
Daniel Boone at twenty-one 
Came with his tomahawk, knife, and gun 
Home from the French and Indian War 
To North Carolina and the Yadkin shore. 
He married his maid with a golden band, 
Builded his house and cleared his land; 
But the deep woods claimed their son again 
And he turned his face from the homes of men. 
Over the Blue Ridge, dark and lone, 
The Mountains of Iron, the Hills of Stone, 
Braving the Shawnee’s jealous wrath, 
He made his way on the Warrior’s Path. 
Alone he trod the shadowed trails; 
But he was lord of a thousand vales 
As he roved Kentucky, far and near, 
Hunting the buffalo, elk, and deer. 
What joy to see, what joy to win 
So fair a land for his kith and kin, 
Of streams unstained and woods unhewn! 
“Elbow room!” laughed Daniel Boone... 
 
—Arthur Guiterman 

Cut out the book as one piece (you are looking at the inside).  Fold in half and let your student decorate the cover (draw/cut 

paste images or write your own title).   Read and discuss the poem together (see lesson on page 3-3 in your FIAR manual).   


