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| THE DRAGOON'S BRIDE.

g CHAPTER 1.
§ NIGHT IN THE GORGE

DEeeP in a yalley formed by the lofty mountains of Orange
county, west of the Highlands of the Hudson—which, from
its dreary loneliness, at the distant period of which we write,
was & suitable retreat for the rapacious animals of the forest-—
was the solitary cabin of Elsie Turner, a woman of tall figure
and powerful frame. Although aged and gray, her penetrat-
ing eye shewed that the mind, of which this radiance was the
index, was by no means in the wane. Few asked why she
lived in this abandoned glen, and yet fewer attempted to ap-
proach it. It had been her haunt beyond the memory of the
oldest resident of the district, and tradition had instructed
them that, folded in the dark shadow of those frowning
mountains, abode her, whom their superstitious fathers had
called the “ Witch of Black Hollow.” But, whether as a
species of refinement upon the rudeness of the age from
which this tradition emanated, or the better to propitiate the
mystic Elsie, she was no longer called the witch, though the
‘glen was often referred to as Black Hollow.

Tt was whispered that the space encompassed by the
mountains—for there was no ocular evidence of this faot—-‘
was shaped like a bowl, and that the dread Elsie used it as
her Magic cauldron, when tapping the reservoirs of the su:-
rounding hills; and closing with her gates the narrow gorge
which was the only entrance to this dell, she filled the in-
terval with water, and, baving a furnace in the bowels of the .
earth, she pursued her incantations in this mighty crucible !
There it was said that she inflicted her punishments also, and
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this locality, were attributed by the ignorant Aad¥ans of

that wild section to the delinquent demons who struggled im-
this monstrous boiling kettle, and the only reply of Elsie to

these fiendish serfs was to add the fuel of her appalling smile

t» the raging flames.

The woman, howeyer, was rot wholly alone in her gloomy
domain. ' She had a page, whom she called Goblin, who was
as-puny as his patroness was gigantic. His legs were merely
rndimental out-shoots from his body, whieh was dispropor-
tionately elongated, and his head was large, with facial
features by no means prepossessing. He was, notwithstand-
ing, active, adroit, and incorruptibly faithful. He was well
known in the district, and though he often called at the
geveral houses on errands from his mistress, he never, either
by word or gesture, encountered ridicule. He, too, come
wanded some respect by his stern habits.

The gorge which formed the only entrance to this hidden

_valley was narrow, dark, and lengthy. It was a mere water-
course, paved with the unhewn rock of nature, amidst the
sinuosities of which meandered a stream reduced sometimes
to a thread, while at other periods it would be swollen to a
foaming torrent. Even this apparent caprice in the flow of
waters was attributed to the agency of Elsie, and was thought
to. disclose the ire or placidity of her moods—for none of
those by whom the- locality was then peopled thought of
ascribing the. changes to their simple, natural causes, when
there was a power within the valley which was solemnly
believed. to be .able to control the very moods of nature.
Thus the gorge was suddenly left alone in its isolation, and,
as no traveled road approached within several miles, very few
persons ever knew the whereabouts of the entrance to dread
Elsie’s glen.

8o wild a region offered a tempting haunt to the frechooter
and the fugitive from justice, and when the war of American
Independence broke out, it soon became the seat «»f interest.
ing action, lying, a8 the Ramapo Valley did, on the direct
route from Trenton and Dobb’s Ferry—a route well beaten
by patriot feet, in the campaigns which followed. The
mountains around became infested with the * Cowboys ” and

. refugee scoundrels, who lived by preying upon farmers,






























































































































































































































































































































