
THE RAVEN 

by 

Charli M,y Simon 



THE RAVEN 

Two hors m n rod to 1.1 h door of Rue ll ' s Inn in ary

vill and lighted . Th host c m forward to gr t th m, bu wh n 

h s w th ir fac sh kn w they h d not come to sty . Thy w re th 

two old et Houston boys from Bak r'e Cr k , only t n mil s w y . 

1 . 

"W re looking for our brother S • Do you know hi wh r aboute (\' 

aek d John , th old r on • 

"Diea:Pp ar d th oth r morning b for sunup and w h v n' t 

s n h ir nor hid of him einc , n hi broth r Jam s put i"n . 

nfuy no , " th innk per r :pli d . r'H ' snot b n this way in 

w 11 ov r W k . n 

Th Houston boye mount d th ir hors s nd rod on , to th 

bl cksmith shop , th saddl eho:p , th h tt r' ah op , and out to 

t n- ya.rd t th dge of town, sking th eam qu stion. And th 

nnew r was lw s , "No , w ' v not 8 nth boy round h r n • 

Jam s gl c d toward hie own g n ral stor d sigh d . 

ought to b th re now inst ad of tr~i:psing all ov r th country 

in s arch of thi wand ring young r brother. 

th 

H 

"I saw him wh n h 1 ft , " h r p. ate.d for th t nth tim sine 

th botJ 's dis pp aranc • rrr wok up just as h w s er :ping down th 

loft , s qui t as a :pan th r , and I said to mys lf , "What ' s com ov r 

th boy? H ' s b ginning to gt s rious about his work t 1 st , going 

off to ·th stor so arly in the morning . n 

rrr • d h v known b tt r than that if I'd 8 n hi , TT John 

r pli dg trH wouldn ' t t k y int r at in th farm with m , d h ' s 

prov d no be tt r in th st or with you . urt' s not lil,... ly that he'd 

h v a sudd n craving for work now . n 

Th broth rs rod out b yond th town, stopping t th 

lon som littl f rmhous s long th way . 



nHav you s n boy around h r , fifteen y ars old bµt tall 

for his ag ?" Jnhn a3k d . 

"H has brown curly hair and blu y s and he u s i ong words 

wh n h t lks , th kind h 's r ad in books , n J m s add d . 

"No , h ' s not b n h r , rr th r ply w s alw s th s 

"R ckon h ' s m t with foul :pl~?" on farm r ask d . 

"Not Sam, n th two bro th rs s:pok t th s tim • 

Th ir moth r , a widow who hrd com. r c ntJ.y with hr t n 

nhildr n to s-ttl in this fronti r wild rn ss , h d oft n said to 

2. 

h r sons , 

"I w t you boys to r m mb r thi , th door of my hous is~ 
to brav m n only o It is t rnally ~l ut ag inst cowards . n 

" h t v r his f ulte , S was not one th t door would v r b 

shut against , and h ' d stand up a6 inst any dane r and not b fr id . 

That much his broth rs knew . And they kn w, too , that th ring th ir 

moth r wor on h ·r finger , with th word TTHonorn ngrav d on th 
mor 

insid , wa / l ik ]Jr to go to Sam than to any of th oth rs , and it 

would b his motto through life o 

"H has no m n vie e , n his mother had s -id wh n h first di~-

· app ar d "It ' only th t th boy is born for . a life of xci t m nt 

and. adv ntur , and h can ' t gt that plow1ng fi ld or m asuring 

cloth in a stor " 

Sh was not worri d , but th broth rs would not giv up th 

s rch . Th y cam to th banks of th T nn ss riv r and paused to 

1 t th ir hors s w d in to drink . An mpty cano , ti d to a clump 

of c n br c s , w s rocking with th wav s . 



"Thie ie f r as I go , 11 J· m s announc d . "I ' v wor:B: at th 

stor w iting for m 
' 

and I c ' t w st any mor tim wey from it . n 

"I n d to g t back to my farm , " John said . nBut I don ' t lik 

to iv up just now . Suppos w try on mor pl c t and s rch on 

yonder isl d , b for we go back . " 

Thy ti d th ir hors so thy would not str y , nd row d 

in th c no to tr - cov r d isl d in th middl of th riv r . 

A st rn- f c d Indi w tch d s thy approach d, but h g v no sign 

of h Vftt~ nth m b for Jwh n th y a:p1) r d · t his wig.N 

"I . m Chi f Oo - loo-t -ka , " h 8 id . "Wh t brings you to my 

wig.v ? 11 

"Vl r s rchin for our young r broth r who ran w fr an 

hom , " John r pli d . 

Littl brown childr n stopp din their ply and st rd, th n 

th y brok into run , chatt ring in th ir str g tongu • Jam a' y 

follow d th m nd h saw th m g th r round bl nk t-cov r d youth 

lying und r a willow tr s if th y w r trying to hid him . Som 

child ' g , no doubt , h thought . But som thing c ught his ey • Th 

youth lying down w s r ding a book. Indians did not r d books , h 

kn Wo 

"lho is th t?n h ask d th old chi f. 

"That ie Co-lon-neh , my son . n w s th r ly . 

rrco - lon-n h?" 

ny s . Th n m ns "~ v n" in your own 1 ngu g , r v r d 

nam among my p o:pl , nd r v r d youth who nsw rs to th n e . " 

Both broth rs now look d in the dir ction of th youth . 

3 . 

' ou might call him your son, th ~ v n , but h h s brown curly 

hair nd blu y s , and I c 11 him my broth r S , " John e id , w lking 

tow rd th boy . 



4 . 

~<S<'-,, 
"You ' v h d your fun now, S , " he ~. It ' s tim to go 

b ck to your horn nd your work." 

" fl ' v w st d no ugh t im as it is , " Jam s add d . "Th c no ' s 

waiting ther · to t c you b ck o" 

'
1I 'm not r d.y to go b ck . I lik it b tt r h re_ . measuring 

d r tr cks
7 
than b d! g coop d up in a stor me suring t p • n 

No mount of p rsu ding could mak th boy r l nt and go horn 

just th n with his broth r • 

nr lik it b st h r , ff he 

Chi f Oo-loo-t -k stood b side his dopt d son nd look d on 

whil th two older broth rs dep rt d . Th boy was as d r to him s 

n own son could hav b n . But h s id , nyou r not going b . ck now , 

Co - lon- n h , but th tim will com wh n you will l av us . n 

Sam Hou ton could think of no b tt r lif than th on h w s 

living , th do t d son of an Indi chi f , f"shing and hunting and 

play-ing th Ch rok b.al~g e or d oing in the Gr n Corn D c • But 

h kn w th old chi f spoke th truth . Th r wer dr s th t h h d 
~ 

and ~l sA..he had m d • H would go far in this world . H would b com 

gr t and f ous among the m n of th country . 

"But I ' 11 alw ys com back , my f th r , n he said . 

And s Houston k pt his word 

"--
I 

• l 
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