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His father didn’t shudder in the evening chill. Not
that he thought his father would; although old, his father was tall
and strong. He had lived a long time and survived several ordeals.
He had lost one wife and several children. He’d seen his beloved
wool venture crumble. The cold air of an early prairie spring was
but the bite of a fly in comparison.

His thoughts of his father were interrupted by the
rustle of grass. He turned towards the sound. At last the Kaw
medicine man had arrived. The Indian approached him and raised his
right hand in greeting.

He did the same. He pointed to his father. “This is
my father.” He turned to the old man. “Father, this is the Indian I
spoke to you about.”

His father frowned. Such an expression was never a
pleasant sight. His father’s frown could send blackness into any
man’s soul.

“I do not approve of deviltry,” the old man said. “I
have pledged my soul to Christ and the Lord.”

“I follow the Great Spirit,” the Indian replied.

The younger man didn’t have to look to feel his
father’s eyes on him. “Did you bring me out here to convert this
savage, or to listen to his blasphemy?” the old man asked.

He turned slowly. “Please, Father, listen to what he
has to say.”

“Hear me well, old man,” the Indian said. “I come not
to challenge your God, if you do not challenge mine.”

The younger man thought his father might explode with
rage. He saw on the face of the medicine man a calm resolve. His
arms were folded across his chest. He looked to his father. The old
man was indeed outraged. He stared at the Indian for a long moment.
The Indian’s expression never changed. His father’s expression
changed from anger to a milder concern.

“I will listen to what you have to say,” the old man
said to the Indian. “What are you called?”

“My given name is of no meaning to you,” the medicine
man replied. “My white name is Spirit Keeper. You may call me that,
if you wish.”

“Very well. My name is...”

“I know your name.”

“My son told you my name, then.”

“Yes.”

“Good. What is the purpose of this conversation?”

“Your son tells me that you do not approve of the
whites keeping the buffalo-haired men as property.”

“You mean negroes? As slaves? No, I do not
approve.”

“Your son says you have pledged to your God to fight
what you call slavery.”

“That is so.”

“Why should you care about such a thing?”

“The Bible forbids it. God commands that I should
remember him that is in bondage, as though I were also in bondage.
Christ commands those who accept Him as their Savior to treat all
men as though they were their brothers. The slave is the despised
poor of which any good Christian should care for.”

“Your belief in your God is why this slavery matters
to you?”

“It is.”

“How shall you fight?”

“With whatever I can. Guns, swords, my own body, if
need be.”

“What of this?” The Indian let his left arm fall to
his side. He brought his right arm forward and turned up the palm
of that hand. He closed his eyes.

The young man knew what would happen next. He looked
to his father to see his reaction.

After a moment a ball of white light appeared just
about the open hand of the medicine man. His father appeared
stunned for a brief time. His face darkened. He shook his head.

“Deviltry!”

The medicine man opened his eyes. “No, old man. It is
the secret medicine that my people have used for many
generations.”

“It is the Devil’s work!”

The ball of light faded. “Do you say the same about
your guns?”

“What?”

“Your guns. You use them to kill. Are they not
deviltry?”

His father opened his mouth, then closed it. “Not if
I should kill a man threatening my family,” he said after a pause.
“Not if I kill a beast to bring meat to our table.”

“What of fire?”

“Fire can burn, yes, but I can bring heat and
light.”

The white ball of light returned. “By learning the
ways to invoke the unseen power, you may cast this light. It might
help you return home, or it might blind an enemy to allow you to
kill him. This wisdom is neither good nor evil, just as the gun or
the roaring fire.”

His father shook his head, though his expression was
mild. “It is magic, and that is forbidden by God.”

“Father, did not the Lord command the Hebrews not to
kill?” he asked.

“Of course.”

“Yet did the Lord not also tell the Hebrews to go
into the lands of their enemies, to kill every man and make the
women and children slaves?”

“Yes.”

“That part of the Bible has been used against the
abolition cause. Yet you have said that we must obey Christ. Did
Christ not say, ‘Render unto Caesar that which is Caesar’s, and
render unto God that which is His?’”

“Indeed.”

“Then this magic is as Spirit Keeper says. It is
another tool for our cause.”

The Indian nodded once. “Your son speaks wisely, old
man. This knowledge can be used for good or bad. How you use it
should determine whether you are good or bad. It is like the gun,
the horse, the fire, or the water. It is.”

His father was silent for a few minutes. He looked at
the medicine man. “Why should you give this knowledge to us?”

“Our people grow fewer by the day. Those that are
left, more and more, turn to the white man’s ways. It must be
passed on.

“Yet we did not seek the unseen power. It came not as
a hunt, but by what you call an ‘accident.’ This land is balanced,
between the woods and the treeless prairie, and between the cold of
winter and the heat of summer. So it was that the power remained
unknown but there, in balance with all things. An ancestor on a
spirit walk found the power. Further walks, and much work, revealed
how to invoke the power.

“Since this wisdom was not a gift of the Great
Spirit, I have wondered about what might happen if it were not
passed on. It seems to me that one of you might stumble across this
knowledge, as you might a deer without seeking one. Who among you
should do this? Can that man be trusted with this wisdom?

“My heart tells me it is better that I chose the
white who will learn this wisdom. I have talked with your son
several times, old man. I have also looked for your spirit. You are
a man of great darkness, but also of great light. You may kill, but
you may also give your life that others might live. Your darkness
is in service to a better cause than your life or your status.

“So I shall give this wisdom to you, and your son, if
you are willing to learn it. I will give you this tool, that you
might end this thing you call slavery. I shall trust the Great
Spirit, and your God, that you will use this wisdom for the
best.”
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“Townsley, you may stop here,” his father announced.
“We shall camp here, and wait for nightfall.”

He got out of the bed of Townsley’s wagon, along with
three of his brothers and two other men. His father had been
sitting next to Townsley, owner and driver of the wagon. The two of
them stepped after the others.

“Now perhaps you’ll tell me why you need me and my
wagon,” Townsley said.

His father turned to two of his brothers. “Frederick,
Salmon, get the supplies and begin supper.” Not waiting for them to
reply, he looked at Townsley. “Mister Townsley, you are aware of
the outrages the slavery party have committed against the Christian
men of this land.”

“I heard about the sack of Lawrence, Mister
Brown.”

“Not just that. One of their Congressman beat Senator
Sumner, on the floor of the Senate, for daring to speak against
their stealing of our elections. They have corrupted the
territorial government. They have forced Governor Shannon to look
the other way while they rob and murder.”

He saw Townsley’s eyes grow wide. “What do you intend
to do?”

The darkness that had fallen over his father’s face
as he recounted the crimes of their foes abruptly vanished. “I
intend to do nothing. I shall place their fate in God’s hands.”

“What?”

“There are several men along Pottawatomie Creek who
have sheltered these criminals, or have made threats against the
good people of this area. We shall present them for the Lord’s
judgement, and let Him determine their punishment.”

Townsley shook his head. “That sounds like murder to
me, Mister Brown.”

His father reached out to Townsley and touched his
left shoulder. “There shall be no blood on your hands, sir. Convey
us where we wish to go.”

“What if I refuse?”

“They we shall commandeer your wagon, and leave you
here.”

“That is all?”

“You will be alone, Townsley. On foot. Unarmed.”

“I see.”

His father let down his arm. “I tell you, no blood
shall be shed. You have nothing to fear.”

“I’ll hold you to your word, Brown.”

After that he had wanted to ask his father what his
real plan was. But there was no chance for him to get his father
away from camp. A watch had to be posted, supper eaten, then there
was a Bible reading. His father ordered everyone to rest for a
time. Well after dark he roused the group, saying, “We shall now do
the Lord’s will.”

He had Townsley lead them over the California road to
Mosquito Creek. There they left the wagon and headed to a cabin.
His father knocked on the door. A sound came from inside the cabin.
It sounded to him like a man taking up a long-barreled gun of some
sort and cocking the hammer. His father waved; the group retreated
quickly and quietly.

“The Doyle residence,” his father said to Townsley
once they were away from the cabin.

“Follow me.”

They walked for some distance down a rough road. When
they were within sight of the Doyle’s cabin, his father told
Townsley, Frederick, and one of the other men to watch the
road.

A minute or so after starting for the cabin, two dogs
came from the darkness near the building. He could tell from the
shadows and the barking that they were bulldogs. He saw his father
turn towards the dogs. A moment later they yelped in fear and ran
into the wilderness. His father nodded to the rest. They followed
him to the cabin door.

He knocked on the door. “Yes, what is it?” a
Southerner said from inside.

“Can you show me the way to the Wilkinson place?” his
father asked.

“I’ll point you that way, that’s all.”

The door opened a foot. His father forced it open the
rest of the way. “Mister Doyle?”

The man at the door shuddered. “What?”

“The Northern Army demands that you and your sons
give themselves up.” He turned to the group. “Take them.”

“I told you what you was going to get,” Doyle’s wife
cried out.

“Hush, mother, hush,” her husband said.

In moments they had hustled out Doyle, his three
sons, his wife, and their daughter. He noticed that two of the
Doyle sons were young men, but that the third had not yet come of
age. He considered asking his father about the third son.

“Please, mister,” Doyle’s wife said to his father,
“you can’t take my boys!”

“They know their crimes,” his father replied.

“John’s done no crimes! He’s but fourteen!”

His father looked at the youngest Doyle son. “So he
is. Keep him by you. Should he act, he shall not be spared.”

The boy dashed to his mother. He went to her right
and put his arms around her. She held onto him with one arm, the
other around her daughter.

His father turned to Doyle and the other sons. “Step
away from your home, and kneel.” The men obeyed the order. They
appeared very afraid.

His father drew the long sword he had tucked into his
belt on his left hip. The elder Doyle gasped. His father placed the
flat tip of the sword on the elder Doyle’s head. He raised his
right hand and tilted his head back. He closed his eyes.

“Oh, Lord,” he said, “kneeling before us are three
men who have defended the wickedness of slavery. They have made
threats against good Christian men. We call upon you, Merciful
Lord, to show all the punishment for such evil deeds.”

For a moment all anyone heard was the wind rustling
the branches of the trees nearby. Then the elder Doyle let out a
cry of pain. He reached for his chest. His body sagged to the
ground just as his hands touched his nightshirt. An instant later
the first son moaned and fell, then so did the second son.

His father turned to the surviving members of Doyle’s
family. “God punishes those who commit sin. Heed this warning, and
let all know of what happened.” He nodded back towards the road.
The group followed him, leaving Doyle’s wife and younger children
weeping quietly over the three corpses.

He knew what his father had done. He had no time to
confront him. His father asked Townsley to take them to the
Wilkinson place. They walked for about half a mile to another home.
His father asked Frederick and the other two to guard the road.
Again they heard a dog barking as they approached. This time,
however, the dog appeared to be tied up in back of the house, for
they heard it but didn’t see it.

His father knocked on the door. He heard voices from
inside, then a man asked, “What do you want, stranger?”

“I am trying to get to Dutch Henry’s Tavern,” his
father answered.

“Well, just keep on going the way you were.”

“I am lost. Come out and point the way.”

“I don’t know.”

His father frowned. “Sir, are you a Northern
armist?”

“I am.”

“Then open the door! You are our prisoner!”

“Can I light a candle, sir?”

“Open this door or we shall break it down!”

The door opened. His father led the way inside. His
father took off the man inside a musket and a flask of powder. He
and Salmon took hold of Wilkinson’s arms.

“Sir, spare my husband.”

He turned. To one side of the cabin a woman was lying
in bed. Two children were lying on the floor at the foot of the
bed. He looked at her face. Although only one candle lit the room,
he could see that her face was spotted.

“She has measles, Father.”

His father looked at the woman. “You have
neighbors?”

“Yes, sir, but they are not at home tonight.”

“My wife cannot leave here,” Wilkinson said.

His father shook his head. “It matters not.
Come.”

“What will you do with my husband?”

“Place his fate in the hands of the Lord.”

He and Salmon brought Wilkinson outside. His father
asked Wilkinson to kneel. Again he drew his sword. He touched
Wilkinson’s head and restated the prayer he had given at the Doyle
claim. A moment later Wilkinson clutched his chest, bent over, then
fell to the ground onto his side. His father returned to the cabin
and gave the dead man’s wife a warning similar to the one he gave
the Doyles. He had the party return to the road.

“The Harris cabin,” his father instructed
Townsley.

The Harris claim was farther down the road and along
Pottawatomie Creek. Guessing at the time they had started, and
adding up the time they had spent out, he believed that it was now
Sunday. The Sabbath Day. A strange day to be doing what they were
doing.

His father assigned the same trio guard duty. This
time there was no dog barking. There was no sound to signal their
approach. They walked right up to the door. His father put his hand
on the handle of the door. It turned. With a nod, he led them into
the cabin.

He saw that James Harris was in bed with his wife and
child. Three other men were on the floor. It appeared that all had
been sleeping when the group came in.

“You must all surrender,” his father said. “The
Northern Army is here. It would be foolish of you to resist.”

James Harris was by then sitting up. He looked at his
father. “Old man Brown.” He looked at him. “Owen Brown.”

“Yes,” his father said. He turned to the three other
men. The others in the group had got them on their feet. His father
glared at one of the men. “You are William Sherman, Dutch Henry
Sherman’s brother.”

“I am.”

“Where is your brother?”

“Ain’t here.”

“I can see that, man. Where is he?”

“Don’t know!”

“Are there any more of your friends about this
place?”

“No.”

His father turned to a second man. “Who are you?”

“John Wrightman. I bought a cow from Dutch Henry. I
was going to take it home in the morning.”

His father turned to the third man. “Who are
you?”

“Jerome Glanville.”

His father turned to him. “Owen, take this man
outside. Keep him guarded.”

He walked to where the three men stood. He took hold
of Glanville’s left arm. He pushed the barrel of his pistol into
Glanville’s side. He marched the man out of the cabin.

“What’s going on?” Glanville asked.

“Be still, sir, and there shall be no trouble.”

He waited for several moments. His father came out
holding two long guns and a Bowie knife. “These were found,” he
said, “but no extra powder or lead.” He placed the weapons on the
ground.

“What do you want with me?”

“The truth, sir, for your life hangs in the balance,”
his father answered.

His eyes met his father’s. For an instant he wasn’t
sure what his father wanted. He recalled what his father had just
said. He nodded once and closed his eyes.

“Are you one of the Border Ruffians?” his father
asked.

“No. I’m just passing through.”

“Have you made threats against any Free-State
man?”

“No!”

“Have you helped slavery men to come to this
territory?”

“No.”

“Have you kept any Free-State man from voting, or
speaking publicly, or observing any of his other God-given
rights?”

“No!”

“Do you own slaves?”

“I don’t even have a home yet.”

“Owen?”

He opened his eyes. His skill at detecting lies was,
for some reason, better than his father’s. He had sensed no
disturbance in the man’s soul that would suggest that his answers
were not truthful.

“He sounds like an honest settler to me, Father.”

“Then I am satisfied.” His father turned to
Glanville. “Do not take part in the evil deeds of the slavery men
of this territory, sir, and you shall have no troubles from me and
mine.” He nodded once at the cabin. “Go.” Glanville jogged
back.

His father turned towards the cabin. “Bring out the
Harris man!”

Salmon escorted Harris outside. He handed Harris over
to him then returned to the cabin. He guarded him like he had
Glanville, and closed his eyes.

“Where is Dutch Henry, James?” his father asked.

“Out on the prairie, Mister Brown. Some cattle of his
wandered off. He and a couple of his friends said they expected to
be out all night searching for them.”

“And you, James? Have you added your voice to Henry’s
threats against us?”

“No.”

“Have you helped slavery men to come to this
territory?”

“No, Brown.”

“Did you have any hand in the late troubles up in
Lawrence?”

“You mean, sacking the town?”

“I do.”

“Not a bit of it, Brown.”

“Owen?”

“He sounds honest to me, Father.”

“Indeed. Harris, I suggest you not keep company with
men such as Henry Sherman. His crimes will catch up with him one
day.”

“You mean, you or one of your abolition friends will
kill him.”

“I mean no such thing. Watch and see.” He turned
towards the cabin. “Bring out the Sherman brother!”

Salmon brought Sherman out. He marched him to a place
in front of his father and forced him to kneel. His father took out
his sword and touched the tip to Sherman’s head. His father raised
his right hand and faced the sky.

“Oh, Lord, kneeling before you is the brother of the
notorious Henry Sherman. You know of his evil oaths and wicked
deeds. Merciful God, give us a sign that this brother is in league
with Henry’s Sherman foul ways, or is clean in Your sight.”

An instant later Sherman grabbed at his chest. He let
out a strangled cry then slumped to the ground. His father put his
sword away. He looked at Harris.

“The judgements of the Lord are swift as they are
mighty, James Harris. He knows who is righteous, and who sides with
the sinners. Whether they fall to His hand, or in battle, or in
commission of some other crime, they shall fall, as shall those who
conspire with them. Remember that, James, remember and let your
neighbors know.”

Harris looked at Sherman’s body. He looked at his
father then him. He saw concern with a touch of fear on Harris’
face. Harris walked back to his home on his own.

His father nodded to Salmon. “Time to go.” Salmon
nodded. He walked back to the cabin and told the others that they
were leaving. The group moved back to the road, with two of the men
watching the cabin. They joined up with Frederick and the other
two. His father told Townsley, “Guide us back to where we
camped.”

The group marched silently back to the camp. As they
arrived Townsley asked his father about the next day, which in fact
it already was. His father replied that he wished to find John,
Junior. The younger John was a Captain in the Free-State militia.
He had taken over the local company from his father.

His father’s group had parted from the company after
his father had vowed to take action upon learning of the sack of
Lawrence. The younger John had urged caution, and had pleaded with
their father not to leave him. Their father had assured him that
all would be well. He organized the smaller group and went looking
for Townsley. Now they had come full circle.

“We shall rest this night,” his father announced.
“Tomorrow, after breakfast and a prayer, we shall go find
John.”

He had no time to confront his father then, for both
were tired. There was no time in the morning or during the search.
Early in the afternoon they found the younger John and the company.
He smiled warmly on seeing their father and the rest.

“I am glad you’ve returned, Father,” the younger John
said.

His father looked around the company’s camp. There
were only a handful of men around. “Where is the rest of the
company?” his father asked.

“I had to send them home, Father. There was an Army
officer riding along the Santa Fe Trail. His orders were for all
militias to disband. I had no choice but to let the men go
home.”

“I wish you had not done that, John. The men might
yet be needed.”

The younger John’s eyes narrowed. “Why? What have you
done?”

“I have done nothing, John. There is no blood on my
hands, nor on the hands of those who accompanied me. Is that not
so, Owen?”

“It is, Father.”

“I shall tell you more about it, John. We shall have
supper here, spend the night, then return to our claims.”

“Father? May I speak with you in private?”

“Of course, Owen. John, see to it that the others
make camp and prepare supper.”

He led his father to a spot in the wilderness just
off the road. There they could speak without the others hearing
them. He faced his father, nervous but with a sense of
indignation.

“You lied to John, Father,” he said. “You lied to
everyone. You have blood on your hands. I know those men died due
to your magic.”

His father’s expression was mild, almost tender. “I
know, Owen. But I will not speak the truth, and neither shall
you.”

He sighed. “Of course I would not. No one would
believe me.”

“No. But they shall believe their own eyes, my
son.”

“You killed five men, Father.”

“You and I know that, but no one else shall. The
witnesses saw none of us fire guns, nor use our swords or knives.
They saw me pray, and they saw those men die. That is all they can
say for certain.”

“But five men, Father.”

His father reached out and grasped his left shoulder.
“Owen, we must use the magic we have learned to fight this wicked
slave power. As I said, we were not seen to strike any deathly
blows. What do you think our enemies will say, when word of what
happened gets out?”

“They will blame us. Harris recognized us.”

“But did we strike any blows, Owen?”

“Not as they would know them.”

His father nodded once. “Indeed. All they will know
for certain is that I prayed, and men died. If they do not know the
magic we posses, then how shall they explain what happened?”

He opened his mouth to answer, then stopped. He
thought about the question for a moment. “They cannot,” he
said.

“No, they cannot. Or they shall think it was indeed
God’s will. Owen, if you believed that by prayer alone you might be
struck dead, what would you think?”

“I would think to sin less and pray more.”

“Just so. The neighbors of those men, especially
those who support the slave power, and most especially those who
have committed crimes in the name of slavery, they will now be less
eager to engage in their previous wicked ways. They may fear that
if they see me, or you, or any of us, that we will pray and it
shall be the death of them.”

“The terror you spoke of, the fear of punishment that
has so long been lacking.”

“Indeed, Owen. A tale of terror shall spring forth
from our work last night. But not the terror of blood for blood.
The terror of God’s wrath.” His father shook his head. “I do not
fear the Lord’s judgement, for we are engaged in a great war. I
have struck a blow against the enemy. They have so far killed six
good Free-State men. Now five of them are dead, and seemingly at
the hands of God.”

His father nodded once again. “Our enemy shall come
searching for us, Owen. But I doubt they should be as enthusiastic
as they might be, had we been seen to strike the death blows. That
shall reap many benefits to our side as this war goes on.”

After a brief silence he too nodded his head. “I see
your reasoning, Father.”

“I am glad of that. I am also glad that you expressed
your discomfort to me.”

“You are?”

“Yes. The events of these last days filled me with a
great rage. Had I no other means, I am certain I would have killed
those men on my own, hacking them to small pieces to avenge the
outrages against our cause. Like you, I felt misgivings about such
a reaction. Then I recalled our lessons with the Kaw warlock.”

“And you turned away from bloody revenge?”

“Yes, but it was more than that. I recalled his name
for this magic, the ‘unseen power.’ We believe that the unseen hand
of God guides us, which is why we pray both for guidance and for
mercy. This magic gives us an unseen hand by which we may act.
Therefore, if that hand not be seen, then it is so much more the
fearful hand.

“By this unseen hand, Owen, you and I shall combat
the sin of slavery. We shall pray each night, and seek to atone if
we go too far. I shall fast for a few days to atone for the deaths
I have caused. The Lord has given us a power we may use in His
service. We must have the will to use it.”

“And the wit to use it to the best effect.”

“Indeed, Owen, indeed. Now, let us rejoin the
others.”

“I shall follow your lead, Father.”
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The camp stirred with the sound of men approaching
through the brush. Owen moved closer to his father, not out of
fear, but because he knew who was being led to the party’s camp. As
he reached his side, one of the men in the company came though the
trees and bushes around their campsite. Following him was John, the
eldest of Owen’s brothers.

Because he had the same name as his father, but with
“Junior” legally attached, in the Territory he was sometimes
addressed as “Young Brown,” as opposed to their father, “Old
Brown.” In the family it was always John and Father; nothing else
was needed.

John resembled his father in many ways. He was tall,
stern-faced, and had a piercing gaze. Unlike his father, John had
grown a beard since coming to Kansas. He could sound like his
father, with the same deep and commanding tone. Of course he would
never impersonate his father, within the family or to outsiders.
That sort of jest was not acceptable to any of the Browns.

While John and his father might look and sound the
same, they were not the same when it came to politics. John had
attended the Big Springs Convention the previous autumn. He’s
expressed interest in serving in the Free-State Legislature. He
didn’t believe, as their father and most of Owen’s brothers
believed, that slavery would have to be scourged from the land with
blood and fire. Kansas becoming a free state would turn the tide
against the wickedness of slavery, not raids and battles against
the slave power.

Owen felt torn about John’s views. He could see the
reason in them, but he could also see that his father was more
passionate, and therefore more willing to fight when it seemed all
hope was lost. Strangely, his father was impulsive, while his son
John was patient.

Their positions in the family also kept Owen from
completely siding with John. They had been born to their father’s
first wife. Yet not only was Owen younger than John, he felt more
kinship with the children of their stepmother. Some in his family,
including his father, treated him more like one of the “younger
children” than one of the “older children.”

Still, there were ties of blood between the brothers.
Owen was happy to see John. He shook his brother’s hand warmly when
he approached Owen and their father.

“Have you come to join the company, John?” Father
asked.

“No, Father,” John replied. “I came here with
news.”

“What news would that be?”

“Most of the leaders of the Free-State Party are
under arrest now. They caught Charles Robinson on the Missouri
River near Lexington.”

That was disheartening, but not surprising. The
Missourians had sacked Lawrence several days before. Their pretext
was the liberation of a free state man from the odious Sheriff of
Douglas County, a slavery man and an adulterer.

The free state man had been freed late last year
before the Sheriff and his posse of brigands could murder the
fellow for defending himself against another proslavery man.
Robinson, along with Sam Wood, had allowed the free state man to
take refuge in Lawrence. The Sheriff demanded that Governor Shannon
call out the militia to enforce the “slave laws.”

Shannon had done so, then retracted the call when he
realized that the leaders of Lawrence would fight rather than
submit to a proslavery mob. Shannon was convinced to end the
standoff with a deal that disarmed both sides. At the time, Father
had been outraged by the “surrender.” He’d wanted to show the
proslavery men the danger of their wicked ways. Since then, Father
came to see the cleverness of the Lawrence men.

That cleverness disappeared when the spring thaw
arrived. The Free-State Party had their own Legislature, but passed
no laws or took other action. They did deputize Colonel Lane to
Washington with the Topeka Constitution and the hope that
Washington would let Kansas enter the Union as a free state. But
that was the extent of their effort to resist the Missourians and
their lackeys in the Territorial government.

That inaction encouraged the Sheriff to make a second
attempt to enforce his infamous charges. Someone, probably an
outraged husband, took a shot at him in the proslavery camp. The
other men in the camp, encouraged by the dastardly Senator David
Atchison, raided Lawrence in response. They produced dubious writs
allowing them to arrest men for hindering the Sheriff’s posse. Most
were taken in Lawrence. Now with Robinson under arrest, all but
Lane would be held in Lecompton.

“That is bad news indeed,” Father said after a moment
of reflection. “The men may suffer at the Missourians’ hands before
we can get to them.”

“I don’t think a rescue attempt is wise,” John
said.

“Why not?”

“Because of the other news I bring you. Friends of
ours farther east have told me that a man named Henry Pate is
coming to find you.”

“What of it?”

“Pate wrangled a Captain’s commission in the
proslavery militia. He’s leading a band of men this way. Word of
the deaths on the Pottawatomie has reached Missouri. Since you and
Owen were seen, Pate intends to arrest you.”

“On what charge?”

“Murder?”

“Despite the evidence to the contrary?”

“You are not as clever as you think, Father. They
suspect your hand in the deaths, despite the show you put on.”

“That was not for show, John.”

“No, but the deaths are tied to you, no matter what
the witnesses saw.”

Their father was quiet for a short moment. “So be it.
How many ruffians does this Captain Pate lead, John?”

“I don’t know, Father. All that our friends know is
that he is coming to the area, and that he was trying to assemble a
company.”

“You must join us, John,” Owen said. “You will be the
first man they will look for, to find Father and I.”

“I have no intention of fighting, nor using your
tricks,” John replied.

“What about another trick, of sorts, John?” their
father asked.

“What are you talking about?”

“Head back to your homestead. Allow yourself to be
arrested.”

“Whatever for?”

“Someone we know must get close to the other
prisoners in Lecompton. We must know if they are in danger. We must
know the arrangements of the defense of Lecompton.”

“I hardly think I would be allowed to write such
letters, Father.”

“Then you do not know Doctor Robinson as well as you
claim, John. The man says he is an honest soul, a simple abolition
man, but he’s a wily as Lane. Once they have him in Lecompton,
he’ll make any number of demands. Since the fellow was elected the
Free-State Governor, Shannon will listen to him. The rest will
grant him concessions to stop his chattering.”

John frowned, looked at the ground, then nodded his
head. “Yes, they might do that, Father, to keep Robinson from
raising a fuss.”
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