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Into the middle of the circle stepped Corn-
stalk with gloomy countenance but majestic

bearing. Searching the faces of those he had

led through the long day of battle, he gavef
voice to the questxon that was in the mind of |
all—‘ What is now our course ?’ The only

response was the crackling of the fire as its'
fitful light played on the dusky warriors.
¢ The Long Knives are coming upon us by two
routes,” he continued. ‘Shall we fight them

—Yes or No?’ The only answer was the

harsh, ominous cry of a night-bird. ¢ Shall

we kill all our women and children and then

fight until we ourselves are killed ?’ The

chiefs still maintained a gloomy silence.

Cornstalk wheeled suddenly about ; his toma-
hawk gleamed in the firelight and then sank
quivering into the war-post which stood .in

the midst. ¢ Since you are not inclined to

fight, I will go and make peace!’ he ex-

claimed.

Runners bearing belts of white wampum
were at once dispatched by the Indians to
inform Lord Dunmore, who was now en-
camped not-far from the Shawnee settlement, :
of their desire for peace. A conference was '
arranged, only eighteen chiefs, with unarmed
escorts, being permitted to attend. Logan,



