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CHAPTER IV,

Discovery and Naming of Lexington.

Uxrin the year 1775, no white man is positively known to
have visited the place now called Lexington, but in that year,
says General Robert McAtfee, in his history of the war of
1812, “ Robert Patterson, Simon Kenton, Michael Stouer,
John Haggin, John and Levi Todd, and many others took
possession of the north side of the Kentucky river, includ-
ing Lexington.” Fortunately the names of a few of those
inclnded in the indefinite phrase, “ many others” are pre-
served. They were John Maxwell, Hugh Shaunon, James
Masterson, William MeConnell, Isaac Greer, and James
Dunkin. * They were sent out from the fort at Harrods-
burg. Clothed in their guaint pioneer style of bunckskin
pantaloons, deerskin leggiis, linsey hunting-shirt, and
peltry cap, and armed each with a trusty flint-lock rifle, a
hatchet and scalping-knife, they toiled throngh the track-
less woods and almost impenetrable cane-brakes in the
direction of the future Lexington. Ou orabout the 5th of
June, the approach of night ended one of their solitary
and dangerous marches; and glad torest, the tired hunters
camped on a spot afterward known successively as McCon-
nell’s Station, Royal’s Spring, and the Headly distillery prop-
erty. Itis only a few steps from the present “ Old Frank-
fort road,” and is nearly opposite the beautiful Lexington
Cemetery.t The spring from which the pioneers drank
and watered their horses still exists, with a stream as cool,
clear, and grateful as then. After posting one of their
number on the “look out” for the *“redskin varmints,”
whio were ever on the alert to slay the ‘“pale-face,” the
rest seated themselves around a blazing brush-heap on logs
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and buftalo hides, and, with hunger for sauce, supped with
gusto upon the then inevitable “jerk” and parched corn.

‘While eating their simple meal, they talked with enthu-
siasm of the beautiful country they had just traveled over,
and surprised and delighted with the prospect about them,
they determined that their place of settlement should be
around the very spot where they were then encamped.
And no wonder they were delighted with their new-found
home, for of all the broad rich acres they had seen in all
“ Kan-tuck-ee,” these were the fattest and most fertile.
Never before had their eyes feasted on such an untold
wealth of blue grass pasture. The deer, the elk, the bear,
and buffulo crowded the woods with juicy food. They
forgot the skulking savage and the dangers on every hand,
and glowed with the excitement which only a huater can
feel, as they surveyed the virgin glories of the red man’s
most cherished hunting-grounds, and realized the full truth
of the wondrous tales they had heard of a distant El
Dorado.

The hunters assisted William McConuell to build a rude
little cabin on their camping-ground as the foundation for
a title, for Virginia as early as the year 1774, had offcred
four hundred acres of land to each person who cleared a
picce of land, built a cabin, and raised a crop of Indian
corn.* The name of the settlement that was to be, was
discussed with animation. One suggested “ York,” another
“ Lancaster,” but both were dropped with a shout for ¢ Lex-
ington!”1 as the conversation turned to the strange news
that had slowly crept through the wilderness, and which,
after being weeks on the way, they had just heard, of how
“Iing George’s troops, on the 19th of April, had called
Aunerican ‘rebels,” and shot them down like dogs at Lex-
ington, in Massachusetts colony.” The story of Lexing-
ton’s christening—the historic fact of how she got her
name, is as romantic as the legend of the beautiful Princess
Pocahontas, and is an incident far more interesting, because
more true than the fubulous one told of the founding of
ancient Rome.
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So the hunters called the new settlement Lexington, in
memory of that bloody field hundreds of miles away, and
some of them soon after joined the Continental army, and
fought long and bravely to avenge the minute men who
fell that day. How strange the story of that pioneer camp!
Ifere almost a hundred years ago, when Kentucky was a
wilderness territory of the royal province of Virginia;
here, far away from civilized life, in the heart of an un-
broken forest, at the dead of night, a little band of adven-
turers erected the first monument ever raised on this conti-
nent in honor of the first dead of the revolution! It is true,
the ceremonies of its dedication were not attended with
glittering pomp or show, for the officials were only clad in
buckskin and honest home-spun, and the music of their
choir naught but the scream of the panther, the howl of
the wolf, or the far-off yell of the savage! Butit was con-
secrated by the strictest virtue and truest patriotism, and
nature smiled benignantly upon it from an Eden of luxu-
riant beauty. Those pioneers have long since passed away,
and some of their graves are still to be seen not far from
the spot where they encamped on that memorable occasion.




