Jericho. He planted his feet and pushed hard to contain his struggling friend. “Jericho! He’s not worth it. Hear me! He’s not worth even bruising your hand. Let it go from you mind.”

Jericho panted as he pushed against Mingo. Then he looked into Mingo’s eyes. What he saw there stopped his rage. He dropped his hands from Mingo’s shoulders. “Alright, Mingo. If you say so.” At the edge of the light the Englishman chuckled mirthlessly.

Chapter 3
The journey took a week longer than it should have due to George’s ceaseless complaints and petty demands. Daniel drove the wagon after Jericho refused. He felt responsible for the entire troublesome journey. Each passing day saw Mingo growing more and more morose, Jericho more and more agitated. Their English companion rode all day long in the wagon, having convinced Daniel to rig him a bed there. He laid humming tunelessly, or reading his thick volume of Chaucer’s works. Now and then he’d read Daniel a passage he found particularly entertaining. Daniel would cringe and ignore it. Every evening Mingo and Jericho made a snug camp. They ranged miles ahead of the slow-moving wagon with its burden. When Dan arrived they always allowed him time to walk the woods alone, releasing the anger that built over the day’s journey. George remained in his own personal wagon “camp”, refusing to mingle with the three men who guarded his precious person. 
On the twenty-fifth evening of their journey a storm threatened to break to their west. Daniel came back to the fire with a large armload of wood. He found Mingo and Jericho trying to decide how best to prepare. The thought of being caught beneath the wagon for hours with George had them both searching for a way out. Dan dropped the wood beside the fire and straightened. “You’re the one most experienced with two-year-old children, Daniel,” Mingo said. “It is only logical that you are the one to stay with George under the wagon. We’ll find a cave somewhere.”

Dan shook his head strongly. “Nothin’ doin’. I have to drive him all day.”

“Need I remind you that both Jericho and I tried to dissuade you from accepting this burden?” Mingo replied pointedly. 

Dan’s face fell. “No. You did. I remember.” He lifted his eyes to his friends. “I know both of you are here because you’re my friends. I really need you now. You both know this storm could last for hours. That means we’ll be cooped up under the wagon with George all night.”

A look of devilment lifted Mingo’s lips. “Alright, Daniel. But don’t make his bed for him. If he wants to keep it dry, he’ll have to take care of it. That goes for everything else in the wagon.”

Jericho grinned lopsidedly as he nodded his head. “I agree, Dan. Let His Lordship deal with all his gear. We’ll take care of ours.”

Feeling more lighthearted than they’d felt for days, the three experienced Kentuckians readied their camp for the onslaught. Mingo broke branches to lean in place against the western side of the wagon. He tied them there with a stout rope. All the while he worked George pretended not to know he was there. The pretense rankled, but Mingo ignored it. 
Jericho carefully built a fire ring beneath the wagon. Daniel placed all their gear near it, then pulled a piece of oilcloth tight around the north-east portion of the wagon to protect it. Together Mingo and Jericho sheltered the horses behind a screen of stout shrubs. Then, as the rumbling began, they settled down beneath the wagon for supper. “George,” Daniel called. “We’re havin’ coffee and left-over venison. Do you want some?” Silence was his only response. Shaking his head in exasperation, Daniel faced his amused companions.

As they ate they heard George scoot above their heads. Seconds later he was peering under the wagon. “What are you doing? Where’s my meal?” he asked brusquely. “The smoke is making my eyes tear. Move that fire immediately! You are trying your best to aggravate me. I know it. Your treatment is abominable.” 
Daniel, Mingo and Jericho completely ignored George. There was a flash of lightning and the resulting rumble lasted much longer. The three men could see George look nervously at the clouds above. A smattering of cold raindrops peppered the ground. Mingo lifted his tin cup and clinked it against Jericho’s. They grinned at each other while Daniel tried to convince George to get under cover. Seconds later the sprinkle turned into a deluge. Squeaking in surprise, George bent to scramble under the wagon. In his haste he bumped his head, hard. The blow knocked him backwards. Dan grabbed his ankles and dragged him under the wagon. Dazed, the Englishman tried to sit up. Sheets of rain were visible in the lightning flashes. Suddenly George cried out. “My things! My bed! Get my bed, Boone. It will be soaked.”

“Indeed it will,” Mingo replied in delight. He chewed a piece of roasted venison as he watched George flutter his hands in helplessness. “If you had been focused on anything but yourself you could have prepared for this storm.”
“You didn’t tell me!” George wailed. “You let me be surprised. You’re a heartless bunch of brigands! Why do you all hate me so? Why oh why? Oooooooh,” he moaned.
Mingo lifted his chin. Before he could respond Dan grabbed his arm. “Don’t, Mingo. He won’t really hear you anyway.”

Turning his head so fast his hair spun around his shoulders like a fan, Mingo growled at his friend. “Maybe not. But I will certainly feel much better giving vent to my imprisoned thoughts!” He tore his arm loose from Dan’s grasp and faced the complaining Englishman. “Shut……up!” he ordered. “You have done nothing your whole life but complain, demand and belittle. I know your kind. I know you. Your existence upon this earth is a blight. You are cruel, impatient, thoughtless and petty. You possess no useable skills. Your blanket is wet because you are useless. Daniel does not exist to be your slave. Neither does Jericho.” 
Mingo continued, his words flowing like a torrent. “You could not live without the care of other men. They protect you, they feed you, they clothe you. You’re a parasite as surely as is a tick, leech or louse. You are not superior in any way but one: you are a superior burden! Your conceit is unbearable. Unlike your equally useless peers, we see you for what you are, not for your artificial position. Asinus asinum fricat, * George!”  
* The ass rubs the ass. (Conceited people flatter each other about qualities they do not possess.)

Even though the rain continued to pour Mingo grabbed an unused piece of oilcloth, rolled from the shelter of the wagon and disappeared into the forest. George stared after him. Both Jericho and Daniel dropped their heads, ignoring His Lordship completely. They sipped hot coffee, told tales and simply enjoyed each other’s company. Sitting apart with the rain splashing over his backside, George nursed his shredded aura.

The wet night gave way to a glorious morning. Mingo strode into camp with the first rays of the sun. The night’s rain had washed away the angry words and he appeared more his old self. Both of his friends returned his smiling greeting. Still huddled beneath the wagon, George did not acknowledge anyone. Finally, the scent of bubbling coffee forced the doused Englishman out into the morning. Unable to meet anyone’s eyes, he held his china cup to receive the hot liquid. A shiver ran through his thin body. Coffee spilled from his shaking hand. Feeling forgiving, Daniel greeted his charge. “Mornin’ George,” he said familiarly. 

The Earl’s son gave no indication he’d heard. He turned carefully to avoid slipping in the mud, sought the strongest sunbeam, and stood warming his back. Jericho swallowed the last of his meat. “How many more days you reckon, Dan?” he asked.
“Two, maybe three,” was Daniel’s reply. “Depends on the weather.”

“Sure can’t some fast enough,” Jericho observed with a sigh.

Mingo nodded, drained his cup and walked toward the horses. Jericho helped, and within ten minutes the party was ready for the morning’s travel. The storm overnight had muddied the trail, slowing their progress. Though very impatient to rid themselves of the complaining Englishman, the men were only able to travel a few miles before the darkness caught them. George spent the entire day pawing through his soaked possessions, trying to dry them. The men made a cold camp. From the soggy wagon bed came George’s familiar whine. “I’m chilled. I need something warm to revive me. Why aren’t you making coffee?”
“The wood is soaked, George. That was a big storm. We’ll have some in the morning if we can,” was Daniel’s reply. 

“In the morning! That’s not acceptable,” George retorted.

“Well that’s the way it is,” Daniel said matter-of-factly. “Unless you’ve got some dry firewood hidden somewhere among your bags you’d like to contribute.”
Beside him Mingo chuckled. He leaned over and murmured, “I understand why the cook and valet escaped. Can you imagine what it would be like to be his employee?”
“His slave, you mean,” Jericho amended.

The moon rose perfectly round over the eastern horizon. Brightly it beamed on the wet Virginia soil. Daniel looked at his companions. “You know, we could travel by that light. Do you think the horses are up to it?”

Mingo and Jericho both stared thoughtfully at the tied horses. They were standing with locked knees, heads drooping. Jericho voiced his opinion. “I think they could go a few more hours. Let’s try. The quicker we get ol’ George to Williamsburg the happier I’m going to be!”

As a response Daniel got to his feet. Mingo took one horse and he the other. In less than five minutes they were ready to roll. From the back of the wagon George’s complaint split the air. “What are you doing? I’m exhausted! I feel faint. I simply cannot go another mile!”

“You don’t have to budge, George,” Daniel explained. “The horses are doin’ all the work. Just lay back and watch the stars.”

“Lie back on what? Everything I own is soaked! All my clothes will mold. My Chaucer is ruined!” he wailed. 

“Reminds me of a verse my ma used to read me from the Bible,” Daniel mused companionably. “ Somethin’ about storin’ your treasures in heaven where they won’t rust. Or in your case, won’t mold.” A dozen feet in front of the horses Mingo’s low laugh drifted back to Daniel’s ears. He grinned to hear it. Though insects buzzed in the humid air, Dan rode happily through the Virginia heat knowing that whatever had so angered the Cherokee twenty-four hours before, he was past it now. 
Chapter 4
The weary travelers arrived on the edge of Williamsburg mid-morning three days later. George was fuming, trying to find something not wrinkled or mildewed with which to dress his precious self. He spent the entire morning crouched in the wagon bed, pulling various articles of clothing from his slimy bags, cursing, tossing them aside. Daniel wore an enormous grin, as did the two walking in front of the horses. When the church spires of Williamsburg came in sight Mingo and Jericho lengthened their stride. They were standing nonchalantly beside the fanciest inn that the city had to offer as Daniel pulled the wagon before the painted doors. 
The wheels had not fully stopped before George scrambled off the seat beside Daniel. He was so anxious to distance himself from the plebian conveyance that he slipped in the still-muddy street and landed on his skinny rear end. All three Kentuckians burst into hearty laughter. The future Lord began to screech like a rusted hinge. Doors burst open all along the street, including the eight-foot doors of the inn. In the doorway stood an English valet costumed in cut velvet of a deep burgundy hue. He half turned to speak to the person behind him. “Lady Charlotte, I believe your son is here,” he murmured. 
Behind him appeared a tall woman of middle age, her auburn hair done up in a series of curls and waves. She was gowned in deep blue satin brocade, the trim of silver lace. She stared at George futilely trying to stand. Lifting her head proudly, she admonished her son. “George, do get up! You are making a complete fool of yourself,” she sniffed.

A few feet away Mingo snickered. “I’d say he’s making an ass of himself,” he murmured softly. Lady Charlotte heard his words. Slowly she turned her well-coifed head. The look she sent into his eyes would have frozen a lesser man. But Mingo simply lifted his eyebrows and met her glare for glare. They held their pose for ten seconds, twenty seconds, until the haughty woman was forced to drop her eyes. Beside Mingo Jericho whistled under his breath.

George managed to get to his feet. Daniel stood in the wagon bed, handing all George’s moldy possessions to the grimacing valet. The velvet-coated man held each object as far from his body as possible. Lady Charlotte pressed against the door to avoid touching her son’s foul books, clothes and shoes. She actually cringed as George brushed past her without a word of greeting or a word of farewell to the three men who had borne his presence for many days. 
Daniel watched as the future Earl tripped across the beautiful carpet to the gleaming stairs. Wearily he pulled himself up the flight. There was not so much as a sneer of acknowledgement for anyone. Shaking his head, Daniel stepped over the wagon seat and waved to his two friends. Almost boisterously they leaped into the wagon bed. Then the plodding horses pulled the wagon toward the nearest livery stable. Behind their backs Lady Charlotte stood, her eyes never leaving the Cherokee laughing in the back of the wagon.  
After caring for the horses the three men sauntered down the sidewalk to a comfortable-looking inn. They paid for three rooms and a bath from the coins George left at Daniel’s feet. Long they luxuriated in the hot, sudsy water. Then, feeling better than they had for a month they met in the taproom for a meal. As the late afternoon breeze stirred the inn’s curtains, Mingo swallowed his ale and nudged Daniel’s arm. “Daniel, I must say that you handled that pompous libertine as well as he could be handled.”

“Is everyone over there like him?” Jericho asked curiously.

Mingo sighed, then lifted his eyes to the windows. “No, Jericho. But the problem is that those that are like him have convinced nearly everyone else that they deserve better treatment than their common fellows. They deserve to be warm when everyone else is cold, they deserve to eat roast pheasant when thousands have not even the most basic food. They are convinced they deserve velvet, satin and lace when those that create those fabrics could never afford even a velvet ribbon.”

“It’s no wonder you had to leave there, then,” Jericho observed. “To quote our fellow traveler George, you’re as far above that thinking as the ‘sky is above the mud’.”

“Amen,” Daniel echoed as he tapped his mug against Jericho’s. 

Mingo looked at his two friends with obvious affection. “Thank you, both of you. It’s nice to know I’m valued for myself and not blamed for my English family connections.”

“Mingo, there’s lots of us know your heart is worth its weight in gold.” Daniel’s light eyes sparkled with affection. The three friends spent the next two hours recalling amusing stories, laughing together. Then they each went to their separate rooms, stretched out on their clean beds, and fell into a deep sleep. 

Inside the most luxurious suite in the most lavish inn Williamsburg could boast, Lady Charlotte pretended to listen to her son’s list of complaints and trials. She nodded now and then as though engaged in George’s rant. But her mind was replaying the bold exchange between herself and the tall Indian lounging near the inn’s door. “George,” she murmured, interrupting his final pained recitation of Daniel’s unsympathetic treatment. “That Indian that traveled with you. Who is he?”

“I don’t know! Some inconsequential heathen. Why?”

“I was remembering something your father said once when he was a bit far gone with brandy. He mentioned a tall Indian that he once knew. I can’t remember more about him other than John said he was the most secure man he’d ever known. Bold. That Indian with you, he was like that. I wonder if Dryden was right and all the savages on this continent are like him. Noble.” Lady Charlotte began to fan herself as a pink flush spread over her soft cheeks.  

George stared at his mother in open-mouthed wonder. “You cannot be serious! That heathen, ‘Nature’s gentleman’? He’s no more a gentleman than I am a worm.”

Charlotte ignored her son’s scoffing attitude. “I’ve thought about this before. Hobbes was of the opinion that in a state of nature man’s life is short and filled with brutality. But as far back as Cicero there was the belief that living as part of nature brought forth the best in man.”

“Like Adam in the Garden? That was surely not the best of man!” George snorted.

“Oh George! ‘I am as free as nature first made man….Ere the base laws of servitude began…..When wild in the woods the noble savage ran’. I think Dryden had a point. That Indian with you; I can easily imagine him running wild in the woods.”

“And naked too. I noticed you staring at him. Thinking impure thoughts, Mother?” George taunted boldly.

Charlotte colored brightly. George grinned unmercifully. She attempted to distract her son by continuing her discourse. “Parsifal was untutored but he was the most noble of Arthur’s knights.”
“That’s a fiction, just like the ‘noble savage’. I think Rousseau is a simpleton. To believe that man is born with the potential for goodness and civilization corrupts it? And Pope is a simpleton with his idea that Indians are victims of European corruptions. He even believes that they are worthy of salvation. Ludicrous!” George struck a pose and recited: “Lo, the poor Indian! whose untutored mind….Sees God in clouds, or hears him in the wind…” George continued, his face screwed into an expression of malice. “What’s so noble about ignorance, or nakedness.”
“Nothing!  However, I think Rousseau had a point when he wrote, ‘Man is born free but everywhere is in chains’. We are all human, George. Perhaps he’s right and civilization has robbed man of his true freedom.”

“Humph!” George grunted dismissively. Then he continued to discard shirts, trousers, and jackets into the ever-growing pile at his feet. “This gold one is just unwearable, Mother,” he complained. But Charlotte did not acknowledge her son. Her mind was elsewhere, traveling imaginary forests with Dryden’s handsome Cherokee. 
In the morning Daniel was the last to join his friends for breakfast. His eyes were veiled. Jericho and Mingo exchanged a glance of curiosity as he sat before them. After he ordered his breakfast, he stole a quick look at the Cherokee across the table. Mingo saw the look. “Daniel?” he asked. “Have I done something that is troubling you?”

An embarrassed flush colored Daniel’s cheeks. “Er, no Mingo. Why?”

“Because you look like you’re holding something back,” Jericho answered. 

Shaking his head in denial, Daniel gulped his breakfast. As the last bite went down he swallowed his coffee, stood and gestured toward the door. Sharing another quick look, his friends followed the beckoning. Before the hour was up they were heading west along the rapidly drying road. When Mingo suggested he trot ahead to hunt, Daniel quickly agreed. He leaped off the wagon seat. Waving to Jericho, the two hunters were soon beyond the wagon’s creaking. Mingo’s eyes scanned the forest floor. Beside him Dan hummed tunelessly. 
Mingo straightened to accost his friend. His face was carefully controlled. “Alright, Daniel. Out with it. I know there’s something you want to discuss with me. I assume it concerns George. What is it?”
Clearing his throat, Daniel gazed up at the cobalt summer sky. “I don’t know quite how to begin, Mingo. Something occurred to me last night right before I fell asleep. I’ve worried it all night. When I was handing George’s things to that valet I happened to see the name on his coat.”

“Yes?” Mingo said, his voice completely devoid of warmth.

“It was Murray,” Daniel almost whispered.

“And?” Mingo prompted. “So his name was Murray. It’s a common name.”

“He’s got red hair. He’s tall. He’s younger than you,” Daniel stammered.

“Are you asking me if George is related to me?” Mingo challenged.

Daniel met Mingo’s marble eyes. “I’m sayin’ he could be your brother.”

Mingo couldn’t hide his involuntary flinch. Daniel put out his hand to touch his friend’s wooden arm. “Did you know right off?” Daniel murmured. “Is that why you objected so strongly?”

A heavy, long sigh released some of Mingo’s pent emotion. “I suspected the instant I saw him,” he admitted. “He resembles a painting of my father at the same age.”
“I’m sorry. If I had listened to you in the first place you’d never have been put in such an awkward position.” Daniel’s eyes conveyed his genuine sorrow.

“It wasn’t your fault. But I didn’t feel I could express my suspicions to you. I could hardly believe it myself. What are the odds that some blighted Englishman abandoned in Salem would be my father’s son?” Mingo shook his head in disbelief.
“Your father’s son? Mingo, he’s your brother,” Daniel corrected.

Mingo’s head lifted proudly. “No, Daniel, he’s not. Perhaps he shares my blood, but he’s no brother of mine!”

Instant understanding smoothed Daniel’s brow. Nodding his agreement, Daniel tapped Mingo’s shoulder and continued to hunt for the evening meal. Beside him Mingo slipped gracefully through the forest as though he was a part of it, the epitome of Dryden’s noble savage. ‘Yes, my friend,’ Daniel thought. ‘Truly, George Murray is no brother of yours!’

The three friends made a cozy camp as the August evening began to settle around them. They built two small fires to use as smudges against the buzzing insects. Their whining was a constant irritant, like George Murray. Then, after sharing stories for hours, they fell asleep. Around midnight Mingo awoke. He lay trying to push the connection from his mind. Finally he couldn’t fight it any longer. Soundlessly he sat up and addressed the absent relatives. “George, Charlotte,” he whispered to the darkness. “I don’t envy you one whit. Now that I have seen you, and been near you, I can leave you shuttered in the farthest corner of my mind where you’ve dwelled for years. You are where you belong. I, thank the Creator, am where I belong! You can go away now and let me rest in peace.”

Lying back on the cool ground, Mingo let all his turbulent thoughts swirl through the air. They evaporated into the dark night. He sighed, turned on his side, and slid into a blissful sleep. Once again he was free.
