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T H E  L O S T  T R E A S U R E S  O F  Y O R E  
(A lament written by the author following the death of his first wife)

ij

Give me woods to walk in or give me a hill to climb
Show me a stream to sit by, where I can pass the time

Let me rest on a mountain, and listen to the leaves
As they softly chatter in a gentle summer breeze

A valley to look down upon as wispy clouds float by,
their smoky tendrils caressing a deep blue azure sky

No matter if the weather is sunny or if the sky is grey
Here on this lofty mountain is where I hope to stay

I’ll listen to the peepers and the raindrops’ gentle sound 
As they kiss the laurel, and patter on the ground

The smell of the woods will fill my head, 
And keep me happy until I once again tread

Back to the valley, far, far below, 
Where from which I departed, long, long ago

And now the night wind is calling me home,
Back from the mountains on which I once roamed

So I leave the hills and valleys of yore
And go back to the cares of life once more

The old wisdom was truth in so many ways
Of that, I am sure, as I count my days

The mountains will stand as long as there are men,
But once you’ve gone, you can’t go home again



INTRODUCTION

In my many travels, I have been fortunate to have been abroad three
times; to Japan, Germany, and France. When in France, I enjoyed 

a cruise up the Seine River while admiring ruins of medieval castles and 
ancient villas crumbling along the riverside. On land, I spent three weeks 
walking the avenues of Paris, Honfleur, Le Havre, and the streets of many 
quaint French villages. I also reverently strolled along the beaches of Nor-
mandy and explored the mysterious places featured in The Da Vinci Code, 
that compelling film about the messages supposedly hidden in the paint-
ings of Leonardo DaVinci.

In Germany, I spent three weeks visiting sites along the Rhine River 
from Frankfort to the Black Forest, leisurely stopping at any tourist attrac-
tion or castle site that held some appeal. Those places included an ascent 
up to the Drachenfels, where ancient Celtic mythology says Roland slew a 
dragon, bathed in its blood, and became invincible.

Likewise, I climbed up a steep flight of stone steps into Frankenstein 
Castle, the very place that inspired Mary Shelley to write her chilling novel 
Frankenstein, the famous monster in her novel of the same name that was 
created there. Much to my surprise and delight, the castle, and the winding 
dirt road leading up to it, still look the same as they do in the original black 
and white movie based on Shelley’s novel.

And I shall never forget walking along the ramparts of the castles at 
Heidelberg and Marksburg, visiting the witch museum at Rudesheim Am 
Rhein, looking down upon the statue of the Lorelei in the Rhine River 
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north of Oberwesel, and gazing upon the Siebengeberge or Seven Hills of 
the Rhine.

But despite the colorful and enduring impressions those spots and 
adventures imprinted upon my mind, they nonetheless have not exceeded, 
or in some cases have not even matched, the scenic natural wonders I’ve 
found in Pennsylvania, especially those that are highlighted in this book.

I seem to have an unquenchable desire to explore the mountains of 
Pennsylvania. In the years I’ve spent researching and locating every spot 
featured herein, and I’ve visited almost all of them except for several where I 
could not get permission from the property owner to do so, I have climbed 
up to many mountaintops, touched the “roof of Pennsylvania,” and seen 
the glory of the world below.

I have stood under the waterfalls of Round Island Run in Sproul State 
Forest, dared to enter the Devil’s Dining Room at Bilger’s Rocks and 
explored the labyrinthine passages there, climbed the Indian Steps and the 
Thousand Steps, twisted my way around the Standing Stones of Rocky 
Ridge, looked down upon Ticklish Rock, and rested under the shadow of 
Umbrella Rock.

I’ve even ridden in an original Conestoga wagon, pulled by a team of 
sturdy Belgians, to explore the depths of Pennsylvania’s so-called Grand 
Canyon, being awed by the towering peaks on both sides and seeing the 
cliff of the wailing child, celebrated in the legends of the area’s Native 
Americans who are said to have avoided it like the plague.

I’ve taken pictures of these unusual spots and found human-interest sto-
ries and legends clinging to these places that seem as old as the rocks. Quite 
often, I’ve also found that these unique and appealing spots, and their tales, 
are steeped in the spiritual charm of the Native Americans and imbued with 
the pioneering spirit of the Pennsylvania wilderness as it existed when the 
earliest settlers penetrated its dark interior. Such qualities led me to deem it 
a worthy effort to help preserve them all for posterity, and so you, the reader, 
will be regaled by these same tales and historical accounts in this volume 
and two future volumes of Pennsylvania Mountain Landmarks.

Become acquainted with a cascading boulder field said to have been 
dumped there by the devil himself and with an infamous outlaw whose 
hideouts included multiple caves and labyrinthine passageways among 
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the rocks of eastern Pennsylvania. Such are the tales of which legends 
are made and which add color and mystique to the mountains, forming 
their very soul. This breath of life, hints of a less complicated and more 
compelling past, appeals to me and has inspired me to seek it out; to find 
the spots where it still survives, and bask in the local color and lore that 
surround them.

To preserve those accounts, which may otherwise have been forgotten 
in the decades to come, became one of my objectives when writing this 
book. But I did so with some trepidation knowing how true scholars in 
history and folklore are reluctant to put any credence in oral traditions and 
undocumented folktales because they often seem so unbelievable.

This dismissal, however, leaves an open field for an untrained non-
scholar like me to search for any kernels of truth that may lie behind the 
tales, and I’ve attempted to do just that in some of the accounts that cling 
to the landmarks heralded in the chapters that follow and in my Pennsylva-
nia Fireside Tales series containing many more accounts of the same kind.

But preserving the stories surrounding the landmarks was not the only 
motivation for this book. I was also inspired when I looked back to the first 
decades of the twentieth century. During that age of Progressivism, far-
sighted men like President Theodore Roosevelt, Joseph Trimble Rothrock, 
Pennsylvania’s first State Forester, and Gifford Pinchot, the Keystone State’s 
conservation-minded governor, championed the preservation of our forests 
for the common good.

By instilling an appreciation for our natural heritage in the people 
of the Commonwealth, these men, and those of like minds, successfully 
saved our woodlands. And when regarding our present political environ-
ment, it seems apparent that a re-instilment of that appreciation is sorely 
needed today.

Financial and business interests are once more threatening nature’s del-
icate balance worldwide. And if we don’t find a way to counteract climate 
change’s devastating effects, we may once again find our mountains reduced 
to barren hills, similar to those left by early lumbering interests who sacri-
ficed an arboreal paradise for dollars. Entrepreneurs who, in exchange for 
millions of board feet of timber, callously and shortsightedly left behind 
nothing more than thousands of acres of bare slopes and shattered stumps.
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So by sharing pictures of the marvelous places that can still be found in 
our forests and by recalling the quaint tales of human interest, adventure, 
and historic novelty that add zest to them, I hope this book will prove to 
be some small help in combatting climate change. Perhaps, by convincing 
enough people that it is a task worthy of their consideration, it will, in 
some small way, increase support for the current efforts, which are the only 
hope we have of saving our planet.

If I ever am given credit for preserving the folktales and legends of 
Pennsylvania and if I have inspired others to save the earth, then let that 
be my reward. I have been rewarded enough by being able to collect and 
preserve Pennsylvania’s legendary culture, and none too soon. Mankind’s 
numbers continue to grow, and our encroachment upon the natural envi-
ronment is the worse for it, as is our cultural heritage.

It is highly doubtful that there are any places left in our state where life 
has not been affected by the modern world, with its Internet, cell phones, 
and cable television. If so, then the places where the old stories and legends 
could once be heard are scarce, except perhaps for some of the places high-
lighted in this book.

For, as J. F, Campbell in his Popular Tales of the West Highlands, that 
renowned classic collection of Scottish folklore, has said, “But as there are 
quiet spots in the world where driftwood accumulates undisturbed, so 
there are quiet spots where popular tales flourish in peace because no man 
has interfered with them.”
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THE KING’S STOOL

In the Northern Ireland County of Derry, near the ancient lake called
Lough Foyle and somewhere high up in the Binevenagh Mountains, 

there is a massive pile of rocks that, when viewed head-on, look like a 
large throne—so large that it could serve as a seat for a giant, or at least for 
a large person of great importance. Locals consequently dubbed it “The 
King’s Stool,” and it takes its place among the many remarkable landmarks 
of the Emerald Isle.

It was so remarkable that when Irish immigrants came to settle in 
Dauphin County, Pennsylvania and found a similar rock bench on Short 
Mountain in the Kittochtinny Hills, they were inspired to give it the same 
name. In so doing, they perhaps felt a little closer to the land from which 
they had come, and it must have also given them a sense of kinship with 
the land on which they now lived.

There is no record of fairytale-type legends associated with the King’s 
Stool of Ireland, nor any of that type that is recalled about its Dauphin 
County cousin. However, the monarch’s seat in Pennsylvania does have a 
remarkable story about it that was once well-known and frequently recalled 
by the residents of Clark’s Valley who lived in its shadow.

Among the earliest settlers in that idyllic place was a German immi-
grant named Ludwig Minsker, who settled there with his family in 1750. 
It was a time when the Pennsylvania frontier was plagued by the Indian 
troubles of the French and Indian War, and Minsker and his neighbors 
were always on the lookout for marauding Indian war parties.
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Minkser family tradition recalls that during this period, their ancestor, 
alarmed by a report that local rangers on Short Mountain had spotted an 
Indian war party, hid his wife and six-month-old son in a large wooden 
chest into which he drilled air holes for them. Here they remained hidden, 
the father supplying them with food and water until the danger passed.

It is said that this very same chest, with its air holes, has survived to 
the present day and is cherished as a colorful family heirloom by Ludwig’s 
descendants. However, the tale does not end there. The young child hidden 
in the chest was also named Ludwig, and he grew up and raised his chil-
dren in the same valley, just below the magnificent natural landmark that 
has weathered the test of time into the present century.

From this second Ludwig Minsker, the most well-known story of 
Dauphin County’s King’s Stool originated. Like the rocks it celebrates, the 
tale somehow managed to survive the ravages of time; seemingly floating 
undeterred on time’s currents until it ultimately found a safe harbor in the 
place where the events it recalls occurred.

During this particular episode, the Indian troubles here had subsided, 
and the remaining Native Americans in Clark’s Valley had settled into a 
peaceful coexistence with their white neighbors. Nonetheless, there were 
still some “Indian haters” who held grudges against them.

So one morning, when Mrs. Minsker had stepped outside their cabin 
door, she was alarmed by what sounded like screams of agony. Her hus-
band dismissed them as the cry of a “painter,” one of the common names 
used to refer to mountain lions in those days, which could still be seen and 
heard throughout the state at that time.

The incident was forgotten until some days later when the Minsker 
children, who had been sent out to look for the family’s errant cows, the 
herd having failed to come back to the barn at their usual time, came 
running back home to excitedly report a grisly discovery they had made at 
the King’s Stool.

They had managed to track the missing cows up to the top of Short 
Mountain, where they finally stopped to rest at the King’s Stool. Twilight 
was slowly turning to darkness when they spotted a body at the foot of 
the unique jumble of rocks. The flesh had long rotted away, leaving only a 
skeleton of bleached white bones dressed in distinctive garb. They initially 
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A View of the King’s Stool on Third Mountain.

On the King’s Stool (My late wife sitting on the giant throne).
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wanted to investigate further, but lengthening shadows spurred the fright-
ened children to turn and run home to tell their parents about their maca-
bre find.

The next day the children showed their parents the bones that lay at 
the foot of the rocks. The clothing the person wore at the time of his death, 
including a colorful hunting shirt, was recognizable as that often worn by 
a friendly aborigine who lived in a small hut on nearby Peters Mountain. 
But how he came to be here and why someone would have wanted to kill 
him was a mystery to the Minskers.1

Whether the Minskers ever discovered an answer to that mystery is 
unknown, but they probably did so at some point since they were undoubt-
edly told the same story that was told to me one April day in 1991. My 
storyteller, an eighty-two-year-old gentleman who was a lifelong resident 
of Clark’s Valley and a direct descendant of Ludwig Minsker, had been told 
the story by his father.

This account claimed that the murder victim, known to locals as 
“Indian Joe,” was killed by outlaw Indians when he attempted to prevent 
them from kidnapping the wife of Indian trader Peter Allen, whose trad-
ing post and house were located on the mountain named for him; Peter’s 
Mountain. Allen’s beautiful stone house still stands there today and is used 
as a private residence.2

The story of the Indian’s demise is a longer tale, and it can be found 
in its entirety in the author’s Pennsylvania Fireside Tales Volume I. For now, 
suffice it to say that a drive through Clark’s Valley and onto its surrounding 
mountain peaks is still especially pleasant and colorful in autumn when 
the trees set the hills ablaze with the vibrant colors of fall. The natural 
surroundings and beauty are apt to send thoughts back to the time of the 
Minskers when Indians, mountain lions, and wolves still made these same 
hills their home.

Then, too, if a closer sense of those times is desired, the reader may 
want to travel through here at night and savor the nocturnal surroundings. 
Stop and listen; if you listen closely enough, you may even be so fortunate 

1. W. H. Egle, History of the Counties of Dauphin and Lebanon in the Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, 
446–447.

2. Interviews with locals Jack Strawl (April 24, 1991) and Ralph Kinter (June 6, 1989).
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to hear a sound from those olden times; the howl of a coyote from atop 
Third Mountain.

L O C A T I O N :  The King’s Stool can be found on Short Mountain above Clarks Valley 
in Dauphin County (DD GPS Coordinates: 40.3684202, -76.9616425). Along Route 322, 
take Route 225 North at the village of Dauphin. Follow 225 until an intersection with Route 
325. Turn right to go east into Clark’s Valley. Follow 325 about five miles. A path at a
roadside farm on the right goes up the mountain to the King’s Stool.
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