
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER SIX: 

1777 

Amanda and The Treaty of Dewitt’s Corner 
 
 

Part One: 

 

Despite our victory in Charleston at the Battle of Fort Sullivan, we could not 

rest. Captain Marion departed for battle against an entirely different enemy, the 

Cherokee. With his previous experience against them, Captain Marion hoped to 

defend the Carolinas against this second attack. 

I immediately realized that we had underestimated the British. Despite their 

already formidable forces, they employed the services of Cherokee as an additional 

reserve force. They regularly hired non-British subjects to fight on their side. Captain 

Marion told me that some of their toughest fighters were German-speaking Hessian 

mercenaries. Now, they had managed to supplement their forces further by making 

a pact with Cherokee warriors. 

We didn’t have much time. We knew the British would return. In the short time 

before they did, we needed to defeat the Cherokee. North Carolina sent over two 

thousand militiamen, South Carolina sent nearly that many, and Georgia sent a few 

hundred. Together, the combined force attacked Cherokee settlements wherever they 

found them. 

As we did, I learned firsthand what Captain Marion and Oscar already knew. 

The Cherokee were deadly masters of fighting by stealth. Captain Marion and 

Oscar’s previous battle experience against them proved pivotal. I think we would 

have lost half of our force if they had not trained our militiamen. 

Because they had trained us, we nullified the Cherokee advantage in night and 

stealth combat. Ironically, my first combat experience using Cherokee fighting 

techniques came against the Cherokee themselves. 

Then our fighting took a horrifying turn. We knew the futility of fighting in open 

battle, as the British normally did. But soon after that, we even dispensed with 



“normal” irregular warfare. Battles became full-scale slaughter. We attacked even 

their women and children. 

I pleaded with Captain Marion to show mercy, especially to the littlest ones, but 

he had orders. He knew, more than any of us, that the Cherokee themselves showed 

no mercy in warfare. With a heavy heart, he told me that if we failed to stop the 

Cherokee attacks on our people, we would have no chance when the British returned. 

I accepted his reasoning. It would be a monumental task just to stop the British. 

To fight them while simultaneously defending ourselves against the Cherokee would 

be impossible. 

We put out entreaties to the Cherokee, hoping that they would accept terms of 

peace, but some of the younger Cherokee, led by a chief named Dragging Canoe, 

wanted to keep fighting. 

The horror of war never came to me so vividly as when we battled the Cherokee. 

Incredibly, as the war raged, the viciousness of both sides increased. The Devil 

himself must have been laughing. 

I loved a good fight for a great cause, but not this one. The bloodshed exceeded 

what I saw at Fort Sullivan a thousand times over. With each day that passed, we 

grew increasingly desperate; the longer we needed to fight the Cherokee, the less 

time we would have to prepare for the British. 

In the end, we triumphed by destroying their villages and food supplies. No 

human can fight without food, so we slowly starved them off the battlefield. By May, 

we had defeated the Cherokee. 

Unlike our victory against the British, this one brought me no joy. In fighting the 

British, we fought professional soldiers in open battle. They had each decided to 

enter military service and accept the consequences. But, by the terms of the Treaty 

of Dewitt’s Corner which ended this bloodshed, the Cherokee lost all their land in 

South Carolina, forcing them to settle far westward. I understood the military need 

to resettle an enemy far away, where they could not reopen a front against us, but it 

pained me nevertheless that it involved so many women and children. 

I planned to return to Virginia, but prior to my departure, I stopped in to see 

Oscar and Captain Marion a last time. While in the captain’s camp, I came across an 

old Cherokee chief who had witnessed the final treaty. 

“May I sit with you for a moment?” 

He nodded. 

“Do you hate me?” 

“No, young one. I am far too old to harbor hate.” 

“But you’ve lost so much. We’ve taken it all from you. How are you able not to 

hate?” 

“Would doing so return us our lands?” 

“No.” 



“Then hating would be useless.” 

“Are you not at least angry?” 

He gazed at me for a long time with his old, tired eyes. 

“A fight goes on inside me, a terrible fight between two wolves. One is evil. He 

is anger, envy, sorrow, regret, greed, arrogance, self-pity, guilt, resentment, 

inferiority, lies, false pride, superiority, self-doubt, and ego. The other is good. He 

is joy, peace, love, hope, serenity, humility, kindness, benevolence, empathy, 

generosity, truth, compassion, and faith. This same fight goes on inside you and 

every other person, too.” 

“Which wolf will win?” 

He simply replied, “The one you feed.” 

I’m not usually one for myths and fables, but the old chief made his point crystal 

clear with this one. He chooses not to feed his evil wolf. May God help me not to 

feed mine. 

 
 

Part Two: 
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