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We have much pleasure in offering to our subscribers this, the first reprint of one of the rarest items of Americana. Sabin enumerates only five copies as known to exist; and since then one of these has been destroyed by fire. The Brinley copy sold for $39, the Balcom for $78, and the Hollingsworth (1910) for $155.

It is so scarce that Rich had never seen it, and refers for it to Allen's American Biographical Dictionary.

“One of the rarest of works relating to New England, as it is one of the most intrinsically valuable. It is unmentioned in Field's or Pilling's Indian Bibliographies.” (Sabin.) 

The author seems to have written but this one book; and while it lacks the interest possessed by some others of our series, because dealing with subjects or epochs nearer our own time, its inherent value, as a record of the self-denying, arduous and wonderfully successful labors of a consecrated man among the Indians of western Massachusetts, is great. During the Revolutionary War these Indians remained faithful to their Christian professions, and a number of them enlisted in the patriot army. Their then chief, Nimham (possibly the Captain Konkapot of the narrative), and a number of his men were killed in a skirmish with British cavalry near Kingsbridge, N. Y., as narrated in the Magazine of American History for June 1892. (Vol. 27, p. 404.)

We regret that of Mr. Hopkins himself we can give but little information. Dr. Sprague, in his Annals of the American Pulpit, says he was born in Waterbury, Conn., in 1698, was graduated at Yale College in 1720, and became pastor of the church in West Springfield the same year, and died there in 1755.

Mr. Sergeant's wife was Abigail Williams, daughter of Colonel Ephraim Williams of Stockbridge, and half-sister of Colonel Ephraim Williams, the founder of Williams College. After Mr. Sergeant's death she married (1752) General Joseph Dwight, by whom she had a son and daughter. The latter married Theodore Sedgwick, Judge of the Massachusetts Supreme Court. Mrs. Sergeant died February 15, 1791.
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My design in writing this history is to give as clear and faithful an account as I am able, of the rise and progress of Christianity among the natives at Housatunnuk; particularly of Mr. SERGEANT's Mission to them; of the measures he took to recover those Indians from their barbarity, ignorance and heathenism, and to inform them in the doctrines of the Gospel; and of the success which by the blessing of God attended his faithful endeavours to persuade them to embrace the true Religion.

In prosecuting this design I hope, in some measure, to do justice to the memory of that excellent man who, from generous and pious principles, undertook and with great industry and faithfulness prosecuted that self-denying work; to let the generous and pious donors to that good design know what the success of their liberal and charitable contributions to it has been; and to excite others to follow their laudable and generous example by giving freely of their substance to promote that good work, the conversion of the heathen to the Christian Faith. If these ends are answer'd, I shall not regret the trouble and pains I have been at.

It may perhaps be thought strange that this performance has been so long delayed. To which I would say, it was almost a year after Mr. SERGEANT's death before I could satisfy myself that materials were to be found for such a purpose; and when I had collected what were to be had and entered upon it, I could proceed but very slowly, by reason of other business upon my hands and the many unavoidable avocations that attended me; and after I had finish'd it some unforeseen accidents and occurrences which I need not trouble the reader with, delay'd it for several months.

Why it is not more full and compleat, now it does appear, may
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also be the subject of enquiry. To which I shall only say that it is in some measure owing to the want of those materials which I expected, and which might have been very helpful if they could have been obtain'd.

When it was first propos’d to me to undertake this business, I concluded that Mr. SERGEANT had preserv'd what was needful for such a work; for soon after he entered upon his Mission he wrote to me, desiring that I would send him an account of all transactions with these Indians, before he went to them-giving this as a reason why he desir'd it, viz: that he designed to collect and preserve materials for, and in time to come to give to the world a History of the Progress of Religion among the Indians—if his success among them should prove considerable—or to that purpose. I therefore concluded that he had not only kept a Journal of his own doings among them, but that he had also carefully preserv’d copies of all his letters to gentlemen with whom he maintain’d a correspondence, and their returns to him; and that little or nothing more would be needful than to transcribe, in their proper places, what he had preserv’d. But I found myself more or less disappointed upon all these heads. His Journal was indeed something large and particular for five or six years, but after that time it consisted only of a few brief hints, two or three pages in octavo upon common paper, containing the space of a year; and for two or three years it was wholly wanting. He was also so full of business that he had not time to preserve copies of those letters he wrote to gentlemen with whom he corresponded, either in this country or in Great Britain, except a very few. Yea, when he wrote an historical account of the success of the Gospel among the Indians at Stockbridge under his ministry, in compliance with the desire of the Committee of Directors for the Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge,' in Scotland, signified to him by their president, George Drummond, Esq., and sent it to them, he had 1 This Society was organized in 1698.









no leisure to preserve a copy of it. Some few letters, likewise, written to him, were not to be found.




When I became acquainted with these things I was much discourag'd: and had I not recover'd the originals which Mr. SERGEANT wrote to the Rev. Dr. Colman, to whom he wrote more frequently and more freely than to any other man, I should not have attempted anything of this nature. And when I entered upon the business I little thought of composing anything that would be fit for publick view. My design was (seeing I had by me what materials I could come at) to preserve what might be most likely to be of use hereafter, which in all probability would soon have been lost by continuing in loose papers.

And now it is propos'd to publish what I have written. I hope the foregoing account will excuse me, tho’ the performance be not so full and compleat as it might have been by the help of those things which I could not obtain. Every reader will be sensible that Mr. SERGEANT, and the good cause in which he was engaged, might have been placed in a more advantageous light, had those things which are wanting been preserv'd. He will also, I trust, be as sensible that Eloquence and Neatness of Stile are not what I have laboured after, but a plain Narrative of Facts, in a language which I hope will prove intelligible to all who take the trouble of reading what is here presented.

I cannot think any judicious person, upon mature consideration, will judge that which has been brought to pass by Mr. SERGEANT's ministry among the Indians is small and inconsiderable. In the year 1734, when he went first to those Indians, their number, great and small, was short of fifty, and they in the depths of Heathenism and Barbarity. In the year 1749, when he died, they

1 Benjamin (1673-1747), the distinguished pastor of the Brattle Street Church in Boston (1699-1747), who refused the presidency of Harvard. He was greatly interested in the Housatonic mission and other benevolent enterprises.









were increased to 218; 182 Indians had been baptized by him, and a church consisting of forty-two Indian communicants commemorated the sufferings of Christ at the Lord's Table. Mr. Woodbridge's school (separate from the boarding-school) had belonging to it fifty-five scholars, who were taught to read and write, and were instructed in the principles of religion. This indeed is not like a Nation being born at once; but by the use of ordinary means greater things have seldom been brought to pass in so short a time. And we, in this part of the country, have seen nothing like it respecting the poor natives who live upon our borders. And if Mr. SERGEANT's life had been spar'd to have prosecuted the affair of the boarding-school according to his intention, and with his wonted wisdom, prudence and skill, is it not highly probable that we should by this time have seen a considerable number of the Indian youth educated there, in Labour, Industry and good Husbandry, as well as in learning; who probably might have prov'd not only useful members of society, but also of the Church of Christ?

If what I have written upon this subject may be a cause of many thanksgivings to God for his rich grace and mercy, exercised to the Indians at Stockbridge by Mr. SERGEANT's Ministry; if it may be a means of exciting pious and well dispos’d persons to charitable and generous contributions to promote the spiritual good of the poor Natives there or in other places; if it may be an inducement to any young gentlemen qualified for such a service, to follow the excellent example Mr. SERGEANT has given; however mean the Performance is, the Effect will be good and will answer the end of the unworthy Author,

                               SAMUEL HOPKINS. 
SPRINGFIELD, 
November 14, 1752. 










MEMOIR OF MR. SERGEANT
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OHN SERGEANT was born in Newark, N. J., 1710, and died in Stockbridge, Mass., July 27, 1749. He was graduated at Yale in 1729, and served as tutor there, 1731-5.

He began to preach to the Indians at Housatonic in 1734, and the next year permanently settled among them and taught them in their own language. In 1736, when the General Court purchased of the Indians all the land at Skatehook and in return granted them the township now called Stockbridge, he was made owner of one-sixtieth part, and ordained “settled minister to the Indians” there and at Kaunaumeek. A short time before his death he established a manual labor school at Stockbridge, which was in successful operation for several years. He translated into the Indian language parts of the Old Testament and all of the New, except the Book of Revelation, and published a “Letter on the Indians” (1743) and “A Sermon” (1743). His sons, Erastus, physician (1742-1814), and John (1747-1824), were worthy descendants of their noble father. The former was a skilful surgeon and a Revolutionary officer, while John succeeded his father as missionary to the Indians and acquired equal influence over them.

Nephews of the first John were the distinguished Pennsylvanian jurists, Jonathan Dickinson Sergeant (1746-1793), John Sergeant (1779-1852), and Thomas Sergeant (1782-1860).

1 But for his untimely death Mr. Sergeant would have become as famous as John Eliot, the “ Apostle to the Indians,” and translator of the Bible. His labors were equally arduous, and as successful for the same length of time.









HISTORICAL MEMOIRS, ETC.




T"




HE Tribe commonly known by the name of River Indians

is large; most of them live within the limits of New York Government, interspersed among the Dutch, and never had

endeavours us'd with them either to civilize or Christianize them, but still continue in their native Ignorance and Barbarity. A small number of them live in the N. W. corner of Connecticut Government, and a few families of them on Housatunnuk River or at Housatunnuk, which now goes by the name of Sheffield, in the county of Hampshire, in the S. W. corner of the Massachusetts Province, bordering on the Government of New York W[est) and on Connecticut Colony S[outh).

These few Indians at Housatunnuk are they to whom the Rev. Mr. John SERGEANT received his Mission, and with whom endeavours have been us’d for about eighteen years past to form them to Christianity. And 'tis the design of this Treatise to give an historical account of the measures which have been taken with them for this end, the success that has attended them, and what their present state is.

In prosecuting this Design I shall have occasion to give an account of a considerable part of the life, death and character of that pious and Excellent man, the Rev. Mr. John SERGEANT, who preach'd the Gospel to them and died in that service.

About the year 1720, or perhaps something sooner, the General Assembly of this Province granted two townships on Housatunnuk River to some people who were desirous of settling there. The land was purchased of the River Indians, who had the native Right; but they reserv'd for themselves two small tracts of land:
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one lying at a place they call Skatehook and [which] now falls into the first Parish in Sheffield; the other about 8 or 10 miles further up the river, which they call Wnahktukook, and is within the bounds of Stockbridge. And at each of these places dwell about four or five families of Indians.




When the English made settlements there they became acquainted with those Indians, and Kunkapot, the principal person among them, was soon taken notice of by the English, and spoken of as a man of worth. It was by a meer accident I became acquainted with his general character. A Mr. Ebenezer Miller, one of my neighbours, who had his account from Housatunnuk, inform’d me that he was strictly temperate, a very just and upright man in his dealings, a man of prudence and industrious in his business, and inclin’d to embrace the Christian religion; but that there were some difficulties lying in his mind—two of which I remember. One was, that if he became a Christian his own people would discard him; the other was, the ill conversation of Christians, it being as bad, as he tho't, if not worse, than that of the Heathen (an objection too just, and it is not to be wonder'd at that it should

prove a stumbling-block to an observing Heathen).

I was much affected with the story of this Indian, and determin'd to endeavour that he, and the rest of the Indians there, might be instructed in the doctrines of Christianity. For this I was prepar'd, by Dr. Colman's giving me an account, the May preceding, of the money deposited in the Commissioners' hand for such purposes; and knowing that the honourable John Stoddard," Esq., of Northampton, was, more than any man in the Province, acquainted with the state of the Indians in general, having often been employ'd by the Government in affairs relating to them, I determin’d to discourse with him upon it and to take his advice in




a




1 John Stoddard (1681-1748) was son of Rev. Solomon Stoddard and long Chief Justice of the Court of Common Pleas of Massachusetts.









the case. Accordingly, March 11th, 1734, I waited upon him at his own house, and confer'd with him upon the subject. He informed me that the River Indians were the largest tribe of any near the English settlements; that he judged a missionary among them would be much more likely to do service and to answer the end of his mission, than those missionaries, Messieurs Parker, Hinsdel and Secomb, who had been some time before ordained, and sent to the several forts and truck-houses in our Eastern and Western borders; for the tribes those gentlemen were sent to were very much under the influence of the French. And further, what opportunity those missionaries had to instruct them was only at those forts, when they came in upon a Trading Design; and that as soon as they had done their business they went off, and while they stay'd, were not perhaps in the best temper to receive instruction. But as to the River Indians, the French had no influence upon them; a missionary might live among them, and take all opportunities to instruct not only the men but also their families; their children might be taught to read and write and be led into a knowledge of the principles of Christianity &c. The event prov'd these reasonings to be very just; for not long after those missionaries, Messrs. Parker, Hinsdel and Secomb, were discouraged and threw up their missions as not being able to answer the ends of them; but a mission to the River Indians proved more successful.

Some time after I informed the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams ? of Springfield of these suggestions, and what I had heard. And upon our motion the Rev. Mr. Williams of Hatfield 3 wrote to

1 Trading-posts. 2 Stephen Williams, born in Deerfield, Mass., May 14, 1693, died in Longmeadow, Mass., June 10, 1782, was taken captive by the Indians in 1704 in the famous attack on Deerfield. His experience is embodied in the Memoir of his father, Rev. John Williams.

The son was pastor at Longmeadow for sixty-six years.

3 William Williams (1665-1741), a man of great ability and influence in the community. He was Congregational pastor at Hatfield for fifty years (1685-1735).









the Honourable and Rev. Commissioners at Boston,' who desired us that we would take a journey to Housatunnuk and confer with the Indians there respecting their receiving a missionary to instruct them. About this time his excellency Governor Belcher 2 was pleas’d to honour the two principal Indians of Housatunnuk with commissions. To Kunkapot he gave a Captain's, and to Umpachanee a Lieutenant's. Their commissions being sent to Springfield, we heard that they were coming for them, and therefore concluded we would confer with them here before we proceeded to Housatunnuk. Accordingly on the 22d day of May we went to their lodgings and discoursed with them by their interpreter, Jehoiakim Van Valkenburgh, who came with them. The Captain shew'd himself very desirous of having a missionary sent amongst them, that their children might be taught to read &c. The Lieutenant did not seem so very desirous of it, but yet express'd his willingness that it should be so. But at the same time they let us know that they spake only for themselves, and that it would be needful their brethren should be consulted in the affair. We therefore informed them that some time in July they might expect to see us at Housatunnuk, where we would confer with them and their brethren further upon those things. But when the time came I was sick. The Rev. Mr. Bull 3 of Westfield therefore took my place and on the 8th of July, 1734, accompanied Mr. Williams thither. The Captain and Lieutenant were very glad to see them, and called their people together, of whom these Gentlemen inquir'd whether they were willing a minister should be sent to them to instruct them in the Christian religion, to teach their children to read, &c. The Indians desired four days to consider of the thing proposed, and at the end of those days they all gave in their names,




i Commissioners for Indian Affairs.




2 Jonathan Belcher (1681-1757) was governor of Massachusetts and New Hampshire 1730-1741, and of New Jersey 1747-1757.




8 Nehemiah Bull.









and signified their desires to those Reverend gentlemen, that a minister might be sent to them for the ends proposed. Upon which the Rev. Mr. Williams delivered to them a small belt of Wompum as a confirmation of what had passed between them, and a sort of record thereof.i

Not long after the return of those gentlemen from Housatunnuk the Rev. Mr. Williams went to Boston, where he waited upon the Honourable Commissioners (his Excellency Governor Belcher being then at their head) and acquainted them with the good disposition of the Indians respecting the business they went upon. And the Commissioners were so encouraged by the account given them that they desir'd those gentlemen, Messieurs Williams and Bull, to seek after some suitable person to be employ'd as a missionary by those Indians: as appears by the following Vote: “At a meeting of the Commissioners for Indian Affairs, at the CouncilChamber in Boston, August 16th, 1734.

Present: His Excellency Governor BELCHER. Thomas Hutchinson

Dr. Benjamin Colman Edward Hutchinson Esqrs. Dr. Joseph Sewall Thomas Steel

Adam Winthrop A Report of the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams and the Rev. Mr. 1 A Wompum is a small cylinder of about one-third of an inch long and as big round as a small straw, with a hole drilled through the middle of it lengthwise, and is made of the shell of some sea-fish, polished very smooth. A number of these, strung upon small threads and knit together in the form of a belt, are called a Belt of Wompum. Some of these Wompums are white, some black; the black bear the highest price. They pass among the Natives as money, and were the only coin the Indians had before they became acquainted with the Europeans. They also use them as ornaments, wearing them about their necks, wrists, &c. It is a custom among the Indians neighbouring to us, and I suppose among all others, to give belts of wompum for the confirmation of all treaties and as a remembrance of what passes between [the] parties; so that if one tribe sends a message to another without such a belt the message is calld an empty word, not to be regarded or remember'd; but if a belt accompanies the message it is laid up as a record of the thing transacted; and by it not only the present but future generations keep in remembrance what was then done. And these are all the records they keep in such cases.
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Nehemiah Bull, read, giving an account of their visitation lately made to the Indians at Housatunnuk, at the desire of the Commissioners, wherein is set forth their Conference with said Indians and their consent to receive instruction in the Christian Religion and their desire that the Commissioners would send them a Minister for that purpose.

ThereuponVoted That the said Messieurs Williams and Bull be desir'd to use their endeavours for obtaining a suitable person to go and reside there as their Minister, to instruct them and their children in religion and in reading, and to preach the Gospel to them on the Sabbaths. That they be allow'd to promise such suitable person, for his encouragement, the salary of one hundred pounds per Annum.

A true copy 

Attest: Adam Winthrop Before this time Mr. SERGEANT's Inclination to save the souls of the Natives had reached our ears; for he had freely said in private conversation that he had rather be employ'd as a Missionary to the natives, if a door should open for it, than accept a call any English parish might give him. Those gentlemen being inform’d of this, were not at a loss where to go, but made their application to him in September, 1734, at New Haven, where he was employ'd as one of the Tutors of Yale College. Their application to him, and his answer, I shall give the Reader in his own words, as I find them in the beginning of the Journal which he kept of his Mission to the River Indians at Housatunnuk:

“In September, 1734, the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams and Mr. Nehemiah Bull, being appointed by the Gentlemen Commissioners in Boston to treat and agree with some person to undertake a Mission to the Indians of Housatunnuk, came to me at New Haven with the proposals; bringing a very encouraging account









of the good inclination of those Indians, and of their desire to be instructed in the principles of the Christian religion.

I was then engag'd in business at Yale College; but upon the fair probability there appear'd of success I told the gentlemen that I was so far from being unwilling to devote myself to the service of God in so good a cause, that I was rather desirous, if none better qualify’d could be found, to improve what abilities I had in such an undertaking; tho’ I was sensible I must not only lose a great many agreeable amusements of life, especially in leaving my business at College, which was the most agreeable to me that could be, but also expose myself to many fatigues and hardships, and I know not to what dangers, among a barbarous people. For indeed I should be asham’d to own myself a Christian, or even a Man, and yet utterly refuse doing what lay in my power to cultivate humanity among a people naturally ingenious enough, but for want of instruction living so much below the Dignity of human nature; and to promote the salvation of souls perishing in the Dark, when the Light of Life is so near them. Besides, to see so much pains taken by those of the Romish Church, not only in other parts but also in America (p. 6) and in our borders, whose religion is so corrupted that it may scarcely be called Christianity, should methinks excite us to emulation, who at least think we profess Christianity in much greater purity.

Upon the earnest desire of the two forementioned gentlemen I readily .consented to undertake the Mission, if I might be accepted upon the terms I propos’d, viz: that with the approbation of the Rev. Rector and Trustees of Yale College I would spend about half the year with the Indians and the rest of the year live at College (for I had a mind to carry my pupils through the course of their studies who now were entering upon their last year) and afterward, if there should be any reasonable encouragement I would devote myself entirely to the service of instructing the In

i Occupy, use.









dians. This they agreed to, and therefore the Rev. Mr. Williams immediately wrote to the honourable Adam Winthrop, Esq., one of the Commissioners at Boston, to inform him how far they had proceeded.”

The terms propos'd by Mr. SERGEANT were agreeable to the Commissioners, as appears from the following letter from the honourable Adam Winthrop, their Secretary:

“Sir: 

By a letter just received from the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams, I am inform’d he has treated with you about engaging in the Indians' service at Housatunnuk. And I am highly gratified with the encouraging account he gives of your Ingenuity, Learning and Piety, and also with your laudable inclination to undertake the Service. The only difficulty he mentions is that the Rector, Trustees, and also your pupils were unwilling you should leave the College till they had done reciting; but that if the Commissioners would be satisfied with your residing at Housatunnuk one Quarter of a year now, and then leave the Indians till the Spring, you would return and tarry. And Mr. Williams desir'd that it might be signify'd as soon as possible whether the Commissioners would accept this Projection.

Time would not allow of a full meeting, but I have conferr'd with his Excellency the Governor about it, and we do, in the name of the Commissioners, accept of the proposal; so that you may proceed and go to Mr. Williams's, who informs me that he will accompany you to Housatunnuk.

I heartily wish you, thro' the Divine blessing, good success and much comfort in the Employment; and, desiring to hear from you in answer to this, I remain, Sir, Your hearty friend and servant,

ADAM WINTHROP.




Accordingly Mr. SERGEANT proceeded to Housatunnuk, and in his Journal gives the following brief account of his journey, and the reception he met with there:

"October 8th.—I set out from New Haven and went to Mr. Bull's, who it was propos'd should bear me company to Housatunnuk and introduce me to the Indians, being something acquainted with them, as he had been there









before in the Summer with Mr. Williams, to treat with them in respect to their receiving the Gospel. From Westfield, on Thursday, October 11th, we set out in the afternoon, designing to lodge at a house about 15 miles onward upon the road, which was the only house before we came to Housatunnuk. But night coming on too soon for us, we were forced to lodge in the woods without fire or shelter. The next day we got to Housatunnuk a little before night, thro' a most doleful wilderness, and the worst road, perhaps, that ever was rid. We took care to inform the Indians we were come (they had expected us some time), and desir'd them to meet us the next day at a place we appointed, near the middle between the places where the Indians liv’d; for one half of them liv'd near four miles above, up the river, and the other about so much below.

October 13th.—In the afternoon I made a short discourse to the Indians by an interpreter, an Indian callid Ebenezer, to which they (about twenty in number 1) gave very good attention, especially Capt. Kunkapot their Chief, and his family. I adapted my discourse as well as I could to their capacities and manner of thinking. The next day Ebenezer told me that one who had been a little cold in the Design was mov'd with what I said, and seem'd now considerably engag'd. The interpreter could speak English very well, for he had liv'd with them and had got considerable knowledge in the principles of religion, and was very desirous Mr. Bull would baptize him. Accordingly, we met at the Lieutenant's house on Thursday, where Mr. Bull examin'd Ebenezer with respect to his knowledge and resolution to lead a Christian life, and he gave a pretty good account of the principles of the Christian religion, and said he would rather burn in the fire than forsake the truth. Mr. Bull made a prayer, which Ebenezer interpreted, and I deliver'd another short discourse, after which Ebenezer was baptized by Mr. Bull, making the following renunciation of heathenism, profession of Christianity, and promise of a good life:

Through the goodness of God towards me, in bringing me into the way of the knowledge of the Gospel, I am convinc'd of the truth of the Christian religion, and that it is the only way that leads to salvation and happiness. I therefore freely and heartily forsake heathenish darkness, and embrace the light of the Gospel and the way of Holiness, and do now, in presence of Almighty God, the searcher of Hearts, and before many witnesses, seriously and solemnly take the Lord Jehovah to be my God and Portion, Jesus Christ his Son to be my Lord Redeemer, and the Holy Ghost to be my Sanctifier and Teacher. And do Covenant and Promise by the help of Divine Grace that I will cleave to the Lord with purpose of heart, believing his

1 Mr. SERGEANT notes in his Journal some time after this, that when he speaks of his hearers he intends only adult persons, and is so to be understood here and elsewhere.














revealed Truths, as far as I can gain the knowledge of them, obeying his commands, both those which mark out my duty and those that forbid sin, sincerely and uprightly to the end of my life.

Here Ebenezer shew'd us a little boy named Showanun, who being in the woods with his father, at a considerable distance, and hearing that I was coming and would teach the children to read, would stay no longer with his father, but was resolv'd to come home, tho' his father (to try him I suppose) told him if he left him nobody would take care of him, to provide him rictuals and cloaths; but he would not be dissuaded from coming home to learn his book. And what makes this the more remarkable in the boy is that he is exceeding fond of his father, as his father is also fond of him.

The Indians, as has been observ'd, living in two places about eight or ten miles asunder, it was needful that they should come together in one place, that they on the Sabbath might attend upon Mr. SERGEANT's preaching and have their children taught on the week days. When therefore they were together at Lieutnant Umpachenee's house they discours'd the matter, and concluded that during the winter season they would dwell together about half way between those places where each party then lived; the place being well accommodated with wood and water, and also near some English families, in one of which Mr. SERGEANT might live while he serv'd them; but this could continue no longer than the Spring, when they must return to their own places, to plant, &c.

Lord's Day, October 20th.--I made two discourses to the Indians (in number the same as before), to which they gave great attention and seem'd to be well pleased. They were interpreted by Mr. Van Valkenburgh, a Dutchman.

On Monday, October 21st. They chearfully set about building a publick house at the place agreed upon, to serve them both to meet in on the Sabbath and to keep the school in; round which they built small huts for their several families to dwell in. The chearfulness and engagedness they discover'd herein was an evidence of the ardent desires they had to hear the Word preach'd, and to have their children taught to read: and in a short time they all mov’d with their families thither. While these things were doing Mr. Sergeant went up to Wnahktukook, the place where the Captain and some others lived, to teach their children to read, and was greatly pleas'd with the respect they shew'd him, and with









the children, they being exceedingly engag’d to learn. He went also to Skatehook, the place where the Lieutenant and four families more liv’d, and taught their children, the number at each place being about nine or ten.

The number of Mr. Sergeant's auditors now began to increase. Lord's Day, November 3, he writes:

“My Auditory was greater than it has been; and now, besides preaching, I pray'd by an interpreter.

And to move our pity to the poor heathen who are brought up in ignorance, he proceeds thus:

"After service they invited me to go the next day up to Wnahtukook, to see a religious ceremony they had learn’d of their fathers. Accordingly I went. Ebenezer bore me company, of whom I enquir'd, to satisfy my curiosity, into the Notions, Customs and Manners of their Nation. Among other things, he told me of some he had known who were Atheists, who suppos'd all things began, continu'd and ceas'd, according to the several laws of their natures, without any cause or direction from a Superiour hand. Others believ'd the Sun to be God, or at least the Body or residence of the Deity; but that now they generally believ'd the existence of one supreme, invisible Being, the Maker of all things. He told me also sundry childish and ridiculous things which they believ'd; as that the seven stars were so many Indians translated to heaven in a dance; that the stars in Charles's Wain are so many men hunting a bear; that they begin the chace in the Spring and hold it all Summer; by the Fall they have wounded it and that the blood turns the leaves red; by the Winter they have killed it and the snow is made of its fat, which being melted by the heat of the Summer, makes the sap of Trees.1

There is a large heap of stones, I suppose ten cart-loads, in the Way to Wnahtukook, which the Indians have thrown together as they have pass'd by the place; for it us’d to be their custom, every time any one pass’d by, to throw a stone upon it. But what was the end of it they cannot tell; only they say their fathers us’d to do so, and they do it because it was the custom of their fathers. But Ebenezer says he supposes it was design'd 1 I leave the reader to conjecture whence these Americans happened to form their notion so similar to that of the Europeans, who call these stars the Great Bear.









to be as an expression of their gratitude to the Supreme Being, that he had preserv'd them to see the place again. These things Ebenezer told me by the way, as we were riding to Wnahtukook, which are such childish fables that I had not taken notice of them, had it not been that they believ'd them, as childish as they are; which shows us how easily men brought up in ignorance are impos'd upon, and should methinks excite us the more to pity them. When we were come to the Captain's house, there were several of our Indians there, as well as from below as those that belong'd there. After we had been there for some time two men appointed for the service took a deer down that hung up in the Wigwam, which was to be offer'd, and laid the four quarters upon a bark in the middle of the house (the rest sitting round very serious) the skin was taken off with the entire head and neck to the shoulders; the four quarters were laid one upon another, and the skin doubled lengthwise was laid upon them, so as to make it look as much like a whole deer as might be. When this was done an elderly man appointed for that purpose stood up over it, and with a pretty loud voice spake to the following purpose: 'O great God, pity us, grant us food to eat, afford us good and comfortable sleep, preserve us from being devoured by the fowls that fly in the air. This deer is given in token that we acknowledge thee the giver of all things.' Then he halloo'd pretty loud, that God might hear and take notice of what they were doing. Then he that made the offering gave the pro tempore Priest (for they have no stated one) a string of Wompum which was to pay him for his service; after which he halloo'd again. After these ceremonies were ended the two men before mentioned cut the deer in pieces and boil'd it; and when it was made ready a piece was given to every one, of which they all eat except he that offer'd it (for he eats none of it), which is to signify it is a gift, and therefore free, and he desires none of it back again. While they were eating one of the waiters gave the skin with the feet, and some of the inwards, to an old Widow woman, which is a deed of charity they always practice upon such occasions. Upon inquiry into the original of this piece of Religion they gave me the following fabulous account of the first institution of it: They had receiv'd it by tradition from their fathers, that there once liv'd a Man among them who was seen to come

1 A wigwam is an Indian house, in building of which they take small flexible poles and stick them into the ground, round such a space as they intend for the bigness of their house, whether greater or less. Those poles they bend from each side and fasten them together, making an arch overhead. Then they fasten small sticks to them, cutting the poles at right angles, which serve for ribs. After which they cover the whole with the bark of trees, leaving a hole in the top for the smoak to go out, and at one or both ends to go in and out.









down from Heaven with snow-shoes on (which was the original of snowshoes)—that he liv'd in great reputation among them, was esteem'd a Hero and a Prophet. He clear'd their country of monsters that infested their roads, and taught them that this was a religious custom in the country above from whence he came; and of him they learnt this piece of religion. That he married a wife among them and had two children by her, and that when they offer'd a deer he us’d to be their priest; but sometimes he omitted praying upon such occasions, which the Indians found fault with; and this coming to the Ears of his wife she inform’d him. He confessed it a faulty neglect, and apologizing as well as he could for himself, promis'd he would do it next time. And accordingly, when the next occasion offer'd, he began to pray with his two children upon his knees, and was in a wonderful manner rais’d from the ground, rising gradually as he continu'd praying; but when he had got just to the top of the wigwam they call’d to him to leave one of his children, at least, behind him—and letting one down, he was carried up out of their sight. This child of his also prov'd an Extraordinary man, of whom they tell several very ridiculous stories, which yet they believe with a firm faith.”

The above Historical Account I have not inserted so much for its being curious, as to excite compassion towards such ignorant creatures, and the charitable endeavours of generous Minds to bring them out of such a benighted state.

November 5th Mr. Sergeant begun to keep school, in the school house which the Indians had built; and on the next week his scholars were in number twenty-two or twenty-three, as he writes; and on the following week two new scholars were added to their number. These he instructed on the week days, and preach'd on the Sabbaths.

The following passages in Mr. Sergeant's Journal well deserve the attention of those who are concern’d for the English Interest in America, and for the Spiritual good of the Indians:

"Monday, November the 25th.I went to Albany, being desir'd by the Ministers of the Country to inquire after the disposition of the Mohawks and the rest of the Indians in friendship with the English, towards the Christian Religion; carrying a letter from the Rev. Mr. Williams of Hat
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field to the Hon. Philip Livingston, Esq.,' to desire of him information in that matter. Mr. Livingston told me there was great probability that the Protestant religion might, if proper means were us’d, be introduc'd among most of those nations; and he look”d upon it [as] absolutely necessary in order to preserve the trade with them and keep them in friendship with the English; for the French of Canada were very industrious to gain them over to their interest; and that they have missionaries among them who came as near to their Government as they dare; that the Indians are drawn off more or less every year to Canada. Much the same account other Gentlemen gave me. Mr. Barclay, an ingenious and religious young gentleman, has been about a year and a half among the Mohawks, and is learning their language and designs to get Episcopal ordination to be a Missionary among them, if the Society for Propagating the Gospel in Foreign Parts will support him. He has allow'd him a small encouragement from the Government two years, thirty pound per annum. I saw him little more than half a year ago at this place, when he told me he had all the encouragement that could be expected from the Indians, had wrought some considerable reformation in their morals, and that they lov'd him entirely. The Mohawks are generally professors of Christianity, but for want of instruction have but little of it in reality. And methinks it is great pity so ingenious and worthy a gentleman as Mr. Barclay should want any encouragement in so great and noble an undertaking. He now reads to them every Lord's Day the prayers in the Liturgy which are translated into their language, with some lessons out of the New Testament, besides some Manuscript Discourses made by a former Missionary, which he has got. But he has no stated interpreter, and when he has occasion for one is oblig’d to pay him out of his own pocket. In a word, he is alone in that noble design."

Mr. Sergeant left the College, designing to return to it again, as has been observ’d. The Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams therefore, and some others, being very desirous that the Indians might be instructed while Mr. Sergeant was absent; prevail'd with Mr.

Timothy Woodbridge of Springfield to go to them. And when Mr. Sergeant return'd from his forementioned journey he writes thus: “Upon my return from Albany, which was on Saturday, November 30th, I found Mr. Timothy Woodbridge, a young gentleman very well qualify'd for the business, sent up here to 1 The “Signer.”









take care of the School and to instruct the Indians in a catechetical way, when I should return to my business at College.”

Tho' things had succeeded hitherto according to Mr. Sergeant's desires, yet the week before he return’d to college he met with some things very discouraging, of which be gives the following account in his Journal: 

“Lord's Day, December 8th.--I had but very few hearers, the reason of which was that some of the Traders had been down from Hudson's River, and brought a large quantity of Rum and sold to the Indians, with which they got drunk and continued so for several days, and had not got over it by the Sabbath. This was the most discouraging week I had: for the Dutch traders, I was told, had been very industrious to discourage the Indians from being Christians, thinking it would lessen their trade with them, or at least they should not be under so good advantages to cheat and impose upon

For they make vast profit by selling them rum, and making bargains with them while they are drunk; and drunkenness is a vice the Indians are extremely addicted to. These traders tell them that the religion we are about to teach them is not a good one; that we design in the end to serve ourselves by them, to make slaves of them and their children—and the like. They also took occasion from the Law there is in this Province against private persons selling the Indians strong drink, to prejudice them against the Government and people, as tho' we were not their friends. Upon these insinuations I understood some of the Indians were very much disgusted and affronted; that the Lieutenant was out of humour [and] that his brother especially was in a great passion, who is a considerable man among them.

Upon this information I desir'd the Captain and Lieutenant to come to my Landlord's on Lord's Day evening (designing the next day to leave them). Accordingly they came, and I endeavour'd to remove those prejudices, and to persuade them those insinuations were utterly groundless and false; that the traders doubtless were the men that intended to make a prey of them and their children; and labour'd to satisfy them that the foremention'd law was design'd in their favour, to prevent their abusing themselves and exposing themselves to the abuses of others; that the Government did not design to prevent their having strong drink, for in other places some trusty persons have had commissions to sell them liquor and other things they wanted, at the same rate they go at in Boston, and orders to allow them the same price for their goods as they would fetch at Boston. With









what I said they seem'd well satisfied; especially Kunkapot, for he saw thro' the design of the Traders, and as he is a temperate man himself, so he is very much griev'd at the intemperance of his people,--and tho' he be calm and moderate in his temper, yet he show'd considerable warmth and passion at the wicked and ungenerous treatment of the traders.”

The neighbourhood of the Dutch to these Indians has often prov'd a disadvantage and snare to them, and it is to be fear'd will prove so still, for the Indians have often occasion to go among them upon business and to visit their brethren. Upon those occasions the Dutch do not fail of tempting them to drunkenness, if there is any prospect of their finding their account in it; and 'tis to be feared some of them tempt them to excess on purpose to disappoint the designs of Christianizing them. And without doubt the many relapses into intemperance that have appear'd among the Indians, after their profession of Christianity (of which have happen'd too many instances) have been owing to the wicked practice of the Dutch. And as if other temptations were not enough, they too often recommend drunkenness to them by their own example.

The time was now come when Mr. Sergeant was oblig'd to return to his business at College; and as a proper expedient to forward the design he was now engag'd in, he propos'd to take two Indian children with him, intending thereby to lead them into some acquaintance with the English language and manners. And therefore, at the close of the conference he had with the Captain and Lieutenant mentioned above, he propos'd it to them, and in his Journal gives this account of the matter:

“Then I ask'd them if they would let two of their children go and live with me at New Haven the rest of the winter; and they agreed that the Captain's only son, Nungkawwat, and the Lieutenant's oldest son, Etowaukaum (who by the way is grandson by his mother to Etowaukaum, Chief of the River Indians, who was in England in Queen Anne's reign), should be the children. They were both young, Nungkawwat about nine years old, Etowaukaum about eight; yet they were not only willing to go with me









they knew not whither, but had a mind to it. And the next morning, Monday, December the 9th, we set out for New Haven, leaving Mr. Woodbridge in the school. The boys went away with a good courage and held out a long and tedious journey in a cold season, with wonderful resolution."

December 14th.—We got to New Haven. I took the boys into my own chamber at College and sent them to the free school kept at New Haven. They liv'd very contentedly, were made much of by everybody; for indeed they were a couple of very likely boys, especially the Lieutenant's son.”

The prudent measures Mr. Sergeant took with the Indians, the little time he spent with them before his return to College, the success had, the hopes he conceiv'd of being further serviceable to them, together with the opposition he met with in prosecuting his good design, the reader may best learn from the following letter which he wrote to the Commissioners soon after he got to New Haven (how soon I am not certain, for the copy of it before me has no date) and directed it to the Honourable Adam Winthrop, Esq., their Secretary: “Honourable Sir: 

Your Honour's of November 13th I received at Westfield in my return from Housatunnuk. 'Tis no small satisfaction to me that your honour, with the rest of the Honourable and Reverend Commissioners, are pleas’d to entertain a good opinion of me. I have had the approbation of my conscience in the business I have undertaken, nor have I been at all discon

Thro' the blessing of God the Design has hitherto succeeded full to my expectation, except that I have not had quite so many auditors as I hop'd to have (there being generally about thirty). There has been about twenty-five scholars in the School, besides some older ones, who took some pains to learn their letters; but I suppose their patience will hardly hold out to learn to read well. They have always treated me with respect and kindness, in their way. The children in the school I think were fond of me, and they all seem'd to put great confidence in me, and what I believe you will think a sufficient evidence of it is, I have brought away with me two little boys. One is Captain Kunkapot's only son, nam'd Nungkawwat, about nine years old; the other is Lieutenant Umpachenee's eldest son, Etowaukaum, about eight years old. The lads had a great mind to come with me, and their parents were very willing they should. They bore the fa









tigues of the journey well, and have been very contented since they have been here. My design in bringing them is to teach them English, and to learn Indian of them as well as I can. I design to keep them, until I return to Housatunnuk, in the Town School, for my time is so taken up with College business that I cannot teach them myself.

I could not have the opinion of the Gentlemen Commissioners, but I doubt not but what I have done will be grateful to them. However, I did not design they should be burdensome to the Society, and hope to find so much charity amongst gentlemen in these parts, as to bear the charges of their board and schooling. They are two very likely lads, and if I do not judge amiss the Indian children excell the generality of ours in pregnancy of parts and good humour. I am sure I could not have found an English school anywhere that would have pleas'd me so much. Captain Kunkapot is an excellent man, and I do believe has the true spirit of Christianity in him. He knows a great deal, and by the character all his acquaintance give of him his conduct is unexceptionable. I found them generally possest with the belief of One Supreme Being, the Maker and Governor of all things, and that they acknowledg'd the difference between moral good and evil; that God regards the actions of mankind, in order to reward or punish them in some future state of existence. I have endeavour'd to give them right notions of these matters and to establish them in the belief of them. And from these principles, together with such other arguments as I thought most convincing to them, to persuade them of the necessity of a supernatural revelation, and to satisfy them that this is contain’d in the Holy Scriptures. I desir'd them from time to time to let me know if they had any doubts with respect to anything I had taught them, or they had otherwise heard, of the Christian religion, but tho' they were inquisitive in some points, yet they never seem'd dispos'd to contradict what I said. I have (after I had in several discourses told them what I thought previously necessary) given them a brief account of the Original of Things, the state of mankind at the first, the Fall, and unhappy consequences of it, the most remarkable dispensations of Divine Providence recorded in the Old Testament, God's chusing a peculiar people to himself, his most remarkable dealings with them till his final rejection of them, a short history of our Saviour's birth, life, actions and death; an account of his doctrines and precepts; in every discourse making such practical reflections as I tho't convenient for them. They were generally all present that liv'd thereabouts, and gave very good attention.

After they had finished the School House (which was in the beginning









of November) they mov'd to that place with their families, where they now live. The Scholars in the school make very good proficiency. I suppose the Gentlemen Commissioners are before now inform’d of Mr. Woodbridge's character, and the reason of putting him into the School, &c. The children began to be fond of him before I came away. There is a fair prospect of considerable things being done among them. I found nothing on the part of the Indians but what was encouraging, except their inclination to strong drink. But from other people there are many discouragements. They are a loose, vicious people they live among, and there are some so prodigiously wicked as to endeavour all they can to discourage them; especially the Dutch traders, whose gain is all their godliness; and this poor people's ignorance and vice is their gain. They trade with them very much in Rum, which is the destruction of everything that's good among them. To discourage them they tell them that our religion is not a good one, and that we design only to make slaves of them. They take advantage from the law of your Province against selling strong liquor to them, to prejudice them against the English. The traders themselves evade the force of the law by leaving their rum just without the borders of the Province, from whence the Indians fetch it themselves. The week before I came away they had a drunken Frolick which lasted three or four days. Kunkapot always keeps clear of such frolicks, and Umpachenee had so much the command of himself as to refrain at that time. God only knows what may and will be effected; but I am much afraid that the Dutch will discourage many of them; for they have great influence over the Indians. As for the old ones, who are much addicted to drinking, nothing but the extraordinary power that attended Christianity in its first propagation will be sufficient to reform them. The young I have great hopes of, if God is pleas'd to bless suitable endeavours with them.

I hop'd they (the Indians) would have had a general meeting of the tribe while I was with them, but their business (hunting) made them defer it till since I came away; and I suppose 'tis to be about this time. What will be concluded in that meeting will either add life to our design, or almost entirely quash it.

I am sensible I have drawn out this letter to a very great length—but if I am tedious I will not be more so by apologizing for it, but only beg leave to subscribe myself Your and the rest of the Commissioners' most obedient humble servant,

John SERGEANT.”
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I know you




On the 19th of December Mr. Sergeant wrote to the Indians, directing his letter to the Captain, Lieutenant and the rest. And that the reader may see what pains he took to accommodate himself to their infant state of knowledge, I will transcribe some passages out of it: "My good Friends and Brethren: 

You are always in my heart, and I cease not every day to pray to God for you—I hope that you are convinc'd that men ought to do good, and that God will reward them that do so, and that God will punish them that live wickedly.—That Book that there is one great God above all, who is most powerful, wise, just and good. The Bible also teaches us that there is one Lord Jesus Christ, the Son of God, born into the world of a Virgin mother, and died to save Sinners. For we are all Sinners, and deserve to be punish’d, but Christ took upon himself the punishment due to us. have many temptations to draw back. They cannot be your friends that try to discourage you. They only endeavour to keep you in ignorance, that they may be under better advantage to cheat you. Knowledge is certainly good: it is to the mind what light is to the eye. You would think them your greatest enemies that should endeavour to put out your eyes, especially if you were travelling a difficult road. This world is like a thick and intangled Wilderness; and why should not you, as well as other people, enjoy the benefit of the light? Truth is more precious than the light of the sun. Don't suffer your enemies to impose upon you. I am your most hearty friend, and most willing to serve you in all things.

JOHN SERGEANT.” This letter was very acceptable to the Indians; and the more so because it came to them a little before a general meeting of the River Indians, at Housatunnuk, at which they were to consider whether it was best that the Indians there should go on to receive Instruction or not.

It is a custom among the Indians not to proceed in any affair of importance till they have the consent of the several Clans belonging to the Nation; and the Indians at Housatunnuk having proceeded so far without the general consent of their Brethren, were









much concern’d lest they should be frown'd upon at the approaching Meeting—and the more so because they had heard that the Indians of Hudson's River highly resented their receiving a Minister and Schoolmaster before they had gain’d the approbation of the rest of their Tribe; yea, there was a report that a design was on foot to poison the Captain and Lieutenant on that account, as also because they had receiv'd commissions from his Excellency Governor Belcher. Whether there was any just ground for these reports, or whether they were set on foot by the Dutch traders to discourage the Indians at Housatunnuk, I am not able to say. But however that was, the Indians were so affected with these flying stories that they sent, desiring some of the Ministers of the County would come to them and be present at their general meeting.

Accordingly, January 15th, 1734-5, the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams of Springfield, and I, accompany'd by John Ashley, Esq., of Westfield, went to Housatunnuk. The Indians who were expected from Hudson's River came not till Saturday, which was the 19th of the month. On the Sabbath Mr. Williams, being desir'd by the Captain and Lieutenant, preach'd to the Indians by an Interpreter in number about a hundred and fifty or two hundred, great and small. I was with the English at Sheffield, who were then destitute of a Minister.

To give the particulars of our proceedings with those Indians ( a journal of which the Rev. Mr. Williams kept and is now before me) would be too prolix. I chuse, therefore, for brevity's sake, to give the reader a concise account of them, from a letter which Mr. Williams wrote to a gentleman in Boston, which was printed in Mr. Appleton's Preface to his sermon preach'd at Mr. Sergeant's ordination, and is as follows: “We had diverse conferences with the Indians, and read to them a letter from the honourable John Stoddard, Esq.; and endeavoured to answer their objections, etc., and so far satisfy'd those that came from other places that they thanked us for the pains we had taken, and desir'd Mr. Wood









bridge might continue among them (at Housatunnuk) and that Mr. Sergeant would return to them; and said they would give an account to their several towns of what we had offer'd to them; and gave us encouragement that they would as a nation submit to instruction."




Mr. Sergeant's account of what follow'd upon this general meeting of the Indians I will give in his own words:

It happened as soon as this Meeting (drinking and frolicking always concluded such meetings) was over, that several of our Indians were taken sick, and two men, seiz'd with a violent fever, died suddenly. This, with the apprehension they had before of mischief design'd by some of the other Indians that came from the neighbouring Government, put them into a great fright and made them suspect that those persons were poison’d. Tho' I believe the suspicion was groundless; for it is so far from being strange to me that some are sick after such a frolick, that I rather wonder they don't half die—for their dancing is a most laborious exercise. They dance round a hot fire till they are almost ready to faint and are wet with sweat, and then run out and, stripping themselves naked, expose their bodies to the cold air; and if there be snow upon the ground, roll in it till they are cold and then return to their dancing again, and when they are hot and tir'd, cool themselves in the same manner-and it may be repeat this four or five times in a night, concluding the frolic with excessive drinking; and when they are drunk often fall asleep in the open air, perhaps buried in snow.

This general Meeting happen'd in a very cold season, and when there was a very deep snow upon the ground—and I could never learn that there was any certain symptom of poison.

However the Indians were persuaded they were poison’d, and concluded to apply to some invisible power for the discovery of the murderers. I shall give an account of this matter as it was related by Mr. Woodbridge, in a letter to Mr. Williams in the following words, viz:

"On the 21st of February, 1734-5, in the afternoon, Captain Kunkapot inform'd me that he was going down to the Lieutenant's Wigwam, to find out who poison'd those two men that lately died there. I tho't of nothing further than that they were going to make a proper search into the matter,









and therefore said nothing to dissuade him. About eight of the clock in the evening Ebenezer came to me, and told me they were going to Pawwaw, (as we call it) that they might discover the murderers that way; for they expected that those who did the Fact would appear to their priests. I immediately rode down to them, found upwards of forty Indians at the Lieutenant's wigwam,” which was swept clean, good fires made up, and the Indians seated on each side of the fires, from end to end of the wigwam, except a space of about five or six feet, which was left at one end of the wigwam for the priests, or pan waws. Every Indian had two sticks about a foot and a half long, one of them split at the end, which they held under their legs as they sat. When I went in they were all prepar'd for the exercise, but had not begun. I ask'd them if they were willing I should be present to see their Devotion—and before they gave me an answer the oldest priest lift up his eyes towards Heaven, and spake very earnestly; after which they told me I might be there. They began with rapping their sticks and singing, their eldest priest sitting and talking, and acting a different part from the rest. This continu'd about an hour. Then the priest rose up and threw off all his cloathes, except the flap that cover'd his nakedness; and then, naked, pass'd from one end of the wigwam to the other, with his eyes fast shut, seeming to be in the utmost agony, used all the frightful motions and distorted gestures imaginable. This continu'd about another hour. Then the first priest, being beat out, retir'd, and a second one rose and acted the same part; so a third and a fourth. This continu'd all night, without any intermission except some short intervals in which they smoak'd a pipe, and sometimes for a short space they all got up and danc'd.

After I had seen these things (which it is impossible to describe) I took an opportunity to inform them how improper such a method of worship was: how sinful and displeasing to the great God. Upon which they told me they knew no harm in it—they made their application to the great God, and to no other. I inform’d them that God was not to be worship’d in such a manner; and when I had instructed them as well as I could, they resolv'd never to do so any more, and those of them who had been best taught were much troubled, that they had taken so wrong a step.” Thus far Mr. Woodbridge. Mr. Sergeant goes on and observes that the Indians us’d to have 1 Usually spelled Pow-wow.

2 This wigwam of the Lieutenant's, if I mistake not, is about fifty or sixty feet in length.
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an high opinion of these Pawwaws (whose character answers pretty well to the vulgar notions of Wizards and Conjurers) and tell stories of the great feats which they can do. However, they confess they have no power over Christians. And concludes with these words: “There may be something, for aught I know, in what they say; but I am apt to think they are very much impos'd upon by such kind of Pretenders, as the rest of the ignorant part of the world is.”

In the beginning of February Ebenezer visited Mr. Sergeant at New Haven, by whom he wrote another letter to the Indians, some passages of which are as follows: "To all my good Friends the River Indians at Housatunnuk, 

Health, etc.: I am very glad to hear you are all well and that all things go well with you. My heart is with you, tho’ I am so far from you; but the greatest pleasure of all is, that you have it yet in your hearts to become Christians. When I had heard that you concluded, in your late general meeting, to embrace Christianity, it was more pleasing to me than cold water to a thirsty man in the heat of summer, or a plentiful meal to one almost starv'd with hunger, or good success to one who has hunted a great while in vain.

I hope you will be a wise and knowing people, and that you will learn to know the true God, the maker of all things and the Governor of them. It cannot be long before both you and I must die, and give an account of ourselves to the great God who is high above all. Oh, how shall we blame ourselves forever if we neglect our present opportunity of preparing ourselves for death—but on the contrary how glad shall we be even to die, that we may go to God, and to Jesus Christ who died for us, if we are careful now to please God and to prepare ourselves for Heaven! O that I could make you sensible of the importance of these things! I hope to see you again and to instruct you more fully in these things; but in the meantime I pray you, for your souls' sake, to embrace the Christian religion and to make use of the advantages God gives you, to learn the Truth and to obey it. I pray the great God to bless you in this world with all good things, and in the world to come to bestow on you eternal life. This is the hearty prayer of your assur’d friend.

JOHN SERGEANT. New Haven, February 4th, 1784-5."









About the middle of February is the time when the Indians of Housatunnuk leave their habitation and go with their families into the Woods, to make their year's stock of sugar; and the season for this business lasts till the end of March, and sometimes to the middle of April. Therefore, when the Indians went into the woods and took their children with them, Mr. Woodbridge, their schoolmaster, made a visit to his friend at Springfield. By him the Indians wrote a letter to some of the Ministers of the county, informing them that tho' their business now call’d them, with their families, abroad, yet in a little time they should return again with their families to their habitations, and receive further instruction; and desir'd that their remove might not be interpreted as tho’ they were disaffected to the Christian religion; and express'd their resolution to proceed in it, and to use their further endeavours to increase in Christian knowledge when they should return from their business of making sugar."

1 The Indians make their sugar of the sap of maple trees. They extract the sap by cutting the tree on one side, in such a form as that the sap will naturally gather into a small channel at the bottom of the hole cut, where they fix into the tree a small chip, of six or eight inches long, which carries the sap off from the tree into a vessel set to receive it. Thus they tap a number of trees; and when the vessels are full they gather the sap and boil it to such a degree of consistence as to make sugar. After it is boil'd they take it off the fire, and stir it till it is cold, which is their way of graining it. The sugar is very good, of a very agreeable taste, and esteemed the most wholesome of any. It might doubtless be made in great plenty, and I cannot but think, to the great profit of the undertakers. If some man would build him a sugar house and provide a set of boilers, and other utensils as they have in the West Indies, I am persuaded he would find his account in it, be yond what those in the West Indies can do; for the gentleman who hath a plantation in the West Indies is at great expense in preparing his ground; planting his cane and cultivating it for more than a year before it is fit for use; in cutting, trimming and topping it, for mills to grind it, and not till all this be done is the sap of the cane ready for boiling. All this charge might be subtracted from the gentleman's account who uses maple trees instead of cane, except the expence of tapping the trees and gathering the sap, which is as nothing compard with the other. It is true indeed that the sap of maple trees is not so rich as that of the sugar cane, but I suppose the disproportion is not by far so great as that of the expence; for I have been inform'd that two men, under the disadvantages of boiling it in two kettles and that in the open air, have in a good season made a barrel in a week. What then would a number of hands do, with a sett of West India boilers, coolers and other advantages of dispatch which they are furnish'd with? Trees fit for this business are very plenty in the vast uncultivated wilderness between Connecticut and
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To this letter the Ministers wrote an answer, April 10, 1735, expressing the satisfaction they took in the good disposition of the Indians and their resolution express'd in the letter they had receiv'd from them, and their willingness to contribute to their advantage as far as was in their power.

In the beginning of May several of the Indians went to New Haven, and waited upon Mr. Sergeant to Housatunnuk; the account of which I shall give in his own words:

"May the 6th. Came Captain Kunkapot, Lieutenant Umpachenee, his brother Johtohkuhkoonaunt, and Ebenezer, to New Haven, to wait upon me up and to carry the boys back who had been with me all winter. The lads had learnt to read and write English very well for the time. Johtohkuhkoonaunt had been a very vicious fellow, and a very bitter enemy to the Gospel; but a little before this he came strangely about, and was much in favour of the Christian religion; undertook to learn to read, and made extraordinary proficiency in it. I entertain'd these men with as much respect and kindness as I could; shew'd them our library and the rarities of the College; with which they seem'd to be well pleas'd; and behav'd themselves while they were there, well, and with much decency."

May the 8th, Mr. Sergeant left New Haven, those men accompanying him, and got to Housatunnuk on the 10th, at night.

“Lord's Day, May the 11th. I preach'd to an auditory of about twenty in number, who gave great attention, and some of them were very much af

fected with what I said. The Lieutenant's wife wept almost all the time; Hudson's rivers, as also in all the northern borders of this Province. And could the one-half of them be us'd, I suppose they would more than furnish all the British colonies upon the Continent with sugar. The Molasses that is made of this sap is exceedingly good, and considerably resembles honey. Three, or at most four barrels of this sap, reduced to one by boiling, will ferment, and makes a very pleasant drink, which is sufficiently spirituous, and I suppose by being distilld would make excellent Rum; tho' the experiment has not, that I know of, been yet made. The trees, after they have been us'd three or four years successively, must then rest as many years; and after they are recruited serve again, as well or better than ever. The second and third years they are better than the first, because then the sap is richer than at first, tho' not quite so plenteous.

The season for this business is from the beginning of February to the end of Marcha time when people are as much at leisure as ever. Would it not therefore be prudent for those who have a sufficient number of these trees on their new farms, to spare them, and use them from year to year, to supply themselves with those commodities?









and others of them frequently shed tears, especially the Captain was often very much affected.

“The Indians now seem'd to be in a very good temper, and as I was told had the greatest opinion of and love for me. Now the Indians were parted again from the school-house, and liv'd some of them at Wnahktukook and some at Skatekook; for at those places they planted their corn and beans, which is all the Husbandry they carry on. For the rest of their living they depend upon hunting,"

During Mr. Sergeant's short tarry with the Indians (which was but sixteen days) he and Mr. Woodbridge both kept school; one at one place and the other at the other, each taking his turn a week at a place. The week Mr. Sergeant kept at Wnahktukook he liv'd at Kunkapot's house, and was very well entertain’d.

May 26th. Mr. Sergeant return'd again to his business at New Haven, from whence he wrote the following letter to the Rev. Dr. Colman, one of the Commissioners at Boston: "Reverend Sir: 

Though I am not so happy as to have much personal acquaintance with you, yet your known character in general, and especially your relation to the affair I have been engag'd in, has made me hope I shall have your pardon for the trouble I now give you.

'Tis but lately I return'd from Housatunnuk, and I doubt not but you will rejoice to be inform’d of the happy success God has been pleas'd to bless the endeavours with that have been us'd to convert the heathen there to the Christian faith. They are, I think, now resolv'd to be Christians, and are earnestly desirous to be taught. The fondness they shew for me is surprizing, and considering how much a stranger I am to them, their own barbarous education, and how little I have done to win them there appears something more than human in it. And I think they are now in a better disposition than I left them in last Fall.

“I am very willing (if the Gentlemen Commissioners please) to devote my life to the service of their souls. And if God shall give success in it it will be the greatest satisfaction to me. There is now, and I hope will be, work enough for two; I hope therefore Mr. Woodbridge will be maintain'd there with me.









"I am sensible that one hundred pounds will but just pay the necessary charges of living; for the necessaries of life are and must be, dear in this remote part of the country. But I make myself easy in the matter, assuring myself that (if there be any money) the Gentlemen betrusted with the Affair will do what is reasonable. Money alone is no temptation to me, at all, to devote myself to such a life; yet I think it but reasonable to expect to be supported so as to have no other care than the business I shall go upon.

“Some of the Indians I perceive have a mind to be baptiz’d, Kunkapot especially, who appears to me well qualify'd for it. I have therefore tho't it would be convenient I should be ordain'd speedily; at least as soon as I am dismiss'd from the concerns of the College. I would gladly be inform’d whether it will be expected I should come to Boston for that purpose.

To be ordain'd here will be more convenient for me, and less expensive. The lads I brought down lived here with me last winter, upon my credit. The charge has amounted to something considerable, too much for me, under my present circumstances, to bear alone; tho', were I able, I should gladly bestow my money that way. If you will please to return a line in answer to these, I shall esteem it a great honour and favour done to

"Reverend Sir, 
       "Your most humble and obedient servant, 


John SERGEANT.” Mr. Sergeant's self-denying, generous and pious behaviour, discover'd in devoting himself to the service of the souls of the poor Heathen, as above, rais'd him very high in the esteem of many. Nor do I think that the Rev. Dr. Colman exceeded due bounds when he express'd it in the following letter and encouraged and strengthen’d Mr. Sergeant in his laudable undertaking:




Boston, June 18th, 1735. “Reverend and Dear Sir: 

“Your letter of the 3rd instant is very welcome and obliging to me.

“I shall think myself happy and honoured in your acquaintance. Our esteem of Mr. Sergeant is not to be express'd, who can chearfully deny himself for the service of Christ and the Souls that may look mean among men, but are precious in the sight of God and therefore in yours. As God has wonderfully spirited you, so he owns and I trust will own you more and

I shall esteem it our duty here to do all we can to assist you. You




more.









are high in the heart of Governor Belcher and all the Commissioners. I have read your letter to him, but our publick affairs will not allow us a meeting presently; I cannot therefore answer to the main points of your letter now; but as to your asking Ordination, I judge, with his Excellency, that it will be fit you should speedily ask and receive it, and have it where you are. It will be upon all accounts most proper and convenient. And may you have a more abundant entrance given you among the Heathen when you return to them. I have taken leave this morning, to insert in a letter to a gentleman in London a copy of yours to me. The Gentleman, three years ago, press'd me to receive from his hand a security of Twenty Pounds sterling per annum, forever, for a fourth Missionary to the Indians on our borders. But as I could not see that the other three were like to benefit the papisted Indians, I refus'd him, giving him my reasons. But I have now shewn him an open and effectual door at Housatunnuk, and said all I can to fix him, and his noble charity, on the Mission thither. If the Gentleman (who will not yet let me name him) come into my proposal it will please me much and make our way easier. But if this fail I trust we shall be able to support the good work of God, begun by you. I would strengthen your heart and hand, and shall be for doing my utmost, and so will the Governor and all the Gentlemen here, I am confident. God give you many Seals of your Ministry, and make you a spiritual father to a whole tribe of souls; and may a Nation be born in a day. Accept of the sincere and fervent love of

"Sir, your Brother and Servant,

BENJAMIN COLMAN." July the 1st, 1735. Mr. Sergeant (having dismiss’d his class at College) left New Haven, intending to spend the rest of the summer, and indeed of his life, with the Indians at Housatunnuk, where he arriv'd on the 5th, and the next Sabbath preach'd to the English, there being no Interpreter present. And he, with Mr. Woodbridge, went on to keep the school as before—one above, the other below, changing place every week.

“Lord's Day, July 13th. Preach'd to the Indians, few in number. No man present except Kunkapot, who was very much affected, weeping almost all the time. The men were gone into New York Government, to reap for the Dutch people there."

The Indians' reaping for the Dutch does not turn to their advantage (tho' it might if they had prudence to save their wages),
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but proves a snare to them; for (as Mr. Sergeant observes in his Journal) when the harvest is over the Indians at Hudson's River drink

up 
     all their 


wages. But he had the pleasure to hear that Wnampee, one of his hearers on this occasion, overcame the temptation and told the Indians at Hudson's River plainly, that he designed to go to Heaven, and therefore must leave off such wickedness. But some of them, to his great grief, did not come off so well. Neither is it to be wondered at, that men who for a long course of years have addicted themselves to excess, should be overcome when such temptations are laid before them by their brethren, and urg'd on by others for the sake of gain.

The pains some of the Housatunnuk Indians have taken to cure themselves of this ill habit, has been very great. And some instances there have been of persons among them who, when strong drink has been offer'd them, have refus’d to taste of it, giving this as a reason, viz: that if they once taste it they are in the utmost danger of exceeding the bounds of temperance.

August the 13th. Mr. Sergeant receiv'd a letter from the honourable Adam Winthrop, Esq., informing him that at a meeting of the Commissioners it was propos'd and agreed to, that he should be ordain’d at Deerfield, when his Excellency Governor Belcher should come thither upon a treaty with the Indians of several tribes, who were to meet him at that place. The Indians of Housatunnuk, being sent for by the Governor, set out for Deerfield about the 18th of August; but Mr. Sergeant was then in doubt whether he should be able to go, as he was taken a few days before with the intermitting fever, the common distemper of all new-comers to Housatunnuk. But on the 26th of the month he was so far recover'd of his illness that he set out for Deerfield and was there ordained on the Sabbath following.

The account I find of Mr. Sergeant's ordination, in his own Journal, is only this:

Lord's Day, August 31st, 1735. I was ordained at Deerfield.









I shall therefore give the reader an account of that Solemnity, as I find it in the preface of the Rev. Mr. Appleton's sermon preached on that occasion, and in what is annex'd at the end of said sermon:

“And as it was thought highly proper, according to Mr. Sergeant's proposal, that he should be ordained, so his Excellency the Governor, who is at the head of the Commissioners, was pleas'd so to order the matter as to have a very favourable opportunity for it; for his Excellency having propos'd a treaty with some of the Indian tribes, at Deerfield, gave orders to the Indians at Housatunnuk to meet him there. Accordingly the Governor, attended with a large committee of his Majesty's Council and House of Representatives and many other gentlemen, was at Deerfield on August 25th. And that week being taken up in the treaty with the Indians, in ratifying the peace and friendship between us and them, and in giving and receiving the usual pledges of it, and Mr. Sergeant not coming to Town till Friday evening, it was judg'd proper to have the Ordination on the Lord's Day; which was accordingly carried on in the forenoon of the said day, by the Rev. Mr. Williams of Hatfield, and other Ministers then present, at the desire and in the presence of his Excellency and the honourable gentlemen of the General Court, and those that attended him thither, together with the Assembly of Christians usually meeting in that place and many of the Indians, who were grave spectators of the Solemnity, and the Housatunnuk Indians, who sat by themselves and attended throughout the whole service with great seriousness, and were much pleas'd to see one they had such a love for so solemnly separated to the service of their souls."

As an introduction to the ordination the Rev. Mr. William Williams of Hatfield made a speech to his Excellency the Governor, in which he took notice of God's inclining the hearts of some generous persons in Great Britain, by their charitable donations, to seek the salvation of the benighted heathen, and of its being submitted to the direction of an honourable corporation there; and that by them a number of honourable and reverend Commissioners (of which his Excellency is at the head) were here appointed for the same end; and of their having found a suitable person for the instruction of the Indians, of which those at Housatunnuk were desirous. And humbly ask’d, if it were his Excellency's pleasure that the pastors then conven'd should proceed to set him apart for that work.









To which his Excellency manifested his approbation. Then he observ'd to Mr. Sergeant that he now understood his Excellency, in the name of the Commissioners, desir'd him to take upon him the Ministry and Service of a Missionary to the Housatunnuk Indians, and ask'd him if he were willing to devote himself to that Work:

To which Mr. Sergeant gave his consent. The Ordination was then proceeded in; and after the fellowship of Elders was given, the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams of Springfield, by an interpreter, ask'd the Indians if they were willing to receive Mr. Sergeant, thus solemnly set apart to the work, as their teacher.

To which they manifested their willingness by rising up. After the short account Mr. Sergeant gave of his ordination as above, he in his Journal adds:

“The Affair of the treaty being made publick I need say nothing of it. Only I would take notice that his Excellency's treatment of our Indians was exceeding grateful to them, and they have conceiv'd the highest opinion of the Governor."

Here Mr. Sergeant takes occasion (from a quarrel that arose between an Indian and his wife, by which they were upon the very point of parting, tho' afterwards the difference was accommodated and they liv'd very happily together) to give some account of the ill custom among the Indians of parting after they are married:

“The parting of man and wife (saith he) is a very common thing among them. Indeed it us'd rarely to happen that a married couple live together till they are old. And as they use but little ceremony in the business of marriage, so they make a less thing of parting. In such a case 'tis their law that the children and all the household stuff belong to the woman; and indeed everything else but the Gun, for that is the man's livelihood. The man, according to their custom, has no right to the children, any more than any other

person whatever.” Then he goes on:









“After the treaty was over I went to New Haven, and after I had paid a visit to friends in New Jersey (his native place) I return'd again to Housatunnuk and brought back the Captain's son from New Haven (for he had been there all Summer) who had by this time learnt to speak and read English very well. When I return’d, Mr. Woodbridge was not here, for being taken sick about the time I was, when he had a little recovered he went down to Springfield for the confirmation of his health; but was detained there by sickness until some time in November. In the meantime I kept the School. Lord's Day, October 26th, I preach'd as usual. The Indians shew'd great satisfaction to see me, their Minister, again. I propos'd baptism to the Captain and his family, who show'd himself very desirous of it. I went up to his house in the week time, to discourse with him and prepare him for it. He is a very modest but intelligent man, of great integrity and a blameless conversation; and from the very first of my reaching there seem'd to have a serious and religious turn of mind.

“His wife also is a very sober, good sort of a woman. He and his wife gave great attention to what I said. Accordingly, Lord's Day, November 2d, I baptized Kunkapot by the name of John, his wife Mary, and eldest daughter. The rest of the children were not present, by reason of the badness of the weather. The candidates shew'd a serious sense of what they were about. It was done in the presence of a considerable number, both of Christians and Heathen.

"November 7th. I married Ebenezer and Sarah, lawful publishment having first been made; for he said he, being a Christian, chose to be married after the English manner, which he prefer'd to their own.

“November 9th. I baptiz'd the rest of the Captain's family as also Ebenezer's son; in all, five. And now the Lieutenant and his wife propos'd themselves to baptism, the next Lord's Day. I desir'd them to come in the evening to my Lodgings, and they came with Ebenezer, their interpreter. I discoursed very largely, and as particularly as I tho't proper, upon all the more important and fundamental points of Belief and Practice in the Christian religion; to which they seriously attended, and were apparently much affected. This conversation the Lieutenant has often spoken of since, as what afforded him more knowledge than he had ever gain’d by all his former instruction; and from this time he seems to have had a new heart given him.

“Lord's Day, November 16th. I baptiz'd the Lieutenant by the name of Aaron, his wife Hannah, and the rest of his family; as also the Lieu









tenant's wife's sister, and Ebenezer's wife-in all eleven persons. The Lieutenant is a clear-headed, smart man, of a deep reach, and pleasant humour, and is one of the best speakers we hear; is free in conversation and talks excellently well. He has entirely left off drinking to excess, and declaims against it; shews great compassion towards the rest of the Indians and seems heartily to lament their miserable condition; wishes they were come to the Gospel; is himself thoro’ly convinced of the truth; and his knowledge does not puff him up. And tho' he is reckon'd somewhat haughty, yet always shews himself modest and teachable enough.

“The Indians in general now seem'd more engaged in religion than ever before. I was willing to improve their present temper, and therefore tarried with them in the evening (for they had now again mov'd with their families to the School-house, where they liv'd all winter) and discours'd with them several hours, till indeed I was afraid I should tire their patience. However when I told them I was unwilling to be tedious to them, they answer'd they were glad to hear, and should never be tir'd with hearing those things. I endeavour'd to give them a short view of the whole scheme of Christianity. They gave good attention and appear'd well pleased. (And this I practis'd for several Lord's Day evenings following.) And when I had done, Wnampee and his wife propos'd themselves to baptism the next Lord's Day. 23d. I baptiz'd Wnampee, his wife and family, the Lieutenant's brother Tohtohkukhoonaut, with some others-in all eleven souls. Saturday of this week came a Susquehannah Indian who indeed is a remarkable fellow; he continu'd with us about a month, attended constantly upon preaching, gave great attention and behav'd himself very well while he was here.




“Lord's Day, November 30th. In the evening I stay'd at the Schoolhouse to discourse with the Indians. Unnaquaunut, the Susquehannah Indian, was present. I therefore shap'd my discourse in some measure for his instruction, endeavouring to shew the advantage and necessity of Revelation, and the peculiar excellencies of the Christian religion.

the Christian religion. This stranger mightily approv'd of what I said. He was formerly very vicious, tho' a man of good sense, and spake a little Dutch. The Indians generally own the difference between moral good and evil, as also a future state of rewards and punishments. And I suppose he, being a man of some curiosity and understanding a little Dutch, might have some better notions of these things than the Indians commonly have, and perhaps had some knowledge of the peculiar doctrines of the Christian religion. He had certainly experienc'd









something more than ordinary, whereby he had been chang'd from a very vicious, drunken fellow to a sober man. He told me sundry things that had befallen him. He is certainly a very different man from what he us'd to be. He is now a very temperate, rational, thinking man, and has not only left off drinking to excess, but drinks no strong drink at all.

“Lord's Day, December 7th. I baptiz'd nine more persons. About this time the Indians agreed to have no trading in rum; which they remain'd by.

"Lord's Day, 14th. I baptiz'd Nawnawnekenuk, a principal man, of a very good temper and sense, honest, faithful and obliging.

“Lord's Day, 21st. There being no interpreter, I preach'd to the English only. About this time some of our Indians came to me and desir'd my opinion about a certain custom they have and call Keutikaw, or a dance. I ask'd them if there were any religion in it; they answer'd no, but that it was only a civil custom of their nation: however, if I disapprov'd of it they would omit it. I told them if there was nothing more in the matter I saw no harm in it, and I should be glad of an opportunity to see some of their people here; but was afraid they would fall to drinking, and instead of doing honour to the religion they were now professors of (which was their duty); they would scandalise it before strangers. They promised me there should be no drinking—that they would carefully abstain from it themselves, and when they sent to invite some of their friends to the Keutikaw, should forbid their bringing any Rum. They us'd always upon such occasions to have plenty of strong drink, and always made a drunken frolick of it in the end.

“Lord's Day, January 18th. I preach'd at the Lieutenant's house to an auditory of eighty or ninety, about one-half being strangers. I preach'd a discourse suitable for the occasion, and afterwards sat and discours’d with them for a considerable time. They heard with attention, and I have reason to think with approbation, for I heard some of the elderly persons express'd themselves much in favour of the Christian religion; wish'd our Indians might go on and prosper; and some said they would come and live here; and two families did stay and are here now. Unnagaunut also left two sons here in the School, both likely young fellows. One, especially, is extraordinary and learns at a prodigious rate, so that we had now ten souls added to our number. The number of scholars is upwards of forty, besides some elderly persons who have made attempts to learn to read.

"The Keutikaw is a Dance which finishes the mourning for the dead, and 11. e. Adhered to.
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is celebrated about twelve months after the decease, when the guests invited make presents to the relatives of the deceas'd, to make up their loss and to end their mourning. The manner of doing it is this: the presents prepar'd are deliver'd to a Speaker appointed for the purpose; who laying them upon the shoulders of some elderly persons, makes a speech shewing the design of their present meeting, and of the presents prepar'd. Then he takes them and distributes them to the mourners, adding some words of consolation and desiring them to forget their sorrow, and accept of the presents to make up their loss. After this they eat together and make merry.

"Our Indians kept to their resolution about drinking, much beyond my expectation; for they always us'd to get drunk upon such occasions, but we had now but very little drinking. The behaviour of our Indians was much taken notice of by the strangers, there being a very observable reformation in their manners. The Lieutenant signaliz'd himself not only by abstaining from excess himself, but by exhorting others to use with moderation what strong drink they were allow'd. Unnaqaunut was also here and was very serviceable in keeping good order."

By what I have here transcrib'd from Mr. Sergeant's Journal, the reader will be sensible that the Indians had a great respect for him, and were disposed to ask, and submit to, his advice in every: thing, their own ancient customs not excepted; that Mr. Sergeant was very industrious and faithful in promoting their temporal and eternal good; and that the blessing of God abundantly succeeded his endeavours.




It was then but little more than a year since those Indians were in the depth of heathenish ignorance and darkness, wholly unacquainted with the first principles of Christianity, and without God in the world. But in that short space many of them had gain'd such degrees of knowledge in the principles of religion, that they were become in Mr. Sergeant's opinion (who was a good judge) fit subjects of baptism. And they, with their children, to the number of forty, were baptiz'd by him in little more than two months after his ordination. The number of their inhabitants and of their scholars in the school was also increas'd.









These things greatly refresh'd Mr. Sergeant's spirits, and were no small encouragement to him in his difficult work. They were also matter of admiration to others, and the occasion of many thanksgivings to God, whose power and grace were manifest in turning those poor people from darkness to light, and from the power of Satan to God.

And as many rejoic'd to see Mr. Sergeant chearfully devote himself to the service of Christ in this self-denying work, and to hear of the glorious success he was favour'd with in it, so they said many kind and endearing things to him by their letters. And the reader will not, I trust, be displeas'd if I transcribe some passages out of them:

The Rev. Dr. Colman, in a letter November 18, 1735, says: "Reverend and Dear Sir: 

It is not easy to tell you how much we have rejoic'd here in your ordination to the good and great work into which you have entered. May the consolations of God refresh and enlarge your soul from time to time, in all your self-denials for the sake of his Name, and of the dear souls for whom you are labouring. I have read with great pleasure your first discourse to those poor Natives, and have ventur'd a copy of it to the Earl of Egmont ? and the associates of the late eminent Dr. Bray ? at London. I have observ'd to his Lordship that yours is a proper original; and how justly adapted to the genius and capacity of the savages! May God make you a father to them, to beget them to Christ by the Gospel. I gave some account to the excellent Dr. Watts, of London, of the strange disposition of the Housatunnuk tribe to receive the Gospel, and of the good spirit on you to leave the College and go among them. He answers me that he is always looking out to any quarter of the world for such Appearances. May Jesus (says he), the Head of the Church and of nations, attend your young Missionary with extraordinary assistance and success. Methinks (added he) I love him upon your report, for his courage and zeal. 1 Egremont. The town of Egremont, Mass., is named for him. 2 This was doubtless the celebrated Thomas Bray (1656-1730), the originator of parish libraries in England and America and the founder (1698) of the Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge.

: Isaac Watts, the father of English hymnody.









"Let your heart, dear sir, be encourag'd, and your hands strengthen'd, by the love and prayers of men of God at such a distance from you. They hear of you and rejoice and bless you, of whom you neither hear nor think. I have also lately receiv'd a letter and a gift, from the honourable Samuel Holden of London. I'll give you a hint of both. In his letter he says to me, 'I bless God I have no views in life but to honour God, by improving all my circumstances to promote his interest in the world, and the good of my fellow-creatures. Nor do I know any circumstance here below to invite my stay. I've lived long enough to see all emptiness and vanity, etc. This most pious man has remitted me a considerable Gift, part of which I have already receiv’d. He desires me to dispose of it in such a manner as may be most for the honour of God, in promoting the Knowledge and practice of religion, or in relief of the necessitous members of Jesus Christ. If Mr. Sergeant and Mr. Woodbridge, your brother and companion in the kingdom and patience of Jesus Christ, have need of five pounds each of this donation, please to give your order how I shall pay or remit it to you. I do (with great pleasure and thankfulness to God) make the offer of it. Pray for Mr. Holden and his, for me also and mine. Mercy, Grace and Peace be multiply'd to you and to the families you serve. May they be bless'd in Him, the glorious Seed in whom the families of the Earth are blessed. Amen," etc.

His Excellency, Governor Belcher, in a letter of January 20, 1735, expresses himself in a most kind and friendly manner-and toward the close of his letter says to him: "Set before you the example of the great Apostle of the Gentiles, for your imitation, that you may approve yourself a chosen vessel unto Christ, to bear his Name to those that are perishing for lack of vision. And may you, Sir, be honour'd of God, by being made an instrument of taking the seals from their eyes. May you be wise to win their souls, and be able to say to them, In Christ Jesus have I begotten you through the Gospel. For these things will I bow my knees and lift up my heart to him with whom is the residue of the Spirit,” etc.

The Rev. Mr. Appleton' of Cambridge also, in a letter of February 25, uses these expressions:

“As it was with great pleasure that I saw you so freely surrender up yourself to the service of Jesus Christ, and of the souls of the poor Indians, so I take this opportunity to let you know how much I rejoice to hear 1 Nathaniel Appleton (1693-1784) who succeeded William Brattle in 1717 as pastor of the church of Cambridge. He was a member of the Harvard Corporation from 1717 to 1779.









of the wonderful success of your labours among them. This is one of the best tokens you can have that God is with you of a truth; for what can be a surer mark of the promised presence of Christ, than his spiriting you to preach, and opening their hearts to receive? Therefore you must not complain of solitude, when you hear Christ saying so plainly to you, Lo I am with you. Give my hearty respects to Mr. Woodbridge. I heartily commend you both to the grace of God, earnestly praying that the great Lord of the Harvest, who has sent you forth, would continue to strengthen your hands and encourage your heart by increasing the fruit of your labours; and that these poor, neglected, perishing people may be your joy for the present, and your crown in the day of Christ's appearing,” etc.

Mr. Sergeant, by reason of hurry in business, kept copies of but very

few of the letters he wrote. I am not therefore able to insert his answer, either to his Excellency or to the Rev. Mr. Appleton; but having obtain’d the originals written to the Rev. Dr. Colman, shall gratify the reader with Mr. Sergeant's answer to the foregoing letter from the Doctor:




“Reverend Sir: 




Your favour of the 18th of November I receiv'd a few days ago, which still adds to the obligation to gratitude I was laid under by your former, which was accompany'd with a very acceptable present, for which I now return you my most hearty thanks. I doubt not but God, in his infinite mercy, hears the prayers of good men, daily put up to him, for success in the cause of Christ, in which I have the honour to be engag'd. Next to the blessing of God on my endeavours, the prayers and good wishes of men of God yield me the greatest satisfaction. In their favour I seem to enjoy the pleasure of society, in the deepest solitude. I wish I were worthy of the love of so excellent a man as Dr. Watts, whom all love and admire. And if I may be tho't worthy in any measure, to deserve the good opinion of my fellow men, it is not a little owing to the Doctor's ingenious writings, which have the force to charm the mind to the love of virtue and piety, and to infuse his own spirit into his readers. My first discourse to them (the Indians) I had no thought of ever being read by any but myself, but had I attempted its amendment perhaps I should have made it worse.

"God has been pleas’d to crown our labours with surprizing and unex









pected success. I have baptiz'd almost forty persons," infants and adult. I hope the adult have a pretty good understanding of the main and fundamental doctrines of the holy religion into which they have been baptiz'd. And I always endeavoured to possess their minds with the most serious sense of what they were about when they enter'd themselves the disciples of Christ. Their whole hearts seem'd to be engaged in the matter, and I have reason to think that the imperfection of their knowledge is made up by their zeal and integrity. Those who have been baptiz'd have behav'd very well, tho' they have several times been tempted to exceed the rules of temperance by offers of strong drink, which us’d to be their beloved Destruction. They seem'd to be surpriz'd with the change they find in themselves; expressing the difference between their former state and the present by infancy and manhood, dreaming and being awake, darkness and light, and the like metaphors. I pray God the Day Star that seems to be arisen in their hearts may shine more and more to the perfect day.

“I thank you for your kind offer of the donation from that pious and generous gentleman you mention. I thank God I do not want myself, but two Indian lads live with me, and about three pounds I design to spend upon these, or some others that may assist me in learning the language; which I cannot well afford without the assistance of charity. If, therefore, you will be pleas’d to remit to me by the bearer, what you offer'd, I shall accept it with great thankfulness; and I think it would be laid out very profitably in the way I have mentioned. Pray for me, for our new proselytes, and for our whole tribe. May the blessing of the charitable man descend upon you and yours, which is the hearty prayer of,” etc.

The Rev. Dr. Colman not only approv'd of the method in which Mr. Sergeant propos'd to spend the money offer'd him, but was so well pleas'd with it that he doubled the sum; as appears by a passage in the Doctor's answer of February 6th, 1735-6:

“Mr. Matthew Noble brings me to-day your welcome letter of December 26th, and has receiv'd ten pounds for yourself, and five for Mr. Woodbridge. I have doubled the sum to you, upon reading your letter, for the assisting you the more in supporting the two Indian boys."

By a passage in Mr. Sergeant's Journal it seems as if even the River Indians had not wholly escap'd being tamper'd with by the Romish clergy

1 He might have said quite, as appears by the following account.









"January 26th. The Lieutenant ask'd me what I thought of the celibacy of the Romish clergy, and of their severe methods of doing penance. I was a little surpriz’d to hear him ask such a question, for I did not suppose our Indians knew anything of the matter. However, I readily told him that those things were vain inventions of men, and unprofitable services; that I did not judge any man, but I was sure nobody was under obligation to do them; that our business was to mortify our lusts and passions and to regulate our lives by the reveal'd Will of God, and not to go beyond that." 

The Indians' living in two places, remote from each other, put them to the trouble of removing from their proper habitations in the winter season, and laid them under disadvantages as to attending upon the publick worship, and the School, in the Summer. There was therefore from the beginning a design to accommodate them with land, that they might all settle in one place, and that there might be accommodations also for others of the tribe who might be dispos’d to come and settle with them. The honourable John Stoddard, Esq., in a letter wrote to be communicated to the Indians at their general meeting at Housatunnuk in January, 1734-5, mentioned it as follows:

“There is a Projection (says he) to get the most of the great meadow above the mountain of Housatunnuk for the Indians, so that they may live together and be able, with convenience, to attend the publick worship and have a school at their doors; provided the Government can agree with the English, who have lands there, and can suit them with lands elsewhere. These things are great tokens of kindness towards the Indians, and they should be very careful how they put a slight upon them.”

At the treaty at Deerfield the same thing was propos’d to them by Governor Belcher: “I have been inform’d” (says his Excellency) “that you live remote from one another, and that you are not accommodated with lands sufficient to support your families. This matter I shall lay before the great council of this Government, and recommend to them the giving you lands for your more convenient and compact settlement, and what may be enough for your living comfortably upon.”









Accordingly, the Governor laid this matter before the General Assembly at their Fall session, and gives Mr. Sergeant the following account of it, in a letter of January 20th, 1735-6:

“I laid before them (the General Court) what I had promised to your little flock at the interview with them at Deerfield; and Colonel Stoddard, Major Pumroy and Mr. Justice Ingersole ? are appointed by the General Court to weigh and consider all things and circumstances, so as to accommodate

my

children at Housatunnuk with land in the best manner.” His Excellency adds:

"I agree with you that some English families (if such can be found as you mention) be interspers’d and settled among the Indians; for to civilise will be the readiest way to Christianise them.”

The Indians of Housatunnuk were inform’d of the steps that were taken by the English, and of the Committee chosen for the above-mentioned end; but had a great jealousy upon their minds, that the English had some ill design upon them; and had several consultations among themselves, what answer they should make to them when they came up. Why they were so cautious the reader may learn from Mr. Sergeant's Journal. 

“It may be (says he) perhaps be wonder'd that there should be any difficulty among the Indians in this affair. But it is the manner of the nation to be slow in their debates, cautious in their determinations, and jealous of their interest. And the enemies of the Gospel (for we have a great many, not only among the Indians in other places, but also among pretended Christians, whose godliness is their Gain) had been very industrious to throw stumbling-blocks in their way, and to prevent their accepting the proposal of settling together. For there have not been wanting those, and there are some yet, that tell them our design in this affair is only to get the greater advantage of them, and bring them more into our power that we may enslave them and their children.”

1 Seth Pomeroy, born in Northampton, May 20, 1706, died at Peekskill, N. Y. (where is a monument to his memory). February 19, 1777. He was major in the Massachusetts troops at Louisburg, and his experience at Bunker Hill is familiar history.

2 This was Captain David Ingersoll, one of the Selectmen of the town of Sheffield.









But these jealousies were in some good measure remov'd by the pains Mr. Sergeant took to satisfy them of the kind and good intention of the English towards them, and by the faithfulness both of the Committee and Government in that affair.




“February 10th (says Mr. Sergeant) Major Pumroy and Mr. Ingersole, two of the gentlemen appointed by the Government to weigh and consider the matter of procuring for the Indians some land, came up here upon that business. The next day the Indians, being sent for, came to meet the Committee. And first, the Major read the vote of the Assembly by which the three forementioned gentlemen were appointed a Committee for this affair, and then made a speech to them to the following purport: “Friends and Brethren: 

“The Governor and General Court appointed us to come up to treat with you, and to endeavour to settle you together upon some good interval · land, that you may better profit by your Minister and Schoolmaster; and for this end we are come.

Colonel Stoddard's mother being an aged woman, and sick, prevented his coming, and will, we hope, be his excuse to you; but we are come to promote your civil and religious interest. We can assure you of the friendship and good will of this Government. Therefore tell us what will suit, that we may inform the General Court, who will gladly do you good.

“Then the Committee ask'd whether they had a mind to live together. They answer'd, Yes, and should be very thankful if they might be accommodated for that purpose; and said they were all agreed. Then they were ask'd whether the interval' land above that mountain (which the Indians call Wnuhktukook) would suit them—they said, very well. And whether they were willing to part with their reserv'd land below at Scatekook, for an equivalent above-they answer'd yes. Whether they were willing a lot should be there reserv'd for the Minister and Schoolmaster-they said yes, by all means. Then they were dismiss'd till the 18th of the month.”

It must be here observ'd that the lands at Wnahktukook (alias the Great Meadow) above the mountain were comprehended in the north part of a township, which was some time ago purchas'd of the Indians, and by the General Assembly granted to a number of




1 Intervale.









proprietors, except a small part which Captain Kunkapot and some other Indians there reserv'd for their own use, and now live upon. What the General Assembly design’d was, to agree with those proprietors who had land above the mountain to give up their right, and to take land in other places as an equivalent for it; and to grant the Indians a township six miles square, comprising the Great Meadow in it; that being the most suitable spot for the Indians of any that could be had—for they make little or no use of any but interval land.

The business therefore of the Committee, in the next place, was with those English and Dutch people who held the land above the mountain—with whom, when they came to discourse, they found little or no difficulty, for they were content with the proposals made to them of equivalent lands in other places. But there were two or three Dutchmen who were settled above the mountain and had lands in the Great Meadow, who were more difficult. To those the Committee made some very fair proposals, which they took into consideration.

The Committee therefore, upon meeting the Indians on the 18th, inform'd them that they had confer'd with the proprietors of the land above the mountain, and that there was a prospect of obtaining those lands for the Indians, according to their desire; especially seeing the Governor and General Court were so very desirous of promoting religion among them; that it was not now in their power to settle them together, but they must make report of what they had done to the General Assembly–who if they approv'd of it would send another Committee to accomplish the Affair. And then they desir'd to know whether the Indians had anything further to say to them.

The Indians return'd them their hearty thanks for the pains they had taken and for the trouble they had been at, in prosecuting the affair, and added that they had nothing further to say, but only that they desir’d to be settled together by planting time.









Upon the report of the Committee I suppose it was, the General Court granted to the Indians a township six miles square above the mountain, comprizing in it Wnahktukook, or the Great Meadow. And the same gentlemen were appointed a Committee to lay out the land, and to treat further with those who were proprietors of land within the limits of the township, to give them an equivalent, to proportion the meadow lands to the Indians, and to do all that was needful that the Indians might be put into the quiet possession of it. By the grant of the General Assembly, Mr. Sergeant, their Minister, and Mr. Woodbridge, their Schoolmaster, were made proprietors each of a sixtieth part of the township; and four English families besides were to be accommodated with such a part as the Committee should see fit. It was upon Mr. Sergeant's desire that those families were admitted. The ends he had in view were not only that he and Mr. Woodbridge might have the comfort of their neighbourhood and society, but especially to civilize and Anglicize the Indians, and to be a help to them in their secular affairs. Families well adapted to answer those ends were to be chosen, and by Col. Stoddard's approbation (who was a good judge) they were to be admitted.

April 20th. These gentlemen, the honourable John Stoddard, Ebenezer Pumroy and Thomas Ingersole, Esquires, went to Housatunnuk upon the business assign'd them by the Court. When they met the Indians they found some jealousies yet remaining upon their minds, which it was needful for them in the first place to remove. Of this matter Mr. Sergeant, in his Journal, gives the following account:

“The Indians met the Committee, who discours’d with them, informing them of the intention of the Government and the design of their coming up; reminding them of what was agreed upon in the winter, telling them how far they had proceeded already; for they had, before they came up, agreed with all the proprietors in those parts from whence they came, and had got twelve or fourteen rights to dispose of to them. After this Lieutenant Umpachenee spake to the following purpose:









"That he was very sensible of the unhappy circumstances of his former life, and of the miserable state of his nation, who, being brought up in the greatest ignorance and vice, were objects of pity; and that he was also sensible of their great obligations to the English for the notice that had been taken of them; and very thankful for their care of them, in providing for their instruction in the knowledge of the Gospel, and taking care to have their children taught to read, and for their being brought up in the Christian religion; and said that for his part he was so fully sensible of these things that the consideration of them had sometimes almost drawn tears from his eyes; and that, as for himself he thought his eyes were now open’d, and was well satisfied of the truth of the Christian religion so far as he understood it, tho' possibly he might be mistaken, and was only sorry he'd had so little opportunity to be instructed; wish'd it had been his happiness to have been brought up in the Christian religion, as he hop'd it would be (that) of his children; for he wish'd the same care that had been taken might be contin’ud-yea, 'twas his desire that their whole tribe might be brought into the same way they were in. However, there were two or three things which appear'd dark in his eyes. He wonder'd they had been neglected so long, and desir'd to know the true spring of the great favour so suddenly shown them. If it was from love and good will towards them, he for his part accepted it with all thankfulness; but possibly there might be some secret spring and moving cause he was not acquainted with, that might lessen their obligations to gratitude. And what still more stumbl’d him was that Major Pumroy, when he was here last Winter, ask'd them several questions about the proprietors of several tracts of land, and so insisted upon it to know who they were and how they came by their Titles, that he was ready to conceive the Major suspected they had no title at all to the lands they challenged. If any gentleman question’d them in this point they were not able, without much trouble and sending for friends and providing witnesses, to satisfy him. Or if anyone should insist upon anything more than the testimony of living witnesses, he confess'd they could prove no title at all.

However, their titles were good, according to their law and custom in such cases.




“And another thing he could not but wonder at was, that if the Christian religion was so true and good as he esteem'd it to be, how there should be so many professors of it that liv'd such vicious lives, and so contrary to what he was told were the rules of it.'




“This is the substance of what he said, which he spake with the greatest









earnestness. Col. Stoddard answer'd him; informing him what was the pretence of the first English settlers of America, with respect to the propagation of the Gospel among the natives of the country, and what is contain’d in the Charter of this Government respecting that matter, and told him what had been done formerly to Christianize the Indians, particularly by the famous Mr. Eliot, and what success had attended those endeavours, and what is now doing in diverse parts of the Province. That the Government had always been ready to promote the Gospel's propagation among them; that many attempts had been made, with but too little success; but as soon as ever it was known that the Indians at Housatunnuk had a favourable opinion of the Christian religion care was taken to have them instructed. It was their good, and that only, that was sought after, and, whatever their enemies might insinuate to the contrary, this was the spring of what was now doing for them. As for the difficulty which arose from what Major Pumroy had said, he answered for himself that it was not because he in the least doubted of their titles to their lands (which he look'd upon as good) that he enquir'd who own'd this and that Tract, and how they came by their titles, but that it was only to gratify his own curiosity to know their laws and customs. To the third difficulty the Colonel answer'd that it was indeed a shameful thing, but sprung from the corruption of men's hearts, and not from any defect in the rules of living. Then the Lieutenant spake again, and said, 'Perhaps, because the land was in great measure given them, there might hereafter some contention arise between their children and ours; and that ours would look upon themselves to have a superiority over theirs because the land was given them. He desired therefore to know how their titles would be ascertain’d, and what security they could have that their children would be free.'

To this the Colonel answer'd that they would have their titles in the same manner that all the people of the Government had; that therefore they had no more reason to fear that advantage would be taken against them than anybody else; that the same laws which protected others in their properties would protect them. That there were laws made peculiarly in favour of the Indians, which they would have the benefit of; that what will be none can certainly tell, but from what has been we may reasonably hope that the same favour will be continu'd; but after all they would be entirely at their liberty, as much as they were then, either to go away or to tarry there, if they had a mind to.

"Then the Lieutenant express'd his satisfaction in what had been said, and added that for his part he was so abundantly satisfy'd of the truth and ex














cellency of the Christian religion that he would chearfully die for it. And after they had discours'd awhile upon religion in general, they were dismiss'd; very much to the satisfaction of the Indians.”

The Committee met with much difficulty from the men who were settled above the mountain, but at length found means by which they were made pretty easy. They therefore proceeded in their business, laid out the township, which now goes by the name of Stockbridge, and if I mistake not, proportion'd the meadow land which they had got for the Indians. But some yet remain'd in the hands of the proprietors, which afterwards the Indians were put in possession of, tho' it cost the Committee, and Mr. Sergeant too, a great deal of trouble before they could satisfy and remove the




owners.




Captain Kunkapot had formerly given to Jehoiakim Van Valkenburgh, a Dutchman, his special friend, forty acres of land in this Great Meadow, and about two hundred and fifty of upland adjoining to it, which he now held; but a little after, being reduc'd, he was oblig'd to sell. Some gentlemen therefore bought him out, and gave the land to the Indians, an equivalent of the unappropriated lands being given them by the General Assembly, so that the whole Meadow was in a little time possesst by the Indians.

On Monday, the 26th of April, the Committee confer'd again with the Indians, and inform’d them what they had done respecting their township; [and] desir'd to know of them if they would have anything alter'd. The Indians replied that they were very well satisfied with what was done, and very thankful for it.

In the beginning of May the Indians all settled in their new town; were greatly pleas’d with it. Two new families were added to their number.

"They gave very much into Husbandry (says Mr. Sergeant), planted more this year than ever they did before, by three times at least. Mr. Woodbridge lodges at Captain Kunkapot's, has a very numerous school and a tedious









task of it; lives a very lonesome life, is indeed indefatigable in his business, and nobody deserves more of the publick than he."

When the Committee, upon their first visitation of the Indians at Housatunnuk, had finish'd their business with them, the time for getting sugar was come; therefore (March the first) they all went into the woods with their families, upon that business, expecting to follow it about six weeks. They went in two companies, about half with the Captain above the Mountain, the rest with the Lieutenant below. Mr. Sergeant was loth they should be so long without instruction, and therefore concluded that he would go with one of the companies and Mr. Woodbridge with the other, and live with them during that season."

After the Indians had been out two days, and prepar'd themselves houses, they sent in two young men, one to conduct Mr. Sergeant to the Captain's house and the other to conduct Mr. Woodbridge to the Lieutenant's.

After they had been out about three weeks Mr. Sergeant and Mr. Woodbridge chang’d their quarters; Mr. Sergeant went up to the Lieutenant's company and Mr. Woodbridge to the Captain's, endeavouring that the Indians might have equal advantage from their instructions.

During these six weeks Mr. Sergeant spent his time very agreeably among the Indians, being employ'd in the day time in teaching the children to read; and in the evening he taught the Indians to sing, in which they took great delight. He pray'd with them morning and evening, in their own language, and said

grace

before and after Meat, in the same. He also preach'd to them on the Sabbath by an interpreter, and pray'd in their own language; which he began to do on February 18th, and continu'd it ever after; for they being desirous that prayers might be made in their own language, Mr. Sergeant (by the assistance of interpreters) had compos'd prayers for such occasions, in the Indian language. The snow now 1 See frontispiece.









was about a foot and a half deep in those woods, and the weather cold. A deerskin with the hair on, spread upon some spruce boughs, and a blanket spread upon that, was his bed; and three blankets spread over him was his covering; where he slept very well. And tho’ their Diet was low, yet it was cleanly and well dress'd, by the Captain's and Lieutenant's wives. Their drink was water. He had a good appetite, eat heartily and was in very good health all the time he was in the wilderness with them.




"I was" (says Mr. Sergeant) "treated very well while I was with them, and learn’d more of their manners and language than ever I had before. They are altogether without compliments in their treatment one of another. Children shew no sort of deference to their parents, either in word or carriage, more than to anybody else. They are very modest and the women and children bashful. They are kind one to another, and make everybody welcome, in their way, that comes to their houses. When a stranger comes into one of their houses he does it as if it were his own, and without any compliments at all sits down with the rest; but says nothing. The housekeeper immediately offers him some victuals, which he receives as tho' he were at home; eats freely, and then begins to talk, to tell his business or relate a piece of news; but will enter, before he has eat, into no discourse. Sometimes, when friends meet, they say to one another, O brother, or Cousin, or use some such word expressing some relation. But they have terms expressive of more particular, and quite different relations, from any we use. Their children, born of the same parents, stand in three relations to one another; the eldest calling all the younger, whether brothers or sisters, Nheesumuk. The elder sisters are to the younger, whether brothers or .sisters, Nmesuk. The younger children call the elder brothers Netokhaunut; and there are other like relative terms, to which there are none in our language synonomous. And indeed their language, so far as I perceive as yet, is extremely different from all the European languages that I have any acquaintance with, and seems, as far as I can judge, in the Genius, phraseology and pronunciation of the words (which abound with gutturals) to be most like the language of the East;' tho' I confess I am as yet a very incompetent judge. Their women have a custom which is, for aught I know, peculiar to the aboriginal Americans; for they tell me it is common to all North America at least, viz: their girls, at the first flux of their menses, 1 Hebrew.









separate themselves from all society, live alone in the woods, some fourteen, some twenty and some forty days: must do no work at all, nor be seen by any man—for it is reckon'd ominous for a man to see them in their separation. They cut off their hair when they go out, and some of their women go out afterwards, at the return of their terms, and stay three or four days. What they mean by this custom, or whence they deriv'd it, I cannot tell.”




About the time the Indians settled in their new town Mr. Sergeant went to Westfield, and was there detain’d by sickness, so that he was absent from them two Sabbaths. He took care to inform the Indians of his sickness, who express’d a great deal of concern for him; enquir’d by all opportunities after him, and said if he should die it would be a great loss to them; but if it should be so they hop'd God would provide them another Minister. At his return they shew'd great joy and satisfaction that he was recover'd and restor’d to them again.

May 23rd. He preach'd to them in their new settlement, but liv'd not among them as their Schoolmaster did, but kept still at his lodgings about five miles below.

June 12th. A messenger came from Hudson's River to call the Indians thither, to consider of a murder committed by one of their tribe. The Captain and Lieutenant went upon that occasion, and had opportunity, while they were gone, to see and converse with many of the principal Indians; spent almost all their time in discourse with them upon the subject of religion, and told Mr. Sergeant, when they return'd, that all they talked with had favourable thoughts of the Christian religion, own’d that they themselves were in a wrong way, and said they believ'd they were serving the devil; and not one objected anything against Christianity, but several said they would come with their families and be instructed.

On the 27th of June Mr. Sergeant baptiz'd a child; which being mention'd in his Journal he proceeds to say:

“And now the whole number that I have baptiz’d is fifty-two. The num









ber of Indians now residing here is upward of ninety; and it is highly probable, if God affords us the blessing he has done, we shall have here, in a few years, some hundreds of Indians.

From the imperfect view of the matter one may have from this Journal it will, I believe, appear that the hand of God has been remarkably in the Affair. But I am not able, in writing, to communicate the same view of things that I have from observing the whole from step to step. And considering the gross darkness the Indians were brought up in, with the great opposition the Gospel has met with, not only from the heathen but from some also who have the name of Christians, I am surpriz'd at the progress it has so suddenly made among them. A very remarkable reformation appears more and more in their manners; their hearts seem really to be engag'd; and vice and drunkenness (the vice they are all addicted to) begins to be a great disgrace among them. I am not able to converse much with them in their own language, tho' I understand a great deal they say; and religion is the subject of frequent conversation among them. Our Dutch interpreter tells me he is surpriz'd to hear some of them talk so sensibly as they do about religion."

When Mr. Sergeant was at Westfield, in the beginning of May, he receiv'd a letter from Dr. Colman of April 21, giving him an account of a generous offer Mr. Isaac Hollis ? of London had made him, of dieting, clothing, lodging and instructing twenty Indian boys at his own cost.

This is the gentleman to whom the Doctor wrote, recommending the Mission at Housatunnuk to his generosity; of which he inform’d Mr. Sergeant in his letter of June 18th, 1735, inserted on page 42; and in answer to the letter of the Doctor's, he makes this generous offer.

Dr. Colman, who was wise and prudent, thought it not best to draw upon Mr. Hollis until he should be well inform'd what the

1 It is uncertain which member of the London family is meant. Thomas (1659-1731) was the first of the name to aid Harvard College. His brothers, John and Nathaniel, and Nathaniel's son Thomas (died 1735) were also of the college's benefactors as also was Thomas, son of the second Thomas (1720-1774); other members of the family were liberal givers to Harvard. Probably a brother of the second Thomas was Mr. Sergeant's helper.









charge of maintaining twenty scholars would amount to in one year; for he was apprehensive that it would rise higher than the donor expected, and therefore wrote to Mr. Williams of Springfield and to Mr. Sergeant, for their thoughts upon the matter, and also consulted Governor Belcher. And upon the best computation they could make concluded that the expence of one child, in a year, would arise to twenty-five pounds our currency, and the whole to five hundred pounds' per annum. Of this Dr. Colman inform’d Mr. Hollis, and it prov'd as the Doctor expected—it exceeded what Mr. Hollis tho't of. He therefore reduc'd the number of scholars to twelve, and propos’d to support that number from year to year.

About the same time the honourable Samuel Holden, Esq., of London, directed the Rev. Dr. Colman to bestow one hundred pounds of his money for the benefit of the Indians at Stockbridge; which Mr. Sergeant, with Dr. Colman's approbation, thought best to expend for the benefit of the females, seeing Mr. Hollis's donation was confin'd to the males.

Of these noble and generous instances of liberality Mr. Sergeant inform’d the Indians, who were much affected with them and very thankful to their pious benefactors. And as a grateful acknowledgement of the benefits they had receiv'd from the honourable Corporation at home, they wrote the following letter:

"Being very sensible of the former miserable circumstances both of ourselves and children, by reason of the ignorance and vice in which we were bro't up, we cannot but resent (sic) with the most hearty gratitude the care you have taken to instruct us in the doctrines of the Gospel, truths necessary for our present satisfaction and future happiness.

We bless God, the father of mercies and giver of all good things, that he has pitied us and put it into your hearts to use your endeavours to communicate to us that knowledge of Divine things which he has given to you. We also thank God that he hath given us favour in the eyes of this Government; especially in making provision for our living together, which is a very great conveniency for our own and our children's instruction in the prin1 Massachusetts currency about one-fifth of sterling.









ciples of religion and other useful knowledge. We can, with the greatest sincerity, say that we gladly embrace the blessed truths of the Gospel, and 'tis the purpose of our hearts, as we have most of us profess'd ourselves Christians, so to continue stedfast in the faith; and hope our children will have the same wisdom given them. And we pray God still to continue it in your hearts to provide for our further instruction and for that of our children also, that we and they may still grow wiser and wiser.

And from the small measure of knowledge we have (being now as it were just wak'd out of sleep) we are so sensible of the benefit of the Gospel that we wish and pray that our whole nation may be brought into the same way. And we bless God he still inclines their hearts more and more to receive the Gospel of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ.

We can make no returns for your favours, but only our hearty thanks, and prayers to God that he would repay our benefactors a thousand fold into their bosoms, for the kindness they have shewn us.

We are at a great distance from you, and shall never see your faces in this world, but hope it will be our happiness, thro' the riches of Divine grace in Jesus Christ, to rejoice with you in heaven, our Father's house.

We are your very oblig'd friends and brethren in the faith and patience of our Lord Jesus Christ.
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In a letter of July 11th His Excellency Governor Belcher says to Mr. Sergeant: “I desire you to greet my children at Housatunnuk in the kindest manner from me, and let them know I shall be heartily glad to see them at Boston, with Corstar, their chief Sachem. I hope to see you with your people,” etc.

Accordingly Mr. Sergeant, and a number of the Stockbridge Indians, with about as many strangers from Hudson's River, went









was




to Boston, and August 5th they waited upon the Governor & Council.

"The Lieutenant" (says Mr. Sergeant) "made a speech in which he, in the name of the rest, express'd great thankfulness for the kindness the Government had bestow'd upon them already, particularly in granting them a township for the conveniency of their living together. And in return (they] gave up their challenge to two miles of land, one mile on each side of the road from Housatunnuk to Westfield. [They] pray'd for the assistance of the Government in building a meeting-house and schoolhouse.

To which the Governor answer'd very kindly that the Government well pleas'd with the inclination they had shewn to receive the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ; and so long as that good disposition remain'd would not repent the care and charge they had been at to accommodate them for their better instruction in the way of Life; hop'd they would go

and answer our hopes and expectations from their good beginning, and that they should never want the favour of the Government; that they accepted very kindly the land they gave up their challenge to; that he would make known to the General Court their desire respecting a meeting and school-house, at their next session.

Then they made a present of skins, which the Governor was pleas'd to order to be sold and the money to be laid out in books for me: which, with other instances of his Excellency's generosity to me, I retain a most grateful sense of—and as it springs from the relation I stand in to this people it is a proof of his Excellency's great piety, and concern to promote the knowledge and practice of religion and virtue, and so shall I ever esteem myself so much the more bound to be faithful in my business."

From Westfield to Sheffield bounds is about twenty-six miles; the land therefore which these Indians gave up their challenge to is fifty-two square miles, and should be esteemed no inconsiderable return for the favour bestow'd.

August 6th. Mr. Sergeant and the Indians din'd with the Governor and Council, were courteously treated and receiv'd presents of guns, blankets, shirts, etc.; soon after which they return'd home, well pleased with the treatment they had met with. And tho' there were some difficulties attending the affairs of Stockbridge, particu
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larly respecting their lands not yet got wholly out of the proprietors' hands, yet in the general things went well; the Indians increas'd in knowledge and number, new families and particular persons coming to them from time to time, to live there and be instructed; and the Indians in general behav'd well. But about the end of August some of them went to a Kevtikaw or Dance, at Squampaumuk (a place about twenty-five miles distant from Stockbridge, in the Dutch country) where, being encompassed with temptations, some of them drank to excess; which was cause of great grief to Mr. Sergeant, and they themselves were filld with shame and confusion of face when they came home.

Mr. Sergeant, who had hitherto liv'd in English families, below the mountain, in January, 1736-7 moved up into the Indian town and liv’d with Mr. Woodbridge, who had built a house and brought home a wife, etc. Mr. Sergeant therefore was no longer under a necessity of living at such a distance from his people.

When his Excellency Governor Belcher, according to his promise of August 5th to the Indians, recommended it to the General Assembly to build them a Meeting-house and School-house, the Court granted it, as appears from a passage in Colonel Stoddard's letter to Mr. Sergeant:

"The General Court (says the Colonel) have ordered that a meeting-house of thirty feet broad and forty long, together with a school-house, be built for the Indians at the charge of the Province. And you and Mr. Woodbridge, with myself, are appointed to see these things effected."

As Mr. Sergeant had, by the help of interpreters, before this translated some prayers into the Indian language for their daily use, so now he had translated Dr. Watts' first Catechism into the Indian tongue, that the children might understandingly read and learn it.

Some things about this time appear'd with a discouraging aspect, and gave Mr. Sergeant much trouble, the principal of which was









that one of their Dutch neighbours not only refus'd to give up his Right for an Equivalent, which made the Indians uneasy, but also kept a store of rum by him of which he either gave or sold to the Indians, so that some of them drank to excess and were very troublesome. But this was matter of grief to most of them, especially to the Captain and Lieutenant, who exerted themselves to correct such disorders; and the Indians, in general, behav'd well. New families were from time to time added to their number, and there were frequent instances of Mr. Sergeant's baptizing persons who, upon careful examination, he found knowing in the principles of religion and seriously resolv'd to walk by the excellent rules of it.

Tho' the Indians went out this season as usual to make sugar, yet they return’d from their work every week, and attended the publick worship on the Sabbath. They also discover'd an inclination to the English customs; for a couple who were about marrying, enter'd their intentions of it, or made them known to Mr. Sergeant, who

upon the two following Sabbaths publish'd the Bands of matrimony between Nau Kuchewat and Wauwoonemeen, and then married them by a form translated into the Indian language.

On the 7th of August Mr. Sergeant began to preach to the Indians in their own language, and in process of time became so perfect in it that the Indians were wont to say, “Our Minister speaks our language better than we do ourselves.” And as it cost him a great deal of pains to make himself master of it, so it was no small advantage to him when he was able to use it freely in conversation with the Indians; for he was not only able better to acquaint himself with the religious sentiments of those who would make a profession of Christianity, but also to converse with strangers upon religious subjects when they came to visit their brethren at Stockbridge, or when he had opportunity elsewhere.

Mr. Sergeant, about this time, baptiz'd several persons. And that the reader may know what pains he took to inform the candi









dates in the principles of Christianity, and to satisfy himself that they understood them, and that it was their serious purpose and resolution to live a religious life, I here transcribe from his Journal the concise account he gives of his treatment of them:

“Lord's Day, August 14th. A large auditory. I preached in Indian, Yokun and his wife propos’d themselves to baptism; both persons of good behaviour, and apparently well dispos’d to Christianity. The man had been a drinker, but seem'd now to be reformed—the woman had always appear'd innocent, and virtuously inclined. I took a great deal of pains to instruct them in the principles of Christianity, and to impress upon their minds a strong sense of religion, and to compose them to seriousness; and having good satisfaction of their knowledge and good inclination. Lord's Day, August 21st, I baptiz'd Yokun, his wife and three children. This week Umpaumut's son, Pmaupausoo by name, from the island in Hudson's River where his father was a chief, who had been here a little while, desir'd baptism, as also Nomshoos, who about a year before came from the Shouwonoos Country. I took pains to instruct them particularly in the principles of Christianity. They were both young. I was therefore the more concern'd for them that they should be well instructed and have their minds imprest 1 with a due seriousness and concern in what they were about; I therefore chose to defer their baptism a little longer."

“Lord's Day, August 28th-Auditory as usual. This week took a second and third opportunity to instruct the candidates for baptism, when another young man also appear'd desirous of baptism, Ukhihnauwegun by name. This week I took a great deal of pains to prepare the candidates for baptism. They appear'd very desirous of it, and seem'd to understand the doctrines of religion well. Lord's Day, September 14th, I baptiz'd them."

Mr. Sergeant had been inform'd that Indians living at Kaunameek, a place about eighteen miles from Stockbridge, to the N. W., were desirous that he should come and preach to them; he therefore sent a messenger, informing them that Lord's Day, September 11th, he would be with them; and in his Journal of that day says:

"I preach'd at Kaunameek. I had about thirty hearers. There were but 1 "Simplified” spelling is obviously not so modern as its advocates maintain, since this is Mr. Sergeant's way in 1737. 









few Indians that properly belong'd there; but they gave notice of my coming to all that liv'd near them, so that a considerable number were got together. Some of the chiefs of our Indians bore me company. I had prepar'd a sermon in Indian for the occasion; they heard me with great attention, and said they understood me.

“We were entertained very kindly. The chief man there, whose name was Aunauwauneekhbeek, appear'd to be a rational, judicious man. He can speak a little English, and carries on some farming business and lives well. I asked him before I came away what he thought of what he had heard. He said he could not give any judgment yet, for he had not sufficiently inform'd himself. Christianity might be true; he could not pronounce against it, nor could he say it was right; but added that he should come to hear me sometimes at Housatunnuk, and inform himself further. I was well pleas’d with his answer, and exhorted him to enquire further into the matter and not to forget to pray to God to instruct him.

“Our Indians that were with me took pains to persuade them to embrace the Christian religion, and endeavour'd to answer those objections they suppos'd might arise in their minds against it; particularly the Lieutenant talk'd a great deal, and very well, upon the subject.

"Another man there, of some character and of good behaviour, who had been baptiz'd in his infancy by some priest, was well inclined to religion, and purpos’d to come and live with us.”

A little more than a month after this, viz: Lord's Day, October the 9th, the two principal Indians of Kaunameek were at Stockbridge, and heard Mr. Sergeant preach.

"I took opportunity" (says he), “to discourse with them both, and particularly with the chief, who now was free to own that he believed the Christian religion was true, and that he was determined to be a Christian; and added that he had receiv'd such an impression on his mind, from what he had heard from me, and otherwise of the Christian religion, that he could not shake it off—that his thoughts had been much fix'd upon the matter; that even in the pursuit of his common business he could not but entertain himself with reflection of this nature. The other appear'd to be fully determin'd to come and live with us.

Lord's Day, 16th. Preach'd as usual. This week I went upon a visit to my friends in New Jersey. In the meantime the chief of the Kaunameek









Indians came hither, in expectation to see me and hear some further instructions in the doctrines of Christianity; and tarried about a week; seem'd much affected with what he heard of the Christian religion and very desirous of further instruction; purpos'd to come again when he could hear of my return."




That I may finish the story of these two principal Indians of Kaunameek, viz: Aunauwauneekhheek and Wautaunkumeet, I shall look forward to January 22, February 12 and April 16, 1738:

"Lord's Day, January 22d. I preach'd again at Kaunameek. neekhbeek, the principal man there, appear'd to be mightily engag'd in matters of religion: was desirous of baptism: sent his daughter, an only child, to learn to read; came himself, and tarried all the week; and I, having good satisfaction of his knowledge and faith, baptiz'd him and his daughter.

Lord's Day, February 12. I preach'd as usual. Present Aunauwauneekhheek, and Wautaunkumeet, from Kaunaumeek. The last left his son




with me.




Lord's Day, April 16th. I baptiz'd Wautaunkumeet and two of his children. He belong'd to Kaunameek, but is since come to live with us; is a man of about forty years of age, very good temper'd and of considerable knowledge—formerly addicted to drinking, but now reform’d.”

The generous proposal of Mr. Hollis, to maintain twelve boys, was not till now put in execution; and what Mr. Sergeant says of it in his Journal is:

"January 11th, 1737-8. I began to keep the twelve Indian boys on Mr. Hollis's foundation. I took them into my own house and under my instruction."

It was in the spring of the year 1736 when the Rev. Dr. Colman received from Mr. Hollis the offer of maintaining twenty scholars at Housatunnuk. The Doctor's caution in the affair, mention'd before, delay'd the coming of the money

till the spring of the year 1737. Some time also was taken up in getting their cloaths from Boston, making of them up, etc.; and even then there was no house in Stockbridge but Mr. Woodbridge's, which was small. Mr. Ser









geant, therefore, who was building this summer, and intending to take the boys under his own instruction, tho't best to put it off till his own house could be prepar'd to receive them; and accordingly, having prepar’d it, hir'd a housekeeper, and at the time above mention'd he took them in.

It is probable his house would have been ready for their reception sooner, if he had not been in want of money to forward the building of it.

His salary was no more than one hundred and fifty pounds our Money, twenty-seven shillings and six pence of which was then equal to one ounce of silver; and by reason of a general scarcity, all provisions were very dear; little or nothing could therefore be spar'd from his salary towards building.

By a letter of April 25, 1737, he inform’d the Commissioners of his being about to build; desiring some assistance from them to defray the charge of it; in answer to which the honourable Adam Winthrop inform’d him that he would lay his letter before the Commissioners at their next meeting, which would not be very soon, for they lately met; and in one letter of July 30, and in another of September 8, the Secretary Mr. Winthrop inform’d him that the Commissioners had not yet met. But April the 6, 1738, he writes thus to Mr. Sergeant: “I laid before the Commissioners your letter for some allowance towards your building, and they voted fifty pounds to be paid you on that account.”

As the sum granted by the Commissioners did not answer his expectations, not amounting to ten pounds sterling, so neither was it sufficient to relieve his necessities; for he, before this, was necessitated to run himself much into debt, as he informs Dr. Colman in a letter of June the 19th, in which he also says:

"I was indeed extremely disappointed in my expectations when I found by Mr. Secretary's late letter to me that the Commissioners had voted me no more than fifty pounds to assist me in my Settlement. Upon the reception









of Col. Winthrop's letter I immediately determin'd to apply myself to the General Court, not knowing where else to seek for assistance. Whether or no they will think it their business to help me, I cannot tell. However, I have put a petition into Col. Stoddard's hand, and by him wrote to the Governor with a great deal of freedom, praying for his favour in the matter —and I suppose the Colonel has put it forward. If I fail in that point I know not where I shall turn myself."

The General Assembly (which had all along encourag'd the Indians of Housatunnuk, and us’d their endeavours to promote the interest of religion among them, not only by giving them a township of land, that they might settle together, and by being at great charge and trouble in removing the inhabitants, but also in building a Meeting and School House, which the workmen begun last August) received and granted Mr. Sergeant's petition; voted him one hundred pounds in bills of the Middle Tenor, which was equal to about six hundred pounds our present Money, at fifty shillings per ounce.

His Excellency Governor Belcher, who upon all occasions discover'd a great regard for Mr. Sergeant, was very friendly to him upon

this 
    occasion, as appears 


from

a passage in his letter of July 3d to Mr. Sergeant:

“I have (says the Governor) read with much satisfaction yours of 24th of May, which is full of the Gentleman, the Christian, and the Gospel Minister; and therefore inclin'd me readily to afford all my weight and influence in the Assembly, for your help and encouragement in the arduous but excellent work you are engag'd in. I am thankful to God for succeeding so far the endeavours of your friends, and that we have reason to hope more help may be obtain'd for you (thro' the goodness of God) from the same fountain, and

you will always be sure of my assistance.” Mr. Sergeant, who had taken into his own house and under his own instructions, Mr. Hollis's twelve boys, found upon trial the burden was too heavy for him; and tho' he perform'd that service for near or quite a year, yet afterwards was oblig'd to take other methods with them. All whom he could persuade to it he sent









abroad into English families, where they were supported by Mr. Hollis's bounty, and went to school to perfect themselves in reading and writing; and those who refus'd going from home liv’d with their parents, and went to Mr. Woodbridge's school. To these Mr. Sergeant allow'd no more of Mr. Hollis's bounty than was sufficient to cloath them. And it was found upon tryal that those who liv'd in English families made much the best progress in their learning, beside the benefit of gaining the English language. The first time that Mr. Sergeant administer'd the Sacrament of the Lord's Supper to his people was June 4th, of which he gave Dr. Colman the following short account, in a letter of June 19th, 1738:

"The first Lord's Day in this month, we had the Communion of the Lord's Supper. There were eleven communicants of the Indians, who attended the ordinance with as much seriousness and apparent devotion as ever I observ'd in any people upon any occasion whatever."

Tho' the Indians had hitherto in general behav'd well, yet there had been divers instances of baptiz’d persons exceeding

the bounds of temperance; and the Lieutenant himself, who had appear'd so very much engag’d in the Christian religion, had occasion to humble himself for the sin of drunkenness, before he came to this ordinance. “Which he did” (says Mr. Sergeant) “with a due appearance of seriousness, gravity and resolution of better obedience for time to come.”

The Commissioners, upon Mr. Sergeant's desire, supply'd the Communion Table with two flagons, two dishes and some wine.

[On] Page 27 I informed the reader of Mr. Barclay being 1 Rev. Henry Barclay was stationed at “Fort Hunter,” near the present Hunter, Montgomery county, N. Y., from 1725 to 1745, when he was obliged to leave. He was appointed rector of Trinity Church, New York, in 1746.

The parsonage of the Fort Hunter church, being of stone, is still standing and is kept in repair; the only remaining vestige of the mission to the Mohawks founded by Queen Anne. The silver communion service she gave is now in the custody of a granddaughter of Joseph Brant, the Mohawk leader, at Brantford, Canada.
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employ'd among the Mohawks and of his design to get Episcopal ordination and to be a missionary to them, if the Society for Propagating the Gospel in Foreign Parts would support him. This his purpose he put in execution, went to England, receiv’d Episcopal ordination, and a mission from the Society to the Mohawks. And I find Mr. Sergeant recommending him to the Commissioners at Boston, in a letter of May the 9th, 1738, in the following words:

"I had just now a letter from Mr. Barclay, a young gentleman of Albany, lately arriv'd from London with a mission from the Society for Propagating the Gospel in Foreign Parts, to the Mohawks west of Albany; who tells me he has but a scanty allowance (i. e., from the Society) and could obtain no salary for an interpreter or schoolmaster; and that he has thoughts of applying to the Commissioners at Boston for assistance, but would have my advice first. I cannot tell what stock the Corporation has, but I suppose it is scanty, by the allowances they afford their Missionaries. However I could heartily recommend Mr. Barclay to the notice and favour of the Commissioners. He is a worthy gentleman, and well deserves encouragement in his undertaking. And everybody who has the least acquaintance with the Indians and their manners, must be very sensible that 'tis a vain thing to send missionaries among them without supporting them well. There is no part in the Bishop's character more necessary in a missionary among the Indians, than being given to hospitality.” 

That the reader may be sensible what a prospect there was of Mr. Barclay's being eminently serviceable among the Mohawks if he had been duly encouraged, I shall (asking Mr. Barclay's pardon) show by transcribing some passages contain’d in his letters to Mr. Sergeant. The following are from a letter wrote before he went for Orders, and dated in his School at Fort Hunter, June 11th, 1736:




“I am heartily glad to hear of your success. I pray God more abundantly to bless and succeed your labours, and may you enjoy abundant satisfaction in the discharge of your function here, and a glorious reward hereafter. bless God I have no reason to despair of success in my Mission. They daily become more and more desirous of instruction, and would in all probability









make great progress both in the knowledge and practice of Christianity, were proper methods taken to instruct them; but I labour under great disadvantages for want of an interpreter, so that I cannot tell what progress they make in knowledge, nor can I proceed regularly in my instruction; and I almost despair of obtaining a perfect knowledge of their language without the assistance of an interpreter, which could I but enjoy for the space of two or three years, I doubt not but that I should be master of it; and should take greater pleasure and satisfaction in the discharge of my duty. Nevertheless I have the comfort of seeing a very great and daily reformation of manners among them, which indeed is the end of all our endeavours. I am almost amazed at the progress the youth make in reading and writing their own language. All the young men, from twenty to thirty years, constantly attend school when at home, and will leave a frolick rather than miss. Sundry of them write as good a hand as I myself (which was fair and good). As to the encouragement I have, for aught I see yet I must expect my reward in another world. I have now been here almost a year and a half, but have never receiv'd a farthing from anybody. The Assembly voted me thirty pounds for two years, but by reason of I am not like to get it till a Governor comes over; and have no great hope of further encouragement from them. As for the Society, they have allowed me twenty pounds for one year. What further encouragement they will give me I know not. In the meantime I am at great charges. My board is six shillings a week, which is not above half my necessary expence.”

In another letter, a little more than two years after he had taken Orders, dated Albany, August 21st, 1740, he says:

"I am satisfied I should have much greater success if I had a schoolmaster and interpreter. I had the satisfaction, last Lord's Day, to preach to a number of the Six Nations, who came to this town to treat with the Governor, who also was present, and has taken a great deal of pains to countenance my design. My Mohawk congregation behav'd so well that all the Auditory were exceedingly delighted.




I assure you I have the cause at heart and am well persuaded of your zeal; which that it may increase and meet with all imaginable success and encouragement, is the earnest prayer of,” &c.

Is it not manifest from these things that Mr. Barclay discover'd a noble, generous and Christian spirit in giving himself to the serv









ice of God among the Mohawks, that he might be an instrument in the hand of God of reforming and Christianizing them? And was not there a most encouraging prospect of his doing eminent service, not only to the souls of those perishing people but also to the British interest?

It is well known to us in this part of the world that the Mohawks, or Six Nations, are a terror to, and have in great measure the command of, all the natives of North America. The French have therefore used their utmost endeavours all along to engage them in their interest; and by their missionaries, who are constantly among them, they have drawn off many of them to settle at Canada, and more or less, every year, go over to them; from whom, in time of war with the French, the British provinces in North America, especially the Massachusetts and New Hampshire, suffer much. It is also well known that most of them remain in a state of heathenism, and that those of them who pretend to be Christians know but very little of the principles of Christianity; for tho' Mr. Barclay did what he could while he was among them, yet it was but a few of them that a single person could instruct, and that very imperfectly, for want of an interpreter.

Their circumstances, therefore, loudly call for the compassionate help of those who are able to promote the propagation of the Gospel among them and here I would beg leave to say the Honourable Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts do, out of the charity they are betrusted with, maintain missionaries at Boston, Newport, Stratford, and are frequently sending them to other places, where their parishioners are well able honourably to support them, which evidences it to be plain Fact, incapable of dispute, that they wanted not the ability to help these poor heathen.

It is evident also from the foregoing account that Mr. Barclay, who shew'd a noble and excellent spirit in his disposition to propagate the Gospel among these heathen, and to whom such a wide









door open'd, and who was so well qualify'd for the service, obtain'd from the Society but a scant support for himself, and could obtain none for a Schoolmaster and Interpreter. Both charity and policy do certainly call for the most vigorous endeavours to propagate the Gospel among the Mohawks. And the reader may easily judge whether the Society for Propagating the Gospel in Foreign Parts (who have the care and disposal of one of the noblest charities that has ever been known) would not employ that charity full as well if not better, were those sums given to support missionaries among the Mohawks, where the Gospel is not known, which are given to support missionaries in some of the principal towns in New England, where the Gospel has been faithfully preach'd ever since they were first planted, and where those of the persuasion of the Church of England are so numerous and wealthy that they are well able to give their Ministers an honourable support, without the help of the Society at home? Whether the former would not be more agreeable to the pious design of the Donours, as well as to the profess'd Ends of the Society, than the latter? Whether Mr. Barclay, who was so heartily engag'd in that excellent and self-denying service of propagating the Gospel among the Mohawks, should not have been encourag'd by a plentiful support from the Society, and also by the support of the School Master and Interpreter for his assistance, rather than a missionary at Boston, Newport, etc.? Who would not grieve to think that that good gentleman has been oblig'd to leave that service for want of encouragement, when there was such a prospect of his doing much good among those perishing nations? What other reason Mr. Barclay had for leaving them I am not able to say; but if he had no other than the want of a sufficient support and of an Interpreter, was not that reason quite sufficient?—for how could he answer the Ends of his mission under such disadvantages? I doubt not but that the honourable Society act with integrity and uprightness, and dispose of the charity in their hands in a manner that appears right and best to them, according to the information they have; yet at the same time I am









fully persuaded that, if they were well acquainted with the true state of things in this distant part of the world they would see just cause to alter their conduct. And I think the Rev. Dr. Colman's sentiments very just, as express'd to his Lordship the Bishop of London, upon this subject, in a letter of September 13th, 1753:

"Were your Lordship and the pious Trustees here on the spot I am sure you could not think the professed end of your charter and the design of the donors answer'd, in your supporting missionaries at Boston, Braintree, Newbury, Stratford, Bristol, Salem, Groton, &c. Or if seaports of great trade, such as Boston, Newport, Marblehead need to have Ministers of the Church of England for the sake of some inhabitants and strangers, yet are they well able to support their own worship; or did they want some assistance, there can be no pretence for it out of a fund sacred to God for sending the Gospel into dark and ignorant parts of the earth. They ought to be provided for some other way, and not by alienating a devoted and confin'd charity, which were to run the risque of sacrilege and great unfaithfulness.” 1

If indeed the honourable Society judge it of greater importance, more for the honour of God and the good of souls, more agreeable to the ends of their Charter and the charitable designs of the pious donours, to convert those of the Presbyterian or Congregational persuasion to the Church of England, than those poor perishing heathens to the Christian Faith, then it is not strange that they should employ the money in their hands as they at present do; but upon what grounds they should form such a judgment is not easy to apprehend.

But to return from this Digression:

The one hundred pounds which Mr. Holden directed Dr. Colman to employ for the benefit of the Indians at Stockbridge, Mr. Sergeant now propos'd to expend upon the females, by supporting some of the young women abroad in English families, as the best way to acquaint them with the English language and manners. But when he communicated his design to the Indians, tho' some of them, and the Captain in particular, lik’d the proposal well, yet

1 See Dr. Colman's Life, pp. 142-143.











others, with the Lieutenant at their head, strongly oppos’d it; and tho' Mr. Sergeant us’d his best endeavours to persuade them, yet all was in vain; thro' the unreasonable jealousies the Indians entertain'd they would not consent to it. However, Mr. Sergeant did this Summer sent two of them abroad, one of whom was the Captain's eldest daughter; but they would not be content to stay so long as to be any benefit to them.

"I have (says Mr. Sergeant in a letter to Dr. Colman of September 14th, 1738) spent about five pounds upon two of our young women, in prosecution of Mr. Holden's design, but to little or no effect. Thro' a childish fondness for home they would not be contented to stay long enough where I sent them, to obtain any good by it. But as I have been so great a sharer in Mr. Holden's bounty, I make no account of it, nor desire anything for it.”

The design therefore of employing the money for the benefit of the young women failing, and Dr. Colman being fully acquainted with Mr. Sergeant's necessities [he] gave him the money to assist him in his settlement.

"If you will take the said hundred pounds (says Dr. Colman in a letter to Mr. Sergeant) and use it for your present Settlement, you are welcome to it, as a Deodand to the Settlement of the Gospel, in your settlement, comfort and strength in the work before you. Mr. Holden has not only given me leave but even wills it, that I assist you in the work before you. And if there open any door for teaching some Girls in women's work, as was before proposed, inform me of it, and draw upon me before the year is out, for Fifty or even an Hundred Pounds more, and I will answer your draught. However, Sir, ask of the Commissioners, as in reason you ought, without regard to this private assistance."

He also, by the honourable Jacob Wendell,' Esq., who visited him at Stockbridge in September, receiv'd a present from the Corporation at home.

“By Col. Wendell (says Mr. Sergeant) I receiv'd one hundred pound in money; a kind and generous present from the honorable Corporation in London, for which I thank God and them.” 1 The grandfather of Oliver Wendell Holmes,









About this time Mr. Sergeant receiv'd from Dr. Colman a legacy of ten pound, left him by the Rev. Mr. Ward, Clerk,' late Minister of Kingston in New Hampshire (says Dr. Colman) Minister of Exeter, lately deceas'd (says Col. Winthrop).




And from time to time, Mr. Sergeant was reliev'd, by considerable presents, from generous and well-dispos'd persons. And without the helps I have mentioned he could not have proceeded in his settlement at Stockbridge, as everyone will be sensible who know that his salary was but one hundred and fifty pounds our money, twenty-seven shillings and six pence of which was then equal to but one ounce of silver. Was it then possible that he should spare one shilling of this small sum towards the charge of Building, etc., especially considering he liv'd in a place where all the necessaries of life must be purchased at a very dear rate, and where his tender heart could not but be mov'd to relieve the poor Indians, whose piteous circumstances daily pleaded for them, and were enough to move a heart much harder than his?

It was with a very grateful spirit both to God and his benefactors, that Mr. Sergeant receiv'd those donations. He esteem'd every kindness bestowed

upon

him on account of his Mission as a favour from Heaven, a new obligation upon him to be faithful in his work, and a talent for which he was accountable to the Lord of all; as in his writings he frequently express'd himself.

He also used his best endeavours to impress upon the minds of the Indians a grateful sense of the kindness of their benefactors; the account of which seem'd very much to affect them. And at the close of the year they were laid under a new obligation by a generous gift of three hundred pounds from the honourable Society in England, part of which was to be employ'd in purchasing ploughs, axes, hoes, etc., to help them in carrying on their hus




1 Rev. Ward Clark, Minister in Kingston, N. H., from 1725 to 1737.









bandry. How the rest of the money was expended does not appear from any of the papers before me; but I find by a letter from Secretary Winthrop to Mr. Sergeant that he judg'd it not best that the Indians should have the whole donation at once, but that it shou'd be gradually dealt out to them as their circumstances requir’d; which I therefore suppose was the method taken, and that it was from time to time us'd for their best advantage; and I am inclin’d to think that it was principally if not wholly employ'd for their encouragement in husbandry and building, from a passage in Governor Belcher's letter written to him on the subject, December 5th, 1738:

"I have talk'd with Mr. Secretary Winthrop (says his Excellency) of the disposition of the money come from the honourable Company at home, that it may be mostly employ'd to promote labour among your people, by giving them husbandry tools—as axes, carts, ploughs, &c., to assist in building English houses. To civilize them will be a good introduction to the Christianizing of them. I shall again talk with Secretary Winthrop and others of the Commissioners, that this method may be put in practice without delay." But after all it does not appear that they ever receiv'd the whole; tho' it might be so and Mr. Sergeant make no mention of it.

The former part of June this year Ephraim Williams, Esq., and Mr. Josiah Jones brought their families to Stockbridge and settled there; being two of the four English families who by order of the General Court were to settle there. Lieutenant Brown and Mr. Joseph Woodbridge were the other, who came some time after.

In the year 1739 several of the River Indians, who liv'd at a distance from Stockbridge, discover'd an inclination to hear Mr. Sergeant preach. Some came from distant parts to Stockbridge for that end, others sent for him to preach to them at the place of their abode and Mr. Sergeant fail'd not of improving all those opportunities to endeavour their spiritual good.

April 19th, 1739, Mr. Sergeant return'd from abroad, and in his




Journal says:









see me.




"In the meantime (that is, while he was absent) there had been a stranger here from the Highlands, nam'd Maumauntissekun, on purpose, as he said, to hear me, who had been remarkably check'd in his former course of drinking.

Lord's Day, April 27. Preached as usual. Three strangers present, who said they came on purpose to hear me preach. In the evening they came to

I endeavour'd to encourage them in seeking after God, and said some things to confirm them in belief of the Being and Providence of God.

May 27th. This week came two young men from Danbury (a town on the west border of Connecticut) to hear me preach. One said he would come and live with us.

June 3d. These young men were at meeting.

June 10th. Preach'd as usual. Present seven new hearers from Kaunaumeek and the neighbourhood, with Aunauwauneekhheek at the head of them. At the same time they told me that the Indians of the Island were very desirous that I would come and preach to them. I sent word by Aunauwauneekhheek that I would, God willing, be at the Island the 23d of this instant.

June the 17th. Preach'd as usual; present some strangers, and among the rest Maumauntissekun, who came on purpose to be instructed in the affairs of religion, and seem'd to be very desirous of instruction and inclin’d to come and live with us for that end. He is a man of some character among the Indians, and of a sober and thoughtful air. The next day I had opportunity to talk with him. I endeavour'd to shew him the necessity and importance of religion, encourag'd him with diligence and prayer to enquire after the truth.

June the 24th. According to their desire, lately sent by Aunauwauneekhheek, I preach'd to the Indians on the Island in Hudson's River. I had an auditory of about thirty intelligent hearers, who gave good attention and seem'd well pleas'd, especially some of them, with my coming. The Indians from Kaunameek were there. Some of the Dutch people that liv'd by the riverside invited me to lodge with them while I should stay, but the Indians would not consent to it. Aunauwaunneekhheek, in particular, said he would have me lodge with them on the island, that I might pray with them night and morning. I was entertain'd very kindly by the Indians, chiefly by the care of Weenkeesquoh, who had provided for my entertainment tea, small

1 An Indian woman who had liv'd at Stockbridge and kept house for Mr. Sergeant and Mr. Woodbridge.









and strong beer, and a fat lamb. In the evening I desired them to come together to consider and discourse upon the affair of religion. With them I had a long conference upon the Being, Perfections and Providence of God; the necessity of Revelation from him in order to inform us in his will, the truth and excellency of the Christian religion as a revelation from Heaven and the like. Some approv'd of what I said, but three or four shew'd themselves very averse to Christianity. A great many Dutch people were present at the service, to whom I preach'd in English; but their behaviour was much more disorderly than the Indians; and indeed by their behaviour they seem'd to consider the Lord's Day rather as a season for frolicing than for religious duties.

26. I return'd. In the meantime ten Indians had been here from a place below called Wukhuautenauk, with a design to hear me preach.

July 1. Present at meeting seventeen strangers, men, women and children, from Wukhquautenauk, including the ten above mention'd, who tarried all the week past that they might have opportunity to hear me. They all came, as they said, to inform themselves in the affair of religion. I preach'd the same discourse I had prepared for, and deliver'd at the Island. After service I discours'd with them privately persuading them in favour of Christianity. They seem'd to think favourably of it, particularly one more than the rest. (N. B. Wukhquautenauk is in Connecticut, about twentyeight miles below us.")




By this account it is evident that there appear'd about this time an uncommon desire in the neighbouring Indians to hear Mr. Sergeant; but what effect his endeavours to serve them had, any further than is to be learn’d from the account above, I am unable to say. I shall also here transcribe, from Mr. Sergeant's Journal, some account of the Indians sending Belts of Wompum from one tribe to another; as also the messages that particularly accompany'd them, that the reader may understand the Indian customs in such cases:

"May the 12 (says Mr. Sergeant) came hither Jeremy Aunauwauneekhheek, lately return'd from the Showanoos ? who brought with him three belts and a string of wompum, with the following messages, viz: 1 The Shawnees of Pennsylvania.









First belt

Brother Netohkum (which in our dialect signifies My Elder Brother) don't think your brother Keshum (or Younger Brother) has hid himself somewhere in the woods. I design to live where I am, so long as the Lord our God shall spare me. As often as you look here you shall find your brother at Mukhauwaumuk, at the great Island, and at the River Spunnauweh. Second belt:

I tell you something further. When I get up in the morning I will plant my corn; at noon it will be ripe, so that I shall have enough to eat till night. The next morning I do the same again, and so from time to time, as long as God shall give me life and strength.

This was delivered with one-half the belt; with the other, “Brother, don't hide any good thing from me." Third belt:

I tell you something further (both in the dual number in Indian): Let us with consolation seek that which is good, and when we have found it let us hold it fast, as long as God our Lord shall preserve our lives. And let us always teach our children that which is good.

This word your brother that dwells at Mukhauwaumuk, and your brother of the Great Island, and at the River Spunnauweh, and your grandfather (that is, the River Indians that live interspers d among the Showanoos) tell you so.

The string of Wompum brought an answer to what our Indians sent to them some time ago:

"Brother, I thank you for your word of advice; you told me drinking was not good. I now leave it off, and you shall not find your brother drunk again."

The Messenger added that they actually had made a law against buying any rum of the traders, and had broken some cags in which they had brought it to them, and spilt the rum.

“January 20th, 1789-40. Preach'd to a large auditory, consisting of many strangers, who were gather'd together here with a design to promote and confirm a league of neutrality among the several tribes of Indians in North America, in case there should be a war between England and France, which was then expected. This tribe had, about two months before, receiv'd a message which then came direct from the Scattekooks? which imported that the French and English Mohawks had already consented to stand Neuter; and this tribe were now desir'd to come into the Projection. They therefore prepar'd three belts of wompum, with distinct messages to each. Two of the 1 Schaghticokes, of New York.









belts were to be sent to a tribe of Eastern Indians that live at a place they call Wtanshekaunhtukko; the third to a tribe still further eastward, at a place they call Naunauchoowuk (the same I suppose which is generally in New England call's Norridgewock ). It will perhaps be thought an excusable digression to insert those speeches in this Journal: 

With the first belt they say:

Brother, We have always liv'd in strict alliance with you by leagues of friendship long ago entered into by our forefathers; and we have been wont from time to time to consult together what is best to be done, and to communicate our determinations one to another; we therefore depend upon it you will be willing to hear us, because we have always been friends.

With the first belt they say:

Brother at Wtanshe-kaunhtukko-By this we may know we are brethren, because we have one Father' in Heaven, the Lord of all. Let us have a tender regard to our families. The white people, with whom we respectively live in alliance, are about to enter into a War. We only destroy ourselves by meddling with their Wars. They are great and strong, and reach to the clouds. Let us sit and look on when they engage. Don't let any of your people assist in their Wars, and while they fight let us sit and smoke together. Therefore three of your brethren send you this message, from the Highlands, Monhekun, and Scattekook.

   Third belt: 
Brother at Naunauchoowuk: 


Though you had begun a War with the English, you would regard us if we should desire you to leave off. You will without doubt not intermeddle if we insist upon it. Maybe the English think the Indians prevent their conquering their enemies, the French; therefore let us sit and smoke together and see who will be Conquerors.

A very just and rational scheme this, and had it succeeded would have been much to the advantage of the Indians, as well as to us. But there is little or no prospect of such a neutrality taking place, so long as the French have such an ascendancy over many of them.

Though the Indians had for some years past improved the interval land at Stockbridge, yet it was not divided to them that every one might know and improve his own property, until this year. In May Session of the General Court the Indians prefer'd

1 Maine,









a petition to the Assembly that it might be done; and they accordingly appointed Colonel Stoddard and Ephraim Williams, Esq., to divide the land to them, which they did to the satisfaction of the Indians.

August 16 Mr. Sergeant was married to Mrs. Abigial Williams, eldest daughter of Ephraim Williams, Esq., lately settled at Stockbridge; a Gentlewoman whom he tenderly lov’d, and justly esteem'd as one of Heaven's greatest blessings; of which (in a letter to Dr. Colman) he speaks as follows:

“You will forgive me, Sir, if I think that most ingenious Woman is not the smallest gift of divine bounty that I have receiv'd since I undertook a life tho't to be so self denying. The more tenderly I love her the more thankful I am to Heaven, who has form'd her as if on purpose for me, and giv'n her to me as if (like the father of mankind) he tho't it not good for me to be here alone.” And in her he took the greatest satisfaction the remainder of his days.”

But to return. The gifts Mr. Sergeant this year receiv'd were no small help to him in defraying the necessary charges of a family. June the 17th he writes:

“This week I receiv'd four pounds fifteen shillings from an unknown gentleman in England.

June 26th. This week by Captain Williams I receiv'd from the Rev. Dr. Colman, of Mr. Holden's Charity, twenty pounds; Mr. Woodbridge also the same sum."




Dr. Colman had been inform'd that Mr. Sergeant was about marrying, and therefore says to him in a letter of June 1st:

"As I know the expence of settling yourself in a dwelling, etc., so it lies with

you, Sir, now to command us, and when you please. The residue of the money for the current year is in Colonel Winthrop's hands. At the same time I do now send forty pounds, twenty for yourself and twenty for Mr. Woodbridge, by the hand of Ephraim Williams, Esq., your worthy neighbour, out of the money of the honourable Samuel Holden, Esq., of London, in my hands; and it is his pleasure I should assist you in the service you are









labouring in. And if you have need of further assistance this year

for yourself or Mr. Woodbridge, be not backward but timely in letting me know of it, and your draught shall be answer'd to the sum of an hundred pounds." In answer to which Mr. Sergeant wrote July 17, as follows:

“Your offer of assistance to me and Mr. Woodbridge, from Mr. Holden's money, is exceeding kind: the forty pounds Captain Williams brought us was very welcome. The

expence of settling ourselves is indeed very great. You are sensible the value of bills is fallen considerable since our salaries were granted; and tho' we are not in circumstances of distressing want, yet such assistance as you offer would be very acceptable. I covet not wealth, but would gladly live as free as possible from the perplexing cares of life, that I may attend the proper business of my calling without distraction, which truly requires the most prudent and diligent application.”

Accordingly, in a letter to Mr. Sergeant of November 10, the Doctor writes:

"I present to you and Mr. Woodbridge eighty pounds of Mr. Holden's money, fifty pounds for you and thirty pounds for Mr. Woodbridge. If your salary will not answer for the support of your family you must tell the Commissioners so by Mr. Secretary Winthrop. You need not let them know the assistance added by me: that is but an occasional thing. You ought to have a support from the Commissioners. What I've done for you and Mr. Woodbridge has hitherto pleasd Mr. Holden well, and he adds his prayers for you in every letter, and has, I doubt not, your constant thanksgiving to God for him, and supplications on his behalf, as he earnestly desires."

It was with a humble and grateful spirit that Mr. Sergeant receiv'd these donations. In his letter to the Doctor of July 17th,




he says:




“In every letter you write I see more of your native goodness and the power of divine grace, which has made you so great a blessing; and may it long continue you such. I blush to think how little I deserve the good opinion you are pleas'd to entertain of me, and how unworthy I am of the Divine bounty and repeated benefactions of men of Charity, partakers of the Divine nature. Pray for me that I may have grace faithfully to use the talents committed to my trust.” In another letter of December 26th:









"I received the fifty pounds you was pleas'd to present me with out of Mr. Holden's bounty, for which I am most thankful to God, to you, and to that worthy gentleman whose praise is in all the churches. Your letter is so full of kindness it almost confounds me. I blush to consider how little I deserve the least of all that goodness God is pleas’d to bestow upon me thro’ the hands of His servants. May ten thousand blessings from the fountain of life and joy crown the heads of my benefactors! And may I have grace given me to improve every talent to the glory of my Lord and Master.”

The Meetinghouse built for the Indians at the charge of the Province was now so far compleated that on November 29th (which was a day of publick thanksgiving throughout the Province) the inhabitants met, and attended the publick worship in it.

The Indians being much addicted to drunkenness render'd it necessary that Mr. Sergeant and others concern’d for their good should use all prudent and proper measures to prevent their running into excess. Accordingly they mov’d to the Indians to refrain those among themselves who were wont to make gain by bringing rum into the place, and selling it to others; which the well-dispos'd Indians freely came into, and agreed upon a penalty of forty pounds York money to be laid upon those who should do it. Those also who kept taverns in neighbouring places, and had sold drink to such Indians as were given to excess they reprov'd, and endeavoured to dissuade them from a practice which prov'd so hurtful to the Indians. But some evil-minded persons among the English and Dutch made a handle of those things to disgust the Indians; telling them that this was an unreasonable incroachment upon their liberty: that those who abridg'd them of the liberty of using drink would by and by incroach upon their other liberties; that they were us'd worse than slaves, that they were treated as if they were dogs, and the like. By these insinuations the Indians (who are as fond of liberty as of strong drink) were much disturb’d, and some of them went into great degrees of excess; and New Year's Day being at hand, which the Dutch frequently honour by being drunk upon it, by whose example the









Indians were easily led into the practice, Mr. Sergeant was greatly concern’d, lest it should be a day of great disorder with them; to prevent which [he] took a very prudent method which I shall give in his own words:




“December 30th, 1739. Preach'd as usual and proposed to have an exercise of public worship on New Year's Day, now at hand; for I suppos'd the Indians design'd to have a great frolick on that occasion, after the manner of the Dutch in the neighboring Government, whose example they are very apt to follow: and I thought to have a publick exercise on that day the most likely method to prevent such excess; which accordingly succeeded: for on that day (January the 1st) the Indians were universally at meeting, and there was no drinking at all, tho' there was plenty of rum in the town; which was a rare instance of moderation at that season.”




[image: [ocr errors]]


Tho' there were some disorderly persons among the Indians who were too free with strong drink, yet this was what the greater part of them lamented, and they still, in the general, continued to behave well.

This number at Stockbridge from time to time increas'd by the addition of new families from abroad; so that from about fifty, the number when Mr. Sergeant went among them, they were now increas'd to a hundred and twenty. Mr. Sergeant, in his Journal of March 27th, 1740, says:

“The whole number of inhabitants is a hundred and twenty. Our number is increas'd by the addition of new families, but reckoning by births and deaths the number is somewhat lessen'd; which has one year with another been the case ever since I have been acquainted with these Indians."

This perhaps is the case of the Indians in general who live bordering upon and among the English. Their numbers do not increase, but in some places they are diminis’d and come almost to nothing; for which divers reasons may be assign'd, viz: Their intemperance; they are so often drunk, both men and women; that it is doubtless ruinous to the constitutions both of men and women.









Their great irregularity in diet may be another reason; for they frequently go without eating anything two or three days, and when they come again where it is to be had they eat an immoderate quantity, set no bounds to their appetite, but crowd down whatever they can. Again, when they are sick they take little or no care of themselves or of one another; for so long as the sick person can stand and walk he goes out of doors upon all occasions, be it rain or snow or whatever the weather is, and whatever distemper he is exercised with: and in the meantime they make use of few or no means to help the sick. It is a wonder, therefore, that they be not all sick, and that any recover when they are so. In a letter of September 8th Dr. Colman inform’d Mr. Sergeant of the death of the honourable Samuel Holden of London, and adds: “So that spring of your comfort and support is cut off. Blessed be God that it run so long and so fully.” But yet the Doctor once more assisted Mr. Sergeant and Mr. Woodbridge by sending them something of what remain’d of that gentleman's money. In a letter of December 20th he says:

“What I am able to do at present is to deliver into Mr. Brown's hands twenty pounds of Mr. Holden's money for you, and ten pounds for Mr. Woodbridge” the receipt of which Mr. Sergeant acknowledg'd in a letter of March 17th following:

“By Mr. Brown I receiv'd your obliging letter, with the money and books you sent. My obligations to you increase, and my gratitude I hope in some proportion. But God forbid that I should forget the Fountain of good from whence every stream flows! My heart and eye, I trust, are to him who has put it into your power and heart to help me. The funeral sermon on Mr. Holden's death is excellent, which I read with great pleasure. How happy for and beneficial to the world are such large improvements in grace -how honourable to religion and the glorious Author of our Salvation ! May many such shining examples of piety and vertue appear in the world, to instruct the ignorant, to reprove the vicious, and to encourage the hearts of the faithful.” 1 Dr. Colman's funeral sermon on the death of Mr. Holden, preach'd before the General Assembly, and printed at their desire, and by their order,









The Lieutenant's wife, of whom Mr. Sergeant has divers times spoken as a valuable and virtuous woman, died July 14.

“With a comfortable hope (says Mr. Sergeant) of Eternal life; spending her last moments in exhorting her husband and children to godliness.” And when Mr. Sergeant visited her a few days before her death, and at her desire pray'd with her, she told him she was content to die, hoping by that means to be free from sin, which was now her burden; and if her life was lengthen'd out, it was likely, thro' temptation, she should be prevail'd upon to commit more sin.

The Captain's wife, also, whom Mr. Sergeant esteem'd a pious woman, died the March following, of a consumption.

"March the 29th. This evening (says Mr. Sergeant) died Kunkapot's wife, having enjoyed, all along in her sickness, a good hope thro' grace, of a happy eternity.”

In the foremention'd letter of March 14th, 1741, Mr. Sergeant first proposed to Dr. Colman his thoughts of setting up a Charity House, afterwards call’d a Boarding School, for the education of children in labour and industry as well as learning. Experience taught him that the Indian customs and way of living were great impediments to the progress of Christianity among them, and their behaving agreeable to their profession; for the men lead an idle and indolent life, which is very unfriendly to religion; it being their custom for the women to do all the work, as getting wood, planting, hoeing, etc. The men generally esteem it a shame for them to follow any other business but that of hunting. Hence the women cannot, if they would, be acquainted with housewifery being oblig'd to carry on all the business abroad. Mr. Sergeant's design, therefore, was better to regulate their conduct in that respect, by taking their children when young and training up both sexes in business proper for them, that when they should be grown up they might be both able and willing to provide for themselves in a way of diligence and industry, which would in great measure free them from many of those temptations by which they are now insnar'd; and enable them to make a much better figure than they









now do or can do, while they continue entire strangers to all the arts of industry and good living, and indulge themselves in idleness.

"I have (says Mr. Sergeant to the Doctor) entertain'd thoughts (and they have made a strong impression on my mind) of attempting to set up a Charity-House for the instruction of our Indian children, both boys and girls, in business and industry, as well as in reading and writing and the matters of religion. Whether the motion be from God, time will make more manifest. I should be glad of your opinion of the thing. This I believe Mr. Hollis expected would be the end of his noble beginning. The design I am certain is good; whether it be feasible you may be a better judge than I. It is what I have tho't of for a long time, but suppos’d the jealousies of the Indians would be a bar in the way; but hop'd that difficulties of that nature would vanish with time. I have kept the design to myself, nor have I ever mention'd it to any of the Indians. It may perhaps be now time to act upon it. I doubt not but I can procure a good accommodation of land for such a purpose. The charge I know would be considerable; but after awhile it is to be hop'd, with the blessing of God, they may be able to maintain themselves, at least in great measure. If I should attempt such a thing, I pray God spare your life to assist in it by your advice, prayer and influence with your correspondents abroad, and to introduce me into their acquaintance."

Dr. Colman seems to receive the proposal with some surprise, yet blesses it; and I hope a blessing is in it, and pray God it may attend it, tho’ at present it wants encouragement. The Doctor, in a letter of April 4th, replies:




“Dear Sir: 

What mean you by your projected Charity-House? The God of Frankins lead and animate you, own and succeed you. I should wish to live to assist in it by the will of God. But it needs not at all my living to help it; if the motion be of God he will find hands. He makes hearts, forms purposes in them, and means to execute them. As Nathan said to David, so I am willing to encourage you to hope God is with you. We must not be sudden neither, we may project what others may execute. A good motion (say they) seldom dies in Parliament—and shall it in Providence?" But I must leave this affair for the present, to attend Mr. Ser









geant in a long journey of about two hundred and twenty miles to Susquahannah River, where he went with a design to open the way for a Mission to the Shonawoos Indians, so called, who live upon that river, in Pennsylvania Government, and about fifty miles from any English inhabitants.

But because I find the best account of Mr. Sergeant's proceedings in this journey given in a letter to George Drummond, Esq., of Edinburgh, president of the Committee of Directors for the Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge, I shall first here insert a letter from Mr. Drummond to Mr. Sergeant, and then give his answer, in which the account of his journey is contain’d. Mr. Drummond's is as follows:




“Reverend Sir: 

In the course of correspondence with a view to see if the Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge could be any way useful in sending the glorious and everlasting Gospel among the Indians, among whom Satan's Kingdom has remain'd so long undisturbid, we have heard with great pleasure of the unwearied pains you take in labours of this kind, in which our common Lord is pleas'd to honour you with great success. We desire to bless him for it, and to offer up our prayers for the continuance of his presence with you, and for the preservation of so useful a life. I have the command of the Society's Committee of Directors, as their president for the time, heartily to congratulate you on this account, and to express the satisfaction they have in the prospect of the help you generously offer to give the Missionaries we propose to settle for the forwarding that good work. The Rev. Mr. Dickinson and Mr. Pemberton give it as their opinion that forty pound sterling per annum is the least such gentlemen can sub

The Committee transmit this proposal to the General Meeting, which meets next month, with their unanimous opinion that it should be gone into; and we hope the Society will agree to the employing of eighty pound per annum for the support of two Missionaries in your parts. We have desir'd the Gentlemen to send us a list of proper persons to correspond with us on the subject of this Mission; to be authoriz'd properly by the Society for that end. But I am particularly ordered by the Directors, to entreat you will favour us with a particular correspondence with yourself, which be pleas'd to commence with an account of what advances Christianity




sist on.









has made among the Indians hitherto, and to continue the history from time 
to time. The more particular you are it will be the more obliging. If you 
please to address your letters to me I will lay them before the Committee. 
    I am, with great esteem 


Reverend Sir 
      Your most obedient humble servant, 


                                        GEORGE DRUMMOND. 
EDINBURGH, Feb. 9th, 1740.” 





To the foregoing letter the following is Mr. Sergeant's answer: "Sir:

Your favour of February 9th came to hand a few days ago, which has laid me under obligations to you and the honourable Committee of Directors, for the kind and undeserv'd good opinion you are pleas'd to entertain of me, and for your prayers (which I highly value) offer'd on my behalf to the God of all grace. I ask your continu'd prayers for me, that I may

have grace to be found faithful and successful in promoting the Kingdom of our glorious Lord, who has honour'd me with so great and important a trust as that of preaching the everlasting Gospel, where his Name has not been known; and in which, thro' the grace of God, I've reason to hope my labour has not been altogether in vain.

There appears to me a fair prospect of a happy Mission to a tribe of Indians in strict alliance with ours, known by the name of the Showanoos, living in the Province of Pennsylvania, about two hundred and twenty miles distant from us; to whom our Indians have reccommended the Christian religion, but as yet have receiv'd no direct and particular answer; only they have heard that what they sent occasion'd much talk among them, and that some propos’d the sending of two or three of their children here, to be instructed in Christianity in order to teach them.

It was of these Indians I spake to the Rev. Mr. Dickinson last Fall; letting him know that I design'd, by the favour of divine Providence to make them a visit, and to endeavour to open the way for the glorious Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ among them; and desir'd his interest and the Rev. Mr. Pemberton's with your honourable Society for the support of such Mission, if God should open the door for it.

And now I thank God and you, into whose heart he has put it to contribute









to this charitable design; which I pray God in his infinite mercy to succeed, to the glory of his name among the Gentiles, and to the honour of his Son, who is made head over all things to the Church.

Forty pounds sterling is indeed the least a gentleman employ'd in such service can expect. It is very necessary undertakings of this nature should be well supported, that the Missionary may have no other concern than to attend the business of his Mission, in which he will find he has work enough to do, and must put on resolution not to be shaken by small opposition. I intend (God willing) before winter to make my propos'd visit to those Indians, after which I may be able to give you a more particular account; but now proceed, according to your desire, to give a history of the advance Christianity has made among us."

The historical account here spoken of, Mr. Sergeant sent to the honourable Society in Scotland, but had no time to take a copy of it, as he inform’d the Rev. Mr. Pemberton of New York, to whom he sent it, to be transmitted to Great Britain. Had a copy of it been kept it would have been a very great help to me in composing this work; for Mr.

(Sergeant) from his own papers, memory, etc., doubtless was able to give a much better account of things than I can possibly do from the few papers before me: and without doubt he gave a very just and correct account of what pass’d from the beginning of his Mission to that time. After his history he goes on to say:

“Thus, Sir, I have given an account of the progress Christianity has made here, with some general account of our present state of affairs. I began to write presently after I receiv'd your letter in July last, and design'd to have prepar'd the answers to yours and sent it before Winter; but the afflicted circumstances of my family prevented me then, and by one interruption and another I have not been able to finish it till now. I have been so particular that perhaps I shall be thought tedious. In this point I hope your candour will excuse me. I have omitted a great many particulars. You will easily perceive in the perusal of this Journal that the Indians are a very difficult people to deal with; whoever undertakes to have much to do with them had need to fortify himself with an obstinate patience. Opposition I always expected, but met with it in instances where I dreamt not of it, and least expected it. The Devil has always his temptations and instruments to promote

A number we have, I hope, that are truly converted.




his cause.









Our affairs are now in a good and flourishing state, considering the opposition the Gospel has met with, especially from some profess'd Christians. I think the progress it has made has been extraordinary. May God own his work and bless it.




I purpose, by the favour of God, some time next month to make my visit to the Showanoos. What I meet with among them I will transmit you an account of. Let me have the blessing of your prayers, that however unworthy I may be made an instrument of promoting the Kingdom and Glory of our blessed Lord.

And may God crown all your pious and charitable designs with happy success, and you finally with immortal glory. And grant me the honour of being reputed, Sir, Your most obedient, humble servant,

JOHN SERGEANT. Stockbridge, 

April 29, 1741.”




Mr. Sergeant, according to his purpose, set out on his journey, accompanied by some of his Indians, to the Showanoos, May the 26th. June 3d, he arrived at Sasquahannah. June 7th he preach'd to the Indians living on Delaware River as he return'd from Sasquahannah, and June 20th he got home.

These brief hints he has given in his Journal; and in a letter of June 23rd, to George Drummond, Esq., he gives the following more large account:

"STOCKBRIDGE, June 23rd, 1741. Sir: 

I am just return'd from Sasquahannah, where, according to my design, I have been in order to open the way for the propagation of the Gospel among the Showanoos. I found the place about two hundred and twenty miles distant from us, about fifty from any English inhabitants, and the road to it exceeding difficult. The Message we carried was this:

Brother, who have seen so many mornings here at Mukhhauwaumuk, you live in friendship with our Grandfather, our league reaches as far as the great Island and the river Auwuksauntuguh. The reason for my coming is because I dislike our way of living; our Father above does not approve of it; we weary out his patience.

You always stand in the presence of our Father, and he would have his children









turn about to him. I am come to turn you to him. If you pity your body and soul you will receive the Christian religion. It is always the privilege of an elder brother to teach his younger brother, if he knows anything that is good. If his brother be lost he will tell him. This is the way to life.

The enlightening of the eyes is in the Christian religion. You will some time come to know that we have been lost. You will see what it is to live in heathenism, if your eyes are open'd. In the end of the world you will see a Good prepar'd if you embrace the Christian religion in truth; and if you believe it not you will see a punishment provided. Formerly our forefathers us'd to send messages to one another, but their speeches were nothing. They were wont in the conclusior. of their speeches to say: Now I see the sun at noon; you shall always see clearlyyou shall see nothing amiss. But these things which they spake in darkness were nothing. The only true light which enlightens the eyes is the Christian religion.

Brother, this is our Teacher; we have brought him with us, thinking perhaps he may open your eyes a little that you may see the way to eternal life. We wish you would hear him. He is our elder brother.

This message your brother at Mauhekun sends you. He likes the Christian religion.

It must be noted that the Showanoos call our Indians their elder brother, and ours call them their younger brother.

When we had deliver'd this message they retir'd a little while, and then brought in their answer, which was to this purpose:

“It is true we have one Father above, and we are always in his presence. The Indians have one way of honoring and pleasing him, and the white people have another; both are acceptable to him. I am glad to hear from my brother and to cultivate friendship with him. He shall always find me here if he has any message to send; but Christianity need not be the bond of union between us.

As for your Teacher, I cannot understand him. If I could understand him it might be well to hear him, but he speaks in an unknown tongue.”

It was easy to see by this answer they had no mind to receive Christianity. However, I desir'd them to hear something I had to say, and they agreed it should be then immediately. I went out about half an hour to prepare my interpreter by reading my discourse to him. When I came in again I found many of them dispers’d, and while I was speaking their chief went out. They gave no serious attention at all to what I said. When I had done they presently fell to talking, and reproaching Christianity; and shew'd an utter aversion to it. I would have enter'd into a debate with them and endeavoured to remove their prejudices, and answer’d









1




their objections; but they would hear nothing of the matter. I found they had strong and invincible prejudices against Christianity, at least the Protestant religion, deriv’d, it should seem, from the French, and confirm’d by their own observation of the behaviour of that vile sort of men the traders, that go among them; for they said (which I believe is an unhappy and reproachful truth) that they would lie, cheat, and debauch their women and even their wives, if their husbands were not at home. They were further prejudic'd against Christianity from the inhospitable treatment they had sometimes met with from those who call themselves Christians. They said the Sinnicas (a tribe of Indians much under the influence of the French) gave them their country where they now live, but charg'd them withal never to receive Christianity from us.

The French spread their influence far and wide, and indeed I believe (which I was not so much aware of before this journey) that they have scatter'd their poison among all the Indians of North America, and have been the means of stirring up that jealousy and suspicion among our Indians which has made us so much difficulty in dealing with them; for they tell them that the design of the English is to enslave and then to destroy them, under the pretense of making them Christians. By these strong prejudices I found them so averse to the reception of Christianity that I was discourag'd in the attempt, and so left them, pitying their ignorance and praying God to open their

eyes. When I returned to Delaware ? I got the Indians inhabiting there together, and preach'd to them in our dialect, which they could understand without an interpreter. They were about thirty in number to hear me, who gave a very diligent attention and seem'd to be mov’d, had no objections to make but were de

1 Senecas, of Central New York, the fiercest of the Six Nations.

2 This must refer to that part of Pennsylvania and New York watered by the Delaware river; he certainly did not go as far south as the State of Delaware.









sirous of further instruction. I preached to them twice. The whole tribe is about four hundred in number, but is much dispers’d, having no accommodation of land; but I have engag'd some gentlemen to endeavour to provide for them in that respect: which if it can be effected to their satisfaction, there is a hopeful prospect of a successful Mission among them. I have drawn out a Journal containing a particular account of the propagation of Christianity among us, which I have sent to the Rev. Mr. Pemberton to transmit to you, which I hope will go safe. Sir, I am your most obedient, etc.,

JOHN SERGEANT. To George Drummond, Esq., 

At Edinburgh. A generous and charitable spirit Mr. Sergeant discover'd in this visit to the Showanoos; a tedious journey it was, and must of necessity be of considerable expence to him; and his reward is doubtless with God, tho' that poor people be not gather’d. But from men he receiv'd not anything as a consideration of his hard service.




As Mr. Drummond, in his foregoing letter desires, by order of the Directors, that Mr. Sergeant would favour them with a particular correspondence and that he would begin it by giving them an historical account of the progress religion had made among the Indians, etc., so Mr. Sergeant comply'd with their desires, sent an historical account and wrote the foregoing letter. But I find no return he ever had from Mr. Drummond or any other member of that Society, nor any further correspondence with it; except a letter Mr. Sergeant wrote to the president, for the time, of that Society of May the 18th, 1749: desiring if it fell within their sphere, that they would assist in promoting the boarding-school then begun at Stockbridge. Whether Mr. Sergeant's letter fell by the way. 1 A reservation, as we now term it.




2 Isaiah 49:4.5.









or what else happen’d to prevent a friendly correspondence, I am not able to say.

Some time before this Mr. Sergeant wrote to Dr. Colman, desiring he would procure for him Dr. Watts's Works, except a few pieces already in his hands; which I suppose the Doctor did without charge to Mr. Sergeant. Before this I find him acknowledging, in a letter to the Doctor, the receipt of Dr. Watts upon Prayer. And June 1st, 1742, Dr. Colman says to him:

“I enclose for you twenty pounds out of the bounty of Madam Holden and daughters, to assist in your support in your singular services for the Kingdom of our Lord and Master. With this I send you also two pacquets containing six more volumes of Dr. Watts's Works one pacquet containing Human Understanding, The World to Come, and The Use and Abuse of the Passions. The other pacquet has his Humble Attempt, Strength and Weakness, Heaven and Hell. I put in a sermon of Dr. Sewall's and Dr. Chauncey's and my own.” 1

And to shew the candour and gratitude of Mr. Sergeant I here transcribe the substance of his letter to the Doctor on this occasion:




"Reverend Sir: 

'Tis several months since I receiv'd your letter by Mr. Williams, with twenty pounds, for which my thanks have been due, and should have been return'd before now, had I not waited for the pacquet, that I might, being affected with greater gratitude, return my thanks with a double zeal. The books are lately come to hand, a most acceptable present; nor have I had time to peruse them, more than just to have a taste of Dr. Watts's spirit. When I speak of Dr. Watts's spirit in his writings I mean something the most excellent to be found in human nature, and near akin to angelick dignity. There is something so just and rational, and at the same time so modest, candid and generous in that gentleman's sentiments that they strongly impress the mind and engage the attention and affections. Would to God the same spirit of candour and superiour devotion shew'd itself in all writings, especially of Divines, and reign'd in the heart of every Christian-how many needless controversies would be ended by it, and how much 1 Probably Joseph Sewall (1688-1769), son of the great Samuel Charles Chauncy (17051787) pastor of the First Church, Boston.









sinful division cease in the Christian world! Alas, how much need have we at this day, of the same candour and largeness of soul! Certainly methinks that devotion must be less acceptable to God, which subsists in a soul confin'd and narrow towards its fellow men. May divine grace

enable me to be wiser and better by those means Providence by you has put into my hands to make me so; and may the blessings of God rest on you for all your kindness to me. I am asham'd to deserve so little of the generous and benevolent notice you have taken of me: but I know 'tis your greatest satisfaction to do good; nor will heaven forget to reward the benevolence of your heart, how little soever I have merited your kind notice. Forgive me, Sir, if gratitude constrains me to write what perhaps will be offensive to that modesty which almost makes you forget your good deeds. I thank you particularly for your own sermon, and am glad to find in it so just a censure of some things which unhappily darken the glory of what has appear'd to bear so many marks of a divine work in this land. I have the satisfaction to inform you that there seems to appear a more than common spirit of seriousness and reformation among our Indians, and a pretty general disposition among the Indians in these parts round about us to receive instruction."




Dr. Colman, being acquainted with Mr. Sergeant's design of setting up a boarding-school at Stockbridge, as before related, inform’d the Rev. Mr. Isaac Hollis of it, who was disposed to encourage it, as appears from the Doctor's letter of September 27th, 1742, to Mr. Sergeant, in which are the following passages:

“Yesterday came to me another letter from the Rev. Mr. Hollis, wherein he expresses his wonder and very great offence that nothing more is done by us here in New England for the propagation of Christian knowledge among the heathen; which declares, he thinks, that we have no care for their souls.

“You at Boston (says he) might save it out of your fine Hollands, silks and laces and superfine woollen cloths, and have a school erected for heathen children in imitation of what he has essay'd already.”.

“As to our superfluous expences, I must answer and plead guilty; but as for the school the difficulties attending it, from the indisposition of the Indians to send their children, or those to come, if a school were open'd, I must leave you to lay before him. The good gentleman promises to lend a helping hand to such a school if it were set up here.”









That charitable and generous gentleman Mr. Hollis had been at the expence of about two hundred and eight pounds sterling in the space

of about four or five years, for the benefit of the Indians at Stockbridge; which was then upwards of one thousand pounds our money; as appears from a passage in Dr. Colman's return in compliance with Mr. Sergeant's request, August 20th, 1743, the whole of which will by and by be inserted. The passage is:

“November 19, 1736. I receiv'd from Mr. Hollis his bill on Colonel Wendell, to pay fifty-six pounds sterling for the education of twelve Indian boys at Housatunnuk, under the care of the Rev. Mr. Sergeant-and August 15, 1788, I had a second order from him for three hundred and forty-three pounds our money. And again May 17, 1740, a third order, for four hundred and forty-seven pounds, nine shillings."

But what have we done in comparison of him? Have any of our wealthy professors put to their helping hand to this laudable and glorious Design? While he has been at the expence of maintaining twelve boys, has any private gentleman in New England been at the expence of maintaining one? If therefore Mr. Hollis had been inform’d how little we do, is it at all strange that he should "express his wonder and very great offence that nothing more is done by us here in New England for the propagation of Christian knowledge among the heathen?”

Mr. Hollis also, in the forementioned letter to Dr. Colman, desir'd an account from Mr. Sergeant how his money had been expended, and to what purpose. Mr. Sergeant therefore wrote to him, and not only gave him a particular and satisfactory account how his money had been laid out, but also of what advantage it had been; that several of his scholars had made great progress in learning, etc. But Dr. Colman having transcrib’d the substance of that letter in his recommendation of Mr. Sergeant's proposal of a more effectual method for the education of Indian children, which will come in hereafter I shall not insert it here.

The difficulties which Mr. Sergeant apprehended would attend









setting up a boarding-school, viz: the unreasonable jealousies of the Indians, vanish'd more and more, and he now tho't them ripe for such a proposal, and therefore wrote to Dr. Colman upon that subject, January 24th, 1742-3:

“I am much pleas'd with Mr. Hollis's projection for a School-wrote you a year or two ago about that matter—then thought the Indians would not bear such a Design; but now their temper, especially of late, seems to be much alter'd for the better, and a more than ordinary spirit of religion seems to prevail. Thanks be to Divine grace for it! I am now of opinion there is little or nothing on the part of the Indians here and in their neighbourhood, to discourage such an attempt. And if you think it worth while (as indeed I think it is) to undertake so great a thing, I pray you, either by yourself or by the assistance of some friend that has a turn of mind for such Projections, to draw up a general plan of a School for the education of Indian children which shall provide not only for their instruction in learning but also in labour; and send it to me and I will try the temper of the Indians with it. You may make some guess of the different temper prevailing now among the Indians from what did a few years ago, by this: that two of our young women, not long since, of their own accord desir'd me to provide them places among the English, that they might live with them and support themselves by their own labour, in order to learn the English language and manners; tho' a few years ago they would not be hir’d to it. And accordingly I sent two of them to Northampton, where they liv'd contented as far as I know."

And in another letter of April 7th he adds upon the same subject:

"You will find in what I have written to Mr. Hollis that I have proposed the affair of the free Boarding-School to the Indians, and that they are mightily taken with it. I wait with impatience for an answer to what I wrote you last.

What Mr. Sergeant wrote to Mr. Hollis he sent unsealed to Dr. Colman, to which the Doctor has respect in the beginning of his letter of May the 18th, 1743, to Mr. Sergeant: “Reverend and Dear Sir: 

Yours of January 24th and April 7th are before me. I made no answer









to the first, waiting for yours to Mr. Hollis, which has been long in coming. I have cover'd it to Mr. Hollis. It will be very acceptable to him. The account given of the happy disposition among your Indian young people, both male and female, is admirable; and I give thanks with you to the blessed Spirit of God. I hope it will encourage Mr. Hollis to go on; and I purpose to ask Mrs. Holden's leave to apply One Hundred, our Currency, toward your projected boarding-school. I hope the Commissioners of Boston will make some allowance towards it, and I shall be ready to join here in a subscription for some annual contribution. But as for my drawing up a general plan, as you desire, of such a school, it is out of my line, and we must rely on yourself to do it. You must needs have a more clear idea of the thing than we here can; that religion and labour go together in it is, to be sure, most natural. I pray God to bring forward such a foundation. Old as I am, I have sent a copy of your letter to Mr. Hollis unto Dr. Avery, to communicate it to the Indian Corporation at London; and the same I have copied out for the Commissioners here at Boston. It may be

my

last service, and I hope will be a good one.

Dr. Colman having declin'd drawing up a general plan, etc., and desiring Mr. Sergeant to do it, he accordingly, in a letter of August the 1st wrote his Proposal of a more effectual Method for the Education of Indian Children, etc., which was as follows:

Stockbridge,

August 1, 1743. "Reverend Sir:

I now send you a general and rough draught of that Design for the Education of Indian Children which I have some times formerly hinted to you that I had formed in my mind, with a desire that you would communicate it to the World in as publick a manner as possible, and with such recommendations as you may think proper.

What I propose therefore in general is, to take such a method in the Education of our Indian Children as shall in the most effectual manner change their whole habit of thinking and acting; and raise them as far as possible into the condition of a civil, industrious and polish'd people; while at the same time the principles of virtue and piety shall be carefully instilled into their minds in a way that will make the most lasting impression; and withal to introduce the English language among them instead of their own imperfect and barbarous dialect.









And to accomplish this design I propose to procure an accommodation of about two hundred acres of land in this place (which may be had without any cost of the Indian proprietors) and to erect an house on it, such as shall be thought convenient for a beginning; and in it to maintain a number of Children and Youth (not under ten nor above twenty years of age) and to have them under the direction, care and tuition of two Masters, one to take the oversight of them in their hours of labour, and the other in their hours of study; and to have their time so divided between study and labour as to make one the Diversion of the other, that as little time as possible may be lost in idleness. It will, I think, be necessary there should be two masters for this purpose, because it will be too tedious a task for one. I propose that the fruit of their labour shall go to their own maintenance and to carry on the general design; except perhaps some particular Premiums out of the profits of their labour, if it can be afforded, to encourage industry. I propose also to have a stock of cattle, &c., maintained on the place for the same purpose.

I propose to take into the number, upon certain conditions, from among any of the tribes of Indians round about; that by their means, under the blessing of God, the principles of vertue and Christian knowledge may be spread as far as possible, which perhaps in a course of years may by the grace of God open the way for the propagation of Christianity to the remotest tribes.




To lay the foundation and to support so great a Design as this will, without doubt, cost a great deal of money, the supply of which depends altogether upon the smiles of Divine Providence and the charity of good people who may think proper

to favour it. The need of some such Design as this is very obvious to all that are in any measure acquainted with the disposition and state of the Indians in America. It is well known that Vertue and Piety make but a slow progress among them in the methods that have hitherto been used to promote those ends. Nor can I think of anything so likely as what is here proposed in human probability, to root out their vicious habits and to change their whole way of living. I hope therefore the apparent goodness of this design will recommend it to all charitably-disposed persons who would gladly honour God with their substance; and that it will approve itself to and be promoted by, persons of all Parties, since it is a design generous in its intention and calculated for the common good of a very miserable and degenerate part of our race, and has no party-view in it at all. I persuade myself therefore









that all those who are concerned for the glory of our common Maker and the Father of the spirits of all flesh, and for the Honour of our common Saviour, to whom the heathen are given for his inheritance, and the utmost ends of the earth for his possession, or that are only inspired with the generous sentiments of compassion to the miserable, will unite in promoting the design here proposed.

If Providence encourage and succeed this design, and a fund sufficient to carry it on can be procured, I purpose to enlarge the Foundation so as to take in girls as well as boys, to be educated in a manner suitable to the condition of their sex; for I think the cultivation of both the sexes has a natural tendency to improve each other more easily and successfully.

I design the discipline to be used with them shall be as strict as those will bear who know nothing like government among themselves, and have an aversion to everything that restrains their liberty.

I know it is apt to be suspected in such designs, pretended to be for the publick good, that there is some self-interest at bottom which is the spring of the motion. If the world suspect anything of this sort in the present Projection, as some no doubt will, and the rather perhaps because it has been amused with projections of this kind, which have appeared to many were personal and selfish, or at best only Party Designs, I know not how to give any further satisfaction for the present than to declare solemnly that I have no other aim than the good of the Indians, and that I have no expectation of any personal benefit at all more than the mere satisfaction of being instrumental under God, of doing them so great a kindness, and rendering them a more happy Society by cultivating humanity and vertue




among them.




That the Indians, in general, are a people difficult to be reformed from their own foolish, barbarous and wicked customs, the unsuccessfulness of attempts upon them for this purpose is a melancholy proof, which though it may appear discouraging in further endeavours, yet I think to a generous mind it should rather be improved as an argument to form and execute new Projections for this purpose. And indeed perhaps the neglect of promoting industry among them is the chief moral reason of so little being done to purpose in forming their manners; and therefore I hope the want of wish'd for success in other attempts will be no objection with any that desire to be benefactors to mankind, against contributing their part to this, which I think has so apparent a tendency to promote industry and humanity among a barbarous people. But tho' I think the design here proposed has the probable









appearance of proving successful, yet I do not Aatter myself with any romantick expectations of accomplishing all the ends proposed, at once; nor is it to be expected, in the ordinary course of things but that a great deal of cost and pains with respect to many particular persons will be lost. This is what happens of course in all designs of this nature; and yet it is to be hoped some good will be done. Nor will the benefactors lose their reward with God, though the design should not be crowned with all the happy success [which] might be wished and hoped for. The mere suspicion that the design in the event will prove unsuccessful ought not, I think, to discourage the attempt. How many are there that frustrate the very Grace of God itself—how many, with respect to whom Christ has died in vain! And yet (to speak after the manner of men) this was no hindrance to his laying down his life for sinners. He indeed has obtain'd all the recompence in the salvation of souls which he had in his eye; and God all the glory of His benevolent purpose. He sees the fruit of the travail of his soul, and is satisfied. Nor will any benefactors here lose the praise and reward of their gracious intention and endeavours. (See Isaiah 49:1-6.)




It may perhaps with some be an objection against attempting anything of this sort, that the Indians are a base, ungrateful people, insensible of kindnesses done them. To this I reply that though it be true that this is the base, ungrateful temper of Indians, yet I think it is rather an argument in favour of a projection calculated to promote humanity among them, than otherwise; for the objection supposes them to be greatly debased, and shews the need there is of cultivating a soil so barren, or rather a soil so overrun with hateful weeds and pricking thorns. But whatever weight this objection might have with others, certainly it ought to have none with a Christian, who is commanded to imitate the beneficence of his Heavenly Father, who does good to the evil and unthankful. Had this consideration sway'd the mind of our blessed Saviour, would he ever have shed his blood for those who pursued his life to death? Nor did God refuse to distinguish the Israelites with his peculiar favours from all the families of the earth because they were an ungrateful, stiff-necked and rebellious house.

I would not have it thought from what I have written above, that all that has been done here to introduce Christianity and good manners has proved altogether in vain; for through the grace of God some good effects have attended our labours here, and the Indians seem now well prepared for the execution of what I have here proposed; which their jealousy would have been an effectual hindrance to a few years ago.









I shall be glad of the thoughts of candid and ingenious gentlemen communicated to me for the improvement of the design here proposed, and shall be ready to answer any queries that may be made in relation to it. Thus, Sir, you have what I desire may be communicated to the publick from me. It will be well perhaps that you should preface this with some general account of what Mr. Hollis has done, and what he expected from this country in prosecution of his design, which was what suggested to me the design proposed above. Some gentlemen seem to be of opinion that this is not a happy time to set such a design on foot; which for aught I know is true, but I do not think it best to postpone it on that account: for who knows when we shall have a better time? It is possible it may be worse. Nor would I wish to have your blessed Master take you from us till you have help'd in laying this Foundation also for the increase of glory to his name by promoting this scheme, on which I confess my heart is much set, and which will (I hope) prosper the better for your countenancing it.

I thank you for your kind letter and for the pamphlets that accompanied it-and am With great honour and reverence Your most obliged humble servant,

John SERGEANT. Hadley, August 9.

P. S. As I have tho't it necessary there should be some persons proposed to receive and disburse the monies that may be collected for the purpose above, I have thought of the Hon. Col. Stoddard and Col. Porter, the Rev. Mr. Edwards of Northampton, Major Williams and Col. Oliver Partridge for this purpose; with whom I have conversed on the affair, and have their consent to be proposed as persons willing to take this trouble on them; which you may, if you please, signify to the world.

J. S." Dr. Colman's Return in compliance with Mr. Sergeant's request, is as follows:

“It having pleas'd my Rev. Brother thus openly to address and oblige me, I do most willingly publish his letter; and if my name and hand can 1 Oliver Partridge (17-1792), a noted lawyer of Hatfield and a member of the Colonial Congress.

2 Either Timothy Edwards, Mr. Sergeant's father-in-law, or his great son, Jonathan. 3 I cannot identify him.









serve in any measure to promote the happy Foundation which his heart is set on (I humbly hope under some special influence from above) I give them with all my heart; with thanksgiving to God who many years ago was pleas'd to incline my honour'd friend and Rev. Brother Mr. Isaac Hollis (then of London) into those Bounties to us which are now issuing in this proposal of a Boarding-School for the more effectual instruction and education of the Indian children in the western borders of our Province. It was about the year 1731-2 that Mr. Isaac Hollis (nephew to Thomas Hollis, Esq., the great benefactor to Harvard College, and soon after his pious uncle's decease) sent me a hundred pounds sterling with his particular directions how to distribute and lay it out; adding 'that he had seen many of my letters to his uncle, and his to me, which now led him into his writing to me, and this his gift to us.'




In the year 1734, when he had seen the printed account of the ordination of Messieurs Parker, Hinsdale and Secombe, and their Mission to the Indian tribes on the eastern and western borders of New England, Mr. Hollis then earnestly made me a most generous offer of twenty pounds sterling per annum for ever, for the support of a fourth Missionary; but in faithfulness I advis'd against such a disposition of his money, and as earnestly proposed to him the application of it for the support of a Missionary thro' the wide spread of the destitute settlements I had heard of in the province of New Jersey; but he did not approve of my advice.

Within two years after this I heard of a very promising Door opening for the Gospel among the Indian tribe at Housatunnuk, and that a person of Mr. Sergeant's character for piety and learning (then one of the tutors in Yale College in Connecticut) was willing to quit his Fellowship and the prospect he reasonably might have of one of the best Settlements our country could afford him, in any of our vacant churches, and to devote himself to the glory of Christ in the service of the souls of those poor heathen families; whereupon I immediately let Mr. Hollis know that now I could freely and earnestly advise him to fix his twenty pounds sterling per An. for the support of this Mission.




In answer to this motion, Novemb. 19, 1736, I receiv'd from Mr. Hollis his bill on Colonel Wendell to pay £56 sterling for the education of twelve Indian boys at Housatunnuk, under the care of the Rev. Mr. Sergeant, and Aug. 15, 1738, I had a second order from him for £343 our money—and again May 17, 1740 a third order for £447.9s. (Errors excepted.)









Upon this gracious call and bountiful direction of Divine Providence Mr. Sergeant has been laying out himself gladly from year to year, in the strength of God, in the trust committed to him, with Caution, Care and Diligence, according to the measure of wisdom given him from on high, whence every good and perfect Gift comes down, both the heart and opportunity for the doing good.

On the sixth of May, 1743, Mr. Sergeant cover'd to me a letter to be forwarded to the Rev. Mr. Hollis, giving him a particular account of the ‘laying out his moneys for the maintenance of the boys, and of the methods he had used for the cultivating humanity and introducing the English Tongue and Manners among them, and for their proficiency in knowledge, vertue and piety; by which means, through the blessing of God several of them are affected with a sense and relish of divine things; and one of them in particular has made extraordinary progress in his learning, and appears truly pious, and has been singularly serviceable to him, assisting him in his translations, expositions and applications of the Scripture; and also very helpful among the young Indians in a general religious Concern that has of late prevailed among them.' Mr. Sergeant adds "that this young Indian is already well qualified to keep school among his countrymen and within a few years will probably be fit to be a Preacher of the Gospel to them.”

Two or three other of his boys, Mr. Sergeant says, are serviceable in improving the rest of the Indians in Knowledge and Virtue; and he adds "that it had been a continued series of unwearied kindness to the Indians, that he had at length entirely overcome their jealousies and suspicions, and gain’d an almost universal disposition in them to receive instruction."




He then inform'd Mr. Hollis "that he has in his mind for some years, to set up a free boarding-school for the education of Indian children, in which he proposes that they be brought up to labour as well as learning and the exercises of devotion; with which proposal the Indians seem to be mightily taken; being sensible of their folly in their being formerly so backward to improve the advantages put into their hands.

Upon all Mr. Sergeant adds his “Prayer, that Almighty Power









may effect the merciful purpose of sovereign Grace among them,” and then concludes with a free and noble declaration to Mr. Hollis in the following words:

'Sir, as to your making any allowance to me for my care and trouble, of which you speak in your very obliging letter to me, I neither ask nor desire it, and beg of you not to think of it; for I should indeed be ashamed to accept anything of you (though my stated allowance is not large) but your intercessions at the Throne of Grace for me, of which I stand in great need. We can never be thankful enough to you, under God, for having put it in our power to do so much to promote our general design. Through your liberalities thanksgivings abound to God, who I am sure will reward your charity; and I doubt not but generations to come will bless your name and you will find your reward in Eternity.

John SERGEANT.'




“I was so charm'd with the spirit and contents of this letter that I took a copy of it before I seald it up and forwarded it to Mr. Hollis; and not only so, but old as I am and unapt now to transcribe, yet I wrote several copies and sent one to an honourable member of the Corporation at London who have the distribution of the Indian Fund, another to the worthy Secretary of their honourable Commissioners here at Boston, and yet a third to a Rev. Minister in Scotland, if he sees good to communicate it to the Secretary of the Honourable Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge at Edinburgh; and after all I publish'd it in the Weekly Christian History at Boston, No. 19. So that I have in a manner prevented and abundantly answer'd, Mr. Sergeant's request to me in his present letter before it came, and gone beyond all he could imagine or expect from me in way of prefacing and recommending his pious design and proposal. And I can truly add that I shall account myself honour'd by God in my advanced age, if I may finish my course of services to my country and the churches of Christ here, by ministering now under my dear younger brother, in this his fervent devoting his life and power to the glory of God in the salvation of the Heathen.

I even dare therefore to recommend him and his proposed BoardingSchool, not only to the pious and charitable among ourselves, nor only to those of the denomination of New England in our Nation and Provinces, but also (might it not be thought presumptuous) even to the most honourable Societies for Propagating the Gospel and of Christian Knowledge in London and Edinburgh for their generous assistance to a Projection truly









catholic and without respect of parties; which I hope the Divine Providence may be laying by the hands of his servants Mr. Hollis and Mr. Sergeant in this obscure corner of our Province at Stockbridge, alias Housatunnuk, for a more effectual Entrance among the Indians than we have yet seen.

But there are two or three things more that I find myself obliged to hint at before I conclude the present writing.

One is (as Mr. Sergeant requests of me in his letter) to intimate to the publick Mr. Hollis his expectations from us here in New England. And indeed in several of his letters to me he has wrote with some discouragement of spirit on this head: "Why we, a people of such name for religion, do not exert ourselves more in prosecution of like Essays for a more effectual gospelizing the Heathen round about us? And now that he has advanc'd as he has done for the education of a number at Housatunnuk, he hears of none of our rich men falling in with their assistances.

This has been matter of stumbling to him, and I wish the block may be now removed by the contributions of many to the school proposed; which may be an odour of a sweet smell, a sacrifice acceptable and pleasing to God.




Another thing suggested by Mr. Sergeant, and a most wise and necessary one in the present case is, “his taking in Girls as well as Boys, if Providence succeed the Design, and a Fund sufficient to carry it on can be procured.” I must needs add, on this head, that this proposal is a matter of absolute necessity, wherein we are not left at liberty either as men or Christians; for there cannot be a Propagation of religion among any people without an equal regard to both sexes; not only because females are alike precious souls, form'd for God and religion as much as the males, but also because the care for the souls of children in families, and more especially in those of low degree, lies chiefly upon the mothers for the first seven or eight years: which is an observation or remark which I had the honour to make to my dear and honour'd ancient friend Henry Newman, Esq., Secretary to the Honourable and Reverend Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge; which when he had communicated to them they put it into print and sent it to the Directors of the 1764 schools (if I have not miscounted) that so great a proportion of girls might be taken into them to receive a religious education for the sake of their posterity, and therein for the more effectual answering the very end of their Charity-Schools. By which instance I received the following instruction: 'What an unknown and untho't of good









a man may do by a single and occasional right tho't or line; it proving in the case before me as if I had wrote 1764 letters to the directors of so many schools for the service and posterity and in favour of female children.' And what added a thousand-fold more to the virtue and force of my Line was the approbation of so venerable a body of Gentlemen, and their recommendation of it to the observation of the overseers of their respective schools.

I have now only to add upon Mr. Sergeant's postscript—that the gentlemen whom he has nam'd to receive and disburse the moneys which may be given for the building and support of his Boarding School are persons of known character among us for Integrity and Honour; to whom I only wish may be added the Rev. Mr. Stephen Williams of Springfield, whom it pleased God to use so much as a zealous and laborious instrument of the settlement of the Gospel at Housatunnuk.

Now thanks be to God for his unspeakable gift, a right liberal heart and hand in one part of his Church and another. No tongue of man can fully speak of it or enough celebrate it. Unspeakable is the good done to the world by it: unspeakable also is the glory redounding to the name of Christ from it, and also the good to ourselves in it and from it is unspeakable, both thro’ the life that now is and in that which is to come. Only the day of Christ can reveal the glories and joys awaiting it thro' a blesséd Eternity. 'Lord, when saw we hungry and fed thee, or thirsty and gave thee drink? Verily, inasmuch as you did it unto one of the least of these, ye have done it unto Me.' 

BENJAMIN COLMAN.” The foregoing letter of Mr. Sergeant containing his Proposal, etc., and Dr. Colman's Return, etc., were made publick by the Doctor according to Mr. Sergeant's desire, with a design to excite the pious, generous and well-disposed in this country and in Great Britain to charitable contributions for the setting up and supporting the proposed Boarding School. And Dr. Colman distributed many of them when and where he tho't they would be most likely to answer the end proposed. And in a letter to Mr. Sergeant, September 17, he gives him the following account:

“I cover to you your letter in print. I wish my return of it may be acceptable to you and others, and I heartily beseech God to incline many hearts,









here and abroad, to contribute to your most pious and generous proposal. I have cover'd four of them to his excellency our Governor, and suggested to him my hopes that the General Court will smile upon it at their next session.” And in another letter of the 22d of the same month:

“It was a great pleasure to me yesterday to see Mr. Josiah Jones. I have deliver'd to him twenty pounds old tenor, to deliver to you for your further assistance and support in your work. I have desir'd him to call at our Deacon Philips's for two dozen copies of your letter to me and my return to it, presented by Major Henchman, who sends them to you for the copy. I have distributed already of them seventy, and shall receive fifty more today to distribute. I have already cover'd to Dr. Watts, Dr. Guise, Madam Holden, Mr. Newman, Mr. Oswald and Brackstone, booksellers, Dr. Avery, Mr. Hollis, and to Mr. Willison of Dundee, and am going to put up for Mr. Palmer, Mr. Coram, Dr. Wilson and others on the other side the water. I have also presented four to Governour Shirley and am sending to Lieutenant-Governour Phips and Dummer here, and to the Governour, Lieutenant Governour and some Ministers in Connecticut and to the presidents of our colleges, etc. I have cover'd to Mr. Speaker Cushing and for our three Representatives, and to Mr. Secretary Oliver and the Board of Commissioners for the Indians here, to the Ministers hereabout also."

By the pains Dr. Colman took in recommending and distributing Mr. Sergeant's Proposal it is evident he was much engag’d in favour of it, as Mr. Sergeant also was, and I think not without reason: for I look upon it as the best concerted scheme that has ever been propos’d for the benefit of the Indians. Nor do I suppose it likely that they will ever be bro't to be a knowing and thrifty people, unless by some such method of industry they are cured of their idleness, and other vices which proceed from it.

When Mr. Sergeant understood, by Dr. Colman's letter, what care and pains he had been at to forward this noble design, his generous soul was too tenderly touch'd to be silent. In a letter of October 24 he thus expresses his gratitude to the Doctor: "Reverend Sir,

With a heart full of gratitude I write to let you know I have receiv'd the









packet of my printed Proposals, with your most obliging Return and recommendation of the Design; together with the twenty pounds of money by Mr. Jones. You heap your favours so fast upon me that it almost confounds me. I blush to be spoken of publickly with so much commendation by you, when I am conscious to myself I so little deserve it. May God give me grace to improve every talent to his glory, and make me an humble instrument in promoting the Kingdom of his dear Son among the heathen. Pray make Madam Holden and her excellent daughter as sensible as you can that I am deeply affected with their goodness, and return praise to God for their liberalities. I have it in my mind to write her a letter of thanks, if it would be acceptable. I am very thankful to you, Sir, both on my own and the Indians' behalf, that you have taken so much pains to recommend my Design. I pray God it may meet with acceptance in the world. I heartily consent that Mr. Williams should be added to the Trustees propos’d. He has deserv'd very highly of us; is a very active man and zealous to promote the good of the Indians.”

In another letter of November 25th to Dr. Colman, Mr. Sergeant says:

"Your care and pains, under the decays and feebleness of age, to promote the Design of my letter, I accept with great thankfulness. Madam Holden is exceeding kind, and sets a noble example. May God put it into the hearts of others to follow it. I highly approve of the manner you propose to put forward a subscription for something annually, and yet not so confining it but that who will may give what they please at once. Yesterday we of the English families with the assistance of two strangers happening to be present, being ten persons only that contributed, collected by subscription one hundred and fifteen pounds ten shillings towards our propos'd School: some to be paid annually for the term of ten years; an offering which I hope will be acceptable to him who gives us the comforts and blessings of life, with which we are able to rejoice and give thanks before him. Yesterday I also gave the Indians some account of the Design, with what was doing for them, chiefly by your means. They appear'd very thankful, and this morning sent a message to me, to know where the house was design'd to be erected, with the offer of their assistance in clearing a spot of land to forward the Design.”

The letter which Dr. Colman wrote to Mr. Sergeant, giving 1 A day of publick Thanksgiving through the Province.
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him occasion to say “Madam Holden is exceeding kind and sets a noble example,” is missing. Herein I conclude the Doctor had inform'd him that Madam Holden had given one hundred pounds towards his Boarding-school; for in his letter of May 18th (before transcrib’d) the Doctor says:

“I purpose to ask Mrs. Holden's leave to apply one hundred, our currency, of her money, toward your Boarding-School."

And in another letter of May 24th, 1744, he speaks of Madam Holden's subscription of one hundred pounds. I suppose therefore in the letter that is missing the Doctor inform’d him of her donation, which occasioned him to express himself as above.

For want of that letter I am not able to say what manner of subscription the Doctor put forward, and which Mr. Sergeant so highly approv'd of, but only from this expression of his: "for something annually, and not yet so confin’d but that who will may give what they please at once. And what progress it made I know not, but supposed it was not great. All the light I have in the case is a letter of Dr. Colman's to Mr. Sergeant, dated May 24th, 1744, in which he says:

"I have as yet no subscription but Madam Holden's one hundred pounds."

Then he goes on to name four gentlemen who subscrib’d in this country, and concludes by saying:

"I wish it may be slow and sure; believing and not making waste. governs, and I trust will provide."

The four subscriptions above mentioned Mr. Sergeant never received. I find them not in his account, and therefore conclude that, the war now coming on and discouraging any further subscriptions, those were not paid.

It must be granted that the people in Stockbridge discover'd a very noble and generous spirit in contributing so largely to that pious design. Had the people thro' the country given one tenth









part so much in proportion to their number and abilities, that school, and another for females, might have been set up and well supported.

And had we in general, in this land, such just and affecting views of the deplorable state of the Indians as the people at Stockbridge have, whose eyes affect their hearts, I doubt not but many thousands would have chearfully given to forward that noble and pious design, the best I think that has ever been projected.

Dr. Colman sent one of Mr. Sergeant's printed letters, and his own recommendation of it, to a gentleman in a neighbouring town, whose generous mind was pleas'd with the projection; he therefore wrote back, proposing a method of subscription to encourage it, which the Doctor approv'd of, and therefore published the gentleman's letter in the Weekly Journal of February 7th, 1744. The letter, with what the Doctor subjoined in the publick print, were as follows:




"Reverend and Dear Sir: 

You did me the favour, some weeks since, to send me the Rev. Mr. Sergeant's Scheme, with your letter annexed to it, for promoting Christian knowledge among the Indians at Housatunnuk, by civilizing and bringing them to a good opinion of industry, frugality, &c., which I very much approve of; and the more because it appears to me as if he had truly no private or personal interest in view, but only the honour of his great Master, and the best welfare of the poor heathen, whom the Father gave him for his inheritance. And therefore I heartily wish it success, and hope the difficulties in raising money to carry on such an affair may be surmounted.




I have been expecting every day since you sent it to me, to hear of a subscription's going forward on that account, but hear nothing of any such thing at present.




I would therefore humbly propose that a sheet of paper or two may be stitch'd up at the end of one or more of those printed letters; and a generous subscription begun by a few well-dispos'd Gentlemen of Boston, and handed about from one to another to try what may be done that way. And there









very well




every subscriber may see at one view the honest design, judge of its necessity, and act accordingly.

I cannot help thinking the generous benefactions of the Rev. Mr. Hollis, and his just objection of the inactivity of a people of such a name for religion as we in New England, in such an affair, will put many to the blush, and perhaps spur them on to bountiful liberality in this scheme. I am no ways qualify'd for a leader myself, but would willingly follow a few gentlemen who would be more likely to give it a reputation and currency, with my subscription of pounds, and would use my small influence to promote it; but it must be somehow or other set agoing, which when once well done may be easily kept alive and in motion. I have a great deal of faith that something of this nature may be attended with success, if put into such hands as shall be spirited for it and will not be weary in well doing but stir up themselves and others with a well-tempered zeal, mixt with prudence, so as not to give offence to any who do not think exactly as they do; and by such a behaviour some who may not be well inclin’d at one time may

be dispos’d at another, to a handsome subscription.

But this method notwithstanding, I hope it will not be tho't amiss to have a Brief from Authority (if need be) procur'd and promoted in every church in this Province, to collect what well-dispos'd people would be willing to give to encourage an affair of such importance; and if, before the collection, these two letters should be read, I am humbly of opinion it would not be impertinent. If we really believe the admirable chances you

ention at the close of your letter have any reality in them, as I am apt to think they have, viz: That a right liberal heart and hand, no tongue can fully speak it, nor enough celebrate it! Unspeakable is the good done to the world by it, unspeakable is that glory redounding to the name of Christ from it; and also the good to ourselves in it and from it is unspeakable, both thro' the life which now is and that which is to come! Only the day of Christ can reveal the glories and joys awaiting it thro' a blessed Eternity.

I say, if these wonderful truths are duly tho't of, this pious scheme of Mr. Sergeant will not, cannot, fall to the ground for want of money to carry it on and support it from time to time. I intreat an interest in your prayers, and do assure you that I am, with great esteem and respect

Sir,

Your very much oblig'd humble servant.




January 26th, 1744.









N. B. I think it my duty to make the most publick excuse for the freedom I take with my honourable friend in publishing his letter, excellent as it is in itself, without his leave; and also to inform him and the publick, that a book will be ready at my house and at the shops of Major Henchman, Capt. John Phillips and Mr. Joseph Edwards, with blank leaves annex'd, for taking in subscriptions. Or if it be desir'd by persons in other towns any where thro' the Province, that like books be sent to them for the same end, they shall be sent.

BENJAMIN COLMAN." Dr. Colman wrote to the honourable Commissioners upon the same subject; of which he gave Mr. Sergeant the following account in a letter of February 9, 1743-4:

“To-day I wrote to Andrew Oliver, Esq., Secretary to the Commissioners for the Indians, to be communicated to them, inclosing to them your and my printed letter, and these now inclos'd (the foregoing letter publish'd two days before, and now inclos'd to Mr. Sergeant) praying them to take your Proposal into consideration, and act as they may see becoming them in their publick and private capacity."

It will perhaps be matter of surprize to the reader, that when such an opportunity presented, and subscriptions were urg'd by such forcible reasons by Dr. Colman and the author of the foregoing letter, that no subscriptions were obtain'd in the country, save those four above-mentioned; for I find no account of any more in the

papers 
       before me. 


All the reason I am able to give for it is, that the war with France now came on, which drew the attention of everyone, and might discourage for the present those who were well inclin'd; Stockbridge being an expos'd place, where no such design could be carried on in time of war, to good advantage.

I am sensible some worthy gentlemen, who were possest of a laudable concern for the good of the Indians apprehended that, there was too great a coldness and indifference in this case, considering the importance of the affair, and the happy prospect there was of its succeeding if it had been duly encourag'd; and that they









were a little impatient on the account of those excuses which were made by some, from whom subscriptions were expected, vız: that we must not be too hasty, etc.

One gentleman in a letter to Dr. Colman of May 18th expresses himself thus:




"I am sorry the propos'd draught for a subscription is so hard of digestion; I wish gentlemen would not be quite so over nice and exact, but leave some of the prudentials in the affair to the honourable and Reverend gentlemen who I hope will be appointed, and who will be charitably inclin'd to take upon them the management of that affair.” A gentleman also in a letter to Mr. Sergeant of July 9th, says:

“I could have been very glad that my poor endeavours with respect to your Scheme to propagate Christianity among the Indians had been attended with any success; but I cannot learn that anything is done, or doing, about it; and it seems to me to be as dead at present as if it had never been in motion. I have met with several checks for being too hasty in the affair. Our backwardness to generous actions for the good of our fellow creatures, notwithstanding the excellent rules of charity prescrib'd in Christianity and enforc'd by so many powerful reasons, is a most convincing argument that the spirit of pure and undefil'd religion but little prevails where the form of it appears."




I am ready to think that anyone who is well acquainted with this affair and is impartial in the case, will judge that a generous subscription to promote such a noble design would have well become a people of our Profession. The Rev. and generous Mr. Hollis, when he was made acquainted with Mr. Sergeant's scheme, discover'd a very different spirit from what appear'd among us. Before Mr. Sergeant's letter, and Dr. Colman's recommendation of it were made publick in this country, in April 7, 1743, Mr. Sergeant, in a letter to Mr. Hollis, inform'd him of his design of setting up a Boarding-school. Mr. Hollis, in his answer of December 5th, 1743, in a most effectual manner shews his approbation of it, in the following words:









“I am pleas'd with your proposal about setting up a Boarding School for Indian children. I like it well. May it please the Lord to incline the hearts of many to contribute towards it. I desire you would take up for me twelve boys afresh, about the age of 9, 10, 11 or 12 years, and let them be totally maintain'd at my expence, with food and raiment, education and the like. There may be still a considerable sum of money in the hands of Colonel Wendell; please to apply to him on my account for what you want, and I will furnish more as there may be occasion for it.

N. B. I would have none but boys educated for me; but it may be well if a number of girls could be educated on the account of some others.”

Dr. Colman in a letter inform’d a certain gentleman in his neighbourhood of Mr. Hollis's generosity, who in his answer to the Doctor expresses himself thus:

“This extraordinary additional bounty of that reverend gentleman I hope will quicken the gentlemen here concern'd in putting forward subscriptions. Is it not amazing to find one single gentleman (and that a stranger too) so ready and free to be at the expence of supporting 24 boys without any jealousy of his charity's being misapply'd, and this whole Land so backward to support an equal number of girls, when it is so vastly more our Duty than any body's else? May not a little impatience here be a virtue?”

To Mr. Hollis's letter of December 5, 1743, Mr. Sergeant wrote an answer July 2, in which, after his grateful acknowledgment of Mr. Hollis's generosity, and his hearty wishes that a full reward might be given him by that God who is well pleas’d with such sacrifices, he informs him that the projected method of a boardingschool was the best he could devise for the good of the Indians and then adds:




“The war with France falls out unhappily for this Design. We are situated upon the borders of the Massachusetts Province, open to the French settlements, and in the road where the French and Indians us’d to make their irruptions; but have been hitherto, thro' the goodness of God, preserv’d. However, for the present, I believe, it will not be tho't prudent to be at any expence in the affair of the Boarding-School. My house is garrison'd; a number of soldiers are sent into the town, and provisions are scarce; so that I know not what can be done for your boys just now. We are for the









present in such confusion and uncertainty, by reason of the War, that it is difficult to say what is best to be done; a little longer time will probably direct us what steps are best to be taken. As soon as may be I shall gladly prosecute your pious Design.” In a letter also to Dr. Colman of June 29th, he says:

“As for our Design here I believe it will not be tho't prudent to put anything in execution for the present, till we see a little how the affair of the war will turn.”




Thus ceas'd this important affair of the Boarding-School for the present, and nothing more was here done about it till the year 1747. But in the meantime some things were acted in favour of it in England, by some generous and publick-spirited persons to whom Dr. Colman had sent Mr. Sergeant's printed letter and his own Return or recommendation of it; of which I shall give some account in its proper place, only observing here that it was a grief to Mr. Sergeant that he could not now proceed in it; but hop'd for a more favourable opportunity. In a letter to Dr. Colman of November 7th he expresses himself thus:

“It will be a great grief to me if we should not be able to accomplish the Design I have projected. To God's power and grace I refer it."

This projection of a Boarding School, and the pains Mr. Sergeant was at to promote it, took up a considerable part of his time and thoughts; for it lay very near his heart: but at the same time he prosecuted his work among the Indians with industry and faithfulness—and a very hard service he had of it. For, having a mix'd auditory, he was obliged on each part of every Lord's Day both to pray and preach in the English and Indian language, that all might profit by his ministry. He himself esteemid his work to be double on this account, and us'd it as one argument with the honourable Commissioners to move them to make some addition to his salary, which was very small. His words are: “My Labour, by being oblig'd to preach in Indian, I suppose is double to what









And I appre




it would be if my hearers understood English.” hend it was more than double—for he wrote every word he delivered to the Indians (as he further takes notice in that letter) and that he might be very exact he did, for a considerable time, keep an interpreter by him two days in a week, at his own cost, to assist him in the translation of his sermons into the Indian tongue. And besides, the Indians being very ignorant, and not able to gain knowledge by reading, as those who can read may do, he was oblig'd to spend much of his time in conversing privately with them, that thereby he might infuse knowledge into their minds; which having been so long as an uncultivated soil, wanted more abundant labour. He was indeed a rare instance of Diligence, Industry and Painfulness in his work; and the pains he took for the good of the poor natives are not to be express’d.

In the close of this year Dr. Colman again refresh'd his spirit by sending him a small sum. “Please, Sir,” (says the Doctor in a letter of November 17th) “to accept the ten pounds enclosd for you”

"—for which Mr. Sergeant return'd his grateful acknowledgments in a letter of December 11:

“I have receiv'd your most obliging letter, and the ten pounds inclos'd, which I accept with great thankfulness. I return praise to God in the first place, as the original author of every good thing, and in the next place to you, who have been made, under him, the instrument of many kindnesses

You have my fervent prayers in return, springing from a heart deeply sensible of the kindness of God to me by your beneficence.

May the smiles and joy of God to you be the recompence of those repeated favours with which you have so often refres'd my bowels.”

As Mr. Sergeant was laborious and faithful in the work to which he was call’d, so there is good reason to conclude that he was successful therein, not only from the increase of knowledge and a visible reformation among the Indians, but also from the temper of mind some of them discover'd at the time of their death, some instances of which I have given above, and shall here add two or




to me.









three more, by suggesting a few hints concerning some young persons who died this year, and the beginning of the next. The very brief account which Mr. Sergeant, in his Journal, gives of them is as follows:

“May 22 died a young person, not baptised, but expressing a serious disposition of mind. He was much in prayer in his sickness; deaf, and not able to speak much; but just before he died took his father by the hand, exhorted him to mind religion, to get baptised; said he hoped for happiness, spake these things plain, and then died.

January 19, 1745-6: This week died Katharine, Kunkapot's eldest daughter, with good hope of future happiness and without any fears of death. Feb. 16. This week died Kewaunnoahkuh, daughter of Naunavnekennuk with a strong hope of Eternal life."

What a desirable sight was it to behold such young persons, who a little before were strangers to divine things, leaving the world with such a comfortable hope of a glorious immortality!

The honourable Corporation for Indian Affairs, in London, to whom Dr. Colman had sent Mr. Sergeant's letter and his own recommendation of it, received it—and their Treasurer, in a letter to the honourable Andrew Oliver, Esq., secretary to their honourable Commissioners in Boston, inform’d him that Mr. Sergeant's proposal had gain’d the approbation of the Society in London; that they were inclin'd to contribute to it; and that when there should be a prospect of its taking effect they would consider the matter and encourage it as they conveniently could. This letter Mr. Oliver communicated to Mr. Sergeant, who wrote to the honourable Corporation, informing them that the affair of the Boarding-school had been delay'd by reason of the war; that the founding of it would cost a considerable sum, tho' he hop'd it might afterwards be carried on with but little charge; that upon a computation made it was tho't that two hundred pounds Sterling would be needful; that he purpos’d to proceed in that affair as far as present circumstances would admit; and concluded by humbly recommend









ing it to the favourable notice and encouragement of that honourable Corporation. But I find not, among his papers, any answer to this letter, nor any account of money advanced by the Corporation for that business—and therefore suppose nothing was done by them while Mr. Sergeant liv’d. Perhaps his letter, in time of war, might fail of reaching the Corporation.

Another of those proposals for a Boarding-School was sent to Dr. Watts; the effect of which Dr. Colman inform’d Mr. Sergeant of in a letter of May 21:

“I am now, dear sir,” says the Doctor) "to inform you that last night I receiv'd a letter from Dr. Watts, dated March 26, wherein he says to me: 'I have your letter from Mr. Sergeant, and have made a small collection among a few friends for his Design and pious work in the education of some of the neighbouring Indians: and now I inclose a Bill of Exchange to you for seventy pounds your currency, from Mr. Henry Caswell of Boston, Merchant.' So he salutes Mr. Sergeant, and wishes him success. I rejoice with you, Sir, in this first fruit." And in a letter of June 10 the Doctor says: “I lately inform'd you of a Bill for seventy pounds our Currency, from the excellent Dr. Watts of London. The money is in my Scriptore, wrote upon from him to you. I shall be glad to forward a letter of thanks from you to him.” Accordingly Mr. Sergeant in his next letter to Dr. Colman says: “I have inclos’d a letter, such as it is, for Dr. Watts; be pleas’d to forward it to him with as much safety as you can and as soon as may be.” Of this letter to Dr. Watts, and of many others which Mr. Sergeant wrote to one and another, I find no copies, which lays me under no small disadvantage in my endeavours to give a good account of these things.

Captain Thomas Coram of London, a gentleman who has discover'd a generous and noble spirit in divers projections for the benefit of the nation and for the good of mankind, in some of which he happily succeeded, receiv'd from Dr. Colman Mr. Sergeant's proposal for a Boarding School. When he had read the scheme he was very much pleas'd with it; and in a letter dated London, January 23, he gave the Doctor thanks for the book 1 and assur’d him that he had taken no small pains to promote that good work, and that he entertain'd hopes that the Prince of Wales would encourage that pious Design by becoming the first subscriber. 1 Mr. Sergeant's printed letter and Dr. Colman's Recommendation make a small book.









Of this Dr. Colman inform’d Mr. Sergeant in a letter of May 7, which much reviv'd his hopes respecting his Boarding-school; and in his answer of May 29 he says to the Doctor:

“Mr. Coram has shewn an excellent and most generous spirit in the matter, for which I thank God, and desire you, when you write to him again, to give him my most hearty thanks for the pains he has taken in this affair, which I hope will add to the weight and glory of that crown of righteousness which waits for him when he has finished the work design'd him by Providence. And if he succeeds in this it may perhaps appear worthy to be the last service of so industrious a labourer for the good of others. If the Prince of Wales leads in the subscription, it looks probable that it may secure the success of that Design I have so earnestly desir’d to see accomplished. I am waiting to put something in execution among the pious and liberal in our own country, when the face of things in divine Providence shall appear encouraging.”

Capt. Coram was so charm’d (to use his own expression) with Mr. Sergeant's undertaking, that he exerted himself abundantly to promote it. He first got a book bound and a proper preamble writ in it for benefactors to subscribe to, for the benefit of Mr. Sergeant's school. Then he applied to some wealthy persons, both in city and country. And tho’ he found many who expressed their willingness to encourage so good a Design by their contributions, yet he could find no person who was willing his name should stand first in the subscription; but all chose to subscribe after it was well begun by some proper person. These objections put this generous gentleman upon

the tho't of preferring a petition to his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, that he would honour and encourage this noble Design by placing his name at the head of the subscription. He therefore prepar'd the following petition for that end:




TO HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE OF WALES The humble petition of Thomas Coram, Gentleman, most humbly sheweth:




That in the reigns of King William and Queen Anne your petitioner









transacted affairs of Commerce in His Majesty's Plantations in North America, where he resided many years and constantly endeavoured to promote the honour of the Crown and the good of the Publick; some of which endeavours were crowned with success, to the lasting benefit of this Kingdom.

That during his residence in these parts he observ'd with attention that many advantages that might and ought to have been long since secured there, greatly for the honour of the Crown and the benefit of His Majesty's Kingdoms, have hitherto been grossly obstructed or neglected; particularly that of gaining over the many tribes of the heathen Indian natives, in the vast wilderness behind the British settlements in New England, to the interest of the British Nation and to the knowledge and love of Christianity; who, if well treated and properly instructed by fit persons residing continually among them, would be effectually attacht to the British interest in all future times, and prove of vast service to the Crown, especially in time of war with France, whose Missionaries constantly reside among their neighbouring tribes of Indians near the French settlements in Canada, and, instructing them in the French interest, render them very useful to the French in their wars and as injurious to the British subjects in the said Plantations.

That Mr. John Sergeant, a gentleman of great Probity, Piety and Learning, settled at Housatunnuk, one of the furthermost out parts of the British habitations in New England, on the borders of said wilderness, being deeply touched with compassion for the miserable state of ignorance and heathenism of those many tribes of poor Indians, and duly sensible of the truth of the premises, has form'd an Excellent Scheme for the Education of a number of those Indian children in such manner as may by degrees raise them into the condition of a civil and industrious people, and introduce the English language among them instead of their own barbarous jargon, and instruct them in the principles of religion and Vertue; and will himself and family constantly reside among them and apply his time and best endeavours for the most effectual carrying the same into execution—whereby, in a course of years, a way may by God's blessing, be opened for the propagation of Christianity to the remotest of their tribes.

That this noble Design cannot, in its nature, be carried forward without considerable expence; the furnishing whereof depends, under God, on the charitable contributions of well-disposed people; and many worthy persons of both sexes, in and near London, have declared their intentions to contribute liberally towards carrying on and supporting thereof, when a subscription and collection for it shall be properly begun.

And forasmuch as this undertaking would be greatly encouraged by your









Royal Highness's graciously vouchsafing to become the first subscriber and contributer thereto, and many of His Majesty's good subjects be induced to give the more liberally:

May it therefore please your Royal Highness to take the premises into consideration, and graciously condescend to become the first subscriber and Contributer to the same.




And your Petitioner shall ever Pray, fc.




T. C.




This petition, with a letter and the subscription book Capt. Coram sent to Col. John Shute, Privy Purse to His Royal Highness, with whom he was well acquainted, who was then about twenty miles from London, desiring him to lay them before the Prince of Wales; but his circumstances would not then admit of his going to the Prince. The Colonel therefore sent the letter, petition and subscription book to the Rev. Dr. Ayscough, Clerk of the Closet and first Chaplain to his Royal Highness, desiring him to solicit the Prince to become the first subscriber. The Doctor had no sooner laid these things before his Royal Highness but he declared himself ready and free to encourage so good and laudable a design, placed his name at the head of the subscription, and gave twenty guineas for the encouragement of the Boarding-School, which was paid to Mr. Coram. Dr. Ayscough also let him know that he himself designed to make a present of a Bible to the congregation at Stockbridge, which he soon after did; one of the largest sort, finely gilt, bound up in three Vol., large Folio, which now adorns the pulpit at Stockbridge and is made use of for the benefit of the congregation every Lord's Day.

While these things were doing Capt. Coram tho't himself oblig'd to let Dr. Ayscough know that this Mr. Sergeant was a Dissenting Minister, and not of the Church of England. The Doctor reply'd "What if he be a Dissenter—he is a good man, and that is everything. It is time those distinctions should be laid aside, and not make them where there is none, and the partition wall thrown









down, that Christians might love one another; that he lov’d all good men alike, let them be Churchmen or Dissenters.”

A noble, generous and catholick spirit the Doctor herein discover’d; and were all ministers, of every denomination, of such an excellent temper, we should soon all join hands to remove the partition wall which has so long divided and weakened the Church of Christ, and unite in cultivating and establishing that love and unity the Gospel of Christ so abundantly recommends to us, and which is both the Strength and Beauty of the Christian Church. The Doctor also wrote a very kind and obliging letter to Mr. Sergeant, which if it prove as grateful to the reader as it was to him and is to me, I shall think my time well spent in transcribing:




“Reverend Sir: 




I have perused, with great satisfaction, your letter to Dr. Colman concerning your proposal of a more effectual method of converting the Indians in your neighbourhood to Christianity. I likewise had such an account of your good intentions and abilities from Mr. Belcher, Mr. Coram and some other of your friends, that I could not forbear writing to you, both to shew my approbation of your design and to assure you of my encouraging and assisting it to the utmost of my power. I have recommended it to my Royal Master the Prince of Wales, who with his usual goodness has contributed towards it; and you may depend upon my promoting it with all the zeal that so pious and useful an undertaking requires and deserves. Pray God give you success in it. But whatever the event of

your

labours may be, you may be sure of the reward of them from that good Being from whom only, I dare say, you expect it. Pray God bless and prosper you and as many (let them be of whatsoever denomination) who love our Lord Jesus Christ in sincerity. I am, good Sir, Your affectionate Brother and humble Servant,

FRANCIS AYSCOUGH. London, May 20, 1746.”

Capt. Coram, having succeeded so well with the Prince, in the next place apply'd to the Duke of Cumberland, by the Right Hon.









Mr. Points, desiring he would contribute ten guineas. The Duke generously reply'd “It would be shameful to give so small a sum to so good a purpose,” and subscrib'd twenty. The Lord Chancellor, the Duke of Dorset and the Lord Gower gave each five guineas. And here, so far as I can learn, this well-begun subscription ended; which every one who reads the foregoing account will be surpriz'd at, unless I relate the occasion of it: otherwise I should have pass’d it over in silence:

A certain gentleman in London, and a lady of his acquaintance (which lady Capt. Coram had before apply'd to to become the first subscriber) had inform’d the Captain that when the subscription was well begun they would contribute to that good design. He therefore now wrote to the gentleman, acquainted him with the success he had met with, sent him a copy of the above petition to the Prince, and inform’d him that he design'd to wait upon the lady for her subscription. The gentleman sent back the petition to Mr. Coram, and wrote to him, letting him know that “his conduct had been such that neither the lady nor he would have anything more to say to him.” This treatment gave the good gentleman such a disgust that he proceeded no farther; and in a letter of May 10 he says to Mr. Sergeant: “I really believe I should have got ten times as much as I have, if I had not been prevented by that unhandsome usage.”

What a pity is it that a subscription to encourage such a pious and noble design, that had so good a lead and such a fair prospect of succeeding, should be put by because of the ill-usage one or two persons offered to the generous promoter of it! Would not one have tho't that seeing that gentleman and lady fail'd, there was the more need of applying to others, who had given encouragement that they would smile upon the affair by their free contributions? And is it not more than probable that the example of His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, of the Duke of Cumberland his brother, and also of the noble persons who had subscribed would have in









duced many to free and liberal contributions to such an excellent and pious design?

What Capt. Coram collected he sent to Mr. Wallis of Boston, by whom it came to Mr. Sergeant's hand. He wrote also a very large letter dated London, May 10, in which he inform’d Mr. Sergeant of his proceeding, in all the foregoing steps, which Mr. Sergeant receiv'd January, 1747; where I find in his Journal these short hints:

“Received letters from London informing of a benefaction for the Indians' School—went to Boston to take care of it. The Prince of Wales subscrib'd Twenty Guineas."

A grateful sense of Dr. Ayscough's generosity, kindness and condescention obliged Mr. Sergeant to write to him without delay. The copy of his letter bears date January 24, 1746-7, and is as follows: "Reverend Sir: 

With great satisfaction and much gratitude I receiv'd your most obliging favour of May 20, 1746, assuring me of your approving of my design, published in my letter to Dr. Colman, and of your readiness to promote it to the utmost of your power. I am extremely oblig'd to that good gentleman Mr. Coram, for making you acquainted with it, and to you for recommending it to His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales; and think it my duty to return you my most hearty thanks for this instance of your goodness; and am very glad of this advantage put into my hands to promote a spirit of loyalty in the Indians to His Majesty, whose subjects they now readily profess themselves to be; and there is no doubt but such instances of Royal Bounty, well improv'd, will have a good effect to attach the Indians to the British interest. Your own gift to our Congregation I thankfully accept, both as an instance of your goodness, and piety. As it ever has been, so it will, I trust still be, my zealous endeavour to communicate to this poor people the pure doctrines of God, and the words of eternal life as they are contain’d in the holy Scriptures; ever praying that they may be made wise to salvation by them.

I am much oblig'd to my friends that they have recommended me in so advantageous a manner, to gentlemen of so distinguished and high stations as yours; and yet I cannot, without reluctance receive their compliments. To be









sure, Dr. Colman has spoken too highly of me, and I wish some things he has said had been suppressed. Mr. Belcher was ever exceeding kind to me, and highly deserv'd of the Indians, having taken great pains while he was in the Chair of this Government, to promote Christianity among them, and to engage them in the British Interest: and it is a great pleasure to me that he has not forgot his former kindness. To his pious zeal to promote this interest I attribute his kind partiality towards me.

This Design I look upon to be of great importance, and am greatly encouraged in the undertaking, in that it has obtain'd the approbation and good influence of a gentleman of your character and station, which give you so much advantage to promote it. I have written largely to Mr. Coram, who will gladly embrace an opportunity to communicate to you what I have written to him.

It is with great satisfaction I observe the goodness, the candour and pious disposition of your mind, which certainly must be approv'd by that good Being who is the Father of the universe, and the great Saviour of the World who has given himself a ransom for all. May his Kingdom be enlarged and the fullness of the Gentiles brought into his holy Church. I have had large experience of the truth of his gracious promises, and esteem your kind and condescending notice of me as an instance of the fulfillment of his promise to them that deny themselves for his and the Gospel's sake. May he graciously consider this instance of your kindness as an act of charity done to himself, when he shall come to judge the world, bringing his rewards with him. How happy would it be for the British Nation if the Ministers of religion of every denomination were endow'd with the same candour and pious disposition! Then our unhappy party distinctions would be soon forgotten. May the same divine temper, by your happy influence, diffuse itself among all orders, promoted by the example of a Prince of so many amiable virtues as adorn his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales. Excuse me, Sir, that I hope you will favour me with your future correspondence, which I shall esteem a great honour done to Reverend Sir Your obliged Humble servant,

John SERGEANT. To the Rev. Dr. Ayscough, Clerk of the Closet to his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales, &c.”









He also wrote a very large letter to Capt. Coram, dated Jan. 22, in which he gives a considerable account of his mission to the Indians, and of his success in that business. It will therefore doubtless be grateful to the reader to be entertain'd with the whole of it: “Sir: 

Your most obliging letter of May 10, 1746, containing an account of your generous endeavours to promote the Design of my publick proposal for the Indians, I have just now receiv'd, together with the invoice of the particulars you have sent to the care of Mr. Wallis in Boston. By Dr. Colman's favour I was before, in some measure, acquainted with your zeal, your generous concern and pains for us; which gave me great satisfaction and mov'd both my thanksgivings to God and prayers for you. But your letter containing an account of your labours in this affair gives me such an opinion of your goodness as exceeds what I could readily have imagined. It is a great pleasure to me that you seem to be mov'd with so generous a spirit, and so much above the narrow and niggardly conceptions of bigots; which temper is as great an abhorrence to my mind as it can be to yours. And I am sure the pleasure you take in such generous labours for mankind must be as much above the little satisfaction of bigots in promoting their own party schemes, as the temper with which you are actuated is preferable to theirs. And your reward with God will be in proportion to the excellency of that charity that moves you, in your generous labours for us. Nothing, to be sure, could have been better design'd than to get those great persons you applied to to honour the Design with their subscriptions. And that it has been favour'd in our excellent Royal family is by me esteem'd an additional obligation of duty to endeavour to promote a spirit of loyalty in the Indians, as far as my influence now or at any time hereafter may reach.

It is now a little more than eleven years since I was first settled in this part of the country, with a design to proselyte the Indians to the Christian Faith. Having spent part of the foregoing year with them, in two visits I made them, I found such encouragement as induced me to devote myself to this service; and have now, with a great deal of pains, gain'd such an acquaintance with their barbarous language as to converse with them in it, and with a little assistance in my study, from an interpreter, to preach to them and to read prayers which I have composed for the publick worship, which they attend as constantly as people generally do in English Assemblies. Their language is extreamly hard to learn, and perhaps I shall never be a thoro' master of it, there never having been any European that ever









was, except one or two, and they learn'd it when they were children. But the young people among them learn English well, and some are able to write. When I came into these parts first they were much dispersed, four or five families in a place and often moving from place to place. They are now gathered together at this place, and are much more fixed than they used to be.

Instead of their bark hutts they own seventeen English houses, fifteen of which they have built themselves at their own cost, and some of which are comfortably furnished with household stuff. There were in this place but eight or ten families when I first came: we now reckon near fifty, besides old people and transient young persons. The families indeed are but small, as is common among the natives. Near half that are born die in infancy or childhood, which I attribute to their manner of living, and want of suitable medicines in time of sickness. The grown people abundantly die with consumptions, begun with violent colds. The most of the settled families in our neighbourhood are gathered to this place, and the greater part of them have received baptism. Our number increases from time to time by the addition of new families especially of those who are kindly dispos’d to Christianity. It is probable we should have had more of them before now, if there had not come some Moravian preachers among some of them near to us. I do not pretend to so much acquaintance with that sort of people as to pass any positive judgment about them; the converts they have made are, I think, enthusiastick and bigoted. They have rendered themselves so much suspected in the Governments of New York and Connecticut that they would not tolerate them within their bounds. They refused to take the oath of allegiance to King George, or even the Quakers' Solemn Declaration. What was the meaning of this I cannot tell. They drew off a number of Indians from these parts, and some from this place to Pennsylvania. We have of Indians in regular standing in the church thirty-five, thirteen males and twenty-two females, besides five or six under a temporary suspension from the Communion, some of which I hope may be recovered to repentance. Out of our communion have died eight or nine, most of whom seem to me to have left the world with a good Christian temper and with a well-grounded hope, besides some younger persons I could not but hope well of. The success I have had, thro' the divine blessing, has been tho't as great as has attended any late attempt of this kind-and yet I have nothing to boast of, but have reason to be humbled, that my labours have been so much blasted. I am sure nothing affects me with more grief than to observe the little fruit of my labours. Some of those who have appear'd the most promising converts have to my great grief and









sometimes even to my astonishment, strangely fallen away—which has almost wholly discouraged my further attempts. The truth is, the Indians are perhaps as fickle and irresolute in their determinations as any people in the world; and when they seem to be wholly recovered from their vice, easily relapse into their foolish and wicked national habits. I speak of the tribe to which I minister, and suppose the same temper generally prevails among all the American Indians. Their great national and fundamental vices are Idleness and Drunkenness, which are a great obstruction to the propagation of Christianity among them with any due and lasting effect. Besides, there is an almost universal jealousy spread among the tribes of Indians, and a suspicion of the English. This, I am sure, is in a great measure the effect of French policy, and the work of their Missionaries.

I cannot think of any method more likely to conquer these difficulties, and to lay the foundation for the larger spreading of the Gospel, or attaching the Indians to the British interest, than what I have publickly propos’d. If it pleased God to give it effect, it may in time be a means of a great deal of good—and yet I dare not promise myself suddenly any extraordinary success from it. I see no way that will, in human probability, correct so successfully their national habits, as this I have proposed. It is not easy for those who are not acquainted with barbarous nations, to conceive into what a degree of barbarity they are sunk, nor how difficult it is to recover them. A great deal has been done for our Indians. To their honour, our Government has done much; but yet, so jealous were they at the first, that they could hardly be persuaded to accept the kindnesses that were offer'd them, and some they actually refused. We are now got over this difficulty, which has been a vast hindrance to our Design.

Our situation here is the best, to lay such a foundation, of any in New England. By the favour of the Government we have a good township of land, capable of maintaining three times the number of inhabitants that we have; and I believe it might be in time replenished with that number, by this means. And if we could persuade a number of young people from the several remote tribes, to receive an education here, they might be a means of propagating Christian Knowledge and Vertue very far among their tribes. And there is ground to hope we might obtain this, by the influence of two English missionaries in the Western Parts: I mean Mr. Barclay, a worthy gentleman and my particular friend, missionary to the Mohawks, who received his Orders from the Bishop of London and is maintained by the Society for propagating the Gospel, &c., but as he is Chaplain at the same time in the King's Garrison at Albany, and oblig'd to spend half his time there,









forty miles distant from them, and has no Established Schoolmaster or Catechist, labours under great disadvantages. The other gentleman I mean is Mr. Brainard," a zealous and well-dispos'd young man, some account of whom you have in a pamphlet which accompanies this. In a word, Sir, I think the Design of a school, in the manner I have projected, is of very great importance, not to say absolutely necessary, in order to the effectual propagation of the Christian religion among them; and unless this people are beyond all other under a curse from Heaven, this would probably do it; for, except their complection, I see nothing in this people but that they may be cultivated into as agreeable a people as any other. They are naturally ingenious and good tempered as other people, and many of the little children very pretty and agreeable; and seem to want nothing but a right cultivation to form their minds and manners into every laudable quality and action human nature is capable of. If I can be the instrument in the hand of Providence to lay such a foundation as this, it would be a great satisfaction to my mind; and I hope generations to come will have occasion to remember my name with gratitude.

I am sure the Design is good and it seems to me as necessary as it is good; for indeed, without this method of instruction and cultivation of their children our labour seems to be in great measure vain. I cannot but hope it may be effected, notwithstanding the discouragements it has hitherto met with. I believe there might have been some considerable subscriptions made in this country, had not the war prevented. When it shall please God to put an end to this distressing calamity, I shall use my utmost endeavours, with the assistance of good and well-dispos'd gentlemen, to put the matter forward.

I am, &c.,

                                          JOHN SERGEANT. 
To Capt. Thomas Coram of London.” 





These two letters from Mr. Sergeant I am apprehensive never reach'd the gentlemen to whom they were directed; for, September 24, 1747, Mr. Sergeant notes in his Journal, that he had then receiv'd a letter from Mr. Wallis of Boston, informing him that Capt. Coram had receiv'd no letter from him, and was a little out of temper upon that account. And then adds: “I immediately laid

1 Probably the celebrated David Brainerd, the Indian missionary (1718-47), who died not long after Mr. Sergeant wrote.









aside all other business and wrote to Dr. Ayscough and Mr. Coram.” Yea, I suspect that even this second letter he now wrote to Dr. Ayscough fail'd by the way; for in a second letter which the Doctor wrote to Mr. Sergeant, dated December 9, 1748, he informs him that he had received his letter of July 22, 1748, but makes no mention of any of an earlier date. He also says to him that he was glad the congregation of Stockbridge had receiv'd the Bible he sent; which seems to intimate that the first information he had of their receiving it was by Mr. Sergeant's letter of July 22, 1748; whereas Mr. Sergeant in his letter of January 24, 1746-7, inform’d the Doctor of the receipt of it, and return'd him thanks for it. I have before taken notice that as soon as Mr. Hollis was made acquainted with Mr. Sergeant's design of a Boarding-School, he directly ordered twelve more boys to be taken in upon that Foundation, and educated wholly at his cost. But by reason of the war, which much affected them of Stockbridge, his orders were not put in execution, and the whole affair of the Boarding-School was defer'd till a more favourable opportunity. Mr. Hollis, being inform’d of this, wrote this year to Dr. Colman, insisting upon it that twelve boys should, without any further delay, be taken and educated at his charge; and those passages of Mr. Hollis's letter which related to that affair Dr. Colman transcrib'd to Mr. Sergeant. In a letter of May 7 the Doctor writes: "Reverend and Dear Sir: 

Yesterday I receiv'd a letter from our honoured friend Mr. Hollis, who says: 'If my money lie by till the War ends it may be a long time indeed. Do you see the least prospect in the world of it? Would you not wish to see the Redeemer's work carried on while you live? I am not willing to have my money of three hundred and fifty pounds your currency lying by useless till the war is ended. And I do hereby appoint that there be, as soon as possible, twelve more heathen boys taken on my account, to be entirely provided for with lodging and maintenance, to be instructed in the Christian Doctrine. And after I know of this order's being comply'd with, I design to make a large remittance for further carrying on the work. Thus far Mr. Hollis, from High Wycomb, Jan. 27, 1746-7." 









The Doctor goes on: “Dear Sir:

You will please to communicate this to the honourable gentlemen the Committee, to whom I paid in your presence last year, Mr. Hollis's three hundred and fifty pounds our currency, and all the other moneys in my hand, and to advise with them. I am sure you and they can best tell what can and must be done. I have wrote myself to Mr. Hollis to-day, wherein I let him know of this my present writing to you, and I hope you will, as soon as may be, write to Mr. Hollis, whose good and generous soul is enough to animate us all.”

Who the Committee were into whose hands Dr. Colman paid Mr. Hollis's money, and the other money that was in his hand, I shall have occasion to show by and by.

In another letter also he transcribes a passage from Mr. Hollis, and this being the last written by Dr. Colman to Mr. Sergeant, four days before his death, I shall transcribe so much of it as relates to Mr. Sergeant and to the affairs of Stockbridge:




"Boston, August 25, 1747. “Reverend and Dear Sir: 

With a sick and faint breast and a trembling hand, I now write you (as it seems to me) my last; but with a reviving pleasure, on a new letter yesterday receiv'd from the Rev. Mr. Hollis, our pious and generous friend, repeating to me the same things which he had before wrote. 'I request (says he) that the three hundred pounds in your hands of my money may be employ'd in the education of twelve new boys of heathen parents, with all convenient speed. Yea, I absolutely insist upon it, and promise herewith to make a remittance for further charge of education and maintenance; my estate being very much increas'd, having had a great deal left me by a relative deceased. Please to inform me how it has gone with the lads instructed at my expence some time ago. If some prove naughty, others may come to good. As to the war with France, let not that hinder the acation of children at my expence. I request it may be done speedily, if there be Indian parents willing to have their children educated.' (Dr. Colman proceeds): 'Yesterday, in the evening, our worthy and good friend Mr. Wallis of Boston call’d in upon me, and read me a very good and most encouraging letter from his good Uncle Coram of London, respecting his further progress at Court









respecting Nova Schola (a new school) in general: and also of further benefits to your town and the support of religion and education at Housatunnuk.

I was rejoyc'd to see Mr. Wallis, and think Providence has chosen a very good hand in him, and that he will naturally, and with fidelity, minister between his Uncle and you. I entreated him forthwith to serve you with a copy of his Uncle's letter; and I forward this to him to come therewith.

When I took my pen in hand I fear'd I should not have been able to write at all. My Son, the Lord be with thee, and prosper thou when I am dead. May his holy pleasure prosper in thy gracious heart and hand, which he has sanctified to serve his gracious purpose. I intend this hour, God willing, to write to Mr. Coram, thank and encourage him, and the Lord reward him. It seems to be the last 1 from Reverend and dear sir, Your unworthy sinful brother,

BENJAMIN Colman.” Upon this letter of the Doctor's Mr. Sergeant wrote: “My last indeed from this good man, whose soul is gone to rest in the Lord.” May I be suffer'd to add: A rare instance indeed of a good man's dying, as it were, with his pen in his hand, labouring to promote the good of his Country, the prosperity of his Friends, and the eternal salvation of precious Souls! And who of all his brethren, the sons of New England, has he left behind him, who so tenderly loves, so ardently cares for, and so vigorously endeavours to promote the good of his native country as Dr. Colman did? But I am stepping beside my line, and must return.

If Mr. Wallis sent a copy of Mr. Coram's letter to Mr. Sergeant, as the Doctor desir’d, it is not to be found; therefore what is meant by further benefits to Stockbridge, and by the support of religion and education at Housatunnuk, spoken of in the Doctor's letter above, I am not able to say; but by a new school I conclude is included a Female Boarding-School, which Mr. Coram then and since used endeavours to promote.

1 He died August 29, 1747.









Things relating to the Boarding-School now appearing with a favourable aspect, and Mr. Hollis urging very hard that his twelve boys might be, without any further delay, taken upon that Foundation, Mr. Sergeant now entertain'd serious tho'ts of prosecuting that Design in the manner he had propos’d. He therefore, in the first place mov’d the Indians of Stockbridge, who are the proprietors of the undivided lands in that township, to give two hundred acres of land to build a School House upon, and to be cultivated by the children who should receive their education there. The Indians chearfully comply'd with the Motion, and gave two hundred acres of very good land, about a mile from the meeting-house, for that purpose. The manner and time of their giving of it I am not acquainted with, but the fact is well known.

About the middle of July Mr. Sergeant set out on a journey to Boston, in order to forward this important affair. He went by the way of Northampton, Hatfield and Hadley, that he might confer with those gentlemen whom he had nominated in the postscript of his letter to Dr. Colman of August 1, 1743, to be a Committee or Trustees, to receive and disburse the money which might be given to promote that good design, and who had exprest their willingness to take that trouble upon them, viz: the honourable John Stoddard, Eleazer Porter, Israel Williams and Oliver Partridge, Esqs., and the Rev. Mr. Edwards. These are the honourable gentlemen, the Committee, of whom Dr. Colman speaks in his letter of May 7, above transcrib'd, to whom the Doctor paid, in Mr. Sergeant's presence, Mr. Hollis's three hundred and fifty pounds, and the other moneys which were in his hand. By the other money I suppose he means Madam Holden's one hundred pounds and Dr. Watts's sevénty pounds, which he had received for the encouraging the Boarding-School.

Those gentlemen Mr. Sergeant desired would meet at Colonel Porter's of Hadley, on the 20th of July that he might there confer









with them and take their advice and direction upon the business before him. Col. Stoddard and Mr. Edwards came not to the meeting, and wholly declin'd having anything more to do in that affair. The other gentlemen, Col. Porter, Col. Williams and Col. Partridge, met, before whom Mr. Sergeant laid open the affair with what clearness he could, and they advis'd him to proceed in it. These gentlemen also propos'd to be made a Body Politick to act in that business, and advis’d Mr. Sergeant to endeavour to accomplish that matter and to desire the assistance of Mr. Hutchinson and Mr. Oliver in it. When Mr. Sergeant came to Boston he confer'd with those gentlemen upon the subject, who tho't it not best that the fore-named gentlemen should be incorporated, but rather that the matter should be put into the hands of the London Corporation, and transacted by their Commissioners here. The Commissioners themselves were also of the same mind; and finally neither the one nor the other was done, but the whole care of the affair devolv'd on Mr. Sergeant; who resolv’d, with what speed he could, to erect a building for and to proceed to, the education of the Indian children, more especially those for whose education Mr. Hollis stood engag'd; and from Boston he wrote to Mr. Hollis informing him of the steps he had taken, and that he design’d to proceed in that affair as fast as he could. Of this letter I find no copy, but only a minute in Mr. Sergeant's Journal, that he thus wrote to him. September 25 he again wrote to Mr. Hollis, and by his answer the reader may give some guess what was contain'd in Mr. Sergeant's letter. Mr. Hollis's answer is dated from High-Wycomb in Buckinghamshire

July 22, 1748 “Reverend Sir: 

I received some time since a letter of yours dated Sept. 25. I know not the cause why it was so long before it came to hand. I do not find that my order for the maintenance, cloathing and instruction of twelve more heathen boys has been comply'd with as yet. If it has not yet been effected,









pray let it be done out of hand, vis: twelve boys of heathen parents; such as are not professors of Christianity, but children of heathen parents. As to my money, which according to what Dr. Colman wrote me I suppose might amount to £340 or £350 New England currency, be pleas'd to let the gentlemen know that I am not willing that it should be laid up as a Fund: I would have it expended in the education and maintenance of the twelve fresh boys for my account; and I design to make a further remittance for the defraying further expence.

In your next be pleas'd to let me know how much of my money may be still remaining.”

Mr. Hollis continuing to urge that twelve boys might, out of hand, be supported and educated at his expence, and the war continuing, which forbid its being done with any convenience at Stockbridge, Mr. Sergeant determined to provide them a suitable Master, and to send them abroad. He therefore went to Capt. Martin Kellogg, a gentleman of Newington in Connecticut, with whom he prevail'd to take the twelve boys for one year, and to instruct them both in learning and in hard labour. The Indians, when it was propos’d to them, consented that their children should go. Of this affair Mr. Sergeant gives us these short hints in his Journal: “March 13, 1747-8, propos'd to the Indians to send their children with Capt. Kellogg to Newington: they consented. April 12 chose the boys. May 23 Mr. Hollis's twelve boys went off to Newington."

Of these doings Mr. Sergeant (I conclude) gave Mr. Hollis an account in a letter, for in his next and last to Mr. Sergeant, dated London, October 5, he says:

"I have a letter from you wherein you mentioned concerning the Indian boys. Pray let me know if you receiv'd of the gentleman for my account £350 New England currency, and in what manner it may have been disbursed. If expended let me have account. I have inclos'd a Bill of £114 New York currency, value £60 sterling. Please to be very particular in your answer to this. Pray let the gentleman that has the care of the boys be desired to pray with them every morning and every night, and before and after every meal, and that he endeavour to instill into their minds principles of piety and godliness."









Feb. 17 Mr. Sergeant writes:

“During this winter, met the Indians once a week, to confer with them. Communicated Mr. Brainard's Journal 1 to them."




Mr. Woodbridge, Schoolmaster at Stockbridge, in a letter to me soon after Mr. Sergeant's death, gives a more particular account of these meetings in the following words:




“In the winter season it was his common practice to meet the Indians once a week in the evening for religious exercises. In these I very often accompanied him; and when sometimes he could not attend he would desire me to serve in his stead. These exercises seem'd to have a good effect, by begetting in the minds of the Indians a seriousness about the things of religion; and in the summer season he commonly spent an hour after publick service in instructions, exhortations and Christian advice."

This was a very proper and necessary method to be used with that people, who had not the advantage of increasing in knowledge by reading, as others have; and by those means a good degree of knowledge and understanding in the principles of religion was instil'd into their minds by their faithful and laborious teacher. Feb. 21 (he says): "The young people meet Lord's Day evenings for religious exercises, prayer, singing, &c. This they did of their own accord.” This seems to show that the minds of the young people were imprest with religious sentiments, and that they delighted to draw near to God.

What sum of money Mr. Sergeant had in hand or at command, to enable him to erect a suitable building for the Boarding School, upon the lands given by the Indians for that end, I am not able to say; but he now resolved to use what he had for that purpose, and endeavored to procure more.

1 David Brainerd (1718-1747), the celebrated missionary to the Stockbridge and New Jersey Indians. From 1743 to 1744 he labored at Kaunameek, twenty miles from Stockbridge, then persuaded his people to remove to Stockbridge, to the care of Mr. Sergeant. His journals under the titles of "Mirabilia Dei apud Indicos” and “Divine Grace Displayed," appeared in 1746, and a third edition in 1884.









He wrote to the Rev. Mr. Andrew Eliot' of Boston, desiring him to put forward a subscription there. That gentleman, who was a very hearty friend to the cause, propos'd a method that was likely to have succeeded had it been put in execution: but there arose so many objections against the present execution of Mr. Sergeant's scheme that Mr. Eliot was discouraged, and nothing was done then. He wrote also to the Rev. Mr. Williams of Lebanon? upon the same subject, who communicated his letter to the Rev. Mr. Eliot, Minister of the second parish in that place, call’d Goshen. And in a letter of May 7, Mr. Williams inform’d Mr. Sergeant that at Goshen they had gathered by contribution, on the day of general fasting in Connecticut, about twelve pounds, and that his congregation, on the same day, contributed to that good design between thirty and forty pounds, which waited his order. I find, by an account from Stockbridge, that the exact sum contributed at Lebanon was forty-nine pounds, one shilling. About the same time, if I mistake not, died Mr. Elery of Hartford in Connecticut, who left by will to the Indians of Stockbridge one hundred and twenty pounds. Mr. Sergeant also wrote the following letter to the Hon. Society for Propagating Christian Knowledge, in Scotland, desiring assistance from them:




"STOCKBRIDGE, IN NEW ENGLAND, March 8, 1749.




Sir: 




Some years are now past since a proposal for the more effectual education of the Indian children, and the further spreading of Christian Knowl




1 Andrew Eliot (1718-1778), pastor of the New North Church (1742–1778). He declined the presidency of Harvard in 1773. He was greatly interested in the conversion of the Indians.




2 Solomon Williams (1700-1776), one of the celebrated clerical family who have before been noticed in this work, was pastor of the church in Lebanon, Conn., from 1722 until his death, and was a very influential member of his profession. He had a notable controversy with Jonathan Edwards, the elder, in 1751, on a theological topic. His son William was the “Signer.”









edge and Piety among their several Tribes, written in a letter to the late Reverend and pious Dr. Colman of Boston was published, with his recommendation of the Design. Several copies of the proposal were dispers'd, not only in these parts but also in Great Britain, particularly by the means of that worthy and excellent Gentleman, and if I mistake not he transmitted some copies to your honourable Society.

The Execution of that design has been much hindered and delay'd by the war we have been engaged in with France; but as there is now a prospect of peace, I hope that design may by the blessing of God take effect. A private gentleman in England sets a noble and generous example, which if it be follow'd as it deserves will, it is to be hoped, soon carry the design so forward as to answer some of the great and good ends propos'd. That pious and charitable gentleman proposes, at his own cost, to cloath, maintain and educate twelve boys. The design I think so good and so necessary, considering the gross ignorance and barbarity of our Indian tribes, that I would not be wanting in anything in my power to forward it. And since your honourable Society has shown so laudable a zeal to propagate Christian knowledge and piety among the poor barbarous aborigines of America, I tho't it proper humbly but yet earnestly, to recommend it to your charitable notice. If it comes within the limits of your province I cannot think your charity can be better bestow'd.

The projected School is design'd much in the manner of the Charity Schools in Ireland, which we are told have had wonderful good effects: and why may not the same methods of Education us'd here by the blessing of the same gracious God have the like good Effects ?

By sufficient experience I have found that more effectual methods of education than what have yet been us’d, especially in respect of Manners and Industry in Business, are highly necessary for this barbarous, uncultivated people.




I would gladly have in the projected School all the more useful and important parts of learning that serve in common life, and that some, at least, may be fitted there for an Academical Education and so be qualified to instruct others; that in time, by the blessing of God, the Kingdom of Christ may spread more successfully far and wide, by their means, among the remoter Tribes. One would hope this might de done, and answer at the same time both a religious and a political view. Certainly if from us learning and good manners could be propagated among them, it would be a means of en









gaging them more firmly in the British interest; but if with learning and good manners true Religion might take place among them, then they would become the subjects of the King of Heaven, and be joined to the number of Christ's redeemed; which must be the wish and earnest desire of every sincere Christian.




The liberal gentleman I had reference to confines his charity to boys, and these, heathen. I do not blame his intention, but yet equal care, I think, should be taken of females; and Christian children need the advantage of such education as well as heathen.

I hope this good design will gain the approbation of your honourable Society, and that they will be able to contribute towards it; at least I doubt not but they will forgive me the freedom I have us'd in making this application for that purpose. The School is already begun, and we have had twelve boys upon the projected plan of education now almost a year. An house is in building for their reception, and will be fit for that purpose, I hope, in a few months.

May our gracious God direct and succour your and all other pious endeavours to enlarge the kingdom of our glorious Redeemer; which is the earnest prayer of

Sir, 
     Your most humble servant, 


                                              John SERGEANT. 
To the 
President for the time 
of the Hon. Society, &c." 


I suppose either that this letter fail'd of reaching the Society to which it was directed, or that they did not see cause to do anything in favor of the Boarding School; for I find not any answer to it, nor do I remember ever to have heard of their doing anything to promote it. Seeing that Society desired a correspondence with Mr. Sergeant, and that he would begin it by giving them an account of what progress religion had made among the Indians at Stockbridge, which he did; and seeing he now wrote to them as above, it is somewhat strange that he never received a line from them. The most probable conjecture I can make in the









case is that either his writing to them, or their returns, fail'd by the way. It appears in the foregoing letter that Mr. Sergeant had now erected a building for the Boarding School, and that it was like to be fit in a few months for the reception of the scholars. And while he was, with much pains and industry, prosecuting that good and pious design which was attended with some discouragements, his spirit was refresh'd by the reception of the following most kind and obliging letter from the Rev. Dr. Ayscough:

"LITTLE STREET, NEAR LEICESTER FIELDs, December 9, 1748. Reverend Sir:

I receiv'd last week the favour of yours dated July 22, 1748, and am glad to hear that your congregation are at last in possession of the Bible: pray God bless it to them, and under the direction of so faithful and pious an expositor make it the means of grace and of salvation to them. I still continue my ardent wishes for the success of the truly Christian and apostolick Design you are engaged in; and I think the method you are in, for the educating young Indians in the knowledge of the truth, the most effectual one that can be taken. Pray God give you success; but whether that follows or not, your endeavours for it cannot fail of a reward. I often think of your pains and of your merit, and I look upon myself as nothing in comparison of you, who have devoted yourself to a most hazardous and laborious life in order to introduce the knowledge of the Gospel among the heathen nations. I must not only consider you as a good Christian, but also as a useful and good subject, since every convert you make must be look'd upon as a new subject brought over to the British interest. And truly the infinite pains that are taken by the French (who seldom come behind us in civil policy) to make papists of the Indians should teach us to use some endeavours to make Protestants of them. With this sense of your merit, and the usefulness and piety of your undertaking you may be sure I think myself bound to do my utmost to promote it. I wish therefore, in your next

1 In reading this and others of Mr. Hopkins' dry comments on the indifference of so many persons from whom Mr. Sergeant solicited help for the project to which he was devoting his life, it is impossible to resist the conclusion that, however unworldly Mr. Sergeant was, his biographer had a keen sense of the stinginess of these people, and his semi-apologetic remarks are really, in the language of our great humorist, “writ sarkastic."
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you would give me a full and particular account of the Scheme you are pursuing; that you would let me know the situation and condition of the place where you are settled, and of the country round it; what progress you have made; what number and of what sort of persons your congregation consists, and the state of the school lately set up for the Indian children, and whether you have any salary or certain appointment for your labours, or not. When I am supply'd with these materials you may depend on my soliciting in the strongest manner, and doing the ut ost in my power to encourage and support so pious an undertaking. I recommend you to the Divine Providence; I desire your prayers for me and all belonging to me and be assured, Sir, it is with the highest satisfaction and sincerity that I subscribe myself Your affectionate Brother and humble servant,

FRANCIS Ayscough." 




Mr. Sergeant receiv'd this letter but a little while before his death, and if I mistake not I have been inform’d that he had not opportunity to return an answer to it. For the satisfaction, therefore, of those into whose hands this history may fall, and who want to be informed in the things after which Dr. Ayscough inquires; and for the satisfaction of the Doctor himself, if it should ever reach him, I shall briefly touch upon what has not been sufficiently illustrated in the foregoing account.

As for the scheme which Mr. Sergeant was pursuing: some account was given of it in his letter of August 1, 1743, to Dr. Colman, to which it may not be amiss here to add: that his design was that the Indian boys, under the care of a faithful Master, who should labour with and inspect them, should subdue and cultivate the two hundred acres of land upon which they live: that they should raise upon it all sorts of provisions: that they should keep upon the farm a stock of cattle, sheep, hogs, etc., that the girls should be employ'd in manufacturing the wool, flax, milk, etc., that should be rais'd upon it; they, also, being under the care of a faithful Mistress, who should instruct them in all sorts of business suitable to their sex. By this means they might,









after some time, in great measure if not wholly, support themselves; be form’d to industry; be acquainted with the English language and manners; and be fit, at about twenty years of age, to set upon farms of their own. By taking the Indian children when young, and bringing them up in the way of industry (as well as learning) Mr. Sergeant design'd to cure them of idleness which they are much addicted to, and which is a seed plot of all manner of vice among the Indians.

As to the situation of the place where Mr. Sergeant settled: I observ'd before that Housatunnuk is in the S. W. corner of the Massachusetts Province, [a]butting upon Connecticut Colony South and upon New York Government West: for tho’ by charter the Massachusetts Province extends west to the South Sea, and must therefore butt upon the Gulf of California near the north part of it, yet the Dutch being previously settled upon Hudson's River, cut this Province in two, and at present we inhabit no further west than to the Dutch settlements. Stockbridge lies at the north end of what goes by the name of Housatunnuk, about sixteen or eighteen miles north of Connecticut line, upon a stream which goes by the name of Housatunnuk River, and empties itself into the sea between Milford and Stratford in Connecticut Colony. This river, tho' it be navigable for eight or ten miles from the mouth of it and extends itself [a]cross the Colony of Connecticut and almost cross the Province of the Massachusetts, more than a hundred and twenty miles into ' land, yet it is not laid down in any of the maps which I have seen of this country.

The place of this river at Stockbridge is about forty or fortyfive miles west of Connecticut River, and about twenty-five or thirty miles east of Hudson's River. Its course at Housatunnuk is from north to south, and after it enters Connecticut Colony it bears considerably to the east of south until it falls into the ocean at Stratford.




1 Inland.









Northampton, upon Connecticut River, is in or near the same parallel of latitude with Stockbridge, and Mr. Neal, in his history of New England has, in his map laid down Connecticut and Hudson's River, which in the latitude of Northampton and Stockbridge are about seventy to eighty miles asunder. Anyone, therefore, by looking into Mr. Neal's map and drawing a west line from Northampton, of forty or forty-five miles extent, may easily fix the place of Stockbridge.

As for the condition of the place: The foregoing history, with what may be further said, will perhaps be tho't sufficient and as for the condition of the country round it: South upon Housatunnuk River it has lately been purchased of the Indians and is settled by inhabitants of this Province. The name of the town is Sheffield; it is divided into two parishes, in each of which there is a Minister settled. East of Stockbridge there is a wilderness of about forty miles extent, which reaches to the English settlements upon Connecticut River; it is mountainous, and loaded with immense quantities of timber of all sorts. West is a wood of about twenty miles extent, reaching to the Dutch settlements in New York Government; and North lies that great and terrible wilderness of several hundred miles extent, which reaches to Canada.

What progress Mr. Sergeant made, may, I hope, in some good measure be judged of by the whole account I have here given. And with respect to the number of Mr. Sergeant's congregation, and of what sort of persons it consists: Mr. Woodbridge, a little after Mr. Sergeant's death wrote to me that there were fifty-three Indian houses in the town, that they own’d twenty houses built after the English mode, and that the whole number of Indians living at Stockbridge was then two hundred and eighteen; of

1 In Stockbridge bounds and in the adjacent wilderness is found plenty of that famous East India Root Gin Sang. In the summer (of] 1751 it was first found.









which one hundred and twenty-five have been baptized. Of these forty-two were communicants, eighteen males and twenty-four females. The whole number of Indians baptised by Mr. Sergeant, both living and dead, was one hundred and eighty-two. The number of scholars belonging to Mr. Woodbridge's school was fifty-five; about forty is the number which attend school at once. There are also about twelve or thirteen English families dwelling there. As for the School lately set up for the Indian children (by which Dr. Ayscough intends the Boarding School, and not that under the care of Mr. Woodbridge:) I have before given an account of Mr. Sergeant's taking twelve Indian boys upon that Foundation and at Mr. Hollis's cost, and committing them to the care of Capt. Kellogg of Newington, for a year Those boys made progress in reading and writing beyond the Captain's expectation, and in the general behav'd well. Sometime in the Winter Mr. Sergeant wrote to Capt. Kellogg, desiring him to come up to Stockbridge with them in April. The Captain did so, and upon examining the boys Mr. Sergeant was well pleas'd with the progress they had made in their learning. Mr. Sergeant now urg'd Mr. Kellogg to take the care of the boys one year at Stockbridge; to which he consented, and after instructing them a while in a private house he went with them into the Boarding School, which was now prepar'd for their reception, tho' far short of being finished. The dimentions of this Boarding School which Mr. Sergeant had erected are, thirty-eight feet long, thirty-six feet wide. It has three Fire rooms on one floor, and two convenient rooms besides, with a large cellar under it. Of these things Capt. Kellogg gave me an account in a letter soon after Mr. Sergeant's death. And this, so far as I understand it, was the state of that School when he died. His design was, this summer, if his life had been spar'd, was to have gone with Capt. Kellogg (who in his youth was twice taken captive by the Indians of Canada, and therefore had some acquaintance with the Mohawk language and cus









toms) into the Mohawk Country, or to the Six Nations as they are call’d, to invite them to send their children to receive an education in the Boarding-School; and to have opened the doors of it to the children of any of the tribes of Indians who would send them there to be educated.




The last thing that Dr. Ayscough desir'd to be inform’d of is— Whether Mr. Sergeant had any salary or certain appointment for his labours, or not: Before Mr. Sergeant's Ordination he received from the Commission at the rate of £100 a year our currency. At his ordination they fix'd his salary at £150, when £1.7s 6d of our paper currency was equal to an ounce of silver. They continued it at £150 for the space of six years (as Mr. Woodbridge informs me) during which time our Paper Currency was near the same in value, it having depreciated no more than from £1.7s 6d to £1.9s an ounce. But continuing still to sink in its value, the Commission allow'd him £200 and then £250, and so it continued till the last year of his life, when they gave him £300; £2.17s 9d of our Paper Currency then not being more valuable than an ounce of silver.




If by those additions the sinking of money was made good (as I am sensible he tho't it was not) and his salary was equal in value to what it was at his first settlement, silver being the standard; yet if it be consider'd with relation to the necessaries of life, for which it was expended, his salary was not half so good the last year as it was the first: for wheat, when he settled at Stockbridge, was to be had for Eight shillings a bushel, and other provisions in proportion; but when his salary was £300 it was not to be had under forty or forty-five shillings a bushel, and other provisions were proportionably dear. The sum itself considered, everyone must be sensible that his salary was small, for it was but equal to £36.7s 3d our present Lawful Money, at 6s 8d the ounce; and no more than £27.6s 2d Sterling. And can it be tho't that he could support









himself and family with that sum, seeing all the necessaries of life were then and are still, very dear in that remote part of the country? Had it not been for the help he receiv'd from Dr. Colman's hand, and from other generous and well-dispos’d persons, he could not have subsisted at Stockbridge so long a time; and after all the help he had he was, while he liv’d, involv'd in many difficulties by reason of the scantiness of his support, and when he died he left his estate involv'd in a debt of between £700 and £800 New England Currency, even tho' he had sold some of it before to answer his necessary expences. A friend of his, who was well acquainted with his circumstances, in a letter to me written since his death, uses the following expressions:

"I should have mentioned to you the pressing want Mr. Sergeant has often been in, for want of a sufficient support in his laborious work. Had not a good Providence, in a surprising manner, provided and sent some assistance to him, it is not at all probable he would have left anything that could have been a benefit to his family. And had it not been for his singular prudence, and those helps, he must have sold most of what the Govern

him 1 long ago.” Thus I have endeavour'd to answer the Rev. Dr. Ayscough’s enquiries, which, had Mr. Sergeant liv'd to have done he doubtless would have perform'd in a much better manner, and more to the satisfaction of those who want to be inform’d.

It would be a faulty omission should I neglect to say that when his Excellency Governour Belcher came into his government of New Jersey Mr. Sergeant wrote to him, congratulated him on that occasion, exprest his joy and satisfaction that he was appointed Governour of his native country, and returned him his most hearty thanks for the favourable mention his excellency had made of him in England, particularly to Dr. Ayscough and Mr. Coram. The Governour, yet retaining his former kindness and friendship for Mr. Sergeant, wrote in a most kind and obliging manner to him, assuring him of his readiness to serve him in what lay in his power,

· His Right of Land in Stockbridge.




ment gave











and recommending to him the keeping up a careful and dutiful correspondence with Dr. Ayscough and Mr. Coram, gentlemen who were both willing and able to assist him in his laudable and pious undertaking

The very great regard Dr. Ayscough had for, and his generosity to Mr. Sergeant, I know not how better to express than in the Doctor's own words, as they are contain’d in a passage of a letter which he wrote to his Excellency Governour Belcher, dated December 9, 1748, where, speaking of Mr. Sergeant he says:

“I most highly honour and regard that worthy Minister of the Gospel of Christ, and am proud to call him Brother. How much greater is his merit, and how much greater will be his future reward, than that of many of the most dignified and distinguished among us! You may be assured of my heartiest endeavours to promote the good design he is engaged in. I am in great hopes of being able to procure some pension to be settled on him, that he may have some little reward for his indefatigable labours, even in this life. In the meantime I should be glad to have the sum of twenty pounds advanc'd to him; but I am ignorant of the means of doing it. I can only say that if you or he will draw upon me for that sum I shall think myself bound to honour your Bill at sight.”

A Bill was accordingly drawn, and the Doctor sent over twenty pounds sterling to Governour Belcher who in a letter of May 16, 1749 (about two months before Mr. Sergeant's death) inform’d him of the handsome remittance the Rev. Dr. Ayscough had made him, and tells him that he would pay the money to his order; which was accordingly done, either just before or a little after Mr. Sergeant's death.

I have here been the more exact, and have quoted Dr. Ayscough's own words, that I might effectually remove a mistake that some have gone into, who have tho't and said that the twenty pounds was misapply'd; that Dr. Ayscough design'd it for the Boarding School and not for Mr. Sergeant's own use.

Madam Sergeant, to satisfy others I suppose, rather than herself (for the case was plain to her) desir'd Governour Belcher's









sentiments upon that head, which he gave her in the following words: “Madam: 

I have deliberately consider'd the affair you have laid before me, and this day have had recourse to the Rev. Dr. Ayscough's letter of the 9th of Dec, 1748, and am of opinion that, by the tenour of it, the twenty pounds sterling I paid him (i. e., Mr. Sergeant) by the said Doctor's order, was a Bounty intirely to himself, for an addition to his comfort and support, as an Evangelist to the Indians on Housatunnuk River.

Given under my hand at Elizabeth Town, in East New Jersey, June 29th, 1752.

J. BELCHER.” While Mr. Sergeant was carefully and faithfully proceeding in his Ministerial labours, and with much pains, industry and application prosecuting that excellent, laudable and pious design of the Boarding-School (burdens perhaps too heavy for his constitution) purposing also in a little time to go into the Mohawk country to invite their children to it, he was taken ill of a slow or nervous fever, attended with Canker, which in a few weeks put an end to his precious life on July 27, 1749, in the thirty-ninth year of his age, and to all his generous, pious and noble tho'ts in favour of the poor natives, to some of whom he was, during his ministry, a great and rich blessing, an instrument in the hand of Christ of turning them from darkness to light, and from the power of Satan to God.

To draw Mr. Sergeant's character I am sensible is a work to which I am not equal; but seeing it has not been attempted by anyone heretofore I shall endeavour to give the justest representation of him I can, by those helps I am furnished with:




THE CHARACTER, &c.,




      OF THE REVEREND 
MR. JOHN SERGEANT. 





The Reverend Mr. John Sergeant was born at Newark in New Jersey, in the year 1710. His father died when he was but a









his own.




child, after which his mother was again married, to Col. John Cooper, a gentleman who not only prov'd a tender husband to her but also a kind and generous father to her children, having none of

Mr. Sergeant in his childhood receiv'd a wound by a scythe in the ball of his left hand, near the joint of his wrist, which so affected the sinews and nerves that his hand perish'd to that degree that it was much less than the other, and in great measure useless. This accident was the occasion of his leaving off the Secular business he was design’d for and of his betaking himself to learning; in which, being a person of a bright genius, he made great progress; whereupon his Father-in-law, Col. Cooper, resolv'd to give him a liberal education. He entered Yale College, at New Haven, in the Colony of Connecticut, September 1725, where the comeliness of his person, the sweetness of his temper, the decency of his behaviour, the agreeableness of his conversation, the diligence with which he apply'd himself to and the progress he made in his studies, gain’d him the esteem not only of his companions but also of the Governours of the College. He proceeded Bachelor of Arts September 1729, and commenc'd Master 1732, before which he was elected Tutor of the College in which he had his education. In that post he continu'd four years, to the satisfaction of those who repos’d in him that trust, and to the advantage of those who were under his instruction. By this time he was determin'd for the work of the Ministry; and tho' he was well pleas'd with the business he was now in, and stood as fair as any man whatever for a Call and Settlement in any, even the best, parish that might become vacant, yet he prefer'd a Mission to the heathen: not from any views he could have of worldly advantage from thence, but from a pious, generous and ardent desire of being an instrument in the hand of God of good to the Indians, who were sunk below the dignity of human nature, and even to the lowest degrees of ignorance and barbarity.

There was something very uncommon, and which seems to have 1 Stepfather.









been from above, in the disposition and inclination there was in him to this self-denying service; for before there was any prospect of his being employ'd among the Natives, his tender mind was so affected with the Tho'ts of their perishing state, that it had been his practice, for a long time to make it daily an article in his secret addresses to God that He would send him to the heathen, and make him an instrument in turning them from darkness to light, &c. God granted him that which he requested; for which he return'd his grateful acknowledgments to him who heareth prayer. And of these things he inform’d Mr. Woodbridge, his fellow labourer, at his first going to Housatunnuk; but strictly in join’d him to keep them secret, which he accordingly did until since Mr. Sergeant's death.

He was a person to whom Nature prov'd lavish of her best gifts; or in words more agreeable to the Christian Scheme, God graciously bestow'd upon him excellent endowments, both of body and mind. In stature he was small, yet of a very exact and comely proportion, except his hand before mentioned; his hair dark, his eyes black and lively. He was ruddy, and withal of a beautiful countenance, and goodly to look to. He was favour'd with a firm, healthy and good constitution, and therefore pass’d with the greater ease thro' the many difficulties and hardships that attended him in the course of his mission. He was of a most sweet, kind and benevolent natural temper, without the least constitutional turn towards gloominess, melancholy or jealousy; his conversation open, free, courteous, pleasant and very attractive; so that all who had the happiness to enjoy it were pleas’d and delighted by it. The powers of his mind were bright and strong; whence he was able to use close application and with ease made great progress in learning. Few of his years exceeded him.

His natural accomplishments were polish’d, enlarg’d and improv'd by a liberal education, and rendered him desirable and amiable to all, and very useful in his day. 11 Samuel, xvi:12.









True and undissembled piety gave lustre and beauty to all his other endowments, both natural and acquir'd, and prepar'd him to be eminently serviceable in the station God assign'd him. In his tender years he was of a very innocent turn of mind and of a blameless behaviour; free from those vanities and vices which young people too often indulge to, and careful to follow the ways of virtue; which might have inclin’d one to think that he was the subject of the Grace of God from the womb. But in his riper years, when he was at college, he was under those influences from above which he apprehended wrought a saving change in him and form’d him to the divine life. And what better evidence could he have that he was not mistaken, than what was consequent upon this change, viz: a temper and conversation becoming the Gospel of Christ, adorning the Christian profession he then made? Of this change, wrought by the spirit of God upon his heart, he very modestly and privately spake to some of his intimate friends, from whom I have my information. But I find not that he left one word in all his writings respecting his religious experience, devotion, &c., except one passage in a letter he wrote to a friend, by whom he seems to have been compeld to boast himself a little, as the Apostle to the Gentiles was before him. The passage is this:

"With respect to my own Christian experience, I believe I could give you that account which would satisfy you in your own way of thinking; tho’ 'tis now so long since I pass'd thro' that scene of Conviction, Humiliation and what I suppos'd was Conversion, that a great many particulars are now escap'd from my memory."

Some perhaps may blame Mr. Sergeant that he did not commit to writing those things which past over him at such a season, that he might have review'd them for his own comfort, and left them behind him for the benefit of others. It was owing to his very great modesty and humility, and to his care not to do anything that might be thought to savour of ostentation in religion (which is a thing very hurtful to its interest) that he kept those things to himself. And whether he did not by that modesty, hu









mility and guard against ostentation give a clearer evidence of the truth of Religion in himself, and discover a greater concern for the honour and interest of religion in general, than he could have done by writing his own life, publishing his own experiences and proclaiming his own goodness, I leave others to determine.

His life also so abounded in the fruits of righteousness, and was so conform’d to the Gospel of Christ, that we have abundant reason to conclude the Tree was good, because the fruit was so.

He was very constant and frequent in the devotions of the closet, pouring out his soul to God in fervent addresses of prayer, praise, &c., which he found to be not in vain; for as he himself tho't, God graciously granted him frequent answers of prayer.

He was a devout worshiper of God in his family, fail'd not of morning and evening devotions; on which occasions he read, with great seriousness and solemnity of spirit, a portion of the holy Scriptures, generally making useful observations for the benefit of his family. He always read the New Testament out of the original Greek, with which he was well acquainted. With great solemnity and reverence he approached the Throne of grace and offer'd his devout addresses to God in the name of Jesus Christ the Mediator: thro' whose merits and mediation only, he hop'd for and expected the acceptance of his prayers and of his person. There were instances of his voice failing, and of his being oblig'd to make a pause in family prayer: the occasion of which was a lively sense and overbearing apprehension of the glorious perfections and incomprehensible excellencies of the divine Being, as he inform’d one who enquir'd into the reason of those interruptions.

He lov'd the house of God and his publick worship, greatly rejoic'd at the return of holy Sabbaths, enjoy'd much communion with God in his house, but in no part of divine worship so much as in the Communion of the Supper; in which he had such evident Communications of divine love, such assurance of the compleat
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satisfaction of Christ, of the sufficiency of his atonement and of the prevalency of his intercession at the right hand of God, as almost transported him. These emotions were what attended him in his younger years, and were not very frequent. But as he advanc'd in years and in grace, he prefer'd the satisfaction which proceeds from the calm, rational exercise of rational piety and devotion, to those emotions of the mind. These things he never openly spake of nor would they ever have been known had not his most intimate friends, to whom he privately spake of them, made them known after his death. Thus he walked with God in devout exercises of a publick, private and secret nature, and enjoy'd much delight and satisfaction in so doing.

He was of a most tender conscience: endeavour'd to keep at the greatest distance from everything that savour'd of impiety, that cast contempt upon the authority of God, or that brought reproach upon religion; and us’d his best endeavours to keep a conscience void of offence toward God and towards men. 

He had a very great love to and the highest veneration for, the sacred oracles of God; esteem'd them infinitely preferable to the treasures of the world, and incomparably more valuable than the best human composure? and the study of them was his great delight. He view'd with astonishment and surprise the glorious methods of divine love and grace in the salvation of sinners by Jesus Christ, as discover'd in the Bible, that pure source of light. And while he form’d his own sentiments by the pure oracles of God, and followed the Way of Truth according to the best judgment he could make, he was of a most benevolent and charitable spirit toward those who differ'd from him. He lov’d Christians, of all denominations, who gave evidence of their love to Christ, much lamented the distance, alienation and bitterness that appear

1 The Prayer Book, order of Family Evening Prayer. 2 Compositions.









among Christians of different sentiments in lesser matters, and long'd to see them united in love and peace.

His catholick temper recommended him to the esteem of manyto Governour Belcher's in particular, who in a consolatory letter written to Mrs. Sergeant after his death, has this passage:

“Mr. Sergeant being now made free among the dead it can be no flattery to say he was a gentleman of uncommon piety and learning, and of great generosity and true compassion to the souls and bodies of men; and more especially to that poor benighted people God had committed to his care, and who before were perishing for lack of knowledge. God had, in a peculiar manner, adapted and adorned Mr. Sergeant with many suitable graces for moving in so difficult a sphere in the Church of God here, and for advancing the kingdom and interest of his Redeemer. His many social virtues, and particularly his catholick way of thinking for the better promoting of Christianity, justly and highly merited my esteem, and I had great pleasure in his acquaintance from first to last.”

He was full of benevolent, kind and generous sentiments towards all mankind, which dispos’d him to do good to all as he had opportunity. He was a friend to everybody, wish'd well to all, and lov'd to think the best of all persons and of all parties of men.

His noble and generous mind disdain'd a low, mean, unworthy action; and he always treated others, of all conditions, with great propriety. Strict and exact justice he made his rule in his dealings with all persons; yet rather than cause contention by insisting upon his own right, he chose to forego it. He was compassionate and tender-hearted to the afflicted; was liberal and bountiful to the poor, and devised liberal things both for their temporal and eternal good. He suffer'd not a hard, envious or ill-natur'd word to proceed out of his mouth, nor did he treat anyone, whether present or absent, with insolence or contempt. He was careful to speak evil of no man; and when he was injuriously treated and, as he feared, maliciously aspersed, by others, it did not raise in him heat and resentment, but rather pity and compassion to those who us'd him ill. He often said he could freely
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forgive, as he expected to be forgiven of God; could heartily pray for those who had been abusive and injurious to him: and he earnestly recommended to others the duty of praying for enemies, as a happy expedient to promote a spirit of love, kindness and forgiveness towards them.

He had a most happy command of his passions, and maintain’d a constant calmness and sweetness of temper; was never melancholy, yet always serious; never fillid with mirth, yet always chearful, bright and active; and seem'd always to have the quiet possession of himself.




ness.




I know not to whom the character of Nathanael may with more justice be apply'd, than to him: “Behold an Israelite indeed in whom is no guile.” He was very distant from a designing, guileful spirit; and admir'd by those who were most acquainted with him, on the account of his singular integrity, sincerity and upright

He carefully and industriously improved his time, and could not (as he was wont to say) look back upon an hour lost, without uneasiness and guilt. It was his manner to rise early and as soon as the devotions of the morning were over he apply'd himself to study; in which, being favour'd with a firm constitution, he was able to bear great intenseness and application. The time he found needful for the relaxing of his mind, and for bodily exercise (both which were necessary to him) he spent in a manner which might best conduce to his own health, the benefit of his family or the service of those who were under his care; wisely and prudently endeavouring that the hours in which he refresh'd his labouring mind might be employ'd to some good and laudable purpose; gathering up the fragments of his time, that none of it might be lost. He was indeed an uncommon instance of labour and industry; and by close application he brought to pass a great deal in a little time; as all would be ready to grant could they be made sensible how much he did in the few years spent with the Indians; which I shall









endeavour to show, tho' it will be but in a faint and imperfect manner, in the following particulars:

1. He soon became sensible that the method he was at first oblig'd to use, of instructing the Indians by an interpreter, would not answer his end; for it was not only a very slow but also a very uncertain way of communicating to them things of the greatest importance. He himself was not able to know what was deliver'd to them by the interpreter, and had reason to fear that the truths which he endeavour'd to communicate were not well convey'd to their minds: for the best interpreters that could then be had did not well understand the principles of religion, nor the English terms in which Mr. Sergeant deliver'd them. He therefore tho't it absolutely necessary that he should learn the Indian language, that he might be more certain what was deliver'd to them, and make better progress in teaching of them. He therefore entered upon the new and difficult study of their tongue, and prosecuted it with utmost application. He found it upon trial extreamly difficult to learn, being entirely different from any language he was acquainted with; and often express’d his fears that he should never be able to make himself master of it. He also tho't it a more difficult task than it would have been to gain the knowledge of all the learned languages taught in the schools. However, in something less than three years he gain'd so much knowledge in it as to be able to pray with the Indians in their own tongue, and to preach to them in the same by the assistance of an interpreter who aided him in the translation of his sermons. And in about two years more, by constant use he obtain'd an exact pronunciation of their tongue, tho’ very

hard to gain; so that the Indians were wont to say “Our Minister speaks our language better than we ourselves can do." When Mr. Sergeant had, by a vast deal of labour, made himself master of this strange language, he found it to be a dry, barren and imperfect dialect, and by no means sufficient to convey to his









hearers the knowledge of divine things; for the Indians being utter strangers to religion, their language wanted terms expressive of divers things; he was oblig'd therefore to supply that defect by introducing English words, such as Jesus, Christ, &c., which in time by frequent use, the Indians well understood. By this help he so perfected their defective language as to render it tolerably sufficient for his purpose.

2. His ministerial labours were extreamly hard—more than double to those of other Ministers in ordinary cases. oblig'd to compose four sermons every week, two for the English and two for the Indians, his congregation consisting of both. Those he prepar'd for the Indians he first wrote at large in English, and then translated them into the Indian tongue, as he also did a portion of Scripture to be read to the Indians on the Sabbath; and notwithstanding he had so many sermons to make, they were well-studied, excellent discourses, shewing that he was ‘a workman that needed not to be ashamed.'




He was




He had a most laborious task to perform every Lord’s Day. His manner was to begin the publick exercise in the morning with a short, pathetic prayer for a blessing on the Word, in both languages. Then he read a portion of Scripture, with explanatory notes and observations on such passages as seem'd most to need them, in both.' All his publick prayers and the Communion service were in both languages, and it was his steady practice to preach four sermons every Lord's Day, two to the English and two to the Indians, except in the short days and cold season of the Winter he preach'd but three, one to the English and two to the Indians. And besides all this, it was his constant custom in the summer season, to spend about an hour with the Indians, after divine service was over in the afternoon; instructing, exhorting, warning and cautioning of them in a free, familiar and pathetic manner, in their own tongue.

The Indian









language abounding in Gutturals, renders the pronunciation of it a most laborious exercise to the lungs; that, therefore, with his other exercises so exhausted Mr. Sergeant's spirits and strength that he was scarcely able to speak when they were over.

3. The Translation, which, with much care and exactness, Mr. Sergeant made in his course of reading the Scriptures to the Indians, singly consider'd, cost him a vast deal of Labour; for, endeavoring to lead them into the knowledge of the way of salvation by Christ, to which they were utter strangers, he, in his course of reading the Scriptures to them, translated those parts of the Old Testament which appear'd most needful for that end, viz: the account of the Creation, of the fall of our first parents, of God's calling Abraham, of his dealings with the patriarchs and the Children of Israel, of the prophecies concerning the coming of Christ, &c. The four Evangelists, the Acts of the Apostles and all the Epistles, he also translateda performance which must of necessity [have] cost him much time and pains.

4. In his publick discourses likewise to the English of his auditory, he went thro' all the Epistles, with a labour'd and learned paraphrase, critical notes and useful observations; not by tủe help of Expositors, but by a careful examination of the original Greek, endeavouring from thence to gain the true sense and meaning of the authors of those Epistles. Mr. Woodbridge has given me some of his sentiments upon Mr. Sergeant's publick performances in the following words:

"I think it a great pity (says he) that such learned and well composed discourses should be of no further influence and benefit than they are like to prove by being delivered to a few people from the desk. There are a number of his sermons very worthy of the press, a collection of which would perhaps he as profitable as any discourses of such a nature that are extant; they being correct and written in a decent yet familiar stile. pears in them not only his unshaken belief of the truths of the Gospel, but
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also his good judgment and talent of conveying to others the importance and beauty of religion. They shew him to be an accurate reasoner by the conclusions drawn from the propositions of his sermons, and the force there is in them to convince every hearer, of the truth. His laboured and learned paraphrases, and critical notes on the Epistles would, I think, serve equal to, if not beyond, anything that has appear'd of that kind, to lead us into the Knowledge of the design and meaning of the authors. He wrote his comments with a single view, to discover the true spirit and genuine sense of those epistolary writings. There are two reasons which incline me to wish they may be made publick—the first is the apprehension I have of their being really serviceable to mankind: the other is that it might appear whether he was rightly, or groundlessly suspected of holding things contrary to sound doctrine."




He also says, concerning his sermons in general:

“His people were not entertain'd with unconnected and undigested matter, but with excellent discourses."




Such Productions, everyone will grant, must of necessity be the effect of much labour and study. It is very true Mr. Sergeant was no bigot, but of a most generous and catholick temper. Bigotry was what he had a great aversion to; and he was far from the rigid and narrow spirit those are of who confine Salvation to themselves, with those who think just as they do. It is a question with me whether his natural temper was capable of such severity; to be sure, as it was cultivated and improv'd by grace he was at a great distance from it. He tho't himself very ill-treated and much abus'd by those who represented him as being unsound in his principles, and so did those who were best acquainted with him. But to return:

5. We must add to all his foregoing labours the daily and constant application he was oblig'd to use with the Indians; who, being very ignorant, very unstable in their virtue, and very much expos'd to temptations, wanted guarding on every side, which he fail'd not of doing.









6.




The trust which Rev. Mr. Isaac Hollis repos’d in him added still more to Mr. Sergeant's labour and care; for it fell upon

him to find the twelve boys whom Mr. Hollis generously offer'd to support, and to persuade them and their parents to accept the generous offer. The care also of providing a master to instruct them, and of victualling and cloathing of them, lay wholly upon him. In this trust he prov'd a faithful steward of Mr. Hollis's money; and as he had the whole care of laying it out, so he gave him an account of how every penny was expended, refusing to take any reward for his labour and trouble, tho' it was offer'd and urg'd by Mr. Hollis.

7. By the foregoing history it also appears that the important affair of the Boarding School, which lay very near his heart, employ'd much of his time and tho'ts, and was no small addition to his labour, especially in some of the last years of his life.

8. To all these we must add the unavoidable cares and concerns of private life, which were much increas’d by the scantiness of his support; which yet he conducted with singular wisdom, prudence and frugality.

View Mr. Sergeant in this light; consider him prosecuting such a variety of business and performing all in the manner above describ'd, and must we not grant that he was a surprising instance of labour, industry and faithfulness in that great and good work to which he was call'd?




Could I represent Mr. Sergeant in a true and just light, under the self-denials, hardships, troubles and difficulties which attended him in the course of his mission, it would appear not only that he past thro' many and great trials, but also that he bore them all with a fortitude and calmness of mind becoming the Christian and the Minister of Christ; tho' at times things appear'd with such a dark aspect that he was almost overborne with grief and discouragements.









Everyone must be sensible that to one of so delicate a make it must be difficult and self-denying to leave the College, that seat of learning and other delights, to dwell in a wilderness: to change the polite society he had been us’d to, for the conversation of a number of savages, the lowest of humankind: to forego the delicacies of life, for the bare necessaries of it. But these were but light things to him, compar'd with many other troubles he met with.

The ill conduct of the Dutch Traders, who us'd many arts and devices to dissuade the Indians from hearkening to him; the unreasonable jealousies of the Indians, who suspected some evil design against them in almost every thing that was projected for their good-gave him unspeakable trouble and grief; and a vast deal of pains he was at to prevent the evils which those things tended to.

But that which gave him still greater trouble was the frequent and unhappy relapses of some of the Indians to their former vices and ill-customs, after he had conceived hopes of their being truly reformed. Some, of whom his hopes were rais’d, fell again into drunkenness; yea, the Lieutenant himself, who appear'd so zealous against that vice, and seem'd to be firmly fix'd in the ways of religion, conducted himself in a very disorderly manner for a year or two together, being frequently intoxicated, and very trouble

But he was afterwards recover'd from his apostacy; confess'd his wickedness, was resolv'd to charity, and walked orderly to the day of his death, which was August 10, 1751. When things looked with a favourable aspect, and the Indians appear’d to be seriously engag'd in the ways of piety and virtue, to give him the highest pleasure and satisfaction; but (to use his own Expression) “nothing so affected him with grief and sorrow, his own sins excepted, as the disorderly and wicked behaviour of those to whom he ministered.” His concern on that account is not to be expressed: many days he spent in fasting and prayer, and sleep departed from his eyes; his tender heart was almost broken, and he forgot to
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eat his bread; and his eyes poured out tears unto God. But tho’ he was so tenderly affected and concerned for them, yet this was what he did not much discover to the world. He was also

He was also very far from a repining, discontented spirit in the case: was calm, submissive and resign’d to the will of God, not forgetting that expression of his Lord and Master: “Even so, Father, for so it seem'd good in thy sight.”

As he, in some measure, had the trials of Moses in bearing the cumber, burden and strife of his people so he was in a good degree possest of the same excellent spirit that was upon him. These are but a specimen of the troubles he met with; many others, too many to be here spoken of, he past thro' during his mission.

If we consider Mr. Sergeant in a relative capacity, he behav'd excellently well in every relation he sustain'd. From a principle of conscience he was very careful to render to all their due, fear to whom fear, honour to whom honour, &c., and his benevolent and truly Christian temper dispos'd him to do good to all as he had opportunity. He was an able, painful, faithful Minister among the people to whom he stood in the relation of a Pastor. He was a most tender, kind and obliging husband to his spouse who well understood how to receive such treatment, and to make answerable returns; and while Divine Providence continued them in that happy and honourable relation, they were a shining example of all that is lovely and beautiful in a married state. He was also a compassionate, affectionate and loving father to his dear children: unwearied in his endeavours to instill into their tender minds a proper sense of their obligations to God, that they might religiously remember their Creator in the days of their youth.

As became a Bishop he rul'd well his own house, having his children in subjection with all gravity: and like David he walked within his house with a perfect heart.

The last week in June, 1749, he was taken with a nervous









fever, attended with a canker and an inflammation in his throat; brought upon him, as some thought, by excessive care, fatigue and application to business, more than he was able to bear. He calmly, and without any apparent concern, spake of this as his last sickness; and put some things in order, apprehending it to be so. He was able, however, to keep about, and preach'd on the following Sabbath, which was the first in July. In this his last sermon to the Indians, he let them know "that for some time past he had been apprehensive that some heavy judgment hung over them because of their wickedness: that he fear'd that some of them grew worse and worse, notwithstanding all that God had done for them, and notwithstanding the pains he himself had taken with them for their good; and that there were many ways in which God could, and often did, testify his displeasure against a sinful people: and added: "it may be God will take me from you, and then my mouth will be shut and I shall speak to you no more.” After this his illness increas'd upon him and soon confin'd him to his house and to his bed. And tho’ his sickness was very hard upon him and he endur'd much pain and distress for about twenty days together, in all which time he had but very little sleep, yet his head was free from any disorder and even from pain; and he spake of it to his wife with thankfulness that God had answered his prayers, even to his desire, in continuing to him the free exercise of his rational powers, in favouring him with clear evidences of his good estate, in granting him ability to speak freely to those who were about him, and in enabling him clearly to discern the great and inexpressible satisfaction arising from living devoted to God, and sincerely striving to be faithful to the death.

He carefully improv'd the opportunities he had in counseling and charging those who were about him, and earnestly recommended to them the early choice and diligent pursuit of the ways of wisdom, as being full of pleasure and peace, both in life and death, to those who follow them.









The Indians, who from first to last had a great veneration and hearty affection for him as their father and best friend, were greatly concern’d for, and frequently visited him in, his sickness; upon whom he enforced the instructions, counsels, warnings and admonitions he had given them, in the strongest manner, charging them carefully to follow the ways of Virtue and Religion as they would meet him at last in peace. They were very desirous that his precious life might be spar'd, and of their own accord all assembled at the meeting house, where they earnestly pray'd that God would continue him to be still a blessing to them; and when his death put an end to their hopes, they were very hearty mourners; and numbers discover'd their affection for him by tears whenever they came to the house, for a long time after his death.

He bore with great patience the distress that was upon him, thro’ the whole of his sickness, praying and endeavouring that patience might have its perfect work in him.

His spouse, who maintain'd hopes of his recovery till the last day of his life, being then sensible that he drew near his end, enquir'd of him whether he had no earnest desire to live, and whether he saw any gloom on the horrors of the grave—to which he reply'd to this purpose: “If it be the will of God that I should live to do some singular service for him in the world, I could wish to be continued to my family: otherwise I am willing to die. Death is no surprize to me. I bless God I may and can trust Him in whom I have believed and long ago plac'd my everlasting dependance upon. My acquaintance with the blessed world to which I hope I am now hastening, thro’ the mercy of God in Christ, is now to commence.” At the same time he was full of a humbling sense of his own unworthiness; for when one that stood by observ'd to him that his work was well done, he reply'd “I can call myself a most unprofitable servant, and say God be merciful to me a sinner."









He took his leave of his beloved wife and dear children in an endearing and desirable manner; and after saying a considerable deal by way of counsel and advice, he in a tender manner desir'd his dear spouse patiently and quietly to submit to the parting stroke; to go on with good courage in the way of duty; and added, “It will be but a little while before we shall meet to part no more.'

Last of all he devoutly recommended his departing soul to Christ the glorious Redeemer; and after a few faint groans rested from his labours, and his works do follow him.

This solemn, awful and last scene of life Mr. Sergeant, to appearance, past thro' with as much calmness, sedateness and composure of mind, as he ever enjoy'd in his life; and with a serene and pleasant countenance; which (as the last Act) Death changed and sent him away. The weeping spectators of these things beheld them with admiration, and acknowledged they had not before seen the like; and one of them observ'd that it was worth while to die, if it might be in such a manner.

He left behind him a most disconsolate and sorrowful widow, with three small children, the eldest about eight or nine years old, and the youngest upon the breast, on whom the countenance of his father is drawn to the Life. God grant they may all inherit his excellencies and vertues!




Blessed is that servant whom his Lord when he cometh shall find so doing.—Matthew, 24:46.




And if he shall come in the second watch or come in the third watch, and find them so, blessed are those servants.—Luke, 12:38.

I had tho'ts of continuing this historical account of the affairs of Stockbridge, relating to the Indians, down to the present time; and to have given an account of Mr. Hollis's increasing the boys to be maintain'd and educated at his expense, to the number of thirty-six,-allowing for each boy £5 sterling per annum: of what









the General Assemblies of this Province and of Connecticut have done to encourage the Mohawks to send their children to be educated at Stockbridge, a considerable number of them being already come thither for that end; of what Captain Coram did in England before his death, to promote a female boarding-school at Stockbridge, and what the honourable Society in London have done with respect to it since; of the Rev. Mr. Edwards's' succeeding Mr. Sergeant in the ministry, as a missionary to the Indians, &c., &c., &c. But as I have not, so perhaps it is not possible at present to obtain proper and necessary materials for that purpose. I shall not therefore attempt it. But I hope the gentlemen who have the conduct of those affairs and are under advantage for it, will carefully collect and preserve proper materials for it, and that somebody will in time to come give the world a faithful history of the success of those important things which are now carrying on for the good of the poor Natives. For I cannot but hope that the foundation Mr. Sergeant laid will, by the blessing of God, proceed to something very considerable and worthy of a place in future history; and that he to whom the heathen are given for his inheritance, and the utmost parts of the earth for his possession, will say concerning it, Destroy it not, for a blessing is in it.? 

THE CONCLUSION IN AN ADDRESS, &c. I shall now conclude by endeavouring to represent to the people in this country the very great importance of treating the Indians who live among us, and upon our borders, in a just, kind and charitable manner; and that we do, by all proper means and methods, endeavour to attach them to us and to the British interest. This, I apprehend, is a subject that has been too much neglected, and that greatly wants to be set in a clear and just light; and I sincerely wish that some gentleman of greater abilities and address than I can pretend to would take it in hand. Tho', if my weak en

1 Jonathan Edwards. He preached to the Indians without notes, but with the aid of an interpreter.




2 Isaiah 65:8.









deavours may be a means of moving others to do justice to a subject of such weight, I shall heartily rejoice in it. That I may offer what I have to say in the clearest and most concise manner I can, I shall go into the following method:

First. I shall endeavour to shew that it is of vast importance to the British Provinces and Colonies in America, especially to the Provinces of the Massachusetts, New York and New Hampshire, that they be on good terms with the Indians, and attach them to their interest. And

Secondly. I shall endeavour to show by what means this may be effected, or what are the most likely methods to bring it to pass.

1. I am to show that it is of vast importance that we be on good terms with the Natives, and that we ingage them in our interest. I freely grant that the Indians, simply consider'd, are not of such great consequence to us. We can subsist without them. But yet their trade is a considerable article, worthy the care of any politick people, and, managed as it might and ought to be, would yield us great profit. But if we consider them with relation to Peace or War, as attach'd to us or to our enemies, they are of the last importance to us; for they certainly have the balance of power in their hand, and are able to turn it for or against us, according as they stand affected to us. Canada, inconsiderable as it is, and from which, separate from the Indians, we have little or nothing to fear in time of war; Canada I say, would be more than a match for us in case they join with them against us. He must be a great stranger to, and ignorant of, the circumstances both of the English and Indians, who is not sensible of this. Our circumstances are such that we cannot guard ourselves against the incursions of such enemies in time of war, for our frontiers are of vast extent and border upon the adjacent wilderness, which tho' almost inaccessible to us yet is the very element in which they delight to live. They are at home in it. The people therefore who inhabit our frontiers, while they follow their necessary business are expos’d to be an easy









prey to them; and many of them have been surpriz'd in their fields and houses, and in a most barbarous manner put to death. A small number of Indians, encouraged and supported by the French (which they are ready enough to do) can easily keep us in a constant alarm, put us to an immense charge, destroy many and impoverish more in our expos’d places, and not put themselves at all out of their way; yea, find their account in it: for as they live by hunting, so where game is most plenty they are best off; and where can they find a better supply than among our cattle, sheep, and cornfields? There they live at ease, distress and impoverish us, and the adjacent wilderness is their refuge. By retiring into it they are soon out of our reach, and long experience has taught us how ineffectual the measures we have taken for our safety and defence have prov'd.

Some, I am sensible, will say—“let us not be at any cost and pains to gain the friendship of such a perfidious crew, but let us destroy them all.” Quickly said indeed, but not so soon nor so easily effected. Those persons who are for destroying them would doubtless soon do it, were they first bound and delivered up to them. But one question here is, how shall we get them into our power, and another is, whether it would be so humane, generous and Christian-like to take away their lives, were that in our power, as it would be to cultivate friendship with them and to seek their best good? If we should be so sanguine as to endeavour to destroy them, it would doubtless prove a vain attempt, and serve only to drive them to the French, who would be very ready to receive and protect them. If we neglect them and take no measures to engage them in our interest, or to cultivate friendship with them, this will probably render them indifferent to us and dispose them to hearken to the enticing insinuations of Romish emissaries; and our situation must be very unhappy when they become engaged in the French interest.

If it be objected that the French have already gain’d a large number of Indians to their interest, and therefore if we use our









best endeavours to gain others, it will avail nothing, for those who are devoted to the French will nevertheless distress us in time of War-I reply:

It is very true that the French of Canada, thro' their policy and vigilance, have taken the advantage of our neglect and gain’d a large number of the natives to their interest and are gaining more and more every year: and some even from among our own Indians. They spare neither cost nor pains to accomplish their designs of this nature; being sensible enough how advantageous it is to them and how injurious to us; and if they continue to be active, and we negligent, as in times past, is it not too probable that they will in a little time attach to themselves all the Indians in North America? Does it not then concern us to use proper and vigorous endeavours to prevent this apparent mischief by countering-working the French, who are, I suppose, tampering with all the tribes of North America, to engage them in their interest? And should we succeed in our endeavours (as it is highly probable we might if proper steps were taken) so as to engage the Five Nations and some other tribes, in hearty friendship with us; and especially if we should bestow such favours upon them as would induce them to settle upon our Frontiers, it would in all probability prevent the evil spoken of in the objection; for the Indians from Canada would not molest us if a number of the Natives, in hearty friendship with us, were placed in our borders. Of this we have had a very plain proof the last war, in the safety of Stockbridge and the adjacent places, from any attempts of the enemy from Canada. Stockbridge is in the very road of, and more expos’d to, the Indians from Canada, than any other place whatever; yet we see that the enemy turn'd off east to Connecticut River and west to the Dutch settlements, where they did much mischief; while Stockbridge, Sheffield, New Marlborough and Number One,' tho’ more expos’d, were not molested. This, so far as we can discern, was owing to a small number of Indians dwelling at Stockbridge, who are our hearty

1 Dr. Green of the Mass. Historical Society thinks this place was probably Mason, N. H.









snare.




and fast friends; which the Enemy being sensible of cared not to come within their reach, least they should be taken in their own

And if we should encourage the settlement of other Indian towns upon our frontiers, where hunting is most handy to them, as Stockbridge has been encouraged, should we give them townships of land suitable for their improvement, build a meeting-house and school-house in each town, and support Ministers and Schoolmasters in them, would not this convince them that we are their true friends and seek their good? Would it not induce them to settle in our borders, especially those of them who are desirous that they themselves and their children should be instructed? Would they not be a guard to us in time of war? And if, after all, we should meet with some trouble from the Indians of Canada, might it not be effectually prevented by playing our Indians upon them, as they do theirs upon us? And would not the charge of all this be a trifle compar'd with that of defending ourselves in time of war? But if we neglect them and take no measures to cultivate friendship with them, and especially if we deal injuriously by them, shall we not put an advantage into the hands of the French (which they will not fail of improving) to engage them in their interest, and to imploy them against us in time of war—which would prove a very great calamity to us, if not our utter ruin. These things consider'd, is it not of very great importance that we be at good terms with the neighbouring natives?

2. I will, in the next place, endeavour to show what are the likely methods to bring this to pass, or what measures we must take with the Indians if we would engage them in hearty friendship with us.

And here, in general, our conduct towards them must be such as shall make them sensible that we are indeed their hearty friends; and such also as shall convince them that it is their interest and advantage to be in friendship with us. Nothing short of this, I ap









prehend, will attach them to us so as to answer the ends proposed. If we often treat with them, renew the friendship, and bestow upon them large presents, or, as they phrase it "smoke together, brighten the chain, or put the brands together to kindle up the former fire,” and yet leave room for them to suppose that this proceeds not from true friendship but rather from fear of them, or from suspicion that they will join with our enemies, &c.—this will never be sufficient to engage them; the utmost we can rationally expect from it is that they will not openly break with us, but keep up a shew of friendship that they may have the benefit of future presents at our hands.

Again, if we should by any means convince them that we are their true friends, and yet not go into such measures with them as should turn to their advantage, they would hardly be engag'd for us. As all other people are govern'd by interest, so are they, and the principal handle we can take hold of to attach them to us by, is their interest; and that would not fail of doing it. If a tribe of Indians can sell their skins to us for twenty shillings, and buy their blankets for ten shillings, they will never go to Canada, where they must sell their skins for ten shillings and give twenty shillings for a blanket. Convince them that it is much for their interest and advantage to be our friends and allies, and we need not fear but that they will be so. Now in order to convince them that we are truly their friends, and that it is their interest to be ours, we must:

In the first place treat them according to the rules of equity and justice. We must not defraud and oppress them, but be honest and just in our dealings with them.

The Natives with whom we have to do are persons of so much sagacity that they can distinguish between just and injurious treatment as well as other men. They are also as ready to resent, and perhaps more forward to revenge injuries, than any other people under heaven. If therefore we treat them in an unjust manner, we may rationally expect that they will be so far from being our









friends that they will join with our enemies and seek opportunities of revenge.

It is well known that the Indians are generally addicted to drunkenness, and that when they have tasted a little liquor they have a strong thirst for more, and will part with anything they have for a sufficient quantity to make them drunk. And is it not as well known that we have taken the advantage of this their vicious appetite, and for a few quarts of rum have purchas'd valuable effects of them? Have not private persons thus made their gains of them, notwithstanding the good laws that have been in force to prevent it? And is not this the manner of all private traders who go among their several tribes for gain?

In our publick dealings with them at our Truck-houses, where rum has been freely sold them, care has been taken that they should not be cheated, but that they should have the full value of what they had to sell; an Indian therefore who was owner of a pack of Beaver, Deerskins or any other valuable goods, could buy a large quantity of rum, and might get drunk perhaps ten times or more; whereas if he had fallen into private hands he must have contented himself with being drunk but once or twice. Which of these proves most injurious to the Indians in the end, I shall not pretend to determine.

When they are thus intoxicated they fall out among themselves, fight and sometimes kill one another, and some have drunk themselves dead on the spot. An instance of each of these there has been, if I am rightly inform’d, at Fort Dummer, since that has been improv'd as a Truck-house; and whether the guilt of that blood does not lie upon us I leave others to judge.

Now, if we treat the natives in this form, will they, can they, live with us? Will not the law of self-preservation oblige them to leave us and go where they may be better us’d? Some of the









Five Nations plainly speak it out, and say “We cannot live with the English and Dutch; they bring us so much rum that it destroys us: we must go to the French, who will let us have but little strong drink.” Thus we alienate the Indians from us, and as it were oblige them to go over to the French, who are often our enemies, and fail not to imploy them against us in time of war. And if we proceed to deal thus injuriously with them what can we expect but that they will leave us, and be a severe scourge to us?

Tho' the Indians are sunk below the dignity of human nature, and their lust after drink exposes them to be cheated out of what little they have, yet this gives us no right to deal unjustly by them. They have a natural right to justice, and may with great propriety challenge it at our hand, seeing we profess to be subject to the law of Christ, which teach[es] us to do that which is altogether just And we should be so far from taking the advantage of their ignorance, vice and poverty to defraud them of what is their just right, that we should rather be mov'd to pity, and compassionate their deplorable state, and be eyes to the blind, etc.

I am fully persuaded that if we were upright and just in all our transactions with them; if our trade with them were put into the hands of faithful men who would deal justly by them; and if they were supplied with all necessaries for themselves and families at a moderate price, it would not be in the power of all the French in Canada (subtil as they are) to alienate them from us. The French are not upon equal ground with us in this aff air, for their northern climate is much more inhospitable and severe than ours is. Their country is not so productive of those fruits, which the Indians very much rely upon, as ours, nor can they afford goods which are proper and necessary for the Indians at so cheap a lay as we can: therefore we can give them those advantages which Canada cannot. We can, without damage to ourselves, make it their interest to adhere to us; and when experience has once taught them that their interest









lies with us, they will want no other inducement to engage them to us; yea, it will not only attach those of them to us, who are not yet gone to Canada, but it will induce those who are to return to their brethren, for the sake of the profit they might reap by it; especially if we give them all the advantage we can consistent with




our own.




As un just and abusive treatment of the Indians tends naturally to alienate them from us and to turn them off to the French, so a series of just and faithful dealing with them would be likely to attach them to us, and to make them our fast friends. This again appears from the temper and conduct of that part of the tribe of the River Indians who live at Stockbridge; for tho' they were for a considerable time extremely jealous that we had some ill design upon them, even in the favours they receiv’d at our hands (a jealousy founded I suppose upon the ill-usage the Natives have too often been the subjects of) yet by the just treatment they for a course of years, have met with from the Government, from Mr. Sergeant, Mr. Woodbridge and others, they are become our hearty friends; willing to live or die with us, whether in peace or war.

It is very true that in order to obtain the end propos'd our trade with the Indians must not be in private hands. It must not be in the power

of

every private person to treat them as he pleases. We may upon good grounds despair of their being treated with equity and justice, if everyone may gratify his avaricious temper in dealing with them. Our trade therefore must be of a publick nature, and must be committed to the care and management of faithful men; not to such as will seek the service, and make friends to procure the post for them (certain indications of a self-seeker), but men of uprightness and integrity must be sought out—such, and such only must be betrusted with business of such importance. Good instructions must be given them, which must be carefully adher'd to.

1 "The office should seek the man, and not the man the office." Was Mr. Hopkins the originator of the phrase?









If the Indian trade at Canada were in private hands; if every private person might deal with the Indians at pleasure, we might then hope that those who are gone from us would soon return: for in that case it is supposable enough that they would not meet with much better usage there than they do here; tho' it is scarcely supposable that they would meet with much worse. The French trade with the Indians is wholly in the hand[s] of publick officers (if I am rightly informed), and a private man, if he want a deerskin, a beaverskin, &c., is not allow'd to purchase of an Indian, but must go to the Publick Stores. Upon the supposition that those officers are faithful, and deal justly by the Indians, it is surely a wise and politick method to engage them in their favour. And so long as every private person in the English government is at liberty to trade with them, when and where he pleases, and to cheat them out of what they have, what can we expect but that they will repair to Canada, where they may be better us’d? Is it not owing to the ill-treatment that they have met with from the English and Dutch that so many of them are gone already? And if no proper measures are taken to prevent their being ill us’d, will not those who are yet behind soon follow their brethren? Yea, if we furnish them with large quantities of rum, make them drunk, and then defraud them of what they have, do we not reduce them to a necessity, either of living low and miserable with us, or of going from us that they may fare better? How low, how dispirited, how miserable and brutish these few are who live within our borders, is too manifest. And whether we, by our ill treating of them have not contributed to their misery, is worthy of a serious enquiry. Yea, would it not be proper for us to enquire whether we have not, by our neglect and abuse of them provoked Heaven to let loose the nations upon us who have been one of the sorest scourges that we were ever chastised with? What multitudes have they in a most cruel manner murdered in our borders? How many of our neighbours have they led into captivity, some of whom have been redeem'd at a very great ex









pence, and others are become either Pagans or Papists, and continue still in a foreign land? And who can count the cost we have been at to defend ourselves against their incursions?

If the British Government should be dispos’d in time to come, to set up and maintain a publick, honest and just trade with the Five Nations or any other Tribes, thereby to attach them to us, to promote their true interest, with other valuable ends that might thereby be answer'd, this objection perhaps would arise, viz: that such a proceeding will be a very great expence to the public, for our trade cannot be safe unless it be protected by a considerable force. A fort must be built and a garrison of fifty, sixty, or perhaps a hundred men, with their proper officers, must be maintain’d at each place where the trade is set up; therefore the advantage would not countervail the cost. To this I reply:

If such garrisons should be tho't necessary in the places where a trade is set up to be a guard to it; the charge would nothing like equal that of an Indian war, which perhaps it might prevent.

But further, I apprehend that the charge of such garrisons might be spar'd; and that, instead of being necessary they would prove very injurious to the Design; and that it would be a very wrong step to take in that Affair.

All who are in any good measure acquainted with the Indians know that they are extremely jealous lest any Incroachments should be made upon them; and it is not strange it should be so, considering what has past over them. And if a number of armed men were placed among them and forts built for the defence of our Trade, they would be suspicious that something hostile was intended, and we should not be able to remove the suspicion. They would behold us with a jealous eye, and perhaps take measures to frustrate the whole design.

The most effectual way to induce them to trust us, is to trust them; and they will be ready enough to protect our trade if we de









sire it, and show that we confide in them to do it. And when a little experience has taught them how advantageous such a trade would be to them, they would be ready enough to do it for their own advantage. If therefore we should desire them to admit a trader into one of their own forts, or to build a fort at our charge in some convenient place for such a design and to take care that our trade be safe, this would tend to convince them both of our friendship to, and of our confidence in them; and they would not only be pleas'd with it but also ambitious to show us that we may safely trust them. And were I to be the Truck-Master, I should esteem myself much safer in their protection than in a garrison of a hundred English soldiers; for if such a garrison should be placed among them they themselves would suspect some ill design carrying on against them, and the French would infallibly tell them that tho' we pretended peace and friendship, yet our design in the end is to dispossess them of their country.

If indeed a Truck-Master should prove an unfaithful servant, and inrich himself by defrauding them, he might have occasion for English soldiers to protect him and his stores; but if they found him faithful, friendly and just in his dealings with them, they would be as careful of him as of their own eyes, and venture their own lives for him. What would not the Indians of Stockbridge have done for Mr. Sergeant in his Day, whom they had found to be their true and hearty friend, and what would they not do for Mr. Woodbridge, of whom they have had the like experience? Indians will be as ready as the English, and perhaps much more so, to serve and protect, if there be occasion, those whom they have found to be their faithful and real friends. In a word, I apprehend that if we had in times past treated the natives according to the rules of Equity and Justice, it would have been quite sufficient to have ingaged them in our interest and to have kept them in amity and friendship with us. And that even now they might in a little time be attach'd to us by such treatment. But this I confess I despair









of if every private person must be left at his liberty to treat them as he pleases, and to defraud them of all they have: which I take to be the case in New York Government, who lie next the Five Nations and have their trade; tho’ in this Province we have good laws in force to restrain private persons from selling them strong drink.

2. We should also exercise that kindness and generosity towards them that shall convince them that it is for their interest to be in friendship with us. We should not, in a case of such importance, content ourselves with being barely · just in our treatment of them, but we should also be kind and generous, as a proper expedient to obtain the end propos’d. I am aware I shall here be quick interrupted with this exclamation—“What! kind and genswer: We have good authority for being kind to the unthankful and the evil; and if that good Being who recommends it to us had not given an example of it in his dealings with us, how deplorable had our state been! This kind temper and behaviour is recommended to us in the Gospel not only because it is the will of our Heavenly Father that we should be kind, but also because the exercise of it answers excellent ends; produces very good and desirable effects, such as love, friendship, peace, &c. And while we make a profession of Christianity, it is pity the practice of it, in so material an article, should be objected against. And is it not very proper that we should exercise kindness and generosity to the poor natives, when there is a strong probability of its being of very happy consequence both to them and us?

A great deal of kindness and generosity has been exercis’d towards the River Indians at Housatunnuk, by this Government, by the honourable Corporation at home, by their honourable and Rev. Commissioners at Boston, by the Rev. Mr. Hollis, by the Rev. Mr. Sergeant, Mr. Woodbridge and others; and the consequence has been very happy as to them; they are brought to the Knowledge of 1 In the original this is “bearly."














the Gospel and to a Christian profession: and many of them, we hope, to the saving knowledge of God. We also have found the benefit of this kind usage of them; for thereby they are become our hearty friends, are united to us in their affections, and were a means in the hand of Providence of covering our most western frontiers in the last war. And were the like kindness shown by us to other tribes, is there not room to hope that the effects might be alike happy? If townships suitable for Indians to settle in were provided in our frontiers, and it were propos'd to them that if they would come and settle in them, they should not only enjoy the land as their own but also have a Minister supported among them to instruct them in the Christian religion, and also a school-master to teach their children to read and write—would not this induce

many of them, especially of the better sort, to come and settle in our borders, and would they not cover our frontiers in case of a war with France?

What has been done for the Indians at Stockbridge has doubtless been much observ'd and approv'd of, by the natives far and near.

That there is a school set up at Canada, in imitation of Mr. Sergeant's school at Stockbridge, and a large number of scholars in it, we have heard and receive for truth. That the French, who esteem ignorance to be the mother of devotion, and do not desire to teach the Indians anything more than to say their beads and to cross themselves, have done this out of choice, is not at all likely. They do not desire that their Indians should become a knowing people. But yet, being sensible that the report of Mr. Sergeant's school had spread itself far and wide, and that their Indians were pleas’d with the method the English had taken to furnish the natives with knowledge, they apprehended that unless something like it were done among them, there would be danger of the Indians repairing to us for instruction; and to prevent this and to ingage them to themselves, they set up their school. This I conjecture is the truth of

and if so it is manifest that the Indians are inclin'd to seek




the case;









after knowledge, and therefore would be dispos’d to hearken to such kind and generous proposals if they were made to them. And who can tell but that this, that or the other tribe would gladly settle such towns if they were invited to it in a proper manner?

3. Another step, and perhaps the most promising one we can take to ingage the Indians in friendship with us, is to send missionaries among their respective tribes, Ministers and School-masters, to instruct them in the principles, and to persuade them to the practice, of Christianity. Tho' they have so long liv'd near us and been conversant with us, yet they remain ignorant of the way

of salvation, strangers to the Gospel, and are perishing for lack of knowledge: a case that might well move our pity and compassion towards them and put us upon doing what we can for their relief. And whether our former neglect of things of this nature has not been provoking to Heaven may be worthy of our serious enquiry. The interest the Rev. Mr. Barclay had in the Mohawks while he was with them, the reformation of manners he wrought among them, their willingness to receive instruction, and their engagedness to prosecute learning, are a plain indication that faithful missionaries would be welcome to them. And the Five Nations being nearest us and their friendship of very great consequence, it might be proper to begin with them; and what has been done among them by Mr. Barclay and others might be no small help in the case. -should send persons well qualified for the business to reside among them, and support them well, there would be no foundation for any jealousy that we have an ill design upon them, and if at any time such jealousies should arise they would soon subside upon the Indians having a little experience of our kindness and friendship to them. The prudent conduct and faithful labours of such Missionaries might, by the blessing of God, serve to remove their barbarity, correct their manners, reform their lives, promote in them vertuous sentiments, and by degrees form them to true religion. This we may hope would be the happy event with respect to many




If we









of them, tho' not to all; and if by much labour and expence it might be brought to pass, should we not find our account in it: for what would be the charge of supporting a few missionaries, compar'd with that of an Indian war? And is there not great probability that such measures would in a few years' time attach them to us in a hearty friendship? And if the Five Nations, who are a terror to and have in great measure the command of, other tribes, were indeed our friends and made so by such obligations laid upon them, would it not be an effectual means of restraining other Indians from giving us trouble in case of a war?

The general objection here I am sensible will be: “There is no likelihood of succeeding, and therefore it is not worth while to make any trial—it would only be to spend labour and money to no good purpose”—to which I reply: How can we draw the conclusion before we have made the experiment? Have we ever made any proper trial, and found ourselves disappointed? And can it be look'd upon [as] just to draw such a conclusion in a case of such importance, unless we had better grounds for it?

It is true Mr. Sergeant made a visit to the Susquehanna Indians; Mr. Brainard also, in his day, did the same without success: but we know that the excuse those Indians made was, that they held their lands of the Five Nations, and therefore could not comply with such a motion till their consent was first obtain'd. And besides, shall we esteem two or three visits made by private persons a sufficient trial in this case? Sufficient indeed it was to show that those good Gentlemen were possest of an excellent spirit, and of a laudable zeal for the good of the poor natives: but yet I apprehend not sufficient to discourage further attempts. If those Gentlemen, who went in a private capacity, had sustain'd a publick character, perhaps they had been more regarded. But however, when we have us’d our best endeavours and they indeed prove unsuccessful, we may be excusable; but can we look upon ourselves so, if we sit









still and use no endeavours for the help of those poor benighted people?

If proper attempts should be made for Christianizing the Five Nations, there would, I am sensible, some notable difficulties lie in the way, but yet perhaps none but what might be surmounted.

One difficulty that would doubtless attend such a laudable undertaking would arise from those who maintain a private trade among them, from which they reap great gain; especially by the article of rum, too much of which they convey to them, and by the influence of which the Indians are easily defrauded.

These traders would be very sensible that if Christianity should prevail among those nations, the hope of their gain would be gone; and seeing by this craft they have their wealththey would use their utmost endeavours to dissuade the Indians from embracing the ways of religion. They in fact did so at Housatunnuk, where the number of Indians was small and their trade not so considerable (as the foregoing history shews). How much more then will they do it if endeavours should be us'd to convert the Mohawks, whose trade is vastly more advantageous. But as the Indians at Housatunnuk, by Mr. Sergeant's help saw thro’ the artifice they us’d and were made sensible of the selfish views of the traders, so doubtless the Five Nations may easily be inform’d, and the obstruction soon removed.

Another difficulty will arise from the false insinuations of Romish emissaries, who will not fail to tell them that we are about to teach them a false religion, and if they hearken to us they will all certainly be damn’d. But when those Indians are properly inform’d of the conduct of the French and other Roman Catholicks, how they deny the use of the Bible to the common people among themselves, and that they have no design to acquaint the Indians with the Word of God, and on the other hand that our design is not
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to impose upon them, but to open the Bible to them, to enable them to read it and to judge for themselves, will not this satisfy them of our honest intentions towards them and of the safety and propriety of their examining things, that they may form a judgment for themselves? 

A third, and perhaps much the greatest difficulty that would attend this good design is that those Indians esteem themselves Christians already, and value themselves upon being as good Christians as their neighbours. Mr. Sergeant, in his Journal of November 25, 1734, says:

“The Mohawks are generally professors of Christianity, but for want of instruction have but little of it in reality.”

They are so ignorant of the principles of religion that they know not the difference between one who is baptiz'd and calls himself a Christian, and one who lives agreeably to the rules Christ has given us to walk by. They are not sensible of the necessity of being conform’d to those rules of vertue and holiness which Christ has prescrib'd. Romish emissaries have baptiz'd some of them, others (as I have been inform’d) have been baptiz'd by Dutch Ministers; and they esteem it a privilege belonging to them to have their children baptiz’d, whenever they present them, without any regard being had either to the qualifications of the parent or the religious education of the child. When the Rev. Mr. Spencer was among them a few years ago they were much displeased that he declin’d baptizing some children whose parents were notoriously ignorant, vicious and wicked. Some Indians from Canada, who had an English woman to their mother, came a few years past to Westfield to visit their English relations there, and while they stay'd at that place they had a child born, and were much offended with the Rev. Mr. Balantine, who declin’d baptizing of it as they desir'd. Since the Rev. Mr. Edwards has been at Stockbridge, one of the Mohawks residing there had a child born, and was highly affronted because Mr. Edwards

1 John Ballantine, pastor of the Congregational Church, 1741-1767.









did not baptize it upon his desire. From these instances it is evident that they account their children have right to baptism whenever they desire it. And being baptized they esteem them good Christians, whatever their conversation may be: for they derive their notions of Christianity not from the Bible (to which they are strangers), but from the example of the Dutch and French, with whom they are conversant, and who profess themselves to be Christians.




And so far forth as being baptized in the forementioned manner, and calling themselves Christians will make them so, they are so to be esteem'd. Now these things being so, it may prove a difficult thing to make them sensible that drunkenness and other vicious practices are inconsistent with Christianity; because those Christians who fall under their observation give them an example of vice, and go such lengths therein.

But yet I apprehend this difficulty might also be remov’d, by giving them a just and true account of the nature and extent of the Christian Religion; by informing them what the will of Christ is; how he expects that we should be conform’d to his likeness and to his laws. The Indians are as capable of hearing reasons and giving them their weight, as other men; and it is because they know not what Christianity is that they esteem themselves Christians in their present circumstances. When they are made acquainted with the terms of salvation propos'd in the Gospel, and what they must do to inherit eternal life, when they are well instructed in the doctrines of Christ, they will be sensible that the religion which they now have is little or nothing like that which is taught by the Gospel. When Mr. Edwards refus’d to baptize a Mohawk child born at Stockbridge (which I have before mentioned) and they were very much displeas'd with him on that account, he went to them, gave them the reasons of his conduct and inform’d them as clearly as he was able of the nature and end of baptism. Those Indians receiv’d









the force of his reasons, and appear'd to be satisfy'd and contented, when he had taken pains to inform them; and I doubt not but proper instruction and information would remove the difficulty I have been speaking of.

Tho' Christianizing those Indians may prove a difficult work, yet if our endeavours might, by the Divine blessing, be succeeded, would not the advantage thence arising to them and us more than compensate the pains and expence we should be at? And is there not so much ground to hope for success as should induce us to make the experiment?

I shall now conclude by briefly suggesting a few things not yet mentioned, the serious consideration of which may excite us to use our best endeavours for the conversion of the neighbouring Indians to the Christian faith:

1. And in the first place, should not the consideration of the Divine bounty and goodness bestow'd upon us, excite us to imploy part of that undeserv'd goodness to promote the knowledge of God, our bountiful benefactor, among those who are destitute of it? Thro' the undeserv'd favour and blessing of God we have been prosperous in our secular affairs, succeeded in our husbandry, trade, &c., and are become a wealthy people; and, were we as willing as we are able, might we not spare large sums for the propagation of the Gospel among the heathen? Ought we not then to shew our gratitude to the glorious Author of all our comforts by imploying a part of his bounty to promote the Redeemer's Kingdom? Is it not fit that we should thus honour the Lord with our substance? Does it not lie as a reproach upon us who make an high profession, that we expend so little to promote the knowledge of God among the Natives, and so much to ill purposes? Were what we imploy in unnecessary expences, by which pride and luxury are indulged and nourished, imploy'd in the laudable method I am recommending, would it not be sufficient well to support a multitude of mis









sionaries among the neighbouring tribes? Would it not probably be a means of turning many of them from the power of Satan to God, and would it not be an odour of a sweet smell, a sacrifice acceptable, well-pleasing to God?' And seeing God, by his blessings, has inabled us to contribute to such a good design, should we not chearfully give of our substance for the spiritual benefit of the perishing heathen?

2. Should not the light and grace of the Gospel, which we, thro’ Divine goodness enjoy, be a stronger argument still to excite us to endeavour the conversion of the heathen. A few generations back we were in a state of heathenism, as they now are: aliens from the commonwealth of Israel, and without God in the world; 2 but thro’ Divine goodness the Dayspring from on high has visited us, and we enjoy the light and privilege of the Gospel dispensation. Seeing then God has had compassion on us, and bestow'd upon us those richest blessings, ought we not to have compassion on the neighbouring heathen, and use our best endeavours that they also may be made partakers of the light and blessings of the Gospel?

3. Should we not be mov'd to such charitable endeavours from the consideration of the wretched and forlorn circumstances in which the

poor 
     Natives 


appear before our eyes? We often behold those piteous objects, appearing half naked and almost starv'd; which is the effect of their vicious way of living. We see them also in the depths of ignorance and barbarity, wholly unacquainted with the way of salvation and quite unconcern'd for their eternal good; and yet their powers, both of body and mind, are not inferior to our own. Were they brought to civility and industry they might stand upon equal ground with us, respecting the comforts of life; and were they instructed in Divine things, made acquainted




1 Phil. 4:18.




2 Ephes. 2:12.









with the great and important truths of the Gospel, they might stand as fair for the Kingdom of Heaven as we do. Should not our eyes therefore affect our hearts when we behold them in such miserable circumstances, and should we not exert ourselves in all proper ways for their help? Did the wounds of the poor man half dead, who fell among thieves, plead with so much eloquence for human compassion as the unhappy state of the poor Natives does for Christian charity? And if the compassion of a Samaritan was mov’d by the former, how much more should the bowels of a Christian be mov'd by the latter.

4. The noble example of some generous and pious persons at home may well excite us to liberal contributions for the benefit of the poor heathen. Not only publick Societies, but also private persons in Great Britain, have generously and liberally contributed for the benefit of the Natives in this distant part of the world, as the foregoing History shows. Tho’ they are at 3,000 miles distance, and never beheld, as we do, those miserable objects, yet from a truly pious and generous spirit they have sent over their liberal contributions, that the heathen, by their means, may be inform’d in the way of life. Verily they shall not lose their reward. A noble example they set before us, most worthy our imitation; and how can we excuse ourselves if we neglect to copy after it? Some indeed may plead their inability, but this is not the case of all. Are there not among us many wealthy merchants and traders? Are there not also many farmers who abound in wealth, upon the lands which were a few years ago the property of the Indians who now stand in need of their charity? Should not such persons be mov'd by the generous examples of others, to help forward the noble design of converting the heathen? Yea, are not the people in general able to do something to help forward so good a design? And will it not lie as a reproach upon us if we, who make a high profession of religion prove void of charity when we are so loudly call'd to the exercise of it, not only by the laudable example of









generous benefactors at home, but also by the perishing circumstances of the neighbouring Indians? I shall only add my hearty wishes that this American Continent, which for ages unknown has been a seat of darkness and full of the habitations of cruelty, may become a scene of light and love; that the Heathen in it, who have been wont to thirst after blood, may hunger and thirst after righteousness; that the wilderness and solitary place may be glad for them, the desert rejoice and blossom as the rose; that the glory of Lebanon may be given unto it, the excellency of Carmel and Sharon; that they may see the glory of the Lord and the Excellency of our God.'
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THIS DEPOT

consists of seven prisons, each calculated to contain from eleven to fifteen hundred men, who are under the care of an agent appointed by and under the control of the Transport Board. Here are stationed as guards upwards of two thousand well - disciplined militia and two companies of Royal Artillery. The prisons are all strongly built of stone, and are surrounded by two circular walls, the outer wall measuring one mile in circumference, and on

A the inner wall are military walks for the sentinels. Within this wall are iron palisades, distant about twenty feet, which are ten feet in height. Adjoining the outer wall are guard houses, placed north, east and south. There are separate yards which communicate with each other through a passage about one hundred and fifty feet long and twenty broad, guarded on each side by iron bars, over which, and fronting No. 4, is a military walk for sentinels. Opposite this passage is the Market Square; passing into either yard you go through two iron gates, so that all communication may be stopped at pleasure, which is often done to annoy and vex the prisoners. The first yard contains three prisons, viz. Nos. 1, 2, and 3, of which Nos. 1 and 3 only are occupied, No. 2 standing

DESCRIPTION OF DARTN void. The next yard, which contains No. 4, is solely occupied by blacks, and is separated from the The inside of the prisons present a melancho other yards by two stone walls about fifteen feet in height. The next yard contains Nos. 5, 6, rather calculated to receive cattle than human bei and 7, of which Nos. 5 and 7 only are occupied, No. 6 standing void.

railings) stands the condemned prison, a place of pa
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four persons having been sentenced by the British Govern ment to suffer im

prisonment during the war for attempting to blow up a prize. This

prison is calculated to contain sixty men, who are allowed a blanket and straw instead of their ordinary bed

ding. Their daily allowance of provisions is considerably reduced.

A small aperture near the roof admits BU

the light. Fronting No. 1 yard is a wall separating it from the hospital, and fronting No. 3 is another wall, separating it from the inner

barracks. The Market Square (which fronts the

passage leading from one yard to another) is nearl OD [:DD

square, and will contain five thousand persons. The

market is opened every day (Sundays excepted) at 11 o'clock, and is closed at two. It is productive of no small profit to the country people. At the upper part of the market are two storehouses, one for prisoners and the other for King's stores, &c.

The other buildings attached to the depot are houses for the turn

keys, clerks, one for the agent, and another for the doctor. OR PRISON, ENGLAND.

To enter either of the prison yards from without, you must pass through

five gates. Fronting the outer gate is a reservoir of water, which is brought isagreeable aspect; one would imagine they were the distance of six miles by means of a canal which supplies the different yards. The hospital is under orth of No. 1 (between the inner wall and iron the supervision of a physician, who has two assistants. The buildings with numbers attached are it for various offenses committed by individuals ; prisons of 180 feet long by 40 feet wide, except Nos. 2 and 6, which are something smaller.
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE




Benjamin Waterhouse, the author of the fullest account of the experiences of American prisoners of war in England during the War of 1812, was born in Newport, R. I., March 4, 1754, and died in Cambridge, Mass., October 2, 1846. He studied medicine in Newport, London, Edinburgh and Leyden, where he was graduated in 1780. Settling in Newport he was professor of medicine at Harvard from 1783 to 1812 and professor of Natural History at Brown University from 1784 to 1791. In 1812 he retired from the practice of medicine, and became medical supervisor of the military posts in New England, a post he held until 1825. In 1799 he subjected his family to the experiment of vaccination, which he vindicated against public and professional ridicule. He was an ardent supporter of Jefferson, and author of several medical books; but the one we reprint and an essay on “Junius are his only secular productions.

The “ Journal of a Young Man ” does not appear to be autobiographical — as he is not recorded as serving in the Navy — yet it is so vivid and lifelike that it must have been written or dictated by a participant in the scenes described. Possibly the real author shunned publicity — and so did Dr. Waterhouse, for no name was ever appended to the book, but Mr. Sabin is authority for crediting it to him.
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A JOURNAL OF A YOUNG MAN OF

MASSACHUSETTS




N December 1812, I found a schooner fitting out of Salem as a privateer. She had only four carriage guns and ninety men. By the fifth of January, 1813, she was ready to sail and only

wanted some young man to go as assistant surgeon of her. The offer was made to me, when without much reflection or consultation of friends, I stepped on board her in that capacity, with no other ideas than that of a pleasant cruise and making a fortune. With this in view we steered for the coast of Brazil, which we reached about the first of February.

Our first land-fall was not the most judicious, for we made the coast in the night, and in the morning found ourselves surrounded with breakers. Fortunately for us a Portuguese schooner was outside of us, and we hoisted out our boat and went on board her and received from her commander and officers directions for clearing ourselves from these dangerous breakers. We were then about sixty miles below Cape St. Roque. The captain of the Portuguese vessel kindly informed us where to get water, in a bay then before

We had English colours flying, and all this time passed for a British vessel.

In a few hours we cast anchor in the bay, when our Captain went on shore and when he had discovered the watering place he returned on board, and sent his water casks to be filled; but the inhabitants collected around our men, and shewed, by their gestures and grimaces, a disposition to drive us away. It is probable that they only wanted to make us pay for the water; for it is the way of all the inhabitants of the sea shores every where to profit by the distresses of those who are cast upon them. But pretending not to understand them, we got what water was necessary.




us.









The next day a Portuguese ship of war came into the bay, on which we thought it prudent to haul off, as we thought it not so easy to impose on a public ship as a private one, with our English colours and uniform. In beating up to Pernambuco we spoke with vessels every day, but they were all Portuguese. When near to St. Salvadore we were in great danger of capture by a British frigate, whom we mistook for a large merchantman until she came within half musket shot of us, but luckily for us it died away calm, when we out with our oars, which seamen call sweeps, and in spite of their round and

grape shot we got clear of her without any serious injury. We would remark here that sailors have a dialect of their own, and a phraseology by themselves. Instead of right side and left side they say starboard and larboard. To tie a rope fast is to belay it. To lower down a sail, or to pull down a colour, is to dowse it, and so of many other things. These peculiar phrases have been adopted from the Dutch and from the Danes, nations from whom the English learnt navigation. We may occasionally use some of these terms, when it cannot well be avoided.

Our Captain was not an American, neither was he an Englishman. He was a little bit of a man, of a swarthy complexion, and did not weigh perhaps more than an hundred pounds by the scale. During the firing our little man stood upon

the taff rail, swung his sword, d—d the English and praised his own men. He had been long enough in the United States to acquire property and information, and credit enough to command a schooner of four guns and ninety men. The crew considered him a brave man and a good sailor, but not over generous in his disposition. Whether the following is a proof of it, I cannot determine:

He allowed the crew but one gill of New England rum per day, which they thought an under dose for a Yankee. They contended for more, but he refused it. They expostulated and he remained obstinate; when at length, they one and all declared that they









would not touch a rope unless he agreed to double the allowance, to half a pint. The Captain was a very abstemious man himself, and being very small in person he did not consider that a man four times as big required twice as much rum to keep his sluggish frame in the same degree of good spirits. He held out against his crew for two days, during which time they never one of them so much as lifted a spun yarn. The weather was, be sure, very mild and pleasant. I confess, however, that I was very uneasy, under the idea that we might all perish from the obstinacy of the crew on one side and the firmness of the little man on the other. Our Captain found that his government was democratical; and perceiving that the weather was about to change he conceded to the large and fearful majority, and New England spirit carried the day against a temperate European commander.

This habit of rum drinking makes a striking difference between the military of ancient and modern days. If a Roman soldier or a Carthaginian sailor had his cloathing, his meat and his bread and his vinegar, he was contented, and rarely was guilty of mutiny. But the modern soldier and sailor must in addition to these have his rum or brandy, and his tobacco; and deprive him of these two articles, which are neither food nor clothing, and he infallibly mutinies; that is, he runs the risk of the severest punishment, even that of death, rather than renounce them. I have observed among sailors that they bear the deprivation of rum with more patience than the deprivation of tobacco. On granting the crew half a pint of rum a day they gave three cheers, and went to work with the greatest cheerfulness and alacrity.

The next day we descried three sail steering for St. Salvadore. We gave chace to them, but when we came within gun shot of the sternmost she fired her stern chacers at us. We brought our four guns on one side to attack, or to defend ourselves, as we should find ourselves circumstanced; but night coming on we saw no more of them.









Our water growing short, we determined to gain our former watering place; but not being able to reach it easily, we anchored off a little settlement, twenty miles distant from the place where we watered before. Here our captain put on a British uniform and waited on the commandant of the place, who, although he treated him with politeness, gave evident suspicions that he was not an English officer. To prevent the awkward consequences of a detection, our captain promised to send off a barrel of hams and a keg of butter. Under the expectation of the fulfilment of this rather rash promise, our crafty commander returned to his vessel and left the place very early next morning.

It was now the middle of March, and we had taken nothing, neither had we fired our cannon excepting at a miserable sort of a half boat and half raft, called a Catamaran, made of five light logs, with a triangular sail. From the men on this miserable vessel we got information of a good watering place, where we soon anchored. The commandant of this little settlement was of the colour of our North American Indians, and so were his family, but the rest were nearly as black as negroes. He lived in a house covered and worked in with long grass; he offered us snuff out of a box tipped with silver, but every thing else looked very rude and simple. While we were getting our water the females hovered round us. They had long black and shining hair, and wore a long white cotton garment like a shirt or shift. They seemed to admire our complexions. One of these women, more forward than the rest, opened the bosom of one of our fairest young men, to see if his body was as white as his face. She appeared to be highly amused with the discovery, and called her companions to come and view the phe

He shewed a similar curiosity as it concerned her, but she shrunk from it with the apparent delicacy of polished life, before so many men.

Just as we were about embarking the commandant told our captain that he had just received a message from the commandant of
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Gomora to seize him and all his crew and send them to Pernambuco, but that he should not obey him. We now set sail for the United States, and had not been at sea long before we were chased by a frigate, but outsailed her.

On the 20th of May we made Gay Head, which is the shining remains of an extinguished volcano, on the west end of Martha's Vineyard. The next morning we discovered a ship and a brig standing for us. We tacked and stood for the ship until we found that she was a man of war, and then we wore round for the brig, she being nearest of our own size. We now for the first time hoisted American colours, when the brig gave us a broadside, and kept up a constant fire upon us, but we soon left her by our superior sailing and management. The frigate, for such she proved to be, was not so easily got rid of. She was to the windward of us when we first saw her. She came within gunshot about noon, she firing her bow-chacers and we our stern-chacers. At length she came almost within musket shot of us, when she fired repeated broadsides into our little schooner, so as to cut away almost all our rigging, when our brave little captain went down below after telling the men to fight it out; but they prudently struck their colours. A boat soon came on board of us with a Lieutenant and twelve marines, swearing most bravely at the d-d Yankees. But as our men had, according to custom when a vessel surrenders, seized whatever casks of liquor they could come at, soon filled out a few horns of gin, and passed it round among the marines, which inspired them with good nature, and for a moment they seemed "all hail fellows well met.” The boarding officer did not appear to be so intent in securing the vessel, as in searching every hole and corner for small articles to pocket. We were soon ordered on board of his Britannic Majesty's ship the Tenedos, Captain Parker.

I had always entertained a respectable opinion of the British, especially of their national marine. I had read British history and listened to British songs, and had heard from my childhood of the
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superior bravery and generosity of the British sailor, and had entertained a real respect for their character; and being of a family denominated Federalists, I may be said to have entered the frigate Tenedos, Captain Parker, with feelings and expectations very different from what I should have felt had we been at war with the French, and had it been a frigate of that nation that had captured

The French are a people marked by nature as well as by customs and habits, a different nation from us. Their language is different; their religion is different, and so are their manners. All these things have conspired in making a wall of separation between us and that lively people. But it is not so with the English. Our language, religion, customs, habits, manners, institutions, and above all books, have united to make us feel as if we were but children of the same great family, only divided by the Atlantic ocean. All these things have a natural and habitual tendency to unite us, and nothing but the unfeeling and contemptuous treatment of us by the British military generally, could have separated us. With all these feelings and partialities about me, I went from our schooner over the side of the British frigate with different feelings from what I should, had I been going on board an enemy's ship of the French, Spanish or Portuguese nation. But what was my change of feelings, on being driven with the rest all up in a corner like hogs, and then marched about the deck for the strutting captain of the frigate to view and review us like cattle in a market before the drover or butcher.

When our baggage was brought on board, the master of arms took every portable article from us, not leaving us a jack knife, penknife or razor. We Americans never conduct so towards British prisoners. We always respect the private articles of the officer and sailor.

On the same day we were put on board the brig Curler, Lieutenant Head, a polite and humane gentleman, and much beloved by his own crew. He is, I am informed, son of an English
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Baronet. He is a plain, honest man, with easy, elegant manners, and very unlike the sputtering commander of the Tenedos, a man who allowed us to be stripped of all our little pocket articles. We were kept very close while on board the Curlew, because her crew was very weak, principally decrepit old men and boys, but then we were kindly spoken to and respectfully and humanely treated by Lieutenant Head, and his worthy surgeon. We can discover real gentlemen at sea, as well as on shore.

We were landed in Halifax, the principal British port of North America, and the capital of Nova Scotia, on the 29th of May, 1813. We were soon surrounded by soldiers, and being joined by a number of our countrymen, recently captured, we attempted to be marshalled and paraded in military order, so as to make as grand a show as possible, as we marched through the streets to prison. The first thing they did was to make us stand in platoons, and then the commanding officer stationed a soldier on the flanks of each platoon to keep us regular, and to march and wheel according to rule. The word was then given to march, when we all ran up together just as we were when the strutting Captain Parker reviewed us on the deck of the Tenedos. We were then commanded to halt. As we have no such word of command on board of an American privateer, some crowded on, while a few stopped. The young officer tried again, and made us stand all in a

Some of the crew told their comrades that when the captain sung out "halt,” he meant "avast," and that then they should all stop. When we were all in order again, the scarlet-coated young gentleman, with a golden swash on his left shoulder, gave a second time the word of command—“march”—when we got into the like confusion, again, when he cried out in a swearing passion, "halt"on which some stopped short, and some walked on, when the whole squad burst out a-laughing. I know not what would have been the consequence of his passion had not a navy officer standing by observed to him that they were not soldiers but sailors, who knew




row.









nothing about military marching, or military words of command; when the young man told us to march on in our own way; upon which our sailors stuck their fists in their pockets, and scrabbled and reeled on as sailors always do; for a sailor does not know how to walk like a landsman. On which account I have been informed, since my return from captivity, that all our seamen that were sent from Boston to Sackett's harbour, on Lake Ontario, were transported in coaches with four horses, chartered for the express purpose; and that it was common for many weeks together, to see a dozen of the large stage coaches setting out from Boston in a morning, full of sailors going up to the lakes to man the fleets of Commodores Perry, Chauncey and M'Donough. The former of these commanders told the writer that he never allowed a sailor destined for his squadron to walk a single day. Those merry fellows used to ride through the country with their colours and streamers and music, and heaving the lead amidst the acclamations of the country people. While these things were thus conducted in New England, the people of Old England were simple enough to believe that the war with England was unpopular. They judged of us by our party newspapers.

The soldiers marched us about two miles, when we came to the spot where we were to take boat for Melville Island, the place of our imprisonment. When we arrived at the gates of the prison hammocks and blankets were served out to us, as our names were called over.

We were then ordered into the prison yard. And here I must remark, that I shall never forget the first impression which the sight of my wretched-looking countrymen made on my feelings. Here we were at once surrounded by a ragged set of quidnuncs, eagerly inquiring, What news?—where we were taken? and how? and what success we had met with before we were taken? and every possible question, for American curiosity to put to a promiscuous set of new comers.

After satisfying these brave fellows, who felt an uncommon in









terest in the events of the war and the news of the day I had time to notice the various occupations of these poor fellows. Some were washing their own clothes; others mending them. Others were intent on ridding their shirts and other clothing from lice, which, to the disgrace of the British government, are allowed to infest our prisoners. It may, in part, be owing to the nastiness and negligence of the prisoners themselves, but the great fault and the disgrace remain with the British. Whoever could say that criminals confined in our State prisons were infected with vermin? Were our prison ships in Boston or Salem ever known to be lousy?

The buildings on Melville Island are constructed of wood. Beside the prison there is a cooking house, barracks for soldiers, and a storehouse; a house for the officers, and another for the surgeon. There are a couple of cannon pointing towards the prison, and a Telegraph, for the purpose of giving intelligence to the fort which overlooks this island and the town of Halifax. These buildings are painted red, and have upon the whole, a neat appearance. The prison itself is two hundred feet in length, and fifty in breadth. It is two stories high; the upper one is for officers, and for the infirmary and dispensary; while the lower part is divided into two prisons, one for the French the other for Americans. The prison yard is little more than an acre, the whole island being little more than five acres. It is connected on the south side with the main land by a bridge. The parade, so called, is between the Turnkey's house and the barracks. From all which it

may

be gathered that Melville Island is a very humble garrison, and a very dreary spot for the officer who commands there.

The view from the prison exhibits a range of dreary hills. On the northern side are a few scattered dwellings, and some attempts at cultivation; on the southern nothing appears but immense piles of rocks, with bushes scattered here and there in their hollows and crevices; if their summer appearance conveys the idea of barrenness, their winter appearance must be dreadful in this region of









almost everlasting frost and snow. This unfruitful country is rightly named New Scotland. Barren and unfruitful as old Scotland is, our Nova Scotia is worse. If Churchill were alive, what might he not say of this rude and unfinished part of creation that glories in the name of New Scotland? The picture would here be complete if it were set off with here and there a meagre and dried up Highlander, without shoes, stockings or breeches, with a ragged plaid, a little blue flat bonnet, sitting on a bleak rock playing a bagpipe, and singing the glories of a country that never was conquered! To finish the picture, you have to imagine a dozen more ragged raw-boned Scotchmen, sitting on the bare rocks around the piper, knitting stockings to send to England and America, where they can afford to wear them. Such is Scotia old and new, whose sons are remarkable for their inveterate hatred of the Americans, as we shall see in the course of this narrative.

As to the inside of the prison at Melville Island, if the American reader expects to hear it represented as a place resembling the large prisons for criminals in the United States, such as those at Boston, Charlestown, New York or Philadelphia, he will be sadly disappointed. Some of these prisons are as clean, and nearly as comfortable, as some of the monasteries and convents in Europe. Our new prisons in the United States reflect great honour on the nation. They speak loudly that we are a considerate and humane people; whereas the prison at Halifax, erected solely for the safe keeping of prisoners of war, resembles an horse stable, with stalls or stanchions for separating the cattle from each other. It is to a contrivance of this sort that they attach the cords that support those canvas bags, or cradles, called hammocks. Four tier of these hanging nests were made to swing one above another, between these stalls or stanchions. To those unused to these lofty sleeping-berths they were rather unpleasant situations for repose. But use makes every thing easy.

The first time I was shut up for the night in this prison, it dis









tressed me too much to close my eyes. Its closeness and smell were in a degree disagreeable, but this was trifling to what I experienced afterwards in another place. The general hum and confused noise from almost every hammock was at first very distressing. Some would be lamenting their hard fate at being shut up like negro slaves in a Guinea ship, or like fowls in a hen coop, for no crime but for fighting the battles of their country. Some were cursing and execrating their oppressors; others, late at night, were relating their adventures to a new prisoner; others lamenting their aberrations from rectitude and disobedience to parents and headstrong wilfulness, that drove them to sea, contrary to their parents' wish, while others, of the younger class, were sobbing out their lamentations at the thoughts of what their mothers and sisters suffered after knowing of their imprisonment. Not unfrequently the whole night was spent in this way, and when about day break the weary prisoner fell into a doze, he was waked from his slumber by the grinding noise of the locks and the unbarring of the doors, with the cry of “turn out-all out” when each man took down his hammock and lashed it up, and slung it on his back, and was ready to answer to the roll-call of the turnkey. If any, through natural heaviness or indisposition, was dilatory, he was sure to feel the bayonet of the brutal soldier, who appeared to us to have a natural antipathy to a sailor, and from what I observed I believe that in general little or no love is lost between them.

This prison is swept out twice a week, by the prisoners. The task is performed by the respective messes in turns. When the prison is washed, the prisoners are kept out until it is perfectly dry. This, in the wet seasons and in the severity of winter, is sometimes very distressing and dangerous to health; for there is no retiring place for shelter;—it is like a stable, where the cattle are either under cover, or exposed to the weather, be it ever so inclement.




When we arrived here in May, 1813, there were about nine hun
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dred prisoners; but many died by the severity of the winter; and the quantity of fuel allowed by the British government was insufficient to convey warmth through the prison. The men were cruelly harassed by the barbarous custom of mustering and parading them in the severest cold, and even in snow storms. The agent, Miller, might have alleviated the sufferings of our people, had he been so disposed, without relaxation of duty. But he, as well as the turnkey, named Grant, seemed to take delight in tormenting the Americans. This man would often keep the prisoners out for many hours, in the severest weather, when the mercury was ten and fifteen degrees below zero, under a pretext that the prison had been washed, and was not sufficiently dry for their reception, when in fact, every drop of water used was in a moment ice. People in the Southern States, and the inhabitants of England and Ireland, can form no adequate idea of the frightful climate of Nova Scotia. The description of the sufferings of our poor fellows, the past winter, was enough to make one's heart ache, and to rouse our indignation against the agents in this business.

Our people are sensible to kind treatment, and are ready to acknowledge humane and considerate conduct towards themselves or towards their companions; but they are resentful in proportion as they are grateful. They speak very generally of the conduct of Miller the agent, and Grant the turnkey, with disgust and resentment. A complaint was made to him of the badness of the beef served out to the prisoners, upon which he collected the prisoners and mounted the stair-case, began a most passionate harangue, declaring that the beef was good enough, and a d—d deal better than they had in their own country, and if they did not eat it, they should have none. He then went on as follows:-“Hundreds of

you

d-d "scoundrels, have been to me begging and pleading that I would “interpose my

influence that you might be the first to be exchanged, "to return home to your families, who were starving in your ab"sence, and now you have the impudence to tell me to my

face that









“the King's beef is not good enough for your dainty stomach. “Why some of that there beef is good enough for me to eat. You “are a set of mean rascals, you beg of an enemy the favours which “your own government won't grant you. You complain of ill “treatment, when you never fared better in your lives. Had you “been in a French prison and fed on horse-beef, you would have “some grounds of complaint; but here in his Brittanick Majesty's “royal prison, you have every thing that is right and proper for "persons taken fighting against his crown and dignity. There is “a surgeon here for you, if you are sick, and physick to take if you "are sick, and a hospital to go to into the bargain, and if you die “there are boards enough (pointing to a pile of lumber in the yard) "for to make you coffins, and an hundred and fifty acres of land "to bury you in; and if you are not satisfied with all this you may "die and be d—d.”—Having finished this eloquent harangue, orator Miller descended from his rostrum, and strutted out of the prison yard, accompanied with hisses from some of the prisoners.

On a re-examination however of the “King's beef,” some pieces were found too much tainted for a dog to eat, and the prisoners threw it over the pickets. After this the supply of wholesome meat was such as it ought to be; full good enough for Mr. Miller himself to eat; and some of the very best pieces good enough for Grant, the turnkey.

In all this business of provision for prisoners of war, one thing ought to be taken into consideration, which may be offered as an extenuation of crime alleged against the British agents for prisoners; and that is, that the American soldier and sailor live infinitely better in America than the same class of people do in Great Britain and Ireland. Generally speaking, an American eats three times the quantity of animal food that falls to the share of the same class of people in England, Holland, Germany, Denmark or Sweden. He sleeps more comfortably and lives in greater plenty of fish, flesh, vegetables and spirituous liquors. Add to this, his free









dom is in a manner unbounded. He speaks his mind to any man. If he thinks he is wronged he seeks redress with confidence; if he is insulted, he resents it; and if you should venture to strike him, he never will rest quiet under the dishonor; yet you seldom or ever hear of quarrels ending in murder. The dagger and pistol are weapons, in a manner unknown. The fist, à la mode de John Bull, is commonly the ultimatum of a Yankee's rage.

We often hear the British, if they are unsuccessful, lamenting the war between England and America; they call it an unhappy strife between brethren; and they attribute this “unnatural war” to a French influence; and their friends in New England, who are denominated Tories, use the same language; they say that all the odium of the war ought to fall on our administration and their wicked seducers the French; and yet you will find that both in England and at Halifax the French meet with better treatment than their dear brothers the Americans.




We found that there were about two hundred French prisoners in Nova Scotia. Some had been there ever since 1803. Few of them were confined in prison. The chief of them lived in or near the town of Halifax, working for the inhabitants, or teaching dancing, or fencing or their own language. Some were employed as butchers and cooks; others as nurses in the hospital; and they were every where favoured for their complaisance, obedience and good humour. They had the character of behaving better towards the British officers and inhabitants than the Americans, and I believe with reason; for our men seem to take a delight in plaguing, embarrassing and alarming those who were set over them. A Frenchman always tried to please, while many Americans seemed to take an equal delight in letting the Nova Scotians know that they longed to be at liberty to fight them again. I confess I do not wonder that the submissive, smiling Frenchmen made more friends at Halifax, than the ordinary run of American seamen, who seemed too









often to look and speak as if they longed to try again the tug of war with John Bull.

Sunday being a leisure day among the men of business in Halifax and its vicinity, the old refugees from the United States used to come round the prison to gratify their eyes, instead of going to a place of worship, with the sight of what they called "rebels.” These are generally Scotchmen, or sons of Scotchmen, and are very bitter against the Americans. Some of this class were clergymen, who came occasionally to pray and preach with us in prison. We paid every mark of respect to every modest and prudent minister who came among us to perform divine service; but we never could restrain our feelings when one of these refugee gentlemen came among us praying for King George and the royal family of England. The men considered it as an insult, and resented it accordingly. Some of these imprudent men would fulminate the vengeance of Heaven, for what they conceived political instead of moral errors. The prisoners respected some of these reverend gentlemen highly, while they despised some others. The priesthood, however, have less hold on the minds of the people of the United States, than of any other people on earth.

The Bishops and Church of England are fast destroying their own craft, by aiding the sly dissenters in spreading the Bible through every family in Britain and in America. In reading this blessed book, the people will see how Christianity has been corrupted. They will compare the arch-bishops and dignified clergy of the present degenerate days, with the plainness of our Saviour, and with the simplicity of the holy fisherman and other of his disciples. Before this book the factitious institutions and gorgeous establishments of the modern priesthood will fade and die, like Jonah's gourd. The English Episcopacy never has nor ever will take deep root in the United States. It can never flourish in the American soil. Even the Roman Catholic religion is here a humble and rational thing. Its ministers are highly respected, because









their lives adorn their doctrines; and the parochial care of their flock, who are principally Irish, is seen and commended. It is observed throughout our sea ports that the seafaring people are generous supporters of their ministers; but these same people can never be made to pay tythes, or to hear and support a minister whom they had not directly or remotely chosen. This is the predominant sentiment of all the Anglo-Americans.

The daily allowance of the British government to our prisoners is one pound of bread, one pound of beef, and one gill of peas. Over and above this we received from the American agent a sufficiency of coffee, sugar, potatoes and tobacco. The first may be called the bare necessaries of life, but the latter contribute much to its comfortable enjoyment. Whether the British government ought not to have found the whole I am not prepared to determine; but certainly, before this addition from our own agent our men complained bitterly.

In justice to Mr. Miller, the British agent, I ought to record that he paid great attention to the cleanliness of the prison and to the clothes of the men; and I must, at the same time, say that some of our men were very dirty, lazy fellows, that required constantly spurring up to keep them from being offensive. This indolent and careless disposition was observed to be chiefly among those who had been formerly intemperate; they felt the loss of their beloved stimulants, and their spirits sunk, and they had rather lie down and rot, and die, than exert themselves. There were a few who seemed to be like hogs, innately dirty, and who had rather be dirty than clean. Mr. Miller had therefore great merit in compelling these men to follow the rules prescribed to the whole prison. He has the thanks of every considerate American.

It was a common remark that the most indolent and most slovenly men were the most vicious; and a dirty external was a pretty sure indication of a depraved mind. Such as would not con









form to the rules of cleanliness were committed to the black-hole, which was under the prison, and divided into solitary cells. The agent had the power of confining a prisoner in one of these dungeons during ten days. It is to the credit of our seamen to remark that they co-operated with the agent most heartily in whatever tended to preserve the cleanliness of their persons, and they applauded the confinement of such as were disinclined to follow the salutary rules of the prison.

We were one day not a little shocked by the arrival of a number of American soldiers who were entrapped and taken with Colonel Boerstler, in Upper Canada. They exhibited a picture of misery, woe and despair. Their miserable condition called forth our sympathy and compassion, and I may add excited our resentment against the authors of their distress. These unfortunate landsmen had never been used to rough it like sailors, but had lived the easy life of farmers and mechanics. Some of them had never experienced the hardships of a soldier's life, but were raw, inexperienced militia men. They were taken at some creek between Fort George and Little York by the British and their allies the Indians, who stripped them of most of their clothing, and then wore them down by very long and harassing marches; first to Montreal, and then to Quebec; and soon after crowded them on board transports, like negroes in a Guinea ship, where some suffered death and others merely escaped it. It appears from their account and from every other account that the treatment of these poor fellows at their capture, and on their march, and more especially on board the transports from Quebec to Halifax, was barbarous in the extreme, and highly disgraceful to the British name and nation.

We have it asserted uniformly that the prisoners, who came from Quebec to Halifax and to Boston, down the St. Lawrence, were treated and provided for in a manner little above brutes. Colonel Scott, now Major General Scott, came by that route from Quebec to Boston, and it is well known that he complained that there was









neither accommodations, provisions, or any thing on board the ship proper for a gentleman. He spoke of the whole treatment he received with deep disgust and pointed resentment. If an officer of his rank and accomplishments had so much reason for complaint, we may easily conceive what the private soldier must endure.

We paid every attention in our power to these poor soldiers, whose emaciated appearance and dejection gave us reason to expect that an end would soon be put to their sufferings by death. They, however, recruited fast; and we were soon convinced that they were reduced to the condition we saw them in, absolutely for want of food. The account which these soldiers gave of their hardships was enough to fill with rage and resentment the heart of a saint. Four men were not allowed more provision than what was needful for one. They assured us that if they had not secretly come at some bags of ship bread, unknown to the officers of the transport, they must have perished for want of food. We cannot pass over one anecdote. Some fish were caught by our own people on the passage, in common with the crew, but they were compelled to deliver them all to the captain of the ship, who withheld them from the American prisoners. Some of the prisoners had a little money, and the captain of the transport was mean enough to take a dollar for a single codfish, from men in their situation. This fact has appeared in several Boston papers, with the names of the persons concerned, and has never been contradicted or doubted. We give this as the common report; and as the Boston newspapers circulated freely through Nova Scotia and Canada, we infer that had the story been void of truth it would have been contradicted.

Those Americans who have no other knowledge of the English character but what they gather from books made in London and from their dramatic productions, and from their national songs, would believe, as I myself once did, that John Bull, (by which name Dean Swift personified the whole nation) was an humane, tenderhearted, generous gentleman; but let him be once in the power of









an Englishman, or what is still worse, of a Scotchman, and it will correct his erroneous notions. An Englishman is strongly attached to his King and country, and thinks nothing on earth can equal them, while he holds all the rest of the world in comparative contempt. Until the days of Bonaparte the people of England really believed that one Englishman could flog six Frenchmen. They at one time had the same idea of us, Americans; but the late war has corrected their articles of belief. The humanity of the British is one of the most monstrous impositions.

The most glaring feature in the English character is a vainglorious ostentation, as is exhibited in their elegant and costly steeples, superb hospitals, useless cathedrals, lying columns; such as the monument near London bridge, which as Pope says of it,

“Lifts its tall head and lies." 




But if you wish to learn their real character, look at their bloody code of laws, read their wars with Wales, with Scotland and with Ireland. Look at India and at their own West India Islands. Look at the present border war carried on by associating themselves with our savages; look into this very prison, ask the soldiers just brought into it what they think of British humanity or British bravery. A reliance on British veracity and honour caused these poor fellows to surrender, when they found them worse than the Indians. These things may be forgiven, but they ought never to be forgotten.

Nova Scotia, or New Scotland, was formerly called Chebucto by the native Indians. It is a dreary region. The country for many miles west of Halifax is a continued range of mountains, rising one over the other as far as the eye can reach. The winters are severe, and the springs backward. The trees appeared to be as bare on the 26th of May as the same kind of trees do in the middle of March. To us there was something hideous in the aspect of their mountains; but this may have been partly owing to









our own hideous habitation, and low spirits. The same objects may have appeared charming in the eyes of a Scotch family, just arrived from the fag-end of the Island of Great Britain.

The capital, Halifax, was settled by a number of British subjects in 1749. It is situated on a spacious and commodious bay or harbor, called Chebucto, of a bold and easy entrance, where a thousand of the largest ships might ride with safety. The town is built on the west side of the harbor and on the declivity of a commanding hill, whose summit is two hundred and thirty-six feet perpendicular from the level of the sea. The town is laid out into oblong squares; the streets parallel and at right angles. The town and suburbs are about two miles in length; and the general width a quarter of a mile. It contained in 1793, about 4,000 inhabitants and 700 houses. At the northern extremity of the town, is the king's naval yard, completely built and supplied with stores of every kind for the royal navy. The harbor of Halifax is reckoned inferior to no place in British America for the seat of government, being open and accessible at all seasons of the year, when almost all other harbors in these provinces are locked up with ice; also from its entrance, situation, and its proximity to the Bay of Fundy and the principal interior settlements of the province. This city lying on the South coast of Nova Scotia has communication with Pictou, 68 miles to the N. E. on the Gulf of St. Lawrence, by a good cart road finished in 1792. It is 12 miles northerly of Cape Sambro, which forms in part the entrance of the bay; 27 south easterly of Windsor, 40 N. by E. of Truro, 80 N. E. by E. of Annapolis, on the Bay of Fundy, and 157 S. E. of St. Ann, in New Brunswick, measuring in a straight line. N. lat. 44 40, W. lon. 63 15.

It was settled chiefly by Scotchmen; and since the Revolutionary war, which secured our independence, they have received considerable additions from the United States of a class of men denominated “refugees,” who exiled themselves on account of our republicanism and of their own attachment to the "best of kings.” They









show too often their hatred to us. To this day they call us rebels; and they speak to us in a stile and tone as if they were sorry they could not murder us without the risk of being hanged.

It is strange, it is passing strange, that a whole people should be so strongly attached to the honor, crown and dignity of their conquerors as the Scotch are to the present royal family of England, whose ancestor was in fact an usurper of the crown and dignities of the Scotch race of kings, the self sufficient Stewarts. The most remarkable thing in the reign of George (beside that of losing America) is the perfect conciliation of the Scotch. Whether this was owing to my Lord Bute, or to his relation, I am unable to say; but it is a singular thing in the history of nations, when we take into consideration the cruel treatment of the Scotch so low down as the year 1745. As there is no new thing under the sun, and what has been may be again, who knows but that the Cherokees and Choctaws, the Chippewas, the Hurons and Pottowattomies may hereafter become most attached to our government, and afford us Judges, Secretaries of State, Admirals, Generals, Governors of Provinces, Grooms of the Stole and Historians? Who knows but the day will come, when there shall spring up from the mud and ooze of our own trifling lakes, another Walter Scott, who shall sing as sublimely to the story of our border wars and who shall be able to trace a long and illustrious line of ancestry, up to the renowned chief Split-log, Walk-in-the-water, Hanging-maw, or to Tecumseh? Who knows but that among these American Highlanders, we shall find another Ossian and another Fingal?—for what has been, under similar circumstances, may be again.

Early in the month of July, we were not a little disturbed by the arrival of the crew of our ill omened, ill fated Chesapeake. 

The capture of this American frigate by the British frigate Shannon of equal force, was variously related. From all that I could gather she was not judiciously brought into action, nor well









fought after Captain Lawrence fell. It is too much like the British to hunt up every possible excuse for a defeat; but we must conclude, and I have since found it a general opinion in the United States that the frigate was by no means in a condition to go into action. The captain was a stranger to his own crew; his ship was lumbered

up with her cables and every thing else. She ought to have cruised three or four days before she met the Shannon, and that, it seems, was the opinion of the captain of the British frigate; who was every way prepared for the action.

The rapid destruction of the British sloop of war Peacock, gave Lawrence high reputation; and he felt as if he must act up to his high character. He seemed like an hero impelled, by high ideas of chivalry to fight, conquer or die, without attending to the needful cautions and preparations. His first officer he left sick on shore; his next officer was soon killed; soon after which he fell himself, uttering the never to be forgotten words, “Don'T GIVE UP THE SHIP," which has since become a sort of national motto. While the British captain prudently dressed himself in a short jacket and round hat, so as not to distinguish himself from the other officers, our Capt. Lawrence, who was six feet and four inches tall, was in his uniform and military hat, a fair and inviting mark for the enemy's sharp shooters. No one doubted his bravery, but some have called his prudence in question.

This heroic man and his Lieutenant, Ludlow, were three times buried with great military pomp; first at Halifax—then at Salem, and last of all at New York. The name of Lawrence is consecrated in America, while his ever unlucky ship is doomed to everlasting ignominy; for this was the vessel that preferred allowing the British ship Leopard to muster her crew, instead of sinking, with her colors flying.

In the month of August, Halifax was alarmed, or pretended to be alarmed, by a rumor that the prisoners on Melville Island, which









is about three miles or less from the town, meditated a sally, with a determination of seizing the capital of Nova Scotia. They immediately took the most serious precautions, and screwed up

their municipal regulations to the highest pitch. All the loyal citizens entrusted with arms were ordered to keep themselves in readiness to march at a minute's warning to repel the meditated attack of about a thousand unarmed Yankees, rendered formidable by a reinforcement of a few dozen half-starved soldiers, who were taken by the Indians and British and sent from Quebec down the river St. Lawrence, to the formidable American post on Melville Island, under the command of turn-key Grant!—who was himself under the command of Lieut. General Mr. Agent Miller!

It was reported and believed by many in Halifax that the prisoners had made arrangements for the attack, and had sworn to massacre every man, woman and child. When we found that they really believed the ridiculous story, we must confess that we enjoyed their terror and laughed inwardly at their formidable precautions of defence. They placed a company of artillery, with two pieces of cannon on a height south of the prison; and cleared up a piece of land, and stationed another corps of artillery with a cannon so placed as to rake our habitation lengthwise, while sentries were placed at regulated distances on the road all the way into the town of Halifax. An additional number of troops were stationed on the island, who bivouacked in the open air near to the officers' dwellings; in other words, they were placed there to prevent us from cutting the officers' throats with clam shells, or oyster shells, for we had nothing metallic for the purpose.

When we saw these formidable preparations and reflected on our own helpless condition, without any means of offence beside our teeth and nails, we could not but despise our enemies; and we did not omit to increase their ridiculous alarm, by whispering together, pointing our fingers sometimes E. and sometimes W. and sometimes N. and sometimes S. and rubbing our hands and laughing









and affecting to be in high spirits. The conduct of the agent at this threatening crisis of his affairs, did not diminish our contempt of him. He would often mount his rostrum, the head of the staircase, to address us and assure us that we should soon be delivered from our confinement and be sent home. He said that he did not expect to see any of us in prison six weeks longer; and that our detention was then only owing to some delay of orders from Admiral Warren; but that he expected them every moment. He therefore entreated us to remain contented and quiet a little longer, and not obstruct the kind intentions that were in train for our deliverance from captivity; and he assured us, upon his honor, that every thing should be done in his power to expedite our return home; that there were then three cartels getting ready to convey us away. In the mean time every thing was said and done at Halifax to make us satisfied and quiet.

While the agent was making his declarations of friendship, and protesting upon his honor, that we should be sent home, he knew full well that the greatest part of the prisoners were to be sent across the Atlantic, to suffer the punishment of a British prison. The policy of the English government was, it seems, to discourage the enlistment of soldiers into our service by sending the prisoners taken on the frontiers to England. They meant also to distress us by accumulating our seamen in their prisons, and this they imagined would disenable us from manning our men of war, or sending out privateers. They preferred every mode of distressing us to that of fair fighting; for in fair fight and equal numbers, we have always beat them by sea and land.

We were in good humor and high spirits at the prospect of leaving our loathsome den, and once more returning home to see our mothers and fathers, sisters and brothers, and school fellows and the old jolly companions of our happy days. We smiled upon Mr. Agent Miller, and he upon us. We greeted our turnkey, the now and then smooth tongued Mr. Grant, with a good morrow, and all









feelings of hostility were fast subsiding; and one told him that he should be very glad to see him in Boston; another said he should be very glad to see him in Marblehead, and another at New York, and Baltimore, and so on.

Towards the close of the month of August, and after Mr. Agent Miller and the military had taken the most effectual method to provide against the possibility of resistance from the prisoners, reports now and then reached us, that the expected change was unhappily broken off, and that it was the fault of the American government. These things were hinted at with great caution, as not entitled to entire credit; the next day it was said that the business of exchange was in a prosperous train. All this was done by way of feeling the pulse of the most respectable of the prisoners; those most likely to take the lead in an insurrection. We could easily trace all these different stories to the cunning Mr. Miller, through his subordinate agents.

On the first day of September, 1813, an hundred of us prisoners were selected from different crews, and ordered to get our baggage ready and be at the gate at a certain hour. On enquiring of our keeper, Mr. Grant, what was the design of this order, he replied, with his habitual duplicity, that we were "to be sent home.” When Mr. Miller was asked the same question, he replied that he had a particular reason at that time, for not answering the question; but none of us doubted from the selection from different crews, but that we were about to be sent to our beloved country and natal homes. We left the prison with light hearts, not without pitying our companions, who were doomed to wait awhile longer before they could be made so happy as we then felt. We stepped on board the boats with smiling countenances. The barge men told us that the ships we were going to were cartels.

Having arrived among the shipping, the officer of the boat was asked, which of these several ships was the cartel—"there,” said he,









pointing to an old 44, "is the ship which is to take you to old England.” Heavens above! What a stroke of thunder was this! We looked at each other with horror, with dismay, and stupefaction, before our depressed souls recoiled with indignation! Such a change of countenance I never beheld! Had we been on the deck of a ship, and been informed that a match was just about being touched to her magazine of powder, we should not have exhibited such a picture of paleness and dismay. The deception was cruel; the duplicity was infamous. The whole trick from beginning to end was an instance of cowardice, meanness and villainy. It proves that cowards are cruel; that barbarity and sincerity never meet in the same bosom.




We now saw that the rumor of our rising upon our keepers and marching to Halifax was a miserable falsehood, spread abroad for no other purpose than to double our guards, and prevent the imagined consequences of desperation, should it be discovered that we were to be sent across the Atlantic. It is possible we might have succeeded in disarming the soldiers on the island, and taken their cannon; but for want of more arms we could have done but little. Had we all been armed we could have entered Halifax, and put to the test the bravery of these loyalists; but an unarmed multitude are nothing before an eighth part of their number of regular soldiers. Military men in Halifax could never have had a moment's serious apprehension from the prisoners on Melville Island. It is my firm opinion however, that had we been apprized of our cruel destination we should have risen upon the boats and attempted an escape, or sold our lives dearly. Revenge and desperation have done wonders; and both would have steeled the hearť and nerved the arm of our little band of sufferers. Had we not been beguiled with the lies of the agent and his turnkey, we should have given our enemies a fresh proof of American bravery, if not of imprudence. Had Miller been on board the boat with us, we should most certainly have thrown him overboard. His base and









dishonorable artifice, first to raise our hopes and expectations to the height of joy and then to sink us in despair, was an infamous deed, worthy such a reward. Speaking for myself, I declare that my heart sunk within me and I came near fainting, and it was some time before tears came to my relief; then in a burst of indignation, I cursed the perfidious enemy, and felt my soul wound up to deeds of desperation.









CHAPTER II
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AD the agent informed us of the orders of his government, and made us acquainted with our destination, we should have braced our minds up to the occasion, and submitted

to our hard fate like men. We should have said to each other in the language of Shakespeare-"if these things be neces"sities, let's meet them like necessities”; but to be deceived and duped, and cajoled into a state of great joy and exultation, and then, in an instant precipitated into the dark and cold regions of despair, was barbarous beyond expression. As much resentment as I feel towards Miller and his subalterns, I cannot wish either of them to suffer the pangs I felt at the idea of this floating dungeon.

The late Governor GERRY, in one of his communications to the legislature of Massachusetts, when speaking of the impressment and ill usage of our seamen by the English, calls a British man of war "a floating Pandemonium.” I never felt the force of that expression until I entered on board this floating hell.

After some difficulty and delay we got ourselves and bedding up the side of the ship; and as our names were called over our bedding was served out to us. We informed the officer that there were but seventy blankets for an hundred men; to which he replied, that he had orders to serve out blankets in the same proportion as they served out our provisions. To understand this, the reader must know that the British have been in the habit, all the war, of giving to their prisoners a less quantity of food than to their own men. They uniformly gave to six of us, the same quantity which they gave to four of their own sailors. If what they allowed to their own men was barely sufficient, what they gave to us could not be









enough to satisfy the cravings of hunger; and this we all found to be the case.

The crew of the man of war sleep on the deck, which is next under the gun deck, while our destination was on the deck under that. It was to the ship what the cellar is to a house. It was under water, and of course, without windows, or air holes. All the air and light came through the hatchway, a sort of trap door or cellar way. In this floating dungeon we miserable young men spent our first night, in sleepless anguish, embittered with the apprehension of our suffering a cruel death by suffocation. Here the Black Hole of Calcutta rose to my view in all its horrors; and the very thought stopped my respiration, and set my brain on fire. In my distress, I stamped with my feet, and beat my head against the side of the ship in the madness of despair. I measured the misery of those around me by what I myself suffered. Shut up in the dark, with ninety-nine distressed young men, like so many galley slaves or Guinea negroes, excluded from the benefit of the common air, without one ray of light or comfort, and without a single expressive of compassion from

any

officer of the ship, I never was so near sinking into despair. We naturally cling to life, but now I should have welcomed death. To be confined, and even chained anywhere in the light of the sun, is a distressing thing, especially to very young men, but to be crowded into a dirty hole in the dark, where there was no circulation of air is beyond expression horrible. Perhaps my study of the human frame, and my knowledge of the vital property of the air, and of the philosophy of the vital functions, may have added to

my

distress. I remembered what I had read and learnt in the course of my education, viz: that every full grown person requires forty-eight thousand cubic inches of air in an hour, or one million one hundred and fifty-two thousand cubic inches in the course of a day; and that if this is once received into the lungs and breathed out again, it cannot be breathed a second time, till it is mixed with the common atmospheric air. When I









considered that our number amounted to an hundred, I could not drive from my mind this calculation, and the result of it nearly deprived me of my reason. The horrors of the Black Hole of Calcutta have been long celebrated, because Englishmen suffered and perished in it. Now the English have more than a thousand Black Holes into which they unfeelingly thrust their impressed men, and their prisoners of war. Their tenders that lay in the Thames, off Tower-wharf are so many Black Holes into which they thrust their own people, whom their press gangs seize in the streets of London, and crowd into them like so many live rabbits or chickens carrying in a cart to market. My reflections on these things have greatly changed my opinion of the English character in point of humanity.

After passing a wretched night, one of the petty officers came down to us, by which event, we learnt that it was morning. I found myself much indisposed; my tongue was dry and coated with a furr; my head ached violently, and I felt no inclination to take any thing but cold water. A degree of calmness, however, prevailed among my fellow prisoners. They found lamentations unavailing, and complaints useless. Few of them, beside myself, had lost their appetites, and several expressed a wish for some breakfast. Preparations were soon made for this delicious repast. The first step was to divide us into messes, six in a mess. To each mess was given a wooden kid, or piggin, as our farmers call them, because it is out of such wooden vessels that they feed their pigs that are fatting for the market. At 8 o'clock one was called from each mess, by the whistle of the boatswain's mate, to attend at the galley, the nautical name for the kitchen and fire place, to receive the breakfast for the rest. But what was our disappointment to find instead of coffee, which we were allowed by our own government at Melville prison, a piggin of swill, for we farmers' sons can give no other name to the disgusting mess they brought us. This breakfast was a pint of liquid which they call Burgoo, which is a kind of oatmeal gruel, about the consistence of the swill which our farm









ers give their hogs, and not a whit better in its quality. It is made of oatmeal, which we Americans very generally detest. Our people consider ground oats as only fit for cattle, and it is never eaten by the human species in the United States. It is said that this oatmeal porridge was introduced to the British prisons by the Scotch influence, and we think that none but hogs and Scotchmen ought to eat it. A mess more repellant to a Yankee's stomach could not well be contrived. It is said, however, that the Highlanders are very fond of it, and that the Scotch physicians extol it as a very wholesome and nutritious food, and very nicely calculated for the sedentary life of a prisoner; but by what we have heard we are led to believe that oatmeal is the staple commodity of Scotland, and that the highly favored Scotch have the exclusive privilege of supplying the miserable creatures whom the fortune of war has thrown into the hands of the English, with this national dish, so delicious to Scotchmen and so abhorrent to an American.




Excepting this pint of oatmeal porridge, we had nothing more to eat or drink until dinner time; when we were served with a pint of

pea water. Our allowance for the week, for it is difficult to calculate it by the day, was four and a half pounds of bread, two and a quarter pounds of beef or pork, one and a quarter pounds of flour, and the pea water, which they called “soup,” five days in every week. Now let any man of knowledge and observation judge, whether the portion of food here allotted to each man was sufficient to preserve him from the exquisite tortures of hunger; and perhaps there is no torture more intolerable to young men not yet arrived to their full growth. We had been guilty of no crime. We had been engaged in the service of our dear country, and deserve applause and not torture. And be it forever remembered, that the Americans always feed their prisoners well, and treat them with humanity.

The Regulus, for that is the name of the ship we were in, is if I mistake not, an old line of battle ship, armed en flute, that is, her









lower deck was fitted

up

with bunks, or berths, so large as to contain six men in a berth. The only passages for light or air were through the main and fore hatches, which were covered with a grating, at which stood, day and night, a sentinel. The communication between our dungeon and the upper deck was only through the main hatchway, by means of a rope ladder, that could be easily cut away at a moment's warning, should the half starved American prisoners ever conclude to rise and take the ship, which these brave British tars seemed constantly apprehensive of. You may judge of their apprehensions by their extraordinary precautions—they had a large store of muskets in their tops to be ready for their marines and crew should we Yankees drive them from the hull to seek safety above. They had two carronades loaded with grape and canister shot on the poop, pointing forward, with a man at each; and strict orders were given not to hold any conversation with the Americans, under the penalty of the severest chastisement. However improbable the thing may appear, we discussed the matter very seriously and repeatedly among ourselves, and compared the observations we made when on deck, in our council chamber under water. It seems that the British are apprized of the daring spirit of the Americans; they watch them with as much dread as if they were so many tigers.

Just before we sailed our old friend Mr. Miller, came on board, and we were all called upon deck to hear his last speech and receive his blessing. We conceited that he looked ashamed, and felt embarrassed. It is probable that the consciousness of having told us things that were not true disconcerted him. He however, in a milder manner and voice than usual, told us that we were going to England to be exchanged, while there were some in another ship going to England to be hanged. Beside this enviable difference in our situation, compared with those traitorous Irishmen, who had been fighting against their king and country, we were very fortunate in being the first selected to go, as we should of course be the









first to be exchanged and sent home. He told us that he thought it probable that we should be sent home again before spring, or at farthest in the spring; he therefore exhorted us to be good boys during the passage, and behave well and obey orders, and that would insure us kind and humane treatment; but that if we were mutinous, or attempted to resist the authority of the officers, our treatment would be less kind, and we should lose our turn in the course of exchange, and that our comfort and happiness depended entirely on our own submissive behavior. He every now and then gave force to his assertions by pledging his honor that what he said was true, and no deception.

As this was probably the last time we should have an opportunity of a personal communication with Mr. Agent Miller, we represented to him that there were several of the prisoners destitute of comfortable clothing; that the clothes of some were not even decent to cover those parts of the body that even our savage Indians conceal, and he promised to accommodate them; but we never heard any more of him or the clothing. However it may be accounted for, we saw this man part from us with regret. It seemed to be losing an old acquaintance, while we were going we knew not where—to meet we knew not what.

Previous to our sailing we had applied to Mr. Mitchell, the American agent, for a supply of clothing; but from some cause or other he did not relieve the wants of our suffering companions. Mr. Mitchell may be a very good man; but every good man is not fit for every station. We had rather see old age or decrepitude pensioned by the government we support, than employed in stations that require high health and activity. Disease and infirmity may check or impede the benevolent views of our government, and cast an odium on the officers of administration. After all, we may find fault where we ought to praise. It is possible that we may not have made due allowance for Mr. Miller, the British agent, and we may have sometimes denounced him in terms of bitterness, when he ,









did not deserve it. His general conduct, however, we could not mistake.




On the third of September, 1813, we sailed from Halifax in company with the Melpomene, a man of war transport, armed en flute. On board of this ship were a number of Irishmen who had enlisted in our regiments, and were captured in Upper Canada, fighting under the colors of the United States of America; or in the language of the English government, found fighting against their king and country. The condition of these Irishmen was truly pitiable. Unable to live in their own oppressed country, they, in imitation of our forefathers, left their native land to enjoy liberty, and the fruits of their labor in another. They abandoned Ireland, where they were oppressed, and chose this country, where they were protected and kindly treated. Many of them had married in America, and considered it their home. Here they chose to live, and here they wished to die. As few of them had trades, they got their living as laborers or as seamen. The embargoes and the war threw them out of business, and many of them enlisted in our army; that is, in the army of the country which they had chosen, and had a right to choose. Neither our nor their consciences forbade them to fight for us, against the English and their allies the Indians. In their eyes, and in the eye of our laws, no imputation of crime could be attached to their conduct; yet were these men seized from among other prisoners taken in battle, and sent together in one ship, as traitors and rebels to their country. We fled from our native land, said these unfortunate men, to avoid the tyranny and oppression of our British task-makers, and the same tyrannical hand has seized us here and sent us back to be tried, and perhaps executed as rebels. Beside the privations, hunger and miseries that we endured, these poor Irishmen had before their eyes, the apprehension of a violent and ignominious death. While we talked among ourselves of the hard fate of these brave Hibernians, we were ashamed to lament




our own.









I cannot help remarking here, that the plan of retaliation determined by President Madison, merits the respect and gratitude of the present and future generations of men. It was this energetic step that saved the lives, and insured the usual treatment of ordinary prisoners of war to these American soldiers of Irish birth. This firm determination of the American executive arrested the bloody hand of the British. They remembered Major André, and they recollected Sir James Asgill, under the administration of the great WASHINGTON, and they trembled for the fate of their own officers. May eternal blessings here and hereafter be the reward of MADISON, for his righteous intention to retaliate on the enemy any public punishment that should be executed on these American soldiers, of Irish origin. While we feel gratitude and respect to the head of the nation for his scheme of retaliation, we cannot suppress our feelings of disgust towards the faction in our own country who justified the British government in their conduct towards these few Irishmen, and condemned our own for protecting them from an ignominious death. I speak it with shame for my country, the ablest writers of the oppositionists, and the oldest and most celebrated ministers of religion, employed their pens and their voices to condemn Mr. Madison and to justify the British doctrine. This is a deep stain on the character of our clergy; and the subsequent conduct of the British may serve to shew these ever meddling men, that our enemies despised them and respected Madison.

Our voyage across the Atlantic afforded but few incidents for remark. Every day brought the same distressed sensations, and every night the same doleful feelings, arising from darkness, stench, increased debility and disease. The general and most distressing in the catalogue of our miseries, was the almost unceasing torment of hunger. Many of us would have gladly partaken with our father's hogs, in their hog-troughs. This barbarous system of starvation reduced several of our hale and hearty young men to mere skeletons. What with the allowance of the enemy and the









allowance from our own government, in which was good hot coffee for breakfast, we were generally robust and hearty at Melville Island. Some of our companions might well be called fine-looking fellows, when we came first on board the Regulus, but before we arrived on the coast of England they were so reduced and weakened, that they tottered as they walked. It was the opinion of us all that one young man absolutely died for want of sufficient food! Yes! Christian reader, a young American, who was carried on board the Regulus, man of war transport, perished for want of sufficient to eat. In this insufficiency of food, complaint was made to the Captain of the Regulus, but it produced no increase of the scanty allowance; and had the common sailors possessed no more humanity than their officers, we might all have perished with hunger. You who never felt the agonizing torture of hunger, can have no idea of our misery. The study of my profession had acquainted me, that when the stomach is empty and contracted to a certain degree, that it, in a measure, acts upon itself, and draws all the neighbouring organs into sympathy with its distress: this increases to an agony that ends in distraction; for it is well known that those who are starved to death die raving distracted! Some of us in the course of this horrid voyage could have eaten a puppy or kitten could we have laid hands upon either.

Our constitutions, mind and body united, were so constantly impressed and worried with the desire of eating, that the torment followed us in our sleep. We were constantly dreaming of tables finely spread with a plenty of all those good and savouring things with which we used to be regaled at home, when we would wake smacking our lips, and groaning with disappointment. I pretend not to say, that the allowance was sufficient to keep some men pretty comfortable, but it was not half enough for some others. It is well known in common life that one man will eat three times as much as another. The quality of the bread served out to us on board the Regulus, was not fit and proper for any human being. It was old,











and more like the powder of rotten wood than bread-stuff, and to crown all, it was full of worms. Often have I seen our poor fellows viewing their daily allowance of bread with mixed sensations of pain and pleasure, with smiles and tears, not being able to determine whether they had best eat it all up at once, or to eat it in small portions through the day. Some would devour all their bread at once, worms and all, while others would be eating small portions through the day. Some picked out the worms, and threw them away, others eat them, saying that they might as well eat the worm as his habitation. Some reasoned and debated a long time on the subject. Prejudice said, throw the nasty thing away, while gnawing hunger held his hand. Birds, said they, are nourished by eating worms, and if clean birds eat them why may not man? Who feels any reluctance at eating of an oyster, with all its parts, and why not a worm?

One day while we were debating the subject, one of our jack tars set us a laughing, by crying out-“Retaliation by G, these d-d worms eat us when we are dead, and so we will eat them first.“ This shews that misery can sometimes laugh. I have observed that a sailor has generally more laughter and good humour in him than is to be found among any other class of men. They have beside a greater share of compassion than the soldier. We had repeated instances of their generosity; for while the epauletted officers of this British ship treated us like brutes, the common sailors would, now and then, give us of their own allowance; but they took care not to let their officers know it.

The Regulus had brought British soldiers to America, and among the rags and filth left behind them were myriads of fleas. These were at first a source of vexation, but at length their destruction became an amusement. We could not, however, overcome them; like the persecuted Christians of old times when you killed one, twenty would seem to rise up in his place. Had I have known what I have since learnt, and had been provided with the essential









oil of pennyroyal, we should have conquered all these light troops in a few days. A few drops of this essential oil, dropped here and there upon the blankets infested with fleas, and they will abandon the garment. The effluvium of it destroys them.

Confined below, we knew little of what was going on upon deck; some of us, however, were more or less there every day. Nothing occurred worthy notice during our passage to England, excepting the retaking of a brig captured a few hours before on the Grand Bank by the frigate President, Commodore Rodgers. From information obtained from the midshipman who commanded the prize, we learnt the course of the President, whereupon we altered ours to avoid being captured. A few hours after this, we fell in with the Bellerophon, a British seventy-four, who went, from our information, in pursuit of the President. We could easily perceive that the fame of our frigates had inspired these masters of the ocean with a degree of respect bordering on dread. We overheard the sailors say, that they had rather fall in with two French frigates than one American. We thought, or it might be conceit, that we were spoken to with more kindness at this time. I have certainly had occasion for remarking, that prosperity increases the insults and hard heartedness of the British, and that we never received so much humane attention as when they apprehended an attack from us, as in the case of alarm at Halifax. I was brought up, all my life, even until I left my father's house and came off without calculation or reflection on this wild adventure in a privateer, in the opinion that the English were an humane, generous and magnanimous people, and that none but Turks, Frenchmen and Algerines were cruel; but my experience for three years past has corrected my false notions of this proud nation. If they do not impale men as the Algerines and Turks do, or roast a man as the Indians do, and as the Inquisitors do, they will leave him to starve, and linger out his miserable days in the hole of a ship, or in a prison where the blessed air is changed into a poison, and where the articles given









him to eat are far worse in quality than the swill with which the American farmer feeds his hogs. How can an officer, how can any man, holding in society the rank of a gentleman, sit down to his meal in his cabin, when he has a hundred of his fellow creatures, some of them brought up with delicacy and refinement, and with the feelings of gentlemen—I say, how can he sit composedly down to his dinner, while men, as good as himself, are suffering for want of food? There is in this conduct either a cold blooded cruelty, or a stupidity and want of reflection, that does no honour to that officer, or to those who gave him his command.

It happened, when some of us were allowed, in our turn to be on deck, that we would lay hold and pull or belay a rope when needed. When we arrived at Portsmouth, which was the fifth of October, we were visited by the health officer; and when we again weighed anchor to go to the quarantine ground, the boatswain's mate came to tell us, that it was the captain's order, that we should tumble up, and assist at the capstan. Accordingly three or four went to assist; but one of our veteran tars bid him to go and tell his captain, that hunger and labour were not friends, and never would go together; and that from prisoners who subsisted three days in a week on pea-water, could only give him pea-water assist

This speech raised the temper of the officer of the deck, who sent down some marines, who drove us all up. There was among us a Dutchman, who was very forward in complying with the officer's request; but being awkward and careless withal, he suffered himself to be jambed between the end of the capstan-bar and the side of the ship, which hurt him badly. Some of the prisoners collected round their wounded companion, when the officer of the deck ordered them to take the d—d blunder-headed fellow below, and let some American take his place; but after this expression of brutality towards the poor jambed up Dutchman, not a man would go near the capstan, so one of their own crew filled

up 
    the 


vacancy made by the wounded Hollander.




ance.









A Mr. S—, who had some office of distinction in Newfoundland, if I mistake not he was the first in command of that dreary island. This gentleman, who I think they called General Smith, was a passenger on board the Regulus; one day, when I was upon deck, he asked me how many of the hundred prisoners could read and write. I told him that it was a rare thing to find a person, male or female, in New England, who could not write as well as read. Then, said he, New England must be covered with charity schools. I replied, that we had no charity schools, or very few; at which he looked as if he thought I had uttered an absurdity. I then related in a few words our school system. I told him that the primary condition of every town in Massachusetts, and I believed in the other four New England States, was a reserve of land, and a bond to maintain a school or schools, according to the number of inhabitants; that the teachers were supported by a tax, in the same way as we supported our clergy; that such schools were opened to every child, from the children of the first magistrate down to the children of the constable; and that there was no distinction promotion or favour, but what arose from talent, industry and good behaviour. I told him that the children of the poorest people generally went to school in the winter, while in the spring and summer they assisted their parents.

He walked about musing awhile, and then turning back, asked me if the clergy did not devote much of their time to the instruction of our youth—very seldom, sir-our young students of divinity and theological candidates very often instruct youth; but when a gentleman is once ordained and settled as a parish minister, he never or very rarely keeps a school. At which the general appeared surprised. I added that sometimes Episcopal clergymen kept a school, but never the Presbyterian, or Congregational ministers. He asked why the latter could not keep school as well as the former; I told him, because they were expected to write their own sermons, at which he laughed. Besides parochial visits consume much of









their time, and when a congregation have stipulated with a minister to fill the pulpit, and preach two sermons a week, visit the sick and attend funerals they think he can have no time to write sermons; they moreover consider it derogatory to the honour of his flock to be obliged to keep a school—when I told him that our clergymen bent all their force to instructing youth in morality and religion, he said, then they attempt to raise a structure before they lay a foundation for it. He seemed very strenuous that our priests should be employed in the education of youth, as he conceived that hired school masters had not the pious zeal that the priest would have. I suspect, said General S. that your priests are too proud and too lazy. I perceived his idea was that a school master, hired to undergo the drudgery of teaching boys, was too much of an hireling to fill up to the full the important duties of a teacher; but he judged of them by the numerous Scotch school masters here and there in Canada, Nova Scotia, the West India Islands and every where, teaching for money merely. He did not know that our New England schoolmasters were men of character and consequence. Some of our very first men in the United States have been teachers of youth. At this present time some of the sons of the first men in Massachusetts are village schoolmasters; that is, they keep a school in the winter vacations of the University; some of them for the first year after leaving college.

I was much pleased with the general; and have since learnt, that he was a very worthy and benevolent man; and that he had paid great attention to the education of youth in Newfoundland; and that it was, in a degree, his ruling passion. I wish I had then known as much of our school system and of our system of public education at our Universities, as I do now; for I might have gratified his benevolent disposition by the recital. The ignorance of English gentlemen of the people of America is indeed surprising as well as mortifying. By their treatment of us it is evident they consider us a sort of white savages, with minds as uncultivated and









dispositions as ferocious as their own allies, with their tomahawks and scalping knives. After conversing with this worthy Englishman about the education of the common people in America, I could not but say to myself, little do you, good sir, and your haughty, unfeeling captain imagine that there are those among the hundred miserable men whom you keep confined in the hold of your ship like so many Gallipago turtles, and who you allow to suffer for want of sufficient food; little do you think that there are among them those who have sufficient learning to lay the whole story of their sufferings before the American and English people; little do you imagine that the inhuman treatment of men every way as good as yourselves, is now recording, and will in due time be displayed to your mortification.

Our sailors, though half starved, confined and broken down by harsh treatment, always kept up the genuine Yankee character, which is that of being grateful and tractable by kind usage, but stern, inflexible and resentful at harsh treatment. One morning aso the general and the captain of the Regulus were walking as usual on the quarter deck, one of our Yankee boys passed along the galley with his kid of burgoo. He rested on the edge of the hatchway, while he was adjusting the rope ladder to descend with his swill. The thing attracted the attention of the general, who asked the man, how many of his comrades eat of that quantity for their breakfast? “Six, Sir," said the man, “but it is fit food only for hogs.” This answer affronted the captain, who asked the man, in an angry tone, "what part of America he came from?" "Near to BUNKER HILL, Sir—if you ever heard of that place." They looked at each other and smiled, turned about and continued their walk. This is what the English call impudence. Give it what name you please, it is that something which will one day wrest the trident from the hands of Britannia and place it with those who have more humanity, if not more cultivated powers of mind. There was a marine in the Regulus, who had been wounded on board the Shan









non in the battle with the Chesapeake, who had a great antipathy to the Americans, and was continually casting reflections on the Americans generally. He one day got into a high dispute with one of our men, which ended in blows. This man had served on board the Constitution, when she captured the Guerrière and afterwards the Java. After the two wranglers were separated, the marine complained to his officer, that he had been abused by one of the American prisoners, and it reaching the captain's ears, he ordered the American on the quarter deck, and inquired into the cause of the quarrel. When he had heard it all, he called the American sailor a d-d coward for striking a wounded man. "I am no coward, Sir," said the high spirited Yankee; “I was captain of a gun on board the Constitution when she captured the Guerrière, and afterwards when she took the Java. Had I been a coward I should not have been there.' The captain called him an insolent scoundrel, and ordered him to his hole again. What the British naval commanders call insolence, is no more than the undaunted expression of their natural and habitual independence. When a British sailor is called by his captain, in an angry tone, on to the quarter deck, he turns pale and trembles, like a thief before a country justice; but not so the American; he, if he be innocent, speaks his mind with a firm tone and steady countenance; and if he feels himself insulted, he is not afraid to deal in sarcasm. In the instances just mentioned, Jonathan knew full well that the very name of Bunker Hill, the Guerrière and the Java, was a deep mortification to John Bull. Actuated by this sort of feeling, the steady Romans shook the world.




From this digression, let us return, and resume our Journal. We arrived off Portsmouth the fifth of October, 1813; and were visited by the health officer and ordered to the Mother-bank, opposite that place, where vessels ride out their quarantine. The next day the ship was fumigated, and every exertion made by the officers to put her in a condition for inspection by the health-officer.









Letters were fumigated by vinegar, or nitrous acid, before they were allowed to go out of the ship. Their attention was next turned to us miserable prisoners. We were ordered to wash and put on clean shirts. Being informed that many of us had not a second shirt to put on, the captain took down the names of such destitute men, but never supplied them with a single rag.

The prisoners were now as anxious to go on shore, and to know the extent of their misery, as the captain of the Regulus was to get rid of us.

The most of us, therefore, joined heartily in the task of cleansing the ship and in white-washing the lower deck, or the place we occupied. Some, either through laziness or resentment, refused to do any thing about; but the rest of us said that it was always customary in America, when we left a house, or a room we hired, to leave it clean, and it was ever deemed disreputable to leave an apartment dirty. The officers of the ship tried to make them, and began to threaten them, but they persisted in their refusal and every attempt to force them was fruitless. I do not myself wonder that the British officers, so used to prompt and even servile obedience of their own men, were ready to knock some of our obstinate saucy fellows on the head. This brings to my mind the concise but just observation of an English traveller through the United States of America. After saying that the inhabitants south of the Hudson were a mixed race of English, Irish, Scotch, Dutch, Germans and Swedes, among whom you could observe no precise national character; he adds, “but as to New-England, they are all true English, and there you see one uniform trait of national manners, habits and disposition. The people are hardy, industrious, humane, obliging, obstinate and brave. By kind and courteous usage, mixed with flattery, you can lead them like so many children almost as you please;" but, he adds, "the Devil from h-1, with fire in one hand, and fagots in the other, cannot drive them.” Neither Cæsar nor Tacitus ever drew a more true and concise character of the Gauls or Germans than this. Here is seen the trans









planted Englishman, enjoying "Indian freedom," and therefore a little wilder than in his native soil of Albion; and yet it is surprising that a people whose ancestors left England less than a century and a half ago should be so little known to the present court and administration of Great Britain. Even the revolutionary war was not sufficient to teach John Bull that his descendants had improved by transplantation, in all those qualities for which stuffy John most values himself. The present race of Englishmen are puffed up and blinded by what they have been, while their descendants in America are proud of what they are, and what they know they. shall be. 

After the ship had been cleansed, fumigated and partially whitewashed, so as to be fit for the eye and nose of the health officer, she was examined by him, and reported free from contagion! Now I conceive this line of conduct not very reputable to the parties concerned. When we arrived off Portsmouth our ship was filthy, and I believe contagious; we miserable prisoners, were encrusted with the nastiness common to such a place, as that into which we had been inhumanly crowded. It was the duty of the health officers and the surgeon of the Regulus, to have reported her condition when she first anchored, and not have cleaned her up and altered her condition for inspection. In the American service the captain, surgeon and health officer would have all been cashiered for such a dereliction of honor and duty. This is the way that the British board of Admiralty, the transport board, the parliament and the people are deceived; and this corruption, which more or less pervades the whole transport service, will enervate and debase their boasted navy. We cannot suppose that the British board of Admiralty or the transport board would justify the cruel system of starvation practised on the brave Americans who were taken in Canada and conveyed in their floating dungeons down the river St. Lawrence to Halifax. Some of these captains of transports deserve to be hanged for their barbarity to our men, and for the eternal hatred









they have occasioned towards their own government in the hearts of the surviving Americans. We hope, for the honor of that country whence we derived our laws and sacred institutions, that this Journal will be read in England.

The Regulus was then removed to the anchoring place destined for men of war; and the same night, we were taken out, and put on board the Malabar storeship, where we found one hundred and fifty of our countrymen in her hold, with no other bed to sleep on but the stone ballast. Here were two hundred and fifty men, emaciated by a system of starvation, cooped up in a small space with only an aperture of about two feet square to admit the air, and with ballast stones for our beds! Although in the harbor, we were not supplied with sufficient water to quench our thirst, nor with sufficient light to see our food or each other, nor sufficient air to breathe; and what aggravated the whole was the stench of the place, owing to a diarrhea with which several were affected. Our situation was truly deplorable. Imagine to yourself, Christian reader! two hundred and fifty men crammed into a place too small to contain one hundred with comfort, stilling for want of air, pushing and crowding each other, and exerting all their little remaining strength to push forward to the grated hatchway to respire a little fresh air. The strongest obtained their wish, while the weakest were pushed back and sometimes trampled under foot. God of mercy cried I, in my agony of distress, is this a sample of the English humanity we have heard and read so much of from our school boy years to manhood? If they are a merciful nation, they belong to that class of nations "whose tender mercies are cruelty.”

Representations were repeatedly made to the captain of the Malabar, of our distressed situation, as suffering extremely by heat and stagnant air; for only two of us were allowed to come upon deck at a time; but he answered that he had given orders for our safe treatment, and safe keeping; and he was determined not to lose his ship by too much lenity. In a word, we found the fellow's









heart to be as hard as the bed we slept on. Soon after, however, our situation became so dangerous and alarming, that one of the marine

corps informed the captain that if he wished to preserve us alive, he must speedily give us more air. If this did not move his compassion, it alarmed his fears; and he then gave orders to remove the after hatch and iron bars (be) fixed in its place, in order to prevent us from forcing our way up and throwing him into the sea, a punishment he richly deserved. This alteration rendered the condition of our Black Hole, more tolerable; and it was nevertheless a very loathsome dungeon: for our poor fellows were not allowed to go upon deck to relieve the calls of nature, but were compelled to appropriate one part of our residence to this dirty purpose. This, as may be supposed, rendered our confinement doubly disgusting, as well as unwholesome.

I do not recollect the name of the captain of the Malabar, and it may be well that I do not; I only know that he was a Scotchman. It may be considered by some as illiberal to deal in national reflections, I nevertheless cannot help remarking that I have received more ill-treatment from men of that nation than from individuals of any other; and this is the general impression of my countrymen. The poet tells us, that

“Cowards are cruel, but the brave

Love mercy, and delight to save." The Scotch are brave soldiers, but we Americans have found them to be the most hard-hearted and cruel people we have ever yet met with. Our soldiers as well as sailors make the same complaint, insomuch that "cruel as a Scotchman,” has become a proverb in the United States. The Scotch officers have been remarked for treating our officers, when in their power, with insolence and expressions of contempt; more so than the English. It is said that a Scotch officer that superintends the horrid whippings so common in British camps is commonly observed to be more hard hearted than an English one. It is certain that they are generally preferred as negro









drivers in the West India Islands. It has been uniformly remarked that those Scotchmen who are settled on the Canada frontiers were remarkable for their bitterness towards our men in captivity.

We speak here of the vagrant Scotch, the fortune-hunters of the Caledonian tribe, at the same time we respect her philosophers and literary men, who appear to us to compose the first rank of writers. Without mentioning their Ossian, Thomson and Burns, we may enumerate their prose writers, such as Hume, and the present association of truly learned and acute men, who write the Edinburgh Review. A Scotchman may be allowed to show pride at the mention of this celebrated work. As it regards America, this northern constellation of talent shines brightly in our eyes. The ancient Greeks, who once straggled about Rome and the Roman empire, were not fair specimens of the refined Athenians.

Our peasantry, settled around our own frontier and around the shores of our lakes, have a notion that the Scotch Highlanders were not long since the same kind of wild, half naked people compared with the true English, that the Choctaws, Cherokees, Pottowatomies and Kickapoo Indians are to the common inhabitants of these United States; that less than an hundred years ago, these Scotchmen were in the habit of making the like scalping and tomahawking excursions upon the English farmer that the North American savage makes upon the white people here. This is the idea which our common people have of what Walter Scott calls “the border wars Some of them will tell you that the Scotch go half-naked in their own country, and wear a blanket and kill their enemies with a knife, just like Indians. They say their features differ from the English as much as theirs do from the Indian. In a word, to suppose the Scotch Highlanders to be a race who have been conquered by the English, who have taught them the use of fire arms and civilized them in a degree to form themselves into regiments of soldiers, and this imperfect idea of the half savage Sawney will not soon be corrected; and we must say that the general conduct of this harsh and
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self-interested race towards our prisoners will not expedite the period of correct ideas relative to the comparative condition of the Scotch and English. The Americans have imbibed no prejudice against the Irish, having found them a brave, generous, jovial set of fellows, full of fun and full of good kind feelings, the very antipodes of Scotchmen, who, as it regards those qualities, are cold, rough and barren, like the land that gave them birth.

We moved from Portsmouth to the Nore or Noah, for I know not the meaning of the word or how to spell it. The place so called is the mouth of the river Thames, which runs through the capital of the British nation. We were three days on our passage. Here we were transferred to several tenders, to be transportd to Chatham. We soon entered the river Medway, which rises in Sussex and passes by Tunbridge, Maidstone and Rochester, in Kent, and is then divided into two branches called the east and west passage. The chief entrance is the west, and is defended by a considerable fort, called Sheerness. In this river lay a number of Russian men of war, detained here probably by way of pledge for the fidelity of the Emperor. What gives most celebrity to this river is Chatham, a naval station where the English build and lay up their first rate men of war. It is but about thirty miles from London, or the distance of Newport, Rhode Island, from the town of Providence. We passed up to where the prison ships lay after dark. The prospect appeared very pleasant, as the prison ships appeared to us ilsuminated. As we were all upon deck we enjoyed the sight as we passed, and the commander of the tender appeared to partake of our pleasure. We were ordered on board the Crown Prince prison ship; and as our names were called over we were marched along the deck between two rows of emaciated Frenchmen, who had drawn themselves

up

to review us. We then passed on to that part of the ship which was occupied by the Americans, who testified their curiosity at knowing all about us, and sticking to their national characteristic, put more questions to us in ten minutes than we could well









answer in as many hours. We passed the evening and the first part of the night in mutual communications; and we went to rest with more pleasure than for many a night before.

Our prison ship was moored in what they called Gillingham reach. We would here remark that the rivers Thames and Medway make, like all other rivers near to their outlets, many turnings or bendings; some forming a more obtuse and some a more acute angle with their banks. This course of the river compels a vessel to stretch along in one direction, and then to stretch along in a very different direction. What the English call reaching, we in America call stretching. Each of these different courses of the river they call “reaches.” They have their long reach and their short reach, and a number of reaches, under local or less obvious names. Some are named after some of their own pirates, which is here and there designated by a gibbet; a singular object, be sure, to greet the eye of a stranger on entering the grand watery avenue of the capital of the British empire. But there is no room for disputing concerning our tastes. The reach where our prison was moored was about three miles below Chatham, and is named from the village of Gillingham. Now whether reach or stretch be the most proper for an effort to sail against the wind, is left to be settled by those reverend monopolizers of all the arts and sciences, the London Reviewers; who by the way, and we mention it pro bono publico, would very much increase their stock of knowledge and usefulness if they would depute a few missionaries to pass and repass the Atlantic in a British transport, containing in its Black Hole a hundred or two of Yankee prisoners of war. It would, if they should be so fortunate as to survive the voyage, make them better judges of the character of the English nation and of the American nation, and of that nearly lost tribe, the Caledonian nation.

There were thirteen prison ships beside our own, all ships of the line, and one hospital ship, moored near each other. They were filled principally with Frenchmen, Danes and Italians. We found














on our arrival twelve hundred Americans, chiefly men who had been impressed on board British men of war, and who had given themselves

up with a declaration that they would not fight against their own countrymen, and they were sent here and confined, without any

distinction made between them and those who had been taken in arms. The injustice of the thing is glaring. During the night the prisoners were confined on the lower deck and on the main deck; but in the day time they were allowed the privilege of the "pound,” so called, and the forecastle; which was a comfortable arrangement compared with the black holes of the Regulus and Malabar. There were three officers on board our ship, namely a lieutenant, a sailing master and a surgeon, together with sixty marines and a few invalid or superannuated seamen to go in the beats. The whole was under the command of a Commodore, while Captain Hutchinson, agent for the prisoners of war, exercised a sort of controul over the whole; but the butts and bounds of their jurisdiction I never knew. The Commodore visited each of the prison ships every month, to hear and redress complaints and to correct abuses, and to enforce wholesome regulations. All written communications, and all intercourse by letter passed through the hands of Capt. Hutchinson. If the letters contained nothing of evil tendency they were suffered to pass; but if they contained anything which the agent deemed improper, they were detained. Complaints were sometimes made when those who wrote them thought they ought not.

We found our situation materially altered for the better. Our allowance of food was more consonant to humanity than at Halifax, much more to the villainous scheme of starvation on board the Regulus, and the still more execrable Malabar. Our allowance of food here was half a pound of beef and a gill of barley, one pound and a half of bread, for five days in the week, and one pound of cod-fish and one pound of potatoes, or one pound of smoked herring the other two days; and porter and small beer were allowed to be sold to us. Boats with garden vegetables visited the ship









daily, so that we now lived in clover compared with our former hard fare and cruel treatment. Upon the whole I believe that we fared as well as could be expected, all things considered, and had such fare as we could do very well with; not that we fared so well as the British prisoners fare in America. Rich as the English nation is, it cannot well afford to feed us as we feed the British prisoners; such is the difference of the two countries in point of cheap food. On Thanksgiving Day, and on Christmas Day, and such like holy days, we used to treat these Europeans with geese, turkeys and plum pudding. Many of these fellows declared that they never in their lives sat down to a table of a roasted turkey, or even a roasted goose. It is also a fact that when the time approached for drafting the British prisoners to send to Halifax to exchange them for our own men, several of the patriotic Englishmen, and many Irishmen, ran away, and when taken showed as much chagrin as our men would have felt had they attempted to desert and run home from Halifax prison and had been seized and brought back! This is a curious fact, and worthy the attention of the British politician. An American, in England, pines to get home; while an Englishman and an Irishman longs to become an American citizen. Ye wise men of England, the far famed England, the proud island whence we originally sprang, ponder well this fact; and confess that it will finally operate a great change in our respective countries and that your thousand ships, your vast commerce, and your immense (factitious) riches cannot alter it. This inclination, or disposition, growing up in the hearts of that class of your subjects who are more disposed to follow the bent of their natural appetites than to cultivate patriotic opinions, will one day hoist our “bits of striped bunting” over those of your now predominant flag, and you, long-sighted politicians, see it as well as I do. The hard fare of your sailors and soldiers, the scoundrelism of some of your officers, especially those concerned in your provision departments; but above all your shocking cruel punishments in your navy and in your army, have lessened their attachment to














their native country. England has, from the beginning, blundered most wretchedly for want of consulting the human heart in preference to musty parchments; and the equally useless books on the law of nations. Believe me, ye great men of England, Scotland, Ireland and Berwick upon Tweed! that one chapter from the Laro of Human Nature, is worth more than all your libraries on the law of nations. Beside, gentlemen, your situation is a new one. No nation was ever so situated and circumstanced as you are with regard to us, your descendants. The history of nations does not record its parallel. Why then have recourse to books, or maritime laws or written precedents? In the code of the law of nations, you stand in need of an entirely New Chapter. We Americans, we despised Americans, are accumulating, as fast as we well can, the materials for that chapter. Your government began to write this chapter in blood, and for two years past we co-operated with you in the same way. Nothing stands still within the great frame of Nature. On every sublunary thing mutability is written. Nothing can arrest the destined course of republics and kingdoms:




“Westward the course of empire takes its way.”




It is singular that while the Englishman and Irishman are disposed to abandon their native countries to dwell with us in this new world, the Scotchman has rarely shown that inclination. NoSawney is loyal, and talks as big of his king and his country, as would an English country squire surrounded by his tenants, his horses, and his dogs. It is singular that the Laplander and the inhabitant of Iceland are as much attached to their frightful countries, as the inhabitant of Italy, France or England; and when avarice and the thirst for a domineering command leads the Scotchman out of his native rocks and barren hills and treeless country, he talks of it as a second paradise, and as the ancient Egyptians ? longed after their onions and garlic, so these half dressed, rawboned mountaineers talk in raptures of their country, of their bagpipes, their singed sheep's head and their “haggis.” The only way 1 Dr. Waterhouse makes a slip here: it was the Hebrews.-Numbers, xi:5.









that I can think of, by way of preventing the heart's blood of Old England from being drained off in America, is to people Nova Scotia and Newfoundland with Scotchmen, where they can raise a few sheep for singeing and for haggis; and where they can wear their Gothic habit and be indulged in the luxury of the bagpipe, enjoy over again their native fogs and howling storms, and think themselves at home. Nature seems to have fixed the great articles of food in Nova Scotia to fish and potatoes; this last article is of excellent quality in that country. Then let these strangers, these hostes, these antipodes to the Americans, man the British fleet and fill up the ranks of their armies, and mutual antipathy will prevent the dreaded coalition.

But I hasten to return from these people to my prison ship. Among other conveniences, we had a sort of a shed erected over the hatchway, on which to air our hammocks. This was grateful to us all, especially to those whose learning had taught them the salutiferous effects of a free circulation of the vital air. It is surprising, that after what the English philosophers have written concerning the properties of the atmospheric air; after what Boyle, Mayhew, Hales and Priestley have written on this subject; and after what they have learnt from the history of the Calcutta Black Hole; and after what Howard has taught them concerning prisons and hospitals, it is surprising that in 1813, the commanders of ships in the English service should be allowed to thrust a crowd of men into those hideous Black Holes, situated in the bottom of their ships, far below the surface of the water. I have sometimes pleased myself with the hope that what is here written may contribute to the abolition of a practice so disgraceful to a nation; a nation which has the honor of first teaching mankind the true properties of the air and of the philosophy of the healthy construction of prisons and hospitals; and one would suppose, of healthy and convenient ships for the prisoner as well as for their own seamen.

Our situation in the day time was not unpleasant for prisoners









of war.

Confinement is disagreeable to all men, and very irksome to us Yankees, who have rioted, as it were from our infancy, in a sort of Indian freedom. Our situation was the most unpleasant during the night. It was the practice every night at sun-set to count the prisoners as they went down below, and then the hatchways are all barred down and locked and the ladder of communication drawn up; and every other precaution that fear inspires adopted to prevent our escape, or our rising upon our prison keepers; for they never had half the apprehension of the French as of the Americans. They said the French were always busy in some little mechanical employ, or in gaming, or in playing the fool; but that the Americans seemed to be on the rack of invention to escape, or to elude some of the least agreeable of their regulations. In a word they cared but little for the Frenchmen; but were in constant dread of the increasing contrivance and persevering efforts of us Americans. They had built around the sides of the ship, and little above the surface of the water, a stage or flooring, on which the sentries walked during the whole night, singing out, every half hour, "all's well.” Beside these sentries marching around the ship, they had a floating-guard in boats, rowing around all the ships during the live-long night. Whenever these boats rowed past a sentinel it was his duty to challenge them and theirs to answer; and this was done to ascertain whether they were French or American boats, come to surprise and carry by boarding, the Crown Prince! We used to laugh among ourselves at this ridiculous precaution. It must be remembered, that were were then up a small river, within thirty-two miles of London, and three thousand miles from our own country. However, “a burnt child dreads the fire,” and an Englishman's fears may tell him, that what once happened, may happen again. About one hundred and fifty years ago, viz: in 1667, the Dutch sent one of their admirals up the river Medway, three miles above where we now lay, and singed the beard of John Bull. He has never entirely got over that fright, but turns pale and trembles ever since at the sight or name of a republican.









CHAPTER III
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UR prison-ship contained a pretty well organized com- 
 munity. We were allowed to establish among ourselves 
 an internal police for our own comfort and self-govern- 


ment. And here we adhered to the forms of our own adored constitution; for in place of making a King, Dukes and Lords, we elected a President and twelve Counsellors, who, having executive as well as legislative powers, we called Committee men. But instead of four years they were to hold their offices but four weeks, at the end of which a new set were chosen by the general votes of all the prisoners.

It was the duty of the president and his twelve counsellors to make wholesome laws and define crimes, and award punishments. We made laws and regulations respecting personal behavior and personal cleanliness, which last we enforced with particular care; for we had some lazy, lifeless, dirty fellows among us, that required attending to like children. They were like hogs, whose delight it is to eat, sleep and wallow in the dirt, and never work. We had, however, but very few of this low caste, and they were, in a great measure, pressed down by some chronical disorder. It was the duty of the president and the twelve committee men, or common council, to define precisely every act punishable by fine, whipping, or confinement in the Black Hole. I opposed, with all my might, this last mode of punishment as unequal, inhuman, and disgraceful to our national character. I contended that we, who had suffered so much, and complained so loud of the Black Holes of the Regulus, Malabar and other floating dungeons, should reject, from an humane principle, this horrid mode of torment. I urged, as a medical man, that the punishment of a confined black hole, was a very unequal mode of punishment; for that some men
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of weak lungs and debilitated habit might die under the effects of that which another man could bear without much distress. I maintained that it was wicked, a sin against human nature, to take a well man, put him in a place that should destroy his health and very possibly shorten his days, by engrafting on him some incurable disorder. Some, on the other side, urged that as we were in the

power of the British we should not be uncivil to them; and that our rejection of the punishment of the black hole might be construed into a reflection on the English government; so we suffered it to remain in terrorem, with a strong recommendation not to have recourse to it but in very extraordinary cases. This dispute plunged me deep into the philosophy of crimes and punishments; and I am convinced on mature reflection that we in America are as much too mild in our civil punishments, as the British are too severe. By what I have heard, I have inferred that the Hollanders have drawn a just line between both.

We used to have our stated as well as occasional courts. Beside a bench of judges, we had our orators, and expounders of our laws. It was amusing and interesting to see a sailor, in his round short jacket, addressing the committee or bench of judges, with a phiz as serious and with lies as specious as any of our common lawyers in Massachusetts. They would argue, turn and twist, evade, retreat, back out, renew the attack and dispute every inch of the ground, or rather the deck, with an address that astonished me. The surgeon of the ship said to me one day, after listening to some of our native salt-water pleaders, “these countrymen of yours are the most extraordinary men I ever met with. While you have such fellows as these, your country will never lose its liberty.” I replied that this turn for legislation arose from our being all taught to read and write. “That alone did not give them,” said he, “this acuteness of understanding and promptness of speech. It arises” said he, with great justness, “from fearless liberty.”

I have already mentioned that we had Frenchmen in this prison









ship. Instead of occupying themselves with forming a constitution and making a code of laws, and defining crimes, and adjusting punishments and holding courts, and pleading for and against the person arraigned, these Frenchmen had erected billiard tables and roulettes, or wheels of fortune, not merely for their own amusement, but to allure the Americans to hazard their money, which these Frenchmen seldom failed to win.

These Frenchmen exhibited a considerable portion of ingenuity, industry and patience in their little manufactories of bone, of straw, and of hair. They would work incessantly to get money, by selling these trifling wares; but many of them had a much more expeditious method of acquiring cash, and that was by gaming at the billiard tables and the wheels of fortune. Their skill and address at these apparent games of hazard were far superior to the Americans. They seemed calculated for gamesters; their vivacity, their readiness, and their everlasting professions of friendship were nicely adapted to inspire confidence in the unsuspecting American Jack Tar, who has no legerdemain about him. Most of the prisoners were in the way of earning a little money; but almost all of them were deprived of it by the French gamesters. Our people stood no chance with them, but were commonly stripped of every cent, whenever they set out seriously to play with them. How often have I seen a Frenchman capering, and singing and grinning, in consequence of his stripping one of our sailors of all his money; while our solemn Jack Tar was either scratching his head, or trying to whistle, or else walking slowly off with both hands stuck in his pocket, and looking like John Bull after concluding a treaty of peace with Louis Baboon.

I admire the French, and wish their nation to possess and enjoy peace, liberty and happiness; but I cannot say that I love these French prisoners. Beside common sailors there are several officers of the rank of captains, lieutenants, and I believe midshipmen; and it is these that are the most adroit gamesters. We have all tried









hard to respect them; but there is something in their conduct so much like swindling, that I hardly know what to say of them. When they knew that we had received money for the work we had been allowed to perform, they were very attentive, and complaisant and flattering. Some had been, or pretended to have been, in America. They would come round and say, “ah! Boston fine town, very pretty-Cape Cod fine town, very fine. Town of Rhode Island superb. Bristol ferry very pretty. General Washington tres grand homme! General Madison brave homme!” With these expressions and broken English, they would accompany, with their monkey tricks, capering and grinning and patting us on the shoulder, with, “the Americans are brave men—fight like Frenchmen”; and by their insinuating manners allure our men once more to their wheels of fortune and billiard-tables, and as sure as they did, so sure did they strip them of all their money. I must either say nothing of these Frenchmen, officers and all, or else I must speak as I found them. I hope they were not a just sample of their whole nation; for these gentry would exercise every imposition, and even insinuate the thing that is not, the more easily to plunder us of our hard earned pittance of small change. Had they shown any generosity like the British tar, I should have passed over their conduct in silence; but after they have stripped our men of every farthing, they would say to them—“Monsieur, you have won all our money, now lend us a little change to get us some coffee and sugar, and we will pay you when we shall earn more.” ami,” says Monsieur, shrugging up his shoulders, “I am sorry, very sorry, indeed; it is le fortune de guerre. If you have lost your money you must win it back again; that is the fashion in my country-we no lend, that is not the fashion.” I have observed that these Frenchmen are fatalists. Good luck, or ill luck is all fate with them. So of their national misfortunes; they shrug up their shoulders, and ascribe all to the inevitable decrees of fate. This is very different from the Americans, who ascribe every thing to prudence or imprudence, strength or weakness. Our men say,









that if the game was wrestling, playing at ball or foot-ball, or firing at a mark, or rowing, or running a race, they should be on fair ground with them. Our fellows offered to institute this

game

with them; there should be a strong canvas bag, with two pieces of cord four feet long; the contest should be, for one man to put the other in the bag, with the liberty of first tying his hands or his feet, or both if he chose. Here would be a contest of strength and hardihood, but not of cunning or legerdemain. But the Frenchmen all united in saying, “No, it was not the fashion in their country to tie gentlemen up in sacks."

There were here some Danes as well as Dutchmen. It is curious to observe their different looks and manners, which I can hardly believe to be owing entirely to the manner of bringing up. Here we see the thick-skulled plodding Dane, making a wooden dish; or else some of the most ingenious making a clumsy ship: while others submitted to the dirtiest drudgery of the hulk, for money; and there we see a Dutchman, picking to pieces tarred ropes which, when reduced to its original form of hemp, they call oakum; or else you see him lazily stowed away in some corner, with his pipe, surrounded with smoke and “steeping his senses in forgetfulness;" while here and there and every where, you find a lively singing Frenchman, working in hair, or carving out of a bone, a lady, a monkey, or the central figure of the crucifixion! Among the specimens of American ingenuity I most admired their ships, which they built from three to five feet long. Some of them were said by the navy-officers to be perfect as regarded proportion, and exact, as it regarded the miniature representation of a merchantman, or sloop of war. By the specimens of ingenuity of these people of different nations you could discover their respective ruling passions.

Had not the French proved themselves to be a very brave people, I should have doubted it by what I observed of them on board the prison-ship. They would scold, quarrel and fight, by









slapping each other's chops with the flat hand, and cry like so many girls. I have often thought that one of our Yankees, with his iron fist, could by one blow send Monsieur into his nonentity. Perhaps such a man as Napoleon Bonaparte could make any nation courageous; but there is some difference between courage and bravery. I have been amused, amid captivity, on observing the volatile Frenchman singing,dancing, fencing, grinning and gambling, while the American tar lifts his hardy front and weather beaten countenance, despising them all, but the dupe of them; just about as much disposed to squander his money among girls and fiddlers as the English sailor; but never so in love with it as to study the arts and legerdemain to obtain it. I have at times wondered that the hard fisted Yankee did not revenge impositions on the skulls of some of these blue-skinned sons of the old continent. Is there not a country, where there is one series or chain of impositions, from the Pope downwards? There is no such thing in the United States. That is a country of laws; and their very sailors are all full of rights and wrongs; of justice and injustice; and of defining crimes, and ascertaining the butts and bounds of national and individual rights.

It was a pleasant circumstance that I could, now and then obtain some entertaining books. I had read most of Dean Swift's works, but had never met with his celebrated allegory of John Bull until I found it on board this prison-ship. I read this little work with more delight than I can express. I had always heard the English nation, including king, lords, commons, country squires and merchants, called “John Bull,” but I never before knew that the name originated from this piece of wit of Dean Swift's. Now I learnt for the first time that the English king, court and nation, taken collectively, were characterized under the name of John Bull; and that of France under the name of Louis Baboon; and that of the Dutch of Nick Frog; and that of Spain under Lord Strutt; that the church of England was called John's Mother; the









parliament his wife; and Scotland his poor ill-treated, raw-boned, mangy Sister Peg. While I was shaking my sides at the comical characteristical painting of the witty Dean of St. Patrick, the Frenchmen would come around me to know what the book contained which so much tickled my fancy; they thought it was an obscene book, and wished some one to translate it to them: but all they could get out of me was the word “John Bull and Louis Baboon!” 

It is now the 30th of November, a month celebrated to a proverb in England, for its gloominess. We have had a troubled sky and foggy for several weeks past. The pleasant prospect of the surrounding shores has been obscured a great portion of this month. The countenances of our companions partake of our dismal atmosphere. It has even sobered our Frenchmen; they do not sing and caper as usual; nor do they swing their arms about, and talk with strong emphasis of every trifle. The thoughts of home obtrude upon us; and we feel as the poor Jews felt on the banks of the Euphrates, when their task-masters and prison-keepers insisted on their singing a song. We all hung up our fiddles, as the Jews did their harps, and sat about, here and there, like barn-door fowls when moulting

Our captivity on the banks of the river Medway, bordered with willows, brought to my mind the plaintive song of the children of Israel, in captivity on the banks of the river Euphrates, which psalm, among others, I used to sing with my mother and sisters on Sunday evenings, when an innocent boy, and long before the wild notion of rambling from a comfortable and plentiful home, came into my head. It is the 137th Psalm, Tate and Brady's version.




When we our weary limbs to rest

   Sat down by proud Euphrates' stream, 
We wept, with doleful thoughts opprest. 
  And Salem was our mournful theme. 










Our harps, that, when with joy we sung,

Were wont their tuneful parts to bear, With silent strings, neglected hung,

On willow-trees, that wither'd there.




Meanwhile our foes, who all conspir'd

To triumph in our slavish wrongs, Music and mirth of us requir'd,

“Come sing us one of Zion's songs.”




How shall we tune our voice to sing?

Or touch our harps with skilful hands? Shall hymns of joy to GOD, OUR KING,

Be sung by slaves in foreign lands?




O, SALEM! Our once happy seat!

When I of thee forgetful prove, Let then my trembling hand forget

The speaking strings with art to move!




If I, to mention thee, forbear,

Eternal silence seize my tongue ! Or if I sing one cheerful air,

Till my deliv'rance is my song.









CHAPTER IV




COME now to a delicate subject; and shall speak accordingly with due caution; I mean the character and conduct of Mr. Beasly, the American Agent for prisoners. He re

sides in the city of London, thirty-two miles from this place. There have been loud and constant complaints made of his conduct towards his countrymen suffering confinement at three thousand miles distance from all they hold most dear and valuable, and he but half a day's journey from us. Mr. Beasly knew that there were some thousands of his countrymen imprisoned in a foreign land for no crime but for defending and fighting under the American flag, that emblem of national independence and sovereignty; if he reflected at all he must have known these countrymen of his were in general thinking men; men who had homes, and “fire places.” He knew they had, some of them, fathers and mothers, wives and children, brothers and sisters in the United States, who lived in houses that had “fire places,” and that they had in general been brought up in more ease and plenty than the same class in England; he knew they were a people of strong affections to their relatives, and strong attachments to their country; and he might have supposed that some of them had as good an education as himself; he must, or ought to have thought constantly that they were suffering imprisonment, deprivations and occasionally sickness in a foreign country, where he is specially commissioned and placed to attend to their comfort, relieve, if practicable their wants, and to be the channel of communication between them and their families. The British commander or Commodore of all the prison ships in this river visited them all once a month, and paid good attention to all their wants.

When we first arrived here, we wrote in a respectful style to Mr.









Beasly, as the Agent from our government for the prisoners in England. We glanced at our sufferings at Halifax; and stated our extreme sufferings on the passage to England, and until we arrived in the river Medway. We remarked that we expected that the government of the United States intended to treat her citizens in capivity in a foreign land all equally alike. We represented to him that we were, in general destitute of clothing and many conveniences that a trifling sum of money would obtain; that we did not doubt the good will and honorable intentions of our government; and that he doubtless knew of their kind intentions towards us all.—But he never returned a word of answer. We found that all those prisoners who had been confined here at Chatham from the commencement of the war bore Mr. Beasly an inveterate hatred. They accuse him of an unfeeling neglect, and disregard to their pressing wants. They say he never visited them but once, and that then his conduct gave more disgust than his visit gave pleasure. Where there is much smoke there must be some fire. The account they gave is this — that when he came on board he seemed fearful that they would come too near him, he therefore requested that additional sentries might be placed on the gangways to keep the prisoners from coming aft on the quarter deck. He then sent for one of their number, said a few words to him relative to the prisoners; but not a word of information in answer to the questions repeatedly put to him; and of which we were all very anxious to hear. He acted as if he was afraid that any questions should be put to him; so that without waiting to hear a single complaint, and without waiting to examine into any thing respecting their situation, their health, or their wants, he hastily took his departure, amidst the hooting and hisses of his countrymen, as he passed over the side of the ship

Written representations of the neglect of this nominal agent for us prisoners were made to the government of the United States, which we sent by different conveyances; but whether they ever
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reached the person of the Secretary we never knew. Several individuals among the prisoners wrote to Mr. Beasly for information on subjects in which their comfort and happiness were concerned, but received no answer. Once indeed a letter was received from his clerk in an imperious style, announcing that no notice would be taken of any letters from individuals, (which was probably correct) but those only that were written by the committee collectively. The Committee accordingly wrote, but their letter was treated with the same silent neglect. This desertion of his countrymen in their utmost need, excited an universal expression of disgust if not resentment. Cut off from their own country, surrounded only by enemies, swindled by their neighbours, winter coming on and no clothing proper for the approaching season, and the American agent for themselves and other prisoners within three or four hours' journey, and yet abandoned by him to the tender mercies of our declared enemies, it is no wonder that our prisoners detested, at length, the name of Beasly. We made every possible allowance for this gentleman; we said to each other “he may have no funds; he may have the will but not the power to help us; his commission, and his directions may not extend so high as our expectations”; still we could make no excuse for his not visiting us, and enquiring and seeing for himself our real situation. He might have answered our letters, and encouraged us not to despair but to hope for relief; he might have visited us as often as did the English Commodore, which was once in four weeks; but he should not have insulted our feelings the only time he did visit us, and humble and mortify us in the view of the Frenchmen, who saw, and remarked that our agent considered us no more than so many hogs. The Emperor Napoleon has visited some of his hospitals incog. has viewed the situation of the sick and wounded, examined their food and eaten of their bread, and once threw a cup of wine in the face of a steward because he thought it not good enough for the soldier; but—some of our agents are men of more consequence, in their own eyes, than Napoleon!









During the war it was stated to our government that six thousand two hundred and fifty-seven seamen had been pressed and forcibly detained on board British ships of war. Events have proved the correctness of this statement; and this slavery has been a subject of merriment, and a theme for ridicule among the Federalists. They say it makes no more difference to a sailor what ship he is on board than it does to a hog what stye he is in. Others not quite so brutal, have said “Hush! it may be so; but we must bear it; England is mistress of the Ocean and her existence depends on this practice of impressment; her naval power must be submitted to-give us merchants commerce, and these Jack tars will take care of themselves; for it is not worth while to lose a profitable trade for the sake of a few ignorant sailors, who never had any rights, and who have neither liberty, property or homes but what we merchants give to them.”

The American seamen on board the Crown Prince, were chiefly men who had been impressed into the British Navy previous to the war; but who, on hearing of the Declaration of war against Great Britain by the people of the United States, gave themselves up as prisoners of war; but instead of being directly exchanged, the English Government thought it proper to send them on board these prison ships to be retained there during the war, evidently to prevent them from entering into our own navy. It should be remembered that they were all citizens of the United States sailing in merchant ships; and yet the merchants, at least those of Boston and the other New-England seaports, have very generally mocked the complaints of impressed seamen and derided their representations, and have even denied the story of their impressment. Even the Governor of Massachusetts (Strong) has affected in his public speeches to the Legislature to represent this crying outrage as the mere groundless clamor of a party opposed to his election! Whether groundless or not, I will venture to assert that the names of many of the leading Federalists in Massachusetts, and a few others will









never be forgotten by the inhabitants of the prison ships at Chatham, at Halifax and in the West Indies.

We are now at peace, and the tide of party has so far slackened that we can tell the truth without the suspicion of political or party designs. I shall relate only what I have collected from the men themselves, who were never in the way of reading our newspapers, or of hearing of the speeches of the friends of the British in Congress or in our State Legislatures. I think I ought, however, here to premise that my family were of that party in Massachusetts called Federal; that is, we voted for Governor Strong, and Federal Senators and Representatives; our clergyman was also Federal and preached and prayed Federally, and we read none but Federal newspapers, and associated with none but Federalists; of course we believed all that Governor Strong said, and approved all that our Senators and Representatives voted, and believed all that was printed in the Boston Federal papers. The whole family, and myself with them, believed all that Colonel Timothy Pickering had written about impressment of seamen, and about the weakness and wickedness of the President and administration; we believed them all to be under the pay and influence of Bonaparte, who we knew was the first Lieutenant of Satan. We believed all that was said about "Free trade and sailors' rights" was all stuff and nonsense, brought forward by the Republicans, whom we called Democrats and Jacobins, to gull the people out of their liberty and property, in order to surrender both to the Tyrant of France. We believed entirely that the war was unnecessary and wicked, and declared with no other design but to injure England and gratify France. We believed also that the whole of the administration, and every man of the Republican party, from Jefferson and Madison down to our—was either fool or knave. If we did not believe that every Republican was a scoundrel, we were sure and certain that every scoundrel was a Republi

In some points our belief was as strong and as fixed as any




can.









in the papal dominions; for example—we maintained stiffly that Governor Strong, Lieut. Gov. Phillips, H. G. Otis, and John Lowell and Francis Blake, Esqrs., were for talents, knowledge, piety and virtue the very first men in the United States, and ought to be at the head of the nation; or—to express it all in one word, as my sister once did, “Federalism is the politics of a gentleman, and of a lady, but Republicanism is the low cant of the vulgar”; of such men as your Tom Jeffersons, Jim Madisons, and John Adams, and Col. Monroes.

With these expanded and enlightened ideas of men and things did I, Perigrinus Americanus, quit my father's house of ease and plenty to make a short trip in a Privateer, more for a frolic than for any thing serious, being very little concerned whether I was taken or not, provided my capture would be the means of carrying me among the people who I had long adored for their superior bravery, magnanimity, religion, knowledge, and justice; which opinions I had imbibed from their own writers, in verse and prose. Beside the Federal newspapers, I had dipped into the posthumous works of Fisher Ames enough to inspire me with adoration of England, abhorrence of France and a contempt for my own country; or to express it all in fewer words, I was a Federalist of the Boston stamp. These are the outlines of my preconceived opinions, which I carried with me into Melville Prison at Halifax. I was not the only one by many who entered that abode of misery with similar notions. How often have I wished that Governor Strong and his principal supporters were here with us, learning wisdom, and acquiring just notions of men, things and governments.

But to return from the Governor and Council, and other great men of Massachusetts, to the British prison ship at Chatham—The British had been in the habit of pressing the sailors from our merchant ships, ever since the year. 1755. The practice was always abhorred, and often resisted, and sometimes even unto death. We naturally inferred that with our independence we should preserve









the persons of our citizens from violence and deep disgrace; for to an American a whipping is a degradation worse than death. Since the termination of the war with England, which guaranteed our independence, the British never pretended to impress American citizens; but pretended to the right of entering our vessels and taking from them the natives of Britain or Ireland, and this was their general rule of conduct—they would forcibly board our vessels, and the boarding-officer, who was commonly a lieutenant, completely armed with a sword, dirk, and loaded pistols, would muster the crew, and examine the persons of the sailors as a planter examines a lot of negroes exposed for sale; and all the thin, puny, or sickly men he allowed to be American—but all the stout, hearty, redcheeked, iron-fisted, crispy-haired fellows were declared to be British; and if such men showed their certificates of citizenship and place of birth, they were pronounced forgeries, and the unfortunate men were dragged over the side into the boat, and forced on board his floating prison. Not a day in the year but there occurred such a scene as this; and to our shame be it spoken, we endured this outrage on man through the administrations of Washington, Adams and Jefferson, before we declared war, to revenge the villainy. If an high-spirited man, thus kidnapped, refused to work, he was first deprived of victuals; and if starvation did not induce him to work, he was stripped and tied up, and whipped like a thief !—and many a noble-spirited fellow suffered this accursed punishment. If he seized the first opportunity, as he ought, to run away from his tyrants, and was taken, he was severely whipped; and for a second attempt the punishment was doubled, and for a third he was hanged, or shot.

It happened on our declaration of war, chiefly on account of this atrocious treatment of the sailors, that thousands of our countrymen had been impressed into the British navy and more or less were found in almost every ship; most of these informed their respective captains, that being American citizens they could not remain in the









service of a nation to aid them in killing their brethren, and in pulling down the flag of their native country. They declared firmly that it was fighting against nature for a man to fight against his native land, the only land to which he owed a natural duty. Some noble British commanders admired their patriotic spirit and permitted them to quit their ships and go to prison; while other captains, of an opposite and ignoble character refused to hear their declarations, and ordered them to return to what they called their duty; which they accompanied with threats of severe punishment if they disobeyed. But some, whose noble spirits would have honored any man or station, adhered to their first determination, not to fight against their own brothers, or aid in pulling down the flag of their nation. These were immediately put in irons, and fed on scanty allowance of bread and water; for if any thing can bring down the high spirit of an hearty young man, it is the slow torture of hunger and thirst. When it was found that this had not the effect of debasing the American spirit, the young sufferer was brought upon deck, and stripped to his waist, and sometimes lower, and—Oh! my pen cannot write it for indignation! resentment, and a righteous revenge shakes my hand with rage, while I attempt to record the act of villainy. Yes, my countrymen and my countrywomen, our noble-minded young men, brought up in more ease and plenty than half the officers of a British man of war, are violently stripped, and tied fast and immovable by a rope to a cannon, or to the iron railing of what is called the gang-way, and when he is so fixed as to stretch the skin and muscles to the utmost, he is whipped by a long, heavy and hard-knotted whip, four times more formidable and heavy than the whip allowed to be used by the carters, truck or car men, on their horses. With this heavy and knotted scourge the boatswain's mate, who is generally selected for his strength, after stripping off his jacket that he may strike the harder, lashes this young man, on his delicate skin until his back is cut from his shoulders to his waist! Few men, of ordinary feelings of humanity, could bear to see, without great emotion, even a thief or a robber so severely punished.









But what must be the feelings of an American to see such a cruel operation upon the body of his countryman, of his mess-mate and companion? We will venture to say, that if a dog, or a horse, were tied fast to a post, in any street of any town in America, and lashed with such an heavy knotted whip, swung by the strong arm of a vigorous man, although their skins were covered and defended by their hair or fur, we do not believe that the inhabitants would see it inflicted on the poor beast without carrying the whipper before a magistrate, to answer to the law for his cruelty. Yet what is the whipping of a beast, devoid of reason, and covered with fur, to this severe operation upon the delicate skin and flesh of one of our young men? And all for what? For nobly maintaining and upholding the first and great principle of our nature. Yet has this heroism of our enslaved seamen been overlooked, and even derided by the Federal merchant and the Federal politician, and the Federal member of congress, and the Federal clergyman! Some of our brave fellows have been brought upon deck every punishing day, and undergone this horrid punishment three or four times over, until the crews of the men of war were disposed to cry out shame, upon their own officers. Some of our poor fellows could not sustain these repeated tortures, which is not to be wondered at, and have finally gone to work as soon as they recovered from their barbarous usage. Others, of firmer frames and firmer minds, have wearied out their persecutors, whose infernal dispositions they have defied and triumphed over; such have been sent out of the ship into our prison-ships; and here they are to tell their own story, to show to their countrymen the everlasting marks of their tormenters, the British navy officers. With what indignation, rage and horror have I seen our brave fellows actuated, while one of these heroes of national rights and national character has been relating his sufferings, and showing his degrading scars, made on his body by the accursed whip of a boatswain's mate, by order of an infamous captain of the British navy! You talk of peace, friendship and cordiality with the nation from whom most of us sprang. It is









well, perhaps, that the two nations should be at peace politically, but can you ever expect cordiality to subsist between our impressed and cruelly treated sailor, and a British navy officer? It is next to impossible. Our ill-treated sailor, lacerated in his flesh, wounded in his honor, and debased by the slavish hand of a boatswain's mate never can forget the barbarians; nor ever can nor ever ought to forgive them. The God of nature has ordained that nations sho be separated by a difference of language, religion, customs, and manners, for wise purposes; but where two great nations like the English and American have the same language, institutions and manners, he may possibly have allowed the devil to inspire one with a portion of his own infernal spirit of cruelty, in order to effect a separation and keep apart two people, superficially resembling each other.




It may be for good and wise purposes, in the order of Providence, that there should be a partition wall between us and Britain. We have had to deplore that three thousand miles of ocean is not half enough; for avarice, fashion and folly are continually drawing us together; and these often drown the still small voice of patriotism, whose language is, “Come out of her, O my people! There is nothing that tends so strongly to keep us asunder as the different dispositions of the two people. The Americans are a kind, humane, tender-hearted people, as free from cruelty as any nation upon earth, and possessing as much generosity towards an enemy they have vanquished and who is at their mercy, as any people to be found on the records of the human kind. Their laws express it; the records of their courts prove it; the history of the war illustrates it; and I hope that all our actions declare it. We may change, and become as hard hearted and cruel as the English. It may be that we are now in the chivalrous age or period of our nation, which is the generous, youthful stage of a nation's life; this may pass away and we may sink into the cold, phlegmatic, calculating cruelty of the present Britons; and become like them objects of hatred to our









own descendants. Whatever we may, in the course of degeneration, become, we assert it, as an incontrovertible fact, that the Britons are now and have been for many generations past vastly our inferiors on the score of polished humanity. On this subject we would refer the reader to the history of England, written by eminent Englishmen and Scotchmen, and to Shakespeare's historical plays, and to the records of their courts, the annals of Newgate and of the Tower, and to their penal code generally; but above all to their horrid military punishments, in their army and in their navy; and then contrast the whole with the history of America, of her courts, and of her

army 
     and 


navy punishments. When the Algerines captured some of our vessels and made slaves of the crew, a very high degree of sensibility was excited. It was the theme of every newspaper and oration, and the subject of almost every conversation. The horrors of Algerine slavery was considered as the ne plus ultra of human misery; but it has so happened that we have many sailors returned again to their country, who have been enslaved at Algiers and have been impressed and detained on board British men of war, and afterwards thrown into their prison-ships. The united opinion of these people is, that the Algerine slavery is much more tolerable than the British slavery. The Algerines make the common sailors work from six to eight hours in the day, but they give them good food and enough of it, and lodge them in airy places, and always employ the officers according to their rank; whereas the British seem to take a delight in confounding and mixing together the officers with their men. As to their punishments among themselves, they will cut off a man's head, and strangle him with a bow-string, in a summary manner; but a Turk or Algerine would sicken at the sight of a whipping in the navy and in the army of the Christian king of England. There is no nation upon this globe of earth that treats its soldiers and sailors with that degree of barbarity common to their camps, garrisons and men of war; for what they lack in the number of lashes on









board a ship, they make up in the severity of infliction, so as to render the punishment nearly equal to the Russian knout. 

If any one is curious to see British military flogging treated scientifically, I would refer him to chapter xii, vol. 2d, of Dr. R. Hamilton's “Duties of a Regimental Surgeon,” from page 22, to 82. The reading of it is enough to spoil an hungry man's dinner. We there read of the suppuration and stench that follows after seven or eight hundred lashes; and that some men have complained that its offensiveness was almost equal to the whipping. We there read of the surgeon discharging a pound and a half of matter from an abscess, formed in consequence of a merciless punishment. The reader may also be entertained with the discussion whether it is best to wash the cats clear from the blood (for the executioners lay on twenty-five strokes, and then another twenty-five, and so on, till the nine hundred or a thousand ordered are finished), or whether it is best to let the blood dry on the knots of the whip, in order to make it cut the sharper. There, too, you may learn the advantage of having the naked wretch tied fast and firm, so that he may not wring and twist about to avoid the torture, which, he says, if not attended to may destroy the sight, by the whip cutting his eyes, or his cheeks and breasts may be cut for want of this precaution. He says, however, that in those regiments who punish by running the gauntlet it is almost impossible to prevent the man from being cut from the nape of the neck to his hams. You will there find a description of a neat contrivance used at Gibraltar, which was compounded of the stocks and the pillory. The soldier's legs were held firm in two apertures of a thick plank, while his body and head were bent down to a plank placed in a perpendicular direction, to receive the man's head, and two more apertures to confine his arms. In this immovable posture, human beings, Englishmen, Irishmen and Scotchmen, have had their flesh lacerated for more than half an hour! But the Doctor informs us that the men did not like this new contrivance, as it checked their vociferation and injured their









lungs; so it was discontinued, and they returned again to the halberts, where their hands were tied up over their heads. Some of these poor wretches have been known to gnaw the flesh of their own arms, in the agonies of torture!

Americans! think of these barbarities, and bless the memories of those statesmen and warriors who have separated you as a nation from a cruel people, who have neither bowels of compassion or any tenderness of feeling, for the soldier or the sailor. They value them and care for them on the same principle that we value a horse, and no more, merely as an animal that is useful to them. I have for some time believed that America would be the grave of the British character. Our free presses dare speak of their military whippings, without fearing the punishment inflicted on the editor of their Political Register." 

Those pressed men liberated from the British men of war, and sent on board this ship, the Crown Prince, that is, sent from one prison to another, are large, well made, fine looking fellows, for such they usually select as Englishmen. Some of them were men of colour. The following anecdote does honor to the character of Sir Sydney Smith, as well as to that of our brave tars.

Sir Sydney was then off Toulon. On the news reaching the crew that the United States had declared war against England, all the Americans on board had determined not to fight against their country, or aid in striking its flag; they therefore asked permission to speak with Sir Sydney, who permitted them to come altogether on the quarter-deck; they told him they were all Americans by birth, and impressed against their will into the British service, and forcibly detained; that although they had consented to do the duties of Englishmen on board his ship, they could not fight against their own country. “Nor do I wish you should,” was the answer of this gallant knight. On being reminded by one of his officers that

1 William Cobbett, who in 1810 was sentenced to two years' imprisonment and £1,000 fine, for denouncing army flogging.









they were nearly all petty officers, he observed to them that they had been promoted in consequence of their good behaviour; and that if they could, as he hoped they would, reconcile themselves to the service, he should continue to promote them, and reward their good behaviour. They thanked him; but assured him that it was against their principles, as Americans, and against a sense of duty towards their beloved country, to fight against their brethren or to aid in pulling down the emblem of their nation's sovereignty. He promised to report the business to his superiors, and turning to one of his officers, said, “I wish all Englishmen were as strongly attached to their country, as these Americans are to theirs.”

Another instance of a British commander, the opposite of this, is worth relating. I give it as the sufferer related it to us all, and as confirmed by other testimony beside his own. The man declared himself to be an American, and as such asked for his discharge. The captain said he lied, that he was no American, but an Englishman, and that he only made this declaration to get his liberty; and he ordered him to be severely whipped; and on every punishing day he was asked if he still persisted in calling himself an American and in refusing to do duty? The man obstinately persisted. At length the captain became enraged to a high degree; he ordered the man to be stripped and tied up to the gratings, and after threatening him with the severest flogging that was in his power to inflict, he asked the man if he would avoid the punishment, and do his duty? · Yes," said the noble sailor, “ I will do ту 

duty, and that is to blow up your ship the very first opportunity in my power.” This was said with a stern countenance, and a corresponding voice. The captain seemed astonished, and first looking over his larboard shoulder, and then over his starboard shoulder, said to his officers, “this is a damn'd queer fellow! I do not believe he is an Englishman. I suppose he is crazy; so you may unlash him, boatswain ”; and he was soon after sent out of that ship into this









prison-ship. This man will carry the marks of the accursed cat to his grave!

O, ye Tories! ye Federalists, ye every thing but what you should be, who have derided the sufferings of the sailor and mocked at his misery—had you one half of the heroic virtue that filled and sustained the brave heart of this noble sailor, you would cease to eulogize these tyrants of the ocean, or to revile your own government for drawing the sword and running all risks to redress the wrongs of the oppressed sailor. The cruel conduct of the British ought to be trumpeted throughout the terraqueous globe; but we would fain cover over, if possible, the depravity of some few of our merchants and politicians, who regard a sailor in the same light as a truckman does his horse.

Several of these impressed men have declared that in looking back on their past sufferings on board English men of war, and comparing it with their present confinement at Chatham, they feel themselves in a Paradise. The ocean, the mirror of heaven, is as much the element of an American as of an Englishman. The great Creator has given it to us, as well as to them; and we will guard its honor accordingly, by chasing cruelty from its surface, whether it shall appear in the habit of a Briton or an Algerine.
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CHAPTER V 




T is now the last day of the year 1813; and we live pretty comfortably. Prisoners of war, confined in an old man of war hulk, must not expect to sleep on beds of down, or to fare

sumptuously every day, as if we were at home with our indulgent mothers and sisters. All things taken into consideration, I believe we are nearly as well treated here in the river Medway as the British prisoners are in Salem or Boston; not quite so well fed with fresh meat, and a variety of vegetables, because this country does not admit of it; but we do not suffer as we did at Halifax, and above all as we suffered on board the floating dungeons the transports, and store-ship Malabar. 

All the Frenchmen are sent out of the ship excepting about forty officers, and these are all gamblers, ready and willing and able to fleece us all, have we ever so much money. I wonder that the prison-ship police has not put down this infamous practice. It is à fomenter of almost all the evil passions, of those particularly which do the least honor to the human heart. Our domestic faction have uttered a deal of nonsense about a French influence in America. By what I have observed here, I never can believe that the French will ever have any influence to speak of in the United States. We never agreed with them but in one point, and that was in our hatred to the English. There we united cordially; there we could fight at the same gun, and there we could mingle our blood together. The English may thank themselves for this. They, with their friends and allies, the Algerines and the Savages of our own wilderness, have made a breach in that great Christian family, whose native language was the English, which is every year growing wider and wider.









January, 1814.—We take two or three London newspapers, and through them know a little what is going forward in the world. We find by them that Joanna Southcote, and Molyneux, the black bruiser, engross the attention of the most respectable portion of John Bull's family. Not only the British officers but the ladies wear the orange-colored cockade, in honor of the Prince of Orange, and because the Dutch have taken Holland. The yellow or orange color is all the rage; it has been even extended to the clothing of the prisoners. Our sailors say that it is because we are under the command of a yellow Admiral, or at least a yellow Commodore, which is about the same thing.

About this time there came on board of us a recruiting sergeant, to try to enlist some of our men in the service of the Prince Regent. He offered us sixteen guineas; but he met with no success. Some of the men“ bored” him pretty well. We had a very good will to throw the slave overboard, but as we dare not, we contented ourselves with telling him what a flogging the Yankees would give him and his platoon, when they got over to America.

About five hundred prisoners have recently arrived in this “ reach," from Halifax. There are between one hundred and fifty and two hundred of Colonel Boerstler's men, who were deceived, decoyed, and captured near Beaver Dams, on the twenty-third of June, 1813. These men were principally from Pennsylvania and Maryland. It is difficult to describe their wretched appearance; and as difficult to narrate their sufferings on the passage, without getting into a rage, inconsistent with the character of an impartial journalist.

To the everlasting disgrace of the British government, and of a British man of war, be it known that these miserable victims to hardheartedness were crowded together in the black hole of a ship as we were, just like sheep in a sheep-fold. They allowed but two to come upon deck at a time. They were covered with nastiness and overrun with vermin, for these poor creatures









of men.




were not allowed to wash their clothes or themselves. O, how my soul did abhor the English, when I saw these poor soldiers! It is no wonder that people who only see and judge of the Americans by the prisoners, that they conceive us to be a horde of savages. They see us while prisoners, in the most degraded and odious light that we ever before saw or felt ourselves in. I can easily.conceive how bad and scanty food, dirt, vermin, and a slow chronical disease, or low spirits, may change the temper and character of large bodies

I would advise all my countrymen, should it ever be their hard lot to be again in British bondage, to exert themselves to appear as clean and smart in their persons as their situation will possibly admit. I believe a soldier feels more of the martial spirit when in uniform, than in a loose drab coat. The same feeling may extend to a judge in his robes, and to a parson in his gown. They all may feel braver, more conscientious, and pious, for this “outward and visible sign,” of what the inward ought to be.

These poor soldiers were, of all men among us, the most miserable; they had suffered greatly for want of good and sufficient food, as six of them had to feed on that quantity which the British allowed to four of their own men. By what we could gather the most barbarous, the most unfeeling neglect, and actual ill treatment, was experienced on board the Nemesis. This ship seems, like the Malabar, to be damned to everlasting reproach. I forgot to enquire whether her Captain and her Surgeon were Scotchmen.

We turn with disgust and resentment from such ships as the Regulus, the Malabar, and the Nemesis, and mention with pleasure the Poictiers, of 74 guns. The captain and officers of this ship behaved to the prisoners she brought with the same kindness and humanity as I presume the captain, officers and crew of an American man of war would towards British prisoners. They considered our men as living, sensitive beings, feeling the inconveniences of hunger and thirst, and the pleasure of the gratifications of these instinctive appetites; they seemed to consider also that we were ra









tional beings; and it is possible they may have suspected that some of us might have had our rational and improvable faculty increased by education; they might, moreover, have thought that we had, like them, the powers of reminiscence, and the same dispositions to revenge; or they might not have thought much on the subject but acted from their own generous and humane feelings. I wish it were in my power to record the names of the officers of the Poictiers. Of this ship we can remark, that she had long been on the American station, long enough to know the American character, and to respect it. Her officers had a noble specimen of American bravery and humanity, when the American sloop Wasp took the British sloop Frolic, and both were soon after taken by the Poictiers. The humane, and we dare say, brave Capt. Beresford, has the homage of respect for his proper line of conduct towards those Americans whom the fortune of war put under his command. We drank the healths, in the best beer we could get, of the Captain, officers and crew of his Britannic Majesty's line of battle ship Poictiers. 

It may be tedious to our readers, especially if they be British, but we cannot yet leave the subject of the inhuman treatment of the American prisoners of war, while on their

passage

from Halifax to Chatham. The condition of the soldiers was the most deplorable. Some of these men were born in the interior, and had never seen the salt ocean; they enlisted in Boerstler's regiment, and were taken by the British and Indians, somewhere between Fort George and York, the capital of Upper Canada. They were pretty much stripped of their clothing, soon after they were taken, and their march to Montreal was conducted with very little regard to their feelings; but when sick they were well attended to by the medical men of the

enemy;

their

passage from Quebec to Halifax, down the river St. Lawrence, was barbarous. They suffered for victuals, clothes, and every other conveniency. The men say that they had more instances of real kindness from the Indians than from the British. But on their passage across the Atlantic, their situation was









horrible, as may be well supposed, when it is considered that these soldiers had never been at sea, and of course could not shift and shirk about, as the sailors call it, as could the seamen; they were of course sea-sick; and were continually groping and tumbling about in the dark prison of a ship’s hold. They suffered a double portion of misery compared with the sailors, to whom the rolling of the ship in a gale of wind, and the stench of bilge-water, were matters of no grievance; but were serious evils to these landsmen, who were constantly treading upon, or running against and tumbling over each other. Many of them were weary of their lives, and some laid down dejected in despair, hoping never to rise again. Disheartened, and of course sick, these young men became negligent of their persons, not caring whether they ever added another day to their wretched existence, so that when they came on board the prison ship, they were loathsome objects of disgust. A mother could not have known her own son nor a sister her brother, disguised and half consumed as they were with a variety of wretchedness. They were half naked, and it was now the middle of winter, and within thirty miles of London, in the nineteenth century, an era famous for Bible societies, for missionary and humane societies, and for all the proud boastings of Christian and evangelical virtue; under the reign of a king and prince renowned for their liberality and magnanimity towards French Catholics, (but not Irish ones,) and towards Ferdinand the bigot, his holiness the Pope, and the venerable institution of the holy Inquisition. Alas! poor old John Bull, thou art in thy dotage, with thy thousand ships in the great salt ocean and thy half a dozen victorious ones in the Serpentine river, alias the splendid gutter dug out in Hyde Park for the amusement of British children six feet high. Can the world wonder that America, in her

age of chivalry, should knock over these doting old fellows and make them the derision of the universe? 




present




I can no otherwise account for this base treatment of the Ameri









cans than by supposing that the British government had concluded in the summer and autumn of 1813 that America could not stand the tug of war with England, that Madison was unpopular, and that the Federalists, or British faction in America, were prevailing, especially in New-England; and that, being sure of conquest, they should commence the subjugation of the United States by degrading its soldiery and seamen as they have the brave Irish. They may have been led into this error by our Federal newspapers, which are generally vehicles of misinformation. The faction may impede and embarrass for a time, but they never can long confine the nervous arm of the American Hercules.

Candor influences me to confess that there were more attempts than one to rise and take these men of war transports. I find that several experiments were made, but, that they were always betrayed, by some Englishman or Irishman that had crept into American citizenship. I hope the time is not far off, when we shall reject from our service every man not known absolutely to have been born in the United States. Whenever these foreigners get drunk, they betray their partiality to their own country and their dislike of ours. I hope our navy never will be disgraced or endangered by these renegadoes. Every man is more or less a villain who fights against his own country. The Irish are so ill-treated at home, that it is no wonder they quit their native soil for a land of more liberty and plenty, and they are often faithful to the country that adopts them; but never trust an Englishman, and above all a Scotchman.

It is a happy circumstance that America wants neither. She had rather have one English manufacturer than an hundred English sailors. We labor under the inconvenience of speaking the same language with the enemies of our rising greatness. I know by my own personal experience that English books, published since our revolutionary war, have a pernicious tendency in Anglifying the pure American character. I have been amused in listening to the wrangling con

1 Dr. Waterhouse was ahead of his times, but had his views prevailed, what a vast improvement would have taken place in our political system since he wrote.









versation of an English, an Irish, and an American sailor when all three were half drunk; and this was very often the case during this month of January, as many of our men who had been in the British naval service received payment from the government; and this filled our abode with noise, riot, confusion and sometimes fighting. The day was spent in gambling and the night in drunkenness; for now all would attempt to forget their misery and steep their senses in forgetfulness. The French officers among us seldom indulged in drinking to excess. Our men said they kept sober in order to strip the boozy sailor of his money by gambling.

While the Frenchmen keep sober, the American and English sailor will indulge in their favorite grog. In this respect I see no difference between English and American. Over the can of grog the English tar forgets all his hardships and his slavery—yes, slavery; for where is there a greater slavery among white men than that of impressed Englishmen on board of one of their own men of war? The American, over his grog, seems equally happy, and equally forgetful of his harsh treatment. The Englishman, when his skin is full of grog, glows with idolatry for his country and his favorite lass; and so does the American. The former sings the victories of Benbow, Howe, Jervis, and Nelson; while the latter sing the same songs, only, substituting the names of Preble, Hull, Decatur, and Bainbridge, Perry and Macdonough. Our men parodied all the English national songs: “Rule Britannia, rule the waves," was "Rule Columbia, &c. "God save Great George our King," was sung by our boys, “God save great Madison”; for every thing like Federalism was banished from our hearts and ears; whatever we were before, we were all staunch Madisonians in a foreign land. The two great and ruling passions among the British sailors and the American sailors seemed precisely the same, viz. love of their country, and love of the fair sex. These two subjects alone entered into all their songs, and seemed to be the only dear objects of their souls, when half drunk. On these two strings hang all our nation's









glory; while, to my surprize, I found, or thought I found, that the love of money was that string which vibrated oftenest in a Frenchman's heart; but I may be mistaken; all the nation may not be gamblers. Remember, politicians, philosophers, admirals, and generals, that Love and Patriotism are the two and I almost said the only two passions of that class of men who are destined to carry your flag in triumph around the terraqueous globe, by skillfully controlling the powers of the winds, and of vapor. 

One word more before I quit this national trait. The English naval muse, which I presume must be a Mermaid, half woman and half fish, has, by her simple, and half the time nonsensical songs, done more for the British flag than all her gunnery or naval discipline and tactics. This inspiration of the tenth muse, with libations of grog, have actually made the English believe they were invincible on the ocean, and what is still more extraordinary the French and Spaniards were made to believe it also. This belief constituted a magical circle that secured their ships from destruction, until two American youth, Isaac Hull from Connecticut, and Oliver H. Perry from Rhode Island, broke this spell by the thunder of their cannon, and annihilated the delusion. Is not this business of national songs a subject of some importance? Love and Patriotism, daring amplification, with here and there a dash of the supernatural, are all that is requisite in forming this national band of naval music. We all know that Yankee Doodle is the favorite national tune of America, although it commenced with the British officers and Tories, in derision, in the year 1775. When that animating tune is struck up in our theatres, it electrifies the pit and the upper galleries. When our soldiers are marching to that tune they “tread the air.” “With that tune,” said Gen. M- the same gallant officer who took nine pieces of cannon from the British, planted on an eminence, at the battle of Bridgewater—“with that tune, these fellows would follow me into hell, and pull the Devil 1 General James Miller, Colonel of the 21st Infantry. The battle was that of Lundy's




Lane.









by the nose.” For want of native compositions, we had sung British songs until we had imbibed their spirit, and the feelings and sentiments imbibed in our youth are apt to stick to us through life. It is high time we had new songs put in our mouths.

Unless we attend to the effects of these early impressions, it is almost incredible, the number of false notions that we imbibe and carry to our graves. A considerable party in the United States have sung Nelson's victories, until those victories seemed to be their

Even on the day of the celebration of the Peace, the following Ode was sung in the hall of the University of Cambridge. It was written by the son of the keeper of the State Prison, in Massachusetts.




own.




ODE, &c




COLUMBIA and Britannia 
Have ceased from Warfare wild; 
No more in battle's rage they meet, 
 The parent and the child. 
Each gallant nation now lament 
 The heroes who have died. 


But the brave, on the wave, 
Shall yet in friendship ride, 
To bear BRITANNIA's ancient name, 
And swell COLUMBIA's pride. 





The flag-staff of COLUMBIA 
Shall be her mountain Pine; 
Her Commerce on the foaming sea 
Shall be her golden mine. 
Her wealth from every nation borne, 
Shall swell the ocean wide, 


And the brave, on the wave, &c. &c.




To Britain's Faith and Prowess, 
Shall distant nations bow, 
 The Cross upon her topmast head, 
 The Lion at her prow. 










No haughty foe shall dare insult, 
No infidel deride; 


For the brave, on the wave, &c. &c.




For now the kindred nations 
Shall wage the fight no more; 
No more in dreadful thunder dash 
The billows to the shore: 
Save when in firm alliance bound 
Some common foe defied; 


Then the brave, on the wave, &c. &c.




This captivity in a foreign land has been to me a season of thoughtfulness. Sometimes I thought I was like a despised Jew, among the sons of the modern Babylon, which I might have sunk under but for the first principles of a serious education; for I was born and educated in the state of Massachusetts, near an hundred miles from Boston. The subject of education has greatly occupied my mind, and I rejoiced that I was born in that part of the United States where it is most attended to. It is an injury to our national character that most of the books we read in early life were written by Englishmen; as with their knowledge we imbibe their narrow prejudices. The present war has, in a degree, corrected this evil, but time alone can effect all we wish.

A dispute arose between us and our commander, relative to the article of bread, which served to show Englishmen how tenacious we Americans are on what we consider to be our rights.

Whenever the contractor omitted to send us off soft bread, provided the weather did not forbid, said contractor forfeited half a pound of bread to each man. The prisoners were not acquainted with this rule, until they were informed of it by the worthy Captain Hutchinson; and they determined to enforce the regulation on the next act of delinquency of the contractor. This opportunity soon occurred. The contractor omitted to send us off soft bread in fair weather; our commander, Mr. O. thereupon ordered us to be









served with hard ship-bread. This we declined accepting, and contended that the contractor was bound to send us off the soft bread, with an additional half pound, which he forfeited to us for his breach of punctuality. Now the contractor had again and again incurred this forfeiture, which went into Mr. O's pocket instead of our stomachs, and this mal-practice we were resolved to correct. Our commander then swore from the teeth outwards that if we refused his hard bread, we should have none; and we swore from the teeth, inwardly, that we would adhere to our first declaration and maintain our rights. Finding us obstinate he ordered us all to be driven into the pound by the marines, and the ladder drawn up. Some of the prisoners, rather imprudently, cast some reflections on Mr. O. and his family; in consequence of which he ordered us all to be driven below and the hatches closed upon us; and he represented to the Commodore that the prisoners were in a state of mutiny. He was so alarmed that he sent the female part of his family on shore for safety, and requested a reinforcement of marines. At the same time we made a representation to the commodore, and stated our grievances in our own way, and we demanded the extra half pound of soft bread, forfeited by the contractor. In all this business we were as fierce and as stubborn, and talked as big as a combination of collegians to redress bad commons. We remained in this situation two days; one from each mess going on deck for a supply of water was all the intercourse we had with our superiors. During all this time, we found we had got hold of the heaviest end of the timber. We found it very hard contending against increasing hunger, and should have been very glad of a few hard biscuit. Some began to grow slack in their resistance; and even the most obstinate allowed their ire to cool a little. To lay such an embargo on our own bowels was, be sure, a pretty tough piece of self-denial; for we found, in all our sufferings, that bread was literally the staff of life. We were about taking the general opinion by a vote, whether it was best to eat hard biscuit or starve? Just as we were about taking this important vote, in which I suspect we should have been









unanimous, the Commodore and Capt. Hutchinson came on board to inquire into the cause of the dispute; and this lucky and well timed visit saved our credit, and established the Yankee character for inflexibility beyond all doubt or controversy. These two worthy gentlemen soon discovered that Mr. O. had made representations not altogether correct. They therefore ordered the hatches to be taken off and proper bread to be served out, and so the dispute ended.

What added to our present satisfaction was that Mr. my Lord Beasly was to allow us two pence half-penny sterling per day, for coffee, tobacco, &c. We now, to use the sailor's own expressive phrase, looked up one or two points nearer the wind than ever.

This Mr. O. had been in the royal navy from his infancy, and now, at the age of 45, ranks no higher than a lieutenant. He once commanded a sloop, and had the character of severity. He had an amiable wife and many children, who lived in the prison ship. Lieut. O. was not the wisest man in all England. He exercised his cunning in making money out of his station, but he was under the immediate control of two honorable gentlemen, otherwise we should have felt more instances of his revenge than he dared at all times show.









CHAPTER VI




I




T is now the last day of February, 1814. The severity of an 
English winter, which is generally milder than the winters of 
New England, is past; and we are as comfortable as can be 


expected on board a prison ship; we have a few cents a day to buy coffee, sugar or tobacco; add to these we have the luxury of newspapers, which is a high gratification to the well known curiosity of a genuine Yankee, by which cant term we always mean a New England man. We have been laughed at by the British travellers for our insatiable curiosity; but such should remember, that their great moralist, Johnson, tells us that curiosity is the thirst of the soul, and is a never-failing mark of a vigorous intellect. The Hottentot has no curiosity—the woolly African has no curiosity—the vacant-minded Chinese has no curiosity—but the brightest sons of Old England and New are remarkable for it; insomuch that they are often the dupes of it. How many thousand guineas a year are acquired by artful foreigners, in feeding this appetite of our relation, the renowned John Bull? and yet he is never satisfied; his mouth is open still, and so wide, very lately, that Bonaparte had like to have been swallowed up by it, suite and all!

We should have taken, perhaps, more satisfaction in the perusal of these newspapers had they not been so excessively expensive. We took the Statesman, the Star, and Bell's Weekly Messenger; and some part of the time the Whig. The expense of the Statesman was defrayed by the sale of green fish to the contractor. The Star was taken by the Frenchmen; the Whig and Bell's Weekly Messenger, by individuals. We paid twenty-eight shillings sterling per month, for the Statesman, which is twice the price of a newspaper in Boston for a whole year. Besides, it cost us sixteen shillings per month to get these papers conveyed on board. The reader will probably say, in the language of Dr. Franklin's allegory,









that considering our destitute condition, “we paid dear for our whistle.” These newspapers were smuggled, or pretended to be smuggled; our commander's pocket was not the lighter for New England “quidnuncism.” 1 But every day afforded instances of meanness; scraping misery to the bone, for a few pence.

The United States is the region of all regions of the earth for newspapers. There are more newspapers printed in the United States, than in all the rest of the world besides. We do not mean a greater number of copies of the same title, but a greater number of different titles; insomuch that invention is nearly exhausted to afford them new names. In England newspapers pay a very high tax; in America they are perfectly free, and their transport by the mails is nearly so; and this is because our government, that is to say the people, consider newspapers one of the necessaries of a Yankee's life. In the definition of a New England man you should always insert that he is “a go-to-meeting animal, and a newspaper reading animal!” The sums which we poor prisoners paid for one English newspaper a year would have paid the board of a man in the interior of our own plentiful country.

I thought that at this time we were as happy, or as free from misery, as at any time since our captivity. The pleasant season was advancing, the days growing longer and the nights shorter, and our condition seemed improving, when a dreadful calamity broke out upon us; I mean the Small pox. There are no people on the face

1“Quids," in U. S. history from 1805-11, a section of the Democratic Republican party which was attached to extreme States' Rights and democratic views, and separated itself from the administration, under the leadership of John Randolph, favoring Monroe as successor to Jefferson; supposed to have been so named as being “tertium quid,” to the Federalists and administration republicans. Also called “Quiddists.”—Century Dictionary. 

In his next speech he avowed himself to be no longer a Republican; he belonged to the third party, the Quiddists or Quids, being that tertium quid, that third something, which had no name, but was really an Anti-Madison movement.

-Henry Adams: John Randolph II:181. Tertium quid: 1. Something neither mind nor matter; especially an idea regarded as not a mere modification of the mind nor a purely external thing in itself. Hence-2. Something mediating between essentially opposite things.-Century Dictionary. 









of the earth who have such a dread of this distemper as the people of New England. Their laws and their municipal regulations prove this. No person can remain in his own house with this disorder, but certain municipal officers take charge of him and convey him to the small pox hospital, provided by the laws for the. reception of such patients. If the disorder has progressed so far as to render it, in the opinion of physicians, dangerous to life to remove him, then the street where he lives is fenced up, and a guard placed so that no one can pass, and a red flag hoisted on the house. These formidable precautions may have added to the dread of this loathsome disease.




When this alarming distemper first appeared in the ship, the surgeon had all the prisoners mustered, to inquire of them who had had the small pox, and who the kine pock; or, as they call it in England, the cow pock. He vaccinated a number. But there were several instances of persons who said they were inoculated with the kine pock in America, who took the small pox the natural way at this time. I do not consider this as in any degree diminishing the value of this important discovery and practice. Very few practitioners understand this business, and a great number of people in the United States have inoculated themselves, without knowing at what period to take the matter, and without knowing the true pustule from the spurious. Many of our prisoners absolutely refused to be vaccinated, although they believed in its efficacy of guarding them from small pox. I was greatly surprized at this, until I found that they felt no disposition to preserve their lives any longer. It seemed that their misery had so far lessened their attachment to life, that they were indifferent as to any method of preserving it. I was surprized to find this in some who I had considered as among the most cheerful. I was shocked to find among these a weight of woe I little expected. Several of them told me that life was a burthen; that pride of character kept them from whining, and forced a smile on their countenance, while









their being penned up like so many dirty hogs had chilled their souls, and sunk them, at times, into despondency. Some said that nothing but the hope of revenge kept them alive.

There are two extremes of the mind producing a disregard for life. The one is, the fever or delirium of battle, augmented and kept up by the cannon's roar, the sight of blood, and military music; here a man, being all soul, thinks nothing of his body. The other case is, where his body is debilitated, his spirit half extinguished and his soul desponding, and his body paralyzed. Here existence is a burden, and the attachment to life next to nothing. It is here that death appears to open the gate of the prison.

I found, to my surprize, that several of our countrymen were in that desponding state.

Some refused to be vaccinated, from a persuasion that the kine pock was no security against the small pox. When I endeavored to convince several of them of their error, one asked me if a weak man could drive away a strong one, or a small evil drive away a great one? A man need not despair in making a certain class of people believe any thing but truth.

It is surprizing that when our countryman Dr. Waterhouse,' first introduced this new inoculation into America, in the year 1800, what an opposition the practice met with; and nothing but the most persevering and unwearied exertions, and public experiments, could overcome the reluctance in numbers to receive this great blessing. The same perversity of judgment was observable among individuals in this prison-ship.

As the spring advanced, the men, contrary to my expectation, became more desponding, and the Typhus fever, or rather the jail fever, appeared among them. From four to six are taken down with it every day. We have about nine hundred men on 1 Dr. W. is here speaking impersonally.









board this ship; eight hundred of us wretched prisoners, and one hundred Englishmen. We are more crowded than is consistent with health or comfort. Our hammocks are slung one above another. It is warm and offensive in the middle of our habitation; and those who have hammocks near the ports are unwilling to have them open in the night. All this impedes the needful circulation of fresh air. It is a little singular, that it is the robust and hearty that are seized with this fever, before those who are weak in body, and apparently desponding in mind.

As the appropriate hospital-ship is now crowded with sick, we are obliged to retain a number in the Crown Prince. The sick bay of this ship is now arranged like to an hospital ship; and the hospital allowance served out; and the chief surgeon visits us every week. Our committee, composed of the oldest and most respectable men amongst us, do everything in their power to keep the ship and the prisoners clean. Men are appointed to inspect the prisoners' clothes and bedding; and even to punish those who refused or were too indolent to wash themselves and their clothing; for there were some who were more like hogs than men; such is the effect of situation and circumstances. Our most influential men set the example of cleanliness, and endeavoured to instill into the minds of others the great importance of being free from all kinds of filth.

It is now the first day of April, 1814, and the small pox and typhus fever still prevails in the different shłps, especially on board the ship called the Bahama. One hundred and sixty-one Americans were put on board her in the month of January. She had been used as a prison for Danish sailors, many of whom were sick of typhus fever. These Americans came, like the rest of us, from Halifax; being weak, weary, fatigued and half-starved, their dejected spirits and debilitated bodies were aptly disposed to imbibe the contagion. Accordingly soon after they went on board, they were attacked with it. All the Danes are sent out of her; and her upper deck is converted into an hospital; and the surgeon has









declared the ship to be infectious; and no one communicates with her but such as supply the ship and attend the sick.

While "sick and imprisoned,” Mr. Beasly visited us not; but sent his clerk, a Mr. Williams, to supply the most needy with clothes; and instead of applying to the committee, who could have informed him correctly who most needed them, he adopted the mode most liable to lead to deception and injustice. This Mr. B. seems from the beginning to have considered his countrymen as a set of cheating, lying, swindling rascals; and a mutual contempt has existed between them. We wish all our officers and agents would bear in mind this fact, that complacency begets complacency; and contempt begets contempt.

We Americans have seen and severely felt the highly pernicious and demoralizing tendency of gambling, and we have been long wishing to break up the practice; and our selectmen, or committee, were determined to effect it. We accordingly took a vote, agreeably to the custom of our country, and it was found to be the will of the majority to prohibit the practice of it. We began with the roulette table, or as our men called them, “wheels of fortune.” After no small opposition from the French officers we succeeded in putting them down; but we could not succeed so easily against the billiard tables. It was contended by many that it was an exercise, and a trial of skill; and if confined to a halfpenny, or one cent a game, it could not be dangerous to the morals or property of the community. On this a warm and long dispute arose, in defining gambling. The playing of billiards for a cent a game was contended to be a muscular exercise, and not gambling; whereas cards were denounced as a studied, sedentary contrivance for the artful to draw money from the pockets of the artless.

The owners of “the wheels of fortune” were, perhaps, envied. They made money and lived better than the rest, and the same re









mark was made of the owners of the billiard tables. In the course of debate they were tauntingly called the privileged order, and rising from one degree of odious epithet to another, I could not help laughing, on hearing one angry orator pronounce this scheme of screwing money out of the pockets of the artless and then laughing at their poverty and distress, to be down right FEDERAL

Now it should be known that a Federalist and Federalism are the most odious ideas that can be raised up in the minds of every American prisoner in this river. A law was, therefore, proposed, to fine any American prisoner who should call another a Federalist. 




ISM.




This state of contention continued five or six days; when I am sorry to say it the gambling party increased rather than lessened. At length two of the party ventured to recommence gamblingone of them was immediately sent for by the committee, who ordered him to be confined in the Black Hole. This lit up a blaze the committee little contemplated. The whole body of the commons cried out against this summary and arbitrary proceeding. This was pronounced to be such an alarming attack on the liberty of the prisoners, that every freeman in the prison-ship was called upon to rise up and resist the daring encroachment on the birthright of an American. A strong party was at once formed in favor of the man who was imprisoned without a trial. On this occasion the names of Hampden, Sidney, and Wilkes, were echoed from all quarters of our prison. The liberty of the citizen, and false imprisonment were descanted on in a loud and moving man

Some talked of a writ of habeas corpus, but others knew not what it meant; but all agreed that it was unconstitutional to confine a man in prison without trial. One man had the imprudence to say that they would have French fashions among them, of imprisoning and hanging a man, and trying him afterwards. This roused the ire of some of the officers of that nation, who declared in a rage that it was not the fashion in France to hang a man and




ner.









try him afterwards. They all agreed, however, that it was an illegal act to confine the man without trial; and that this was a precedent dangerous to the liberties of the prisoner, and that they ought to protest against it. This was a curious scene to the surgeon, and some other pretty sensible English officers; one of whom observed to another, in my hearing, “these Americans are certainly the most singular set of men I ever met with.” The man who had been confined was allowed to come from his confinement, and speak for himself. He had “the gift of the gab,” and a species of forcible eloquence that some of our lawyers might envy. He would have distinguished himself in any of our town meetings, and with cultivation, might have shone in history. He, however, committed that very common fault among our popular orators, he talked too much. The President of the Committee was not much of a speaker; but he was a man of sense and prudence. Cool as he was, he was thrown a little off his guard by an intemperate phrase of the culprit; who, in the ardor of his defence, accused the President of being a Federalist; and this turned the current of favor against the unguarded orator, and he was from all sides, hissed. When quiet was restored the President took advantage of the current just turned in his favor, and said, “Fellow Prisoners! I perceive that I have committed an error in confining this man without a previous trial, and I am sorry for it. At the time, I thought I was doing right, but I now see that I was wrong. He then proposed to have the accused regularly tried, before the full committee, which he hoped would prove themselves the real representatives of the community, collected in course of events within the planks of an enemy's prison ship. He exhorted the committee not to be influenced by party, prejudice, or local attachment, but to act justly and independently. The accused was allowed to speak for himself. He was not an old Jack Tar, but the son of a respectable New England yeoman, with a clear head and not destitute of learning, nor was he ignorant of the law. He defended himself with real ability, and the spirit of Emmet spoke









within him. Among others things, he said—“What have I done to bring down upon me the resentment of the committee, and the vengeance of its President? In attempting to establish the rights of this little community, I have suffered the ignominy of a close confinement, by the order of my own countrymen. While we are suffering oppression, degradation and insult from the external enemy, shall we redouble our misery, by wrongfully oppressing one another? I thought it my duty to exert myself in favor of an equality of rights among us. I could not bear to hear the domineering language, and see the overbearing conduct of the purseproud among us; of a set of cunning, tricking, sleight-of-hand men, who were constantly stripping the unwary and artless American of the small sums he had acquired, not by gaming, but by labor and good behaviour. I was an enemy to all this, but I was a friend to the freedom of judgment, and the freedom of action, provided it did not injure the whole. If after what has been experienced, our countrymen will gamble with certain Frenchmen, above the rank of common seamen, let them do it and endure the consequences. It is wrong to attempt to abridge the liberty of amusement, if that amusement does not harm, or endanger the comfort of the whole.” The man was acquitted, and escorted to his berth in triumph.

It is surprising what trifling things will influence a crowd! A few minutes previous to this man's bold harangue, every one, almost, was against him; but as soon as he tickled their ears with a flourishing speech, where much more ability was shewn than was expected, instantly they clap their hands, admire his talents, applaud his sentiments and think directly contrary to what they did five minutes before. From this incident have I been seriously impressed with the dangerous effects of eloquence. Here this man made “the worse appear the better reason.' But how many instances have we of the same effect in the Grecian, Roman, English and French history!









This trial, and this specimen of oratory, convinced me that Liberty is the parent of eloquence. I have noticed a striking difference between our men and those of England, with all their loud talk of English freedom. When an American speaks to an officer set over him, he utters all that he has to say in a ready and fearless manner; but when these Englishmen come on board of us to bring vegetables, or any thing else to dispose of, they stand with their caps off, scratching their heads, through awe and embarrassment; and every other word is, “Yes, your Honor,” or, “Will your Honor have this, or your Honor have that; and "your Honor knows best;” and all such mean and slavish language. It is remarkable that you never hear this sort of language, and see this servile manner, in the common savages of our wilderness.

It belongs only to the common people, and I am told, to the shopkeepers of England, and to our negroes. Necessity first inspires the poor with awe for the rich, and by and by it grows into a principle.




A day or two after these transactions we resumed the consideration of the practice of gambling, and we turned the tables against the billiard players; and they were taken down by an almost unanimous consent; whatever some individuals thought or wished, the general opinion was so strong that they dare not express it. The authority of the committee and the authority of the President, were established more firmly than ever.




While writing down these occurrences, I have thought that we might here see the great characters and the important doings of the Grecian, Roman and American Republics, in a very small compass. Here we saw the struggles of vice and virtue, wisdom and folly, and the desire of distinction, and the ambition of taking the lead, and the little workings of emulation, amid rags and tatters. As often as I moaned over wearied moments of captivity, I do not think the time entirely lost to me. I learnt a great deal. I saw









close to them the first workings of those springs which set republics, kingdoms, empires, and armies in motion; the winds and tides, without which, the great ocean of human life would stagnate, and all within its vast bounds would perish—until now, I saw the human heart covered over by pride, encrusted by avarice or cloaked round by hypocrisy; I now saw it exposed, naked and bare, to the inspection of each man's neighbour.

There are among us Americans on board this prison ship, some men of sense and principle; but there are many more, especially among the soldiery, some of the lowest of the American community; the very dregs of the American people. They are lazy, dirty, lying, and profligate; and yet they are total strangers to some of the worst vices of these Frenchmen. But I forbear to enlarge, and shall quit this odious subject by wishing that all young Americans may stay at home, and if possible, never mix with these veterans in vice, who inhabit what is called the old world. Next to the French, I believe the Irish the next in vicious actions. An Irishman appears to have more spirit than brains. There are only two situations in which an Irishman seems perfectly happy, viz, when he has plenty of liquor to drink, and a number of friends to give it to; and perhaps we may add, when he is wrangling in a mob. They are amiable, yet bloody; they have the noblest feelings, with savage hearts. Their passions have the most rapid transitions, so that they will hug a man one minute, and the next knock him on the head. I speak only from my observations in this confined place.—With the same limitation I speak of the Portuguese and Spaniards, a few of whom are here among us. They are rattlesnakes; shining, glossy, malignant and revengeful beyond any fellows I ever met with. They are void, however, of one virtue of our rattlesnakes; they will stab a man to the heart without giving him any warning. I have charitably supposed that when in a violent passion, they are bereft of reason, and become entirely insane. My observations, however, like my remarks on









Frenchmen are confined to the narrow space of this floating prison. We should be very cautious in making general or national censures. I have suspected whether among the Roman Catholics, the practice of confession and absolution had not opened a door for some horrid crimes, such as murder. It may be too, that they look upon us, Protestants, as the Mahomedans do the Christians, a sort of outcasts, the killing of whom amounts not to the horrid sin of murder. It is certain that some of these people have been known to plunge a knife into a man with no more compunction than an Englishman or an American would use his fist.









CHAPTER VII




A 




PRIL 30th, 1814.—The good effects of the abolition of all the apparatus of gambling were more and more apparent. Those who were heretofore employed merely in

rattling of the dice and shuffling of cards, were now occupied in matters more becoming a rational and accountable being. They are now busily employed in reading, writing, drawing, and in studying arithmetic and navigation. Our ship begins to wear the appearance of a seminary of learning; for we have established numerous schools in various parts of the ship; and there appears a strong desire for improvement among the younger class of the prisoners. Every one is now convinced of the pernicious effects of gambling. In order to improve this praiseworthy disposition, the committee, which is in fact a board of selectmen, applied to the agent, Mr. Beasly, for stationery; he accordingly sent us a ream of writing paper, a few slates, and a few copies of a small treatise on arithmetic. His supply was by no means equal to our needs. Four times the number would have been in constant use; for it checked the emulation of some when they could not obtain what they wished.

It was pleasing to see a number of quite young men preferring education to gaming, noise and uproar; not but what we had among us a set of noisy, thoughtless, giggling idle fellows, mere drums, that sounded loud by reason of their emptiness. I never was so thoroughly convinced of the great importance of a good education, grounded on sound and serious principles, as since I have formed one among this congregation of wretchedness. I fear I shall betray my partiality if I should candidly write down my observations on this subject. We Americans are taught from our infancy not only to believe, but to think, compare and hold fast that which we find to be good. It seems to me that the Roman









Catholic religion takes all the trouble of thinking and examining from off the mind of their believers. It is a scheme of rules and discipline not very unlike that of the military, and its punishments horrible. The Episcopal church of England treads close upon the heels of the papal, and has formed a system all cut and dried, like the Catholic, for a man to believe and be saved. Both of them make religion a stationary point, and not a motive of principle, forever progressing to perfection. One never dares to think or speak beyond the bounds of that common prayer book, established by the king and his council: whereas an American reads or hears read the Bible from his infancy, and thereby acquires a freedom of thinking unknown even to the generality of Englishmen. I should never have thought so much on these subjects had I not remarked the difference of thinking, and behavior of the different people here crouded together. I do not presume to say which is best or which is worst; I can only say which is the freest from bigotry, and which is least trammelled by ordinances merely political.

The ragged and despised legislators of the Crown Prince prison ship, in solemn council between decks convened, never adopted a wiser measure than that of breaking up the dangerous habit of gambling. I had an idea that gaming often become the ruling passion; but I never before had an idea of its fascinating power. Some of our crew, of reputed good habits, became so bewitched with gaming that they plundered their companions and returned to their cards and wheels of fortune with a serious and anxious ardor, totally void of pleasantry, that seemed to me to border upon insanity.

After the gaming tables were demolished, some of our companions amused themselves by running and tumbling and scampering about the ship, disturbing those who were disposed to read, write and study navigation. Not content with this they halloaed, ridiculed and insulted people passing in vessels and boats up and









down the river. The commander had no small difficulty in putting a stop to this disgraceful river-slang.

On receiving a month's pay from Mr. Beasly, our agent so called, every prisoner contributed threepence towards a fund for purchasing beer. They formed themselves into classes, like our collegians, and these appointed persons to sell it to those who wished for it; and each member of the class shared his proportion of the profits. This answered a very good purpose; it checked the monopolizers and muck-worms that infested our ship and fattened on our wastefulness. It also benefitted those who did not choose to drink beer, or porter, as they call it in England.

Some disagreeable and very mortifying occurrences took place among us in the course of this spring. Four of our men agreed together to go on to the quarter-deck and offer themselves to the commander, to enter into the service of the British. Their intention was discovered before they had an opportunity of putting it in execution. Two of them were caught and two escaped. These two were arraigned and sentenced to be marked with the letter T, with India ink, pricked into their foreheads, being the initial of the word Traitor; after which one went aft and entered; the other judged better, and remained with his countrymen. Had these been Englishmen we should have applauded them; and had they been Irishmen, we had no right to blame them; but we had the mortification to know that they were by birth Americans. Some thought the punishment was too severe, and which we had no right to inflict; others thought that the letter in their foreheads should have been F, for Federalist; for this was the name they ever afterwards were known by.

The Frenchmen were now (in the month of May) leaving the reach. Many of them had been in prison since 1803. These men are going home to live under a government forced upon them by foreigners! How unlike Americans, who had rather perish un









der tortures. Our Frenchmen always spoke in raptures of the Emperor NAPOLEON, and with contempt of Louis. When we spoke in praise of Bonaparte, they would throw their arms around us, and cry out “one bon American!” But these men are all passion and no principle; they are fit for any thing but liberty. I cannot judge of the whole nation; but those I have seen here are an abandoned set of men. I dare not write down their incredible vices. There has been a great cry of French influence by the British party in New England. I never thought it ever existed, and I am very certain that it never will exist, unless they and we should become a very altered people. It is a happy circumstance that the wide Atlantic rolls between us and France, and between us and England.

Louis XVIII passed through Chatham this month for France. The tops of the carriages, only, were to be seen by the prisoners. On this occasion the cannon were firing from London to Sheerness. Our Frenchmen looked blacker than ever. They were, be sure, obliged to stick the white cockade on their hats, but they told us they had Bonaparte's cockade in their hearts. They check the expression of their feelings, lest it should retard their liberation.

On the news of taking of Paris and of the flight of Bonaparte to Elba, all our prison-keepers were alive for joy. “Thank God that I am an Englishman,” says our commander, Lieut. 0.—and “thank God I am a Briton,” says our surgeon, who is a Scotch

John Bull is now on the very top of the steeple, huzzaing and swinging his hat, and crying out to the whole universe, “I'm thinking Johnny Bull, the magnanimous John Bull, the soul of the Continental war, the protector of France, the restorer of his holiness the Pope and of Ferdinand the Great, the terror and admiration of the whole world. I have nothing now left me to do but to flog the Yankees and depose Madison, and burn the city of Washington, disperse the Congress, establish in their place the




man.









Hartford Convention and raise Caleb Strong to the high rank his devotion merits. After this, I will divide the world between me and But first, I will read these dispatches from Sir George Prevost, who is beyond doubt at this very moment at the city of Hartford, in Connecticut, or at the city of Northhampton, the capital of my province of Massachusetts.”

John Bull” is, be sure, an hearty fellow with some very good points in his character; but dwelling on an island, he ofttimes betrays an ignorance of the world and of himself, so that we cannot help laughing at him once in a while, for his conceitedness. His ignorance of America and Americans is a source of ridicule among us all. An English lady said to one of the officers who had the care of American prisoners in England: “I hear, Sir, that the Americans are very ingenious in the manufacture of many little articles, and should like to have some of them.” The officer replied that she might herself give directions to some of the Americans, whom he would direct to speak with her. “O,” said she, “how can that be; I cannot speak their language!” The individuals of the navy of England have pretty correct ideas of us; but the soldiery of England have betrayed their ignorance in a manner that is astonishing, and sometimes truly laughable, even among their officers who have taken prisoners. To this ignorance of free and happy America, and to the very generally diffused blessings of a respectable education, which we all enjoy, is to be attributed the base treatment we have experienced in some periods of our painful captivity. Who could have entertained any respect, or good opinion of a set of miserable looking, half naked, dirty men, such as we all were when we arrived in the different ships from America? Our own parents, our brothers and sisters, would not have recognized us as their relatives. The soldiers taken under Boestler, were the veriest looking vagabonds I ever saw. They resembled more the idea I have formed of the lowest

1 Our youngest readers need not be told, that by John Bull, we mean the English nation personified. See Dean Swift's admirable history of John Bull, his wife, and his mother.









tenants of St. Giles', than American citizens, born and bred

up

in a sort of Indian freedom and living all their lives in plenty, and never knowing, until they came into the hands of the English, what it was to be pinched for food or to be infested by vermin. This short, severe, and for America most glorious war, has given all ranks of the British nation more correct ideas of that people, who have vanquished them in every contest, the ill-omened frigate Chesapeake alone excepted. During this short war, the British have learnt this important truth, that the Americans are a brave and skilful people who, though they appear to differ among themselves, are all united against any attack from the English; and on our side we have learnt that to carry on a war as we have done is very expensive. 

The surgeon of this ship, who is a clever Scotchman, speaks of the English nation as in a state of starvation in the midst of her great power, and abounding wealth and matchless glory; for the late capture of Paris by the English, with a trifling assistance of the Allies, has absolutely intoxicated the whole nation, so that every man of them talks as if he were drunk. He told me, "that although the ship carpenters at Chatham received two guineas a week, (which by the way is not so much as our carpenters receive in America) they were always poor, and could lay up nothing against the accidents of sickness, but that when such misfortunes came upon them, they, in common with the manufacturers of England, with their families, went upon the parish or into some hospitals.” He said, “such laboring people laid out too much of their money in flesh meat and in porter, which was not the custom in Scotland; and that there it was considered an indelible disgrace to a family to be maintained by the parish, but that it was so common in England that no disgrace was attached to it. We in Scotland, (said he) would work our hands off before any of our family should ask the parish for assistance to live.” He talked much about the poor laws, and the taxes to support the vast num









ber of the poor in England. I told him that in Massachusetts, which contained about half a million of people, we had not more than a thousand persons maintained at the public charge; and that this thousand included foreigners-English, Scotch, Irish, Germans, Danes, Swedes and not a few negroes. He seemed surprised at this account, but after a little pause he said, "it was just like Scotland, where they had very few poor; and of those very few were so degraded in mind as to go into an alms-house."

The Doctor observed that the English were full of money; that they give large and long credit, and that tailors, shoe-makers and hatters gave a generous credit, and could afford so to do.” He said “that the 'capitalists' ruled and turned the wheels of the government at their will and pleasure; they have great influence in the nation, but they have no ancestors nor any thing to boast of but their money, which gives them all their consequence; for it is true if they shut their purses, the whole machinery of the govern'ment must stop. I could have told this discontented Caledonian a different story. I could have told him that all our capitalists, merchants and monied men, especially in New England, had shut their purses against our administration, and yet in spite of these detestable sons of mammon, our governmental machine went steadily on, while we vanquished our enemy by land and by sea; but I did not wish to mortify a civil, friendly man.

"In England,” continued he, “the merchant governs the cabinet; and the cabinet governs the parliament; and the sovereign governs both; but (said he) the capitalists, (by which he meant the mercantile interest) govern the whole.” I did not choose to controvert his opinions; but, “thinks-1-to-my-self,” ah! Sawney, thou art mistaken; America, democratic America, has proved that the most Democratical government upon the terraqueous globe has gone steadily on to greatness, to victory and to glory, with the capitalists or mercantile interest in direct opposition to its wondrous measures!









I believe that our surgeon was a good man and not ill qualified in his profession, but no politician, and pretty strongly attached to his tribe; who, from his account, never spent much money in buying meat and strong beer. He talked much of the machine and wheels of government; from all which I concluded, that the court of St. James was the hub, or nave, where all the spokes of the great wheel of the machine terminated; and that the laboring people, manufacturers and merchants were doomed, all their days to grease this wheel. It is remarkable that David, the royal Psalmist, among the severest of the curses of his enemies expressly says, “Lord, make them like unto a wheel.” 









CHAPTER VIII




T 




HE month of April, which is just past, is like our April in 
 New England, raw, cold, or as the English call it, sour. 
 But their month of May, which is now arrived, is pleasanter 


by far than ours. By all that I can observe I conclude that the vernal season of this part of the Island of Britain is full fifteen days, if not twenty, earlier than that of Boston. I conjecture that this spot corresponds with Philadelphia.

The Medway, though a small river in the eyes of an inhabitant of the New World, is a very pleasant one. The moveable picture on its surface, of ships, tenders, and barges, is very pleasing, while its banks are rich and beautiful. Oh what a contrast to horrid Nova-Scotia, with her barren hills, and everlasting bleak mountains !—The picture from the banks of the river to the top of the landscape is truly delightful, and beyond any thing I ever saw in my own country, and this is owing to the hedges, which are novelties in the eyes of an American. In our country the fields, meadows and pastures are divided by stone walls, or the rough post and rail fence; but here their fields, pastures and enclosures, which are very small compared with ours, are made by hedges, or living growing vegetables of a deep and most beautiful green. It gives a richness to the English landscape beyond all expression fine. How happens it, I wonder, that hedges have never been introduced into New England, who has copied so closely every thing belonging to Old England? Should I ever be permitted to leave this Babylonish captivity, and be allowed once more to see our own Canaan, the enclosures of hedge shall not be forgotten.

Nearly opposite our doleful prison stands the village of Gillingham, adorned with a handsome church; on the side next Chatham stands the castle defended by more than an hundred cannon.









These fortifications were erected soon after the Dutch republicans sailed up to Chatham and singed John Bull's beard, since which it is said, he changes countenance at the name of a republic. We are told in the history of Gillingham that here the famous Earl Goodwin murdered six hundred Norman gentlemen belonging to the retinue of Prince Alfred. But some such shocking story is told of almost every town in England that has an old castle, an old tower, or an old cathedral. This village once belonged to an Archbishop of Canterbury, vestiges of whose palace are yet to be seen. This place is also noted for making what is absurdly called copperas, which is the crystalized salt of iron, or what is called in the new chemical nomenclature, sulphate of iron; or in common parlance, green vitriol; which is manufactured, and found native in our own country.

Near to this village of Gillingham is a neat house with a good garden, and surrounded by trees, which was bequeathed by a lady to the oldest boatswain in the Royal Navy. The present incumbent is 80 years of age. Within our view is a shepherd attending his flock with his canine lieutenants, who drive them into their pen in the evening, just as our shepherd does us on board the Crown Prince. In a clear day the masts of the ships can be seen passing up and down the Thames. This brings to our minds our own gallant ships, whose decks we long once more to tread.

Britain pursues a malignant policy, in confining us in a loathsome prison. The Britons know, probably, that a long and lingering imprisonment weakens the body and diminishes the energy of the mind; that it disposes to vice, to a looseness of thought and a destruction of those moral principles inculcated by a careful and early education. Such a sink of vice I never saw, or ever dreamt of, as I have seen here. Never was a juster saying than that of "Evil communications corrupt good manners.” One vicious fellow may corrupt an hundred, even if he speaks another language. I have been thoroughly convinced of the wisdom of









solitary imprisonment. By what I have seen and heard in this ship, where there are generally from seven to nine hundred men, that such collections are so many hot-beds of vice and villainy. It is a college of Satan, where degrees of wickedness are conferred emerito. Here we have freshmen, sophomores, juniors and seniors in roguery, together with Bachelors, Masters of Arts, and Doctors.




Is it not a shame and a disgrace to Christian natives, that because a man has had the virtue to step forward in the cause of his country, in the cause of free trade and sailors' rights, or from that glow of chivalry that fills a youthful bosom, or the sound of the warlike drum and trumpet and the sight of the waving flag of his insulted country; is it not a shame that such a young man of pure morals and careful education should be plunged into such an horrid prison as this, amid vice, and roguery, and every thing else debasing to the character of so moral a people as the Americans really are? 

The prisoners and the commander had lived in pretty good harmony until very lately. Some of our men had absolutely cut a hole through the ship near her stern, and cut the copper all around the hole, excepting at the under side, which enabled them to bend down the copper at their pleasure and open a passage into the water, and to re-close it in such a manner as to escape detection. It was effected with a great deal of art and good management.

The first dark night after this newly contrived sternport was finished, sixteen of the prisoners passed through it into the water and swam safely on shore, notwithstanding a sentinel was stationed directly above the hole. They took care, however, to allure him as far forward as they could by singing droll songs, and handing about some grog, which had been provided for that purpose. Sixteen was thought to be as great a number as could be prudently ventured to escape at once; for one night the copper, which operated like a door upon its hinge, was considerably ruptured, and the









prisoners gave over the attempt and retired to their hammocks again.

The next evening the prisoners were to be counted; and it was of the first importance to keep up the entire number, and prevent the detection of our plot. To this end we cut a hole through one deck, big enough for one man to pass from one enclosure to the other. There was always a number of prisoners left on each deck, who were counted by the sergeant below; while the serjeant passed from the lower deck to the next above it, sixteen men slipped through the hole and were counted over again; and this deception kept the numbers good, and this trick was practised several times with success. The nights were 'now too light for a second attempt to escape. When they became sufficiently dark again, we prepared for a second attempt. After drawing lots for the chance, each man was provided with a little bag of cloths, plaistered over with grease to keep them water tight; they passed agreeably to lots drawn, to the hole near the stern of the ship. Two got well into the water, but one of them was tender and timid. Trepidation and the coldness of the water made him turn back to regain the hole he crept out of. In coming near the staging where the sentinel was posted, he heard the poor fellow breathe, and at length got sight of him.—“Ah,” says Paddy, “here is a porpoise, and I'll stick him with my bayonet. -On which the terrified young man exclaimed—“Don't kill me, I am a prisoner.” The sentinel held out his hand and helped him on to the staging, and then fired his gun to give the alarm. The guard turned out, and the officers ran down in a fright, not being able to conceive how the man could have got overboard, surrounded with a platform and guarded as this ship was. They ran here and there, and questioned and threatened and rummaged about; at length they discovered the sally-port of the enemy. The officers stood in astonishment at the sight of a hole big enough for a man to creep through, cut through the thick planking of a ship of the line. While they stared and looked pale, many of the prisoners burst out









a-laughing. None but an American could have thought and executed such a thing as this. One of the officers said he did not believe that the Devil himself would ever be able to keep these fellows in hell, if they determined on getting out!

The poor fellow who had crept out and crept back again was so chilled, or petrified with fear, that he could give the officers no account of the matter. In the meantime, muskets were fired, and a general alarm through the fleet of prison ships, fifteen in number. The river was soon covered with boats, but not a man could they find. The next day the man who escaped was found dead on the beach, where he lay two days in the sight of us all. At length a coroner's inquest was held upon him; but no one was examined by the jury, excepting the crew of the boat who first discovered him. It was said that there were bruises about his head. His ship-mates said that he was one of the best swimmers they ever knew. It was strongly suspected that he was discovered swimming, and that some of the marines knocked him on the head, in revenge for turning them out of their hammocks in the night. His clothing, his money and his watch were taken by Lieutenant Osmore, the commander of this prison ship. It was disgraceful to the people and to the civil authority to allow the man to lay such a long space of time, unexamined and unburied, on the shores of a Christian people.

When the prisoners were called to answer to their names, those absent were called over several times; when some of the prisoners answered that the absentees had been paroled by the commander, and gone on shore. This saucy answer enraged the commander, excited his resentment and laid the foundation for future difficulties.

I must needs say, that some of our young men treated Mr. Osmore, the first officer of this prison ship, in a manner not to be excused, or even palliated. If they did not love him or esteem him, still, as he was the legally constituted commander of this dépôt of









prisoners he was entitled to good manners, which he did not always receive, as the following anecdote will show. Not long after the escape of the sixteen men, our commander and his family were getting into the boat to go on shore, when a boy looked out of a port near to him and cried out baa! baa! This, Mr. Osmore took as an insult, and ordered the port to be shut down; but the messes that were accommodated by the light from it forced it up again. Now the origin of this ludicrous and sheep-like interjection was this: a story was in circulation that Lieut. O. had taken some sheep from the neighboring marshes without leave or license, and converted them to his own use, and that the owner being about to prosecute him the affair was made up by the interposition of friends, on compensation being made. Now it is probable that there was not a word of truth in this story; but that was the report. The commander, therefore, on finding his orders resisted by the prisoners, directed some marines to shut the port and confine it down with spikes, and ordered the sentinel to fire into the port if they forced it open again. Upon this some of the prisoners tore up a large oaken bench, with which they forced open the port and kept the bench out, so as to keep up that valve, or heavy shutter sustained on hinges, that when down closes the port hole; at the same time the sheepish note of baa! baa! baa! was uttered from every part of the ship, sounding like an immense flock of sheep, that might have been heard full a mile. Although none of us could help joining in the loud laugh, for laughter is contagious, the most prudent of our countrymen condemned the conduct as highly improper. It is said, if one man is determined to insult another let him do it and abide the consequences, but never insult a man in presence of his family. If we Americans are in the habit of ridiculing ribands, and garters and keys, and crowns and sceptres, and mitres and high sounding titles, let us never attempt to diminish the dignity of patriarchal rank.




The riot did not end here; for when the commander found that









he could not keep the port entirely shut, he ordered the marines to drive the prisoners off the forecastle down into the pound, which occasioned the boys to sing out as before and even to be more insulting. This he was determined to bear no longer; and he therefore drove them all below, allowing only the cooks to remain in the galley, and the caterers to go upon deck to get water from the tanks. The market boats were forbidden to come near us, and in this state of embargo we remained during two days, all the time confined merely to the government allowance of food. At length, the committee requested the commander to transmit some letters for them to the American agent for prisoners, and to the British commodore. This he could not well refuse. These two officers accordingly came down to us. They requested the president of the committee to state to them the cause and course of the dispute. Mr. Osmore stated his complaint, and the president of our committee replied, and stated ours; and among other things observed that the word “baa” had no more meaning than a thousand other senseless cries, uttering constantly from the throats of idle, thoughtless boys; and begged Mr. Osmore to explain how such an unmeaning sound could be construed into an insult; that if he and his officers should cry baa! baal baa! all day, none of the Americans would think themselves injured or affronted. As to forcibly keeping the port open, the president observed that however offended he might be with a saucy boy, the men did not deserve to be deprived of the light of heaven, and to be confined below and reduced to a smaller allowance of food. The result was, the hatches were ordered to be taken off, and we were all restored to our former situation. Capt. Hutchinson acquired an additional stock of popularity with the prisoners for this decision in our favor. The prisoners are discriminating and not ungrateful. The sailing-master, who is a Scotchman, has always treated us with great tenderness and humanity. He has attended to our little conveniences, and forwarded our letters. Mr. Barnes never descends to little contemptible extortions; nor is he on the continual watch lest his dignity should suffer by a look,
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a tone or a playful interjection. When Osmore is absent and Barnes gives orders, it is instantly and cheerfully obeyed. If there is any disorder this worthy Scotchman can, by a word, restore harmony, of which we might give many instances. In reprimanding a boy the other day, for ill behavior, he said to him, “I expect better things of you as an American; I consider you all in a different light from that of a d-d set of French monkies.”

Mr. Galbreath is likewise a Scotchman; and he, too, is a very worthy man. These two worthy Caledonians operate together in alleviating our hard lot; and they do as much to please us as the jealous and revengeful disposition of some body else will admit of. We are all pretty healthy, and the hospital arrangements on board are broken up; some few remain on board the hospital ship.

Tenders are daily passing down the river, filled with seamen and marines, bound to America. As they pass by us, they play "Yankee Doodle," and cry out to us that they are bound to America, to flog the Yankees. We holloa to them in return, and tell them what they will meet there, and predict to them their fate. Some of these fellows have been seven years at sea, and would desert to our colours the first opportunity. These white slaves expected to enjoy a little something like freedom, at the conclusion of the peace; but instead of setting their feet on shore, they are now sent off to leave their bones in America, without a moment's notice of their destination.




June 30th, 1814. Early in this month three men concealed themselves in the water tank, through the connivance of the corporal of the guard, and so escaped from prison. More would have gone off by the same conveyance, had not one of the fugitives written an ironical letter to the commander, thanking him for his tenderness, humanity and extreme kindness, and foolishly acquainting him with the method he took to effect his escape; and this led to his recapture. Another fellow had the address to conceal himself in an














old worn-out copper, that was sent to the dock to be exchanged for a new one. This man got safe out of the copper, but he found himself as bad off in the dock as in the prison ship. After roving and rambling around the dock, he was taken up by the guard, and rather than be sent on board a man of war, he confessed that he had broke out of the prison ship; and he was immediately brought back to his former companions.

A rage exists for cutting holes through the wood work and copper of the ship; but no one has succeeded in escaping through them. The holes were always discovered as the men were ready to enter the breach, which led us to suspect that we have secret informers among our crew, perhaps some Irish, Dane or Dutchman.

A most daring attempt to escape was made on board the commodore's ship, the Irresistible, by four American prisoners. It is worth relating for its boldness; for it was in the open day, when all eyes were upon them. The jolly-boat lay near the stairs, with her oars in, under the care of a sentry. Notwithstanding she was thus guarded four brave Americans resolved to seize her in spite of musketry, and row on shore and run for it. One of them was from Rhode Island, being an Indian of the Narraganset tribe; he was a man of large stature and remarkable strength; and it was agreed that he should lead the way, in the bold enterprize. This stout man, whose name I wish I could remember, saw, as he thought, a favorable moment, and went down the side of the ship, followed by three others; he seized the sentry and, in a moment, disarmed him and threw him into the jolly-boat, which was below the staging where the sentinel was placed. He immediately jumped in after him, the other three closely following him, when they instantly pushed off, snatched up the oars, and rowed direct for the shore with the agility of so many Nantucket whalemen. The rapidity and complete effect with which all this was done, was astonishing to the British. They were, however, soon fired upon by all the sentries who had any chance of reaching them, from all the ships as









they passed. They got out their numerous boats with all speed, and placed in the bow of each as many marines as could well stand, and these kept up a continued fire of musketry upon the four fugitives in the jolly-boat, ballasted with a British prisoner. Notwithstanding the close and heavy firing they wounded but one of the four; so that three of them were able to run for it when the boat reached the shore. As soon as they set foot on shore, they made directly for the fields. The marines soon followed, firing every few moments upon them, but without hitting them. Our men so completely distanced them that we all thought they would make their escape from his majesty's marines; and they would have effected it, had not the country people poured out of the farm-houses and the brick-yards. In a few moments the fields appeared covered with people. They outran the marines, and pursued our brave adventurers so closely from all points that they exhausted them of breath and fairly run them down, all except the nervous Indian, and he did honor to the Narraganset tribe, and his brave ancestors, so renowned in New England history. We saw him from the Crown Prince prison ship, skipping over the ground like a buck, and defying his pursuers; but unfortunately for this son of the forest he sprained his ancle in leaping a fence, which compelled him to surrender; otherwise he might have ran on to London, in fair chace, before they could have come up with him.

While sitting on the ground, and unable to walk by reason of his dislocated bone, the country people approached him with caution. They did not think it quite safe to come close up to a man of his extraordinary stature and commanding aspect. He was, however, soon surrounded by a large number of marines, who had the great honor of recapturing a lame Indian, and conducting him back again to his Britannic Majesty's fleet of three deckers, at anchor off his royal dock of Chatham!

We made several attempts to gain our liberty while lying in the




1 See Dr. Holmes' Annals.
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river Medway; but none of our daring feats equalled this of the Indian. We gave him the name of Baron Trenck, and pronounced him his superior; for he had to pass the fire of several ships, and the jolly-boat appeared to be surrounded in a shower of shot, and yet only one man was wounded in the leg. When the Indian had made the fields, and was ascending the rising ground, all the prisoners in our ship gave him three cheers. We cheered him as he came along back in the boat with his comrades, and drank their healths in the first liquor we obtained. It is for deeds of bravery, and indications of a commanding mind, and superior strength and agility of body, that our aboriginals in North America appoint their kings; and certainly there is more sense and reason in it, than making the son a king because his father was king. This Indian was by nature a commander.

It was, be sure, an extraordinary sight, mixed with something of the ludicrous—to see three white Americans and one Indian, with a disarmed British red-coat under their feet in the jolly-boat, not daring to raise his head, while about thirty boats, with above 250 seamen and nearly as many marines, were rowing, and puffing and blowing, and firing and loading and loading and firing at a small boat, containing three American seamen and one Indian, without any weapon or instrument except the oars they rowed with. While the British marines were ruffling the water around the flying boat with their bullets, we, on board the prison ships, sensible of their danger, felt as much interest and probably more apprehension, than the fugitives themselves. It was an anxious period of hope, fear and animating pride, which sometimes petrified us into silence, and then caused us to rend the air with acclamations and clapping of hands. The Indian, was, however, the hero of the piece. We saw and admired his energetic mind, his abhorrence of captivity, and his irresistible love of freedom. This fellow was not, probably, at all below some of the Grecian captains who went to the siege of Troy; and he only wanted the advantages of education
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and of modern discipline to have become a distinguished commander. The inspiring love of liberty was all the theme, after the daring exploit of our countrymen, and it made us uneasy and stimulated us to contemplate similar acts of hardihood. We had now become pretty nearly tired of cutting holes through the ship's bottom and sides, for it was always detected, and we were made to pay for repairing the damage, out of our provisions. After seeing what four men could effect, our thoughts turned more upon a general insurrection than upon the partial escapes of a few.

a few. We perceived, clearly enough, that our keepers dreaded our enterprising spirit; and we could discover that they knew that we despised them, and ridiculed them. Some of our saucy boys, studying arithmetic, with their slates and pencils in their hands, would say out loud, as if stating a sum, “if it took 350 British seamen and marines to catch four Yankees, how many British sailors and marines would it take to catch ten thousand of us?" 

We could perceive a general uneasiness throughout our ship; even our good friend, Mr.

the worthy Scotchman, said to me about this time, “Your countrymen are such a restless, daring set of beings that it is not safe to befriend you, and I wish you were all safe and happy in your own country, and all of us at peace.” A change of situation was foretold, but of what kind we know not. The next chapter will inform us all about it.
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CHAPTER IX
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N consequence of various attempts to escape prison, and of the late daring enterprise at noon-day, the officers of this ignoble fleet of prison ships grew very uneasy. They doubtless felt

that there was neither honor nor pleasure, but much danger in this sort of service. It was often said among them, that they felt perfectly safe when they had several thousand French prisoners under their charge. These lively people passed their time in little ingenious manufactures, and in gaming, and seemed to wait patiently until their day of liberation should come; but these Americans, said they, are the most restless, contriving set of men we ever saw; their amusement seems to be contriving how to escape and to plague their keepers. They seem to take a pleasure in making us uneasy, and in exciting our apprehensions of their escape, and then they laugh and make themselves merry at our anxiety. One of the officers said that the American prisoners had systematised the art of tormenting. There is a sort of mischievous humor among our fellows that is at times rather provoking to officers habituated to prompt obedience and a distance and deference bordering upon awe which our countrymen never feel for any man.

It seems that the British government, or the admiralty department, were fully acquainted with this state of things and with the difficult task which the miserable officers of this miserable Medway fleet had to perform. The government did not seem to wish to exercise a greater degree of rigor over the American prisoners, because they knew, and all Europe knew, that the United States treated their prisoners with distinguished humanity; and yet they firmly believed, that unless more rigor was exercised, the Americans would rise

upon 
       their keepers 


before the winter commenced. The rumor is, that we are to be sent to Dartmoor prison. Some









of our crew have lately received a letter from a prisoner in that dépôt of misery, for such he describes it. He tells us that it is situated in the most dreary and uncultivated spot in England; and that to the sterility of the soil are added the black coloring of .superstition.

A Moor, a word not used in America, is used in England to denote a low, marshy piece of ground, or a sterile spot like our pine barrens, divested of every thing like a pine tree. It denotes something between a beach and a meadow. It is a solemn-faced truth in this country of our superstitious ancestors, that every extensive and dreary moor, in England is haunted by troubled ghosts, witches and walking dead men, visiting, in a sociable way, each other's graves. It is really surprising, and to an intelligent American incredible, that stout, hearty, and otherwise bold Englishmen dare not walk alone over the dreary spot or moor, where the prison now stands, in a dark and cloudy night, without trembling with horror at a nothing! Beside the stories of witches flying about in the air, and dead men strolling over the moor the letter contained an account of the origin of this new famous prison. It stated that this Dartmoor belonged to that beautiful gambler, the Dutchess of Devonshire,' who lost it in a game of hazard with the Prince of Wales, who, to enhance the value of it, (he being, as all the world knows, a contriving, speculating, economical, close-fisted, miserly genius) contrived to have erected there a species of a fortress, enclosing seven very large buildings or prisons, for the reception of captured seamen; from which establishment its royal landlord received a very handsome annual rent; and this princely anecdote is as firmly believed as the stories of the witches and the walking dead men. The only remark we would make upon it here, is, that Dartmoor has a dismal idea associated with it—and that was sufficient to make our people conceive of it as a place doleful as a coal-pit.

1 The letter writer, we suspect, had not studied carefully, the laws and customs of England, where all landed property belongs to the king, who allows the eldest male of a family to possess it during his good behavior.









Not long after the receipt of this letter, one hundred and fifty of our countrymen were sent off by water, to this Dartmoor Prison; but the measles appearing among them, they were stopped at the Nore, which is at the entrance of the Thames. They are every day drafting more, which are destined for the dismal prison house. We are all struck with horror at the idea of our removal from our ships in the river Medway, which runs through a beautiful country. It is “the untried scene," that fills us with dread, “for clouds and darkness rest upon it.” Last year we were transported from inhospitable Nova Scotia, over the boisterous Atlantic, and suffered incredible hardships in a rough winter passage; and now we are to be launched again on the same tumultuous ocean, to go four hundred miles coastwise, to the most dismal spot in England. Who will believe it? the men who exercised all their art and contriv, ance, and exerted all their muscular powers to cut through the double plankings and copper of a ship of the line, in hopes of escaping from her, now leave the same ship with regret. I have read of men who had been imprisoned many years in the Bastile, who when liberated sighed to return to their place of long confinement, and felt unhappy out of it. I thought it wondrous strange; but I now cease to be surprised. This prison-ship, through long habit and the dread of a worse place, is actually viewed with feelings of attachment. Of the hundred men who were sent hither last year from Halifax, there are only about seventy of us remaining on board the Crown Prince. The next draft will lessen our numbers, and separate some of those who have been long associates in bondage. It is not merely the bodily inconvenience of being transported here and there, that we dread, so much as the exposure to insult and sarcasm of our enemies. We have been, and still dread to be again placed in rows, on board of a ship or in a prison yard to be stared at by the British vulgar, just as if we were Guinea negroes, exposed to the examination of some scoundrel negro merchants, commissioned to re-stock a plantation with black cattle, capable of thinking, talking, laughing and weeping. This is not all.

This is not all. We have been obliged









often to endure speeches of this sort, most commonly uttered in the Scotch accent—“My life on't that fellow is a renegado Englishman—or Irishman—an halter will be, I hope, his portion. D-n all such rebel looking rascals.” Whatever our feelings and resentments may be on account of impressment, inhuman treatment, and plundering our fobs and pockets and of our clothing, we never speak of the British king and government in terms of gross indecency; whereas we American prisoners of war are often assailed with the bitterest sarcasms and curses of the President of the United States, the Congress, and some of our military commanders.

I have already mentioned that all my family, as well as myself, were what they called “Federalists,” or fault-finders, and opposers of Madison's administration, and that I and all the rest of us dropt every trait of federalism in the British prisons, where to call a man a Federalist was resented as the deepest insult. I appeal to all my companions in misery for the accuracy of this opinion. A man who is willing to expose his life to the balls and bayonets of his country's foes, to the enemies of his government, and to the independence and union of his nation, holds his country and the government of his choice in higher estimation than his life. Such a man cannot hear the United States, and their President, spoken of in terms of contempt without feeling the keenest anguish. This I have felt, and have remarked its effects in the countenances of

my insulted comrades. Situated as we are, it would be great imprudence to resent what we are often obliged to hear. Captivity, under British prison keepers and British captains of transport men of war, are the proper colleges for teaching the love of our republican government, and strong attachment to its administration; and they are proper places to make the rankest Federalist abjure his errors and cling to the constituted authorities of the country whose flag he adores, and for whose defence he exposes his life. It is inconceivable how closely we are here pressed together in the cause









of our dear country, and in honor of its high officers. Were all the inhabitants of the United States as unanimous in their political sentiments, as we are, in the river Medway, they would all be ready to exclaim, each man to his neighbour,

Rouse, and revive your ancient glory,

Uniteand drive the world before you. July 1st, 1813.—Our feelings are all alive at this joyous season, for we are now making preparations for celebrating the birthday of our nation; and though in captivity, we are determined not to suffer the glorious Fourth of July to pass over without testifying our undivided attachment to our beloved country, and to the cause it is fighting for. Each mess are making arrangements in, be sure, a small and humble but a hearty way, for the celebration; and it is a curious spectacle to see the pleasureable anticipations of the prisoners in a feast of good things, all of which would not amount to so plentiful a repast as that which the criminals in our State Prison, near Boston, enjoy every day, the plenty of good porter excepted. Application has been made to Capt. Hutchinson, for an additional allowance of beer and porter, which request he has granted, with his usual goodness. Every brain is at work to know how to spend what we have been accumulating for the Fourth of July, with the most pleasure and the most propriety.

The Fourth of July, 1813, is past. We petitioned the commander to allow us to hoist the American flag, but he refused to gratify us. Application was then made to the Commodore, who gave permission that we might hoist our national colors as high as the top of our railings; and the same permission was granted to all the other prison-ships. We had obtained a drum and fife; and being all assembled on the forecastle, and such other parts of the ship as were accessible to us prisoners, we in the morning struck up the animating tune of Yankee Doodle, and saluted the Nassau prison-ship with three cheers, which was returned; the ships more distant caught the joyful sound and echoed it back to its source.









The fife and drum, the latter ornamented with the king's arms, played the whole forenoon, while the jovial prisoners drank, in English porter, SUCCESS TO THE AMERICAN CAUSE!

At twelve o'clock an Oration, hastily prepared, and rather too inflammatory for about a tenth part of our audience, was delivered, by a prisoner of respectable talents; a man who, having been impressed into the British service, had been promoted to the rank of boatswain of a frigate; and liberated from the service in consequence of his declaring it against his honor and conscience to fight against his countrymen, or aid in pulling down the colors of his nation. This man very deliberately mounted an elevation, and with great force, and with a characteristic freedom, pronounced an Address, which the prisoners listened to with profound silence, excepting the clapping of hands, and sometimes cheers, at the end of such sentences as warmed and overpowered their silence. At the close of the whole the orator was greeted with three times three cheers, throughout the ship, and reached even to the shores. The oratory of the boatswain seemed to electrify the officers and men set over us. The master and the surgeon appeared really pleased; even Osmore, our jailor, “grinn'd horribly a ghastly smile.”

After the oration, we returned below to our prepared dinners at which our reverend orator asked a blessing with more fervor than is commonly observed in our Cossock' clergymen; and we fell to with a zest and hilarity rarely to be found among a large collection of prisoners. If, like the captive Jews on the Euphrates, we had hung our harps upon the willows of the Medway, we took them down on this joyous occasion. We felt the spirit of freedom glow within us; and we anticipated the day when we should celebrate our anniversary in that dear land of liberty, which we longed to see, and panted after, as the thirsty hart pants after the water brooks.

The Fourth of July was celebrated in a very becoming manner, on board the Nassau prison-ship, by similar acts of rejoicing. I




1 Cassock.









have obtained a copy of the Oration, delivered by a seaman, on that day. Among the audience, were several ladies and gentlemen from the neighborhood.

AN ORATION Delivered by permission, on board the Nassau prison-ship, at

Chatham, England, by an American Seaman, prisoner of war. MY FELLOW PRISONERS AND BELOVED COUNTRYMEN:

We are assembled to commemorate that ever memorable Fourth of July, 1776, when our forefathers, inspired with the love of liberty, dared to divest themselves of the shackles of tyranny and oppression: yes, my friends, on that important day these stripes were hoisted on the standard of liberty, as a signal of unity and of their determination to fight under them until America was numbered among the nations of the globe, as one of them, a free and independent nation. Yes, my countrymen, she was determined to spare neither blood nor treasure, until she had accomplished the grand object of her intentions; an object, my friends, which she was prompted by Heaven to undertake, and inspired by all that honor, justice, and patriotism could infuse; her armies were then in the field, with a WASHINGTON at their head, whose upright conduct and valorous deeds you

have often heard related, and the memory of whom should be held sacred in the breasts of every true-born American.—Let his heart beat high at the name of WASHINGTON! Sacred as the archives of heaven! for he was a man of truth, honor, and integrity, and a soldier fostered by the gods to be the saviour of his country.

The struggle was long and arduous; but our rallying word was “Liberty or Death!” Torrents of blood were spilt; towns and villages were burnt, and nothing but havoc, devastation and destruction was seen from one end of the continent to the other; and this was not all; but to complete the horrid scene, an infernal horde of savage murderers was prompted by our enemy to butcher our helpless wives and children! Then did our fathers' patriotic hearts swell in their bosoms, and they were ten-fold more resolved to break the yoke of the tyrant.

I recite these things, my countrymen, that you may know how to prize your liberty, that precious gem for which your fathers fought, wading in rivers of blood, until it pleased the Almighty to crown their arms with success; and, glorious to relate, America was acknowledged free and independent by all the powers of Europe. Happy period! then did our warriors exult in what they had so nobly achieved; then commerce revived, and the thirteen stripes were hoisted upon the tall masts of our ships and displayed from pole to pole; emigrants flocked from many parts to taste our freedom, and other blessings heaven had bestowed









upon us; our population increased to an incredible degree; our commerce flourished, and our country has been the seat of peace, plenty and happiness for many years. At length the fatal blast reached our land! America was obliged to unsheath the sword in justification of her violated rights. Our ships were captured and condemned upon frivolous pretensions; our seamen were dragged from their lawful employment; they were torn from the bosom of their beloved country; sons from their fathers; husbands from their wives and children, to serve with reluctance for many years, under the severity of a martial law. The truth of this many of you can attest to, perhaps with inward pining and a bleeding heart!

My countrymen! I did not mount this rostrum to inveigh against the British; only the demagogues, the war-faction I exclaim against. We all know, and that full well, that there are many honest, patriotic men in this country, who would raise their voices to succour us, and their arms too, could they do it with impunity. The sympathetic hearts of the good feel for the oppressed in all climes. And now, my countrymen, it is more than probable that the land of your nativity will be involved in war, and deluged in blood for some time to come; yes, my friends, that happy country which is the guardian of everything you possess, that you esteem, near and dear, has again to struggle for her liberty. The British war-faction are rushing upon us with their fleets and armies, thinking, perhaps, to crush us in a moment. Strange infatuation! They have forgotten Bunker's Hill! They have forgotten Saratoga, and Yorktown, when the immortal WASHINGTON with his victorious army chased them through the Jerseys, under the muzzles of their ship’s cannon for protection! They have forgotten that the sons of America have as good blood in their veins, and possess as sound limbs and nerves as they; strange infatuation! I repeat it, if they presume to think that eight millions of free people will be very easily divested of their liberty; my word for it, they will not give up at the sight of their men-of-war or their red coats; no, my friends, they will meet the lads who will play them the tune of Yankee Doodle, as well as they did at Lexington, or Bunker Hill. Besides, my countrymen, there is a plant in that country, (very little of which grows any where else,) the infusion of which stimulates the true sons of America to deeds of valour. There is something so fostering in the very sound of its name, that it holds superiority wherever it grows; it is a sacred plant, my friends, its name is LIBERTY, and may God grant that that plant may continue to grow in the United States of America, and never be rooted out so long as it shall please Him to continue the celestial orb to roll in yon azure expanse.

Ah! Britons! Britons ! had your counsellors been just, and had they listened with attention, and followed the advice of the immortal? William Pitt, Britain 1 The celebrated Earl of Chatham.









and America might have been one until the present hour; and they, united, in time might have given laws to the inhabitants of this terrestrial ball.

Many of you, my friends, have voluntarily embraced this loathsome prison rather than betray your country; for by the laws of your country, to aid or give any assistance to an enemy, is treason, is punishable with death. I therefore hope that your country will reward you abundantly for your toil. And one and all let us embrace the icy arms of death, rather than cherish the least symptoms of an inclination to betray our country. Some have done it, who have pretended to be Americans, so far as to shield themselves under the name. Whether they were real Americans or not, is hard for me to say; but if they were, they have put their hand to the plough, and not only looked back but have gone back. I have not the least doubt but they will meet their reward; that is, they will be spurned at by those very people that laid the bait for them. Such characters will for ever be condemned, and held in detestation by both parties. Therefore all you who feel the tide of true American blood flow through your hearts, I hope never will attempt to flee from the allegiance of your country. It is cowardice, it is felony; and for all those who have done it, we may pray that the departed spirits of their fathers, who so nobly fought, bled, and fell in the conflict to gain them their liberty, will haunt them in their midnight slumbers, and that they may feel the horrors of conscience and the dread of a gallows ! also, that they may have no rest, but like the dove that Noah sent out of the ark, be restless until they return to the allegiance of their country. And now, my countrymen, let us join in unison to correct our own morals; let us be sober, let us be vigilant over ourselves while in this situation. And although it is not in our power to assist our countrymen in the present conflict, yet if we are good the power of Heaven will fight for us; for the good must merit God's peculiar care. The powers of Heaven fought for us; they assisted us to gain our liberty, it is evident from the very circumstance, that in our struggle with Great Britain for our liberty, we had no navy, or none of any consequence, yet Great Britain lost more line of battle ships in that war than she did with France, although France is a great naval power. And we should be thankful to God for all the blessings he hath bestowed upon us from time to time, and in particular for the blessings of that unity which we are recently informed prevails among our countrymen in America; united they stand, nor will the powers of hell be able to overthrow them. And now let us appeal to the God of Sabaoth, that is, the God of armies—let us appeal to Him who holds the balance, and weighs the events of battles and of realms, and by his decision we must abide. And may He grant us health, peace and unity in this our disagreeable situation; and let us all join in concord to praise the Ruler and Governor of the universe. Amen. Amen.









Among the songs sung on this occasion were several composed by seafaring people, in our own country. The following drew tears from the eyes of our generous hearted sailors. It pathetically describes what many of them had experienced, the impressment of an American sailor boy by a British man of war, the tearing up of his legal protection, and of his sinking under a broken heart. It was written by Mr. John De Wolf, of Rhode Island.




THE IMPRESSMENT OF AN AMERICAN SAILOR BOY 




A SONG




Sung on board the British prison-ship, Crown Prince, the Fourth of July, 1813, 

by a number of the American prisoners. 




The youthful Sailor mounts the bark,

  And bids each weeping friend adieu; 
Fair blows the gale, the canvas swells; 


Slow sink the uplands from his view.




Three mornings, from his ocean bed,

  Resplendent beams the God of day; 
The fourth, high looming in the mist, 


A war-ship's floating banners play.




Her yawl is launch'd; light o'er the deep,

   Too kind, she wafts a ruffian band; 
Her blue track lengthens to the bark, 


And soon on deck the miscreants stand.




Around they throw the baleful glance;

  Suspense holds mute the anxious crew, 
Who is their prey ?-poor sailor boy! 


The baleful glance is fix'd on you.




Nay, why that useless scrip unfold?

  They damn the "lying Yankee scrawl,” 
Torn from thine hand, it strews the wave, 


They force thee, trembling to the yawl.









Sick was thine heart, as from the deck

The hand of friendship wav'd farewell; Mad was thy brain, as, far behind,

In the grey mist, thy vessel fell.




One hope, yet, to thy bosom clung,

The captain mercy might impart; Vain was that hope, which bade thee look

For mercy in a Pirate's heart.




What woes can man on man inflict,

When malice joins with uncheck’d pow'r; Such woes, unpitied and unknown,

For many a month, the sailor bore.




Oft gemm’d his eye the bursting tear,

As mem'ry linger'd on past joy; As oft they Aung the cruel jeer,

And damn'd the “chicken-liver'd boy."




When sick at heart, with hope deferr'd,

Kind sleep his wasting form embrac'd, Some ready minion ply'd the lash,

And the lov'd dream of freedom chac'd.




Fast to an end his miseries drew;

The deadly hectic flush'd his cheek; On his pale brow the cold dew hung,

He sigh’d, and sunk upon the deck!




The sailor's woes drew forth no sigh; 
No hand would close the sailor's eye; 
Remorseless, his pale corpse they gave 
Unshrouded, to the friendly wave. 





And as he sunk beneath the tide,

A hellish shout arose; Exultingly the demons cried,

"So fare all Albion's REBEL foes!" 









The power of music and of song, on such occasions, has been witnessed in all ages of the world, especially in the youthful or chivalric period of a nation's existence, which is the present time, in the history of the United States. We all have felt and witnessed the animating effects of the simple national tune of Yankee Doodle. Our New England boys cannot stand still when it is played. To that tune our regiments march with an energy that no other music inspires. At its sound, the sentinel on his post shoulders his musket, and marches his limits with a smartness that shows that his brave heart pulsates to the warlike drum. Such a people, thus animated and united, is absolutely invincible by all the powers of Europe combined.

Time, situation and circumstances will give us national songs. Many ages passed away before England was animated by a national hymn. The Americans have parodied this hymn, substituting, “God save great Washington!” &c.

Our orator, considering where he was and that he had an hundred British hearers, used pretty harsh language. He apostrophised the English thus: “Haughty nation! with one hand thou art deluding and dividing thy victims in New England, and with the other thou bearest the weapon of vengeance; and while employing the ruthful savage, with his tomahawk and scalping knife, thou art boasting of thy humanity, thy magnanimity, and thy religion! Bloody villains! detestable associates! linked together by fear, and leagued with savages by necessity, to murder a Christian people, for the alleged crime of fighting over again the battle of independence. Beware, bloody nations of Britons and savage Indians, of the recoiling vengeance of a brave people. For shame—talk no more of your Christianity, of your

Bible and missionary societies, when your only aim is to direct the scalping knife, and give force to the arm of the savage. No longer express the smile of pleasure on hearing a stupid Governor proclaim you to be “The Bulwark of our Religion!" You have filled India with blood and ashes; you have














murdered the Irish for contending for liberty of conscience; you continue the scourge of war in Spain; you pay Russia, Sweden, Germany and Holland the price of blood; and to crown all, decorate your colors, and your seats of legislation, with scalps torn from Americans, male and female; and you are sowing discord, and diffusing a Jacobinical spirit through a Protestant country, which you cannot conquer by force. But, (continued the orator, waving his sinewy arm, and hard and heavy hand,) the time is not far distant, when your guilty nation will be duly appreciated, and justly punished;" and saying this, he drove his iron fist into the palm of his left hand, and stamped with his foot on the capstan, where he stood, while his admiring countrymen rewarded the Herculean orator with three cheers.

There is no disguising it, these Englishmen not only respect us but fear us. They perceive a mighty difference between us, and the cringing, gambling Frenchmen. If they are tolerably well informed, and think at all, they must conclude that we Yankees are filled with, and keep up that bold and daring spirit of liberty, which made England what she is, and the loss of which is now perceived by their surrendered ships and beaten armies in America. All these things will hereafter be detailed by some future Gibbon, in the History of the Decline and Fall of the (British) Empire. 

We closed the day, on this memorable fourth of July, pretty much as we began it; we struck our flag at sunset and saluted the other ships with three hearty cheers. Throughout the whole, the prisoners, even to the boys, behaved with becoming decorum, and the whole was concluded without any disagreeable accident or any thing like a quarrel; and in saying this, we desire to acknowledge the extraordinary good behaviour of all the British officers and men on board the Crown Prince. 

Excepting the apprehensions of being sent off to Dartmoor prison, of which we entertained horrid ideas, we were tolerably happy. After the measles ceased we were all very healthy; and









there exists a good understanding between the prisoners and our commander, Osmore; which they say is owing to the influence of his amiable wife. This worthy woman has discovered that we are not a gang of vagabonds, but that many of the American prisoners are not only men of solid understanding and correct principles, but men whose minds have been improved by good education. The manner and style in which we celebrated our national independence have created a respect for us.

The officers extend a better course of treatment towards us, and this has occasioned our treating them with more respect. Politeness generates politeness, and insult, insult. They find that coaxing and fair words is the only way to manage Americans.

There is a set of busy-idlers among us, a sort of newsmongers, fault-finders, and predictors, who are continually bothering us with unsubstantial rumors. The newspapers we take are enough to confound any man; but these creatures are worse than the London news-writers. Sometimes we are told that Baltimore is burnt; and then that New-York is taken; and we have been positively assured that old New-England has declared for the British, and that the governor of Massachusetts and his council had dined on board a British man of war in Boston harbor; and that President Madison had been hanged in effigy in Boston, Newburyport, and Portsmouth. At other times we were told positively and circumstantially, that three frigates sent their boats into Marblehead, and after driving out all the women and children, set fire to the town and reduced the whole to ashes; and this was for some time credited. We have a number of fine Marblehead men here in captivity, all staunch friends of their country's cause. I well remember since that period, that it was told us that peace between America and England was concluded, and that one of its conditions was giving up the fisheries on the banks of Newfoundland. This alarmed the Marblehead men more than the report of burning their town;

1 An Irish word, meaning a distraction of attention by reason of words striking our intellect through both ears confusedly.
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they raved and swore like madmen. "If that be the case,” said they, “I am damned—Marblehead is forever damned, and we are all damned; and damnation seize the peace-makers who have consented to this condition." On this subject they worked themselves into a fever, and were very unhappy all the time the story was believed. Such like stories were told to us, oft times so circumstantially that we all believed them. When discovered to be false, they were called galley-news or galley packets. These mischievous characters are continually sporting with our feelings, and secretly laughing at the uneasiness they occasion. There is one man who has got the name of lying Bob; who is remarkable for the fertility of his invention; there is so much apparent correctness in all he advances. He mentions and describes the man who informed him, states little particulars, and relates circumstances so closely connected with acknowledged facts that the most cautious and incredulous are often taken in by him. He is a constitutional liar, and the fellow has such a plausible mode of lying, and wears throughout such a fixed and solemn phiz that his news has been circulated by us all, with all our wise reasons, and explanations, and conjectures, that although we are sometimes angry enough to knock his brains out, we cannot help laughing at the hoax. To the name of lying Bob, we have added that of “Printer to Prince Beelzebub's Royal Gazette." 

This little community of ours, crowded within the planks of a single ship, is but the prototype of the great communities on the land. Here we see working all those passions, hopes, fears, emulations, envies and even contentions for distinction, which like the winds and tides of the ocean keep the human mind healthy, vigorous, and progressing to general benefit. Amidst it all, we could discover "the ruling passion,” the love of country, and a firm belief that our countrymen understood rational liberty better, and could defend it longer, than any nation now in existence.

Many people are beguiled with an idea that sailors have no seri









ous thoughts of religion, because they use swearing, and, too often, a profane phraseology, without any meaning. But seamen generally have as serious ideas of religion as landsmen; and are, in my opinion, full as good. Hypocrisy is not among their vices. They never pretend to more religion than their conduct proclaims. You see and hear the worse of them, and that cannot always be said of our brethren on shore. We have had a Methodist preacher exhorting us twice a week until lately; but he has discontinued his visits, for he found the hearts of some of our fellows as hard as their faces, and he relinquished the hope of their conversion to Methodism. There was at one time on board our ship, a little, ugly French surgeon's mate, who had lived several years in London, and in the southern part of America. He could speak and read the English language equally well with his own. He ridiculed all religion, and talked in such an irreverent style of the Bible, of Jesus Christ, and of the Virgin Mary that our sailors would not associate with him, nor, at times, to eat with him. On one occasion his profanity was so shocking, that he ran some risk of being thrown overboard. He was a witty, comical fellow, and they would listen and laugh at his drollery; but they finally stopped his mouth from uttering things for which he would be severely punished in England and in America.

Generally speaking, in the religious notions of our sailors there is mixed a portion of that superstition which we, our forefathers, and foremothers brought with them from England, Scotland and Ireland. They believe, for example, in spirits, or ghosts, and that they haunt houses and ships; and that they have sometimes appeared with horrid visage and menacing countenances, at the bedside of a cruel captain; and above all to the false hearted Tar, who cruelly deserted his too credulous Poll, who drowned herself in despair. The common sailor often tells such stories, and sings them in ballads, both which are generally ended with the good









moral sentiment of the punishment of cruelty and treachery, and the reward of the kind hearted and humane.

It may appear singular that men whose conduct is generally so opposite to the prescribed rules of the Priest, should have so firm an opinion of another life, after their bodies are eaten up by sharks, or blown to atoms; but it is really the case with the British and American sailors, for they have the strongest belief in the existence of spirits, and all their stories and traditions tend to confirm this superstition. How often have I known them huddled together in the night, telling stories of feats of danger and desperation! a ghost or spirit is generally brought into the history. Nothing suits these daring set of men better than a solemn narrative of a supernatural achievement, and a supernatural escape; but to be charming it must have a tinge of the horrible. Shakespeare would have recognized some of these men as his kindred, and they him as a relation. Good luck and ill luck, lucky days and unlucky days, as well as lucky ships, attach themselves to a sailor's mind. A remarkable instance of this we have in our ill-fated frigate Chesapeake. Ever since the British ship Leopard fired into this American frigate in a period of profound peace, and caused her to strike her colors, and which led to her being boarded and her men to be mustered by compulsion, and some of her crew taken and carried forcibly on board the Leopard, one of which was afterwards hanged; after this deep wound on our country's honor, this frigate was ever after viewed as unlucky. 

In confirmation of this nautical curse, she met with a series of disasters during the war which were not attributed to ill management, but to ill luck. Thus one time she was coming up the harbor of Boston from a cruise, where she lost spar

and topmast after topmast; and when in full sight of the town, and not much wind, over board went her fore-top-mast and several men were drowned in their fall from the rigging. This was not attributed to lack of judgment, but to ill luck. When this ill-omened ship lay




after spar









in Boston harbor, previous to her last and fatal cruise, she could not get men, and that from the impression on the minds of sailors that she was an unlucky ship. This operated to her final misfortune, for her crew was made up of everything that offered. Her captain was a stranger to his crew, and to his officers; his first lieutenant lay at the point of death when she sailed; her motley crew mutinied on account of their pay, before they weighed anchor; her brave, I had like to have said rash commander, sailed out in a great hurry; her cables were not quite stowed away, nor other things arranged in their places, when she bore down on the cool and orderly Shannon; and to crown all her intrepid commander, a man of six feet four inches, went into action within half pistol shot, in full uniform, as if he defied the power of the British musketry. I have conversed with some of her officers and men in my captivity, and think that I am warranted in saying that there was much more high-toned bravery exhibited on that day, than good conduct. The sailors, however, think differently; they all attribute it to that unavoidable fatality which forever adheres, like pitch, to an unlucky ship. O, my country!

"It was that fatal and perfidious bark 
Built in th' eclipse, and rigg'd with curses dark, 
That sunk so low that sacred head of thine!" 


Lycidas. 









CHAPTER X




UGUST 30th.—Drafts continue to be made from this ship to be sent off to Dartmoor Prison. There are but few of us remaining, and we are every day in expectation of re

moval. All go off with evident reluctance, from an apprehension that the change will be for the worse. It is the “untried scene” that fills us with anxiety. We are more disposed to bear our present ills, than fly to others which we know not of.

Oh, how we envy the meanest looking wretch we see, crawling on the shore, gathering sticks to cook his fish. There the beggar enjoys the natural inheritance of man, sweet LIBERTY; if the unfeeling, the avaricious and morose refuse his petition, he can sweeten the disappointment with the reflection that he has liberty to walk where he pleases. He is not shut up in the prime of life, and cut off from all intercourse with those he holds most dear; he is not lingering out his life and health under the morose countenance of an unfeeling jailor. He has not, like us, a home, where peace, plenty and every good await to welcome us. Who can express the anguish felt by some of us, wretched prisoners, here crowded together like sheep, men who have broken no law of either country but who have stood courageously forth in supporting the sacred cause of our country, and in defending “free trade and sailors' rights.” Should this war continue some years longer, or should peace

be restored and another war with Britain commence, I will venture to predict that our enemies will take but few prisoners alive. My own mind is entirely made up on this head. I hope to stand ever ready to risk my life for the liberty and independence of our nation, and for the preservation of my own personal liberty.

The American sailor has a beloved home; he was born and brought up in a house that had a "fire place” in it. Many of them









here, in captivity, have wives and children, most of them have parents and brothers and sisters. These poor fellows partake, at times, the misery of their dear relatives, at three thousand miles distance. They recollect their aged mothers and decrepid fathers, worn down with age, labor, and anxious thoughts for the welfare of their absent sons. Some have wives and little children, weeping for their absent husbands and suffering for the good and comfortable things of this life, having none to help them. In families, neighborhoods, and villages men are supported by leaning on each other or by supporting each other; and we have endeavored to do so too; but now our numbers are thinning, some of our best, our steadiest and most prudent men, have left us and gone to Dartmoor Prison. I have felt very low-spirited for some days past. It is true our numbers are now so few that we can run about, and beguile the tedious hours by a greater variety of exercise and amusement than heretofore; but then our soberest men are gone, and left behind some of the most noisy and disorderly of our whole crew; and young as I am I am little disposed to make a riot or noise merely for noise' sake.




A disturbance took place last night, which deprived all of us of sleep. It was owing to the unaccommodating disposition of our commander, Mr. Osmore. About thirty prisoners were selected and called aft, with their hammocks all tied up, to be ready to go off early in the morning, in a tender. The tender did not arrive as was expected; the sergeant was ordered to count us over in the evening, to go to rest, whereupon the thirty drafted men went aft and requested their hammocks to sleep in; Mr. Osmore replied, that as they were to go off early in the morning they would only detain the tender, if they had their hammocks to take down and pack up again, on which account he refused to let them have their usual accommodations for sleeping. The men went below very much dissatisfied at the churlish disposition of the commander; and as they despaired being able to sleep themselves on bare boards,









they all determined that Osmore should not sleep. They waited quietly till about ten o'clock, when the commander usually went to bed, and then they tore up the large oak benches, tied ropes to them, and run with them round the deck, drawing the benches after them like a sled, at the same time holloaing, screaming and yelling and making every noise that their ingenuity or malice could devise. Sometimes they drove these oaken benches full but against the aft bulkhead, so as to make the ship tremble again with the noise, like cannon. They jammed down the crockery belonging to the marines, which was set up on the opposite side of the cock-pit, and frightened their wives out of their beds. The noise and jarring were so great, that it seemed as if they were breaking up the ship for the sake of her iron work. Lieut. Osmore sent a marine down, to order them to be still and go to sleep. They replied that they had no conveniences for sleeping, and that Osmore had acted like a villain in depriving them unnecessarily of their hammocks, for which brutality, they were determined that he should not sleep any more than they: after which they recommenced their riot and thundering noise, which brought Osmore out of his cabin, and called one of the committee to him, and told him to tell the men that if they did not directly cease their noise, he would confine every man of them below, for three days. The committee-man replied that nothing could then be done, for that the mob had fairly capsized the government of the ship, and all that he could say would only add to the riot and confusion. "Then,” said he, “I'll be d—d if I do not fire upon them.” Some of the mob answered “Fire, and be d-d”; and the commander hesitated a moment, and returned to his cabin; for he saw the men were wrought up to the battle pitch, and rather wished him to fire, by way of excuse for their attack

upon him whom they most cordially despised. Directly upon this they collected all the tin and copper pans, pots and kettles, and every sonorous metallic substance they could lay their hands on. These they tied together, and hitched bunches of









them here and there upon the oaken planks; and then, what with screaming, yelling like the Indian war-whoop, cheering, and the thundering noise of the planks grating along the deck, together with the ringing and clattering of their metallic vessels, they made altogether such a hideous “rattle-come-twang” that it was enough to raise all Chatham. All this was transacted in utter darkness. The officers doubtless saw that bloodshed and promiscuous death would be the consequence of firing among the rioters, and prudently left it to subside with the darkness of the night. These disorderly fellows would go round the decks twice, with all this thundering noise and clatter, and then be silent for about half an hour, or until they thought Mr. Osmore had got into a doze; and then they would recommence their horrible serenade. At length Osmore became so enraged that he swore by his Maker, that he would order every marine in the ship to fire in among them; but on some of the committee observing to him that he would be as likely to kill the innocent as the guilty, and as they were then silent, he went off again to his cabin; but within a quarter of an hour they began again their shocking serenade, and continued it, at provoking intervals, all the night, so that none could sleep in the ship.

In the morning the tender came alongside, and they all went on board of her. When they had all got in and pushed off from the ship’s side, and while Osmore was superintending their departure, they all cried out, baa! baa! baa! until they got out of hearing. The next day he betrayed a disposition to punish, in some way, those prisoners that remained; but it was remarked to him that it was utterly impossible for any of them to stop the riot or to keep their disturbers quiet, and that they, themselves, were equally incommoded with him and his family; he prudently dropped the design. Although many of us disapproved of this behaviour of the men, none of us could help laughing at the noise, and its ludicrous effects. It is a fact, that the officers and marines of the Crown Prince prison ship, were more afraid of the American prisoners




-









than they were of them. This last frolic absolutely cowed them. One of the officers said to me, next day, “Your countrymen do not seem to be a bloody-minded set of men, like the Portuguese and Spaniards, but they have the most d-d provoking impudence I ever saw in any men: if they did not accompany it all with peals of laughter, and in the spirit of fun, I should put them down as a set of hell-hounds.” I told him that I considered the last night's riot, not in the light of a mutiny, or a serious attempt to wound or scratch any man, but as a high frolic without any real malice, and was an evidence of that boisterous liberty in which they had been bred up, and arising also from their high notions of right and wrong. To which the worthy Scotchman replied “I hate a Frenchman, a Spaniard and a Portuguese; but I never can hate an American; and yet the three former behave infinitely better, and give us far less trouble than your saucy fellows.” Had British prisoners behaved in this manner, in the prison ships in the harbor of Boston or Salem, would our officers have borne it with more patience?

As there were but few prisoners now remaining, and ample room to run and jump about for exercise, our men evidently recruited; and being in good spirits, the rose of health soon bloomed again on their manly cheeks. The soldiers made prisoners in Canada evidently gained strength, and acquired activity.

If we compare their miserable, emaciated looks, on their arrival at Melville Prison from their wretched voyage down the St. Lawrence, with their present appearance, the difference is striking. The wretched appearance of these new-made soldiers, reflects no credit on the British. The savages of the forest never starve their prisoners. The War Department of the United States having ordered these men a portion of their pay, they appropriated it chiefly to purchase comfortable clothing, which has been productive of great good, and has probably saved the lives of some of them; others squandered away their money in dissipation and gambling.









A becoming degree of tranquility prevailed on board this prison ship, during my residence on it. On the 15th of September we were all sent on board the Bahama prison-ship, which lay farther up the reach. Here we found about three hundred of our countrymen, who received us with kindness and many marks of satisfaction. I could at once perceive that their situation had been less pleasant than ours in the Crown Prince. Little attention had been paid to cleanliness, and gambling had been carried to as great excess as their means would admit of. They seemed to lack either the power, or the resolution of adhering to and carrying into effect, good and wholesome regulations. I never saw a set of more ragged, dirty men in my life; and yet they were disposed to sell their last rag to get money to game with. Their misfortune was, they had too few men of sense and respectability among them. They had no good committeemen; not enough to bear down the current of vice and folly. We dread the contagion of bad example. Some of our men soon resorted to their detestable gambling tables, and pursued their old vices with astonishing avidity. We seriously expostulated with our companions on their returning to the pernicious practice of gambling, after they had had the virtue of refraining on board the Crown Prince; and our advice induced nearly all of them to renounce the destructive practice. I had read but never saw convincing evidence before, of gaming being a passion that rages in proportion to the degrees of misery, until it becomes a species of insanity.

We newcomers introduced certain measures that had a tendency to harmonise our sailors and soldiers. The disorders on board the Bahama arose principally from having on board a number of these two classes of men. Our sailors view a soldier as belonging to an order of men below them; and it must be confessed that our first crop of recruits, that were huddled together soon after the declaration of war, in some measure justified this notion. They were, many of them, idle, intemperate men, void of character and good









constitutions. The high-flying Federal clergy among other nonsense told their flocks that the war would demoralize the people; whereas it had the contrary effect, as it regarded the towns an hundred miles from the sea coast. It absolutely picked out all the rags, dirt and vice from our towns and villages, and transported them into Canada, where they were either captured, killed, or died with sickness, so that our towns and villages on the Atlantic were cleared of idlers and drunkards and experienced the benefit of their removal. The second crop of recruits, in 1814, were of a different cast. The high bounty and the love of country induced the embargoed sailor to turn soldier; to these were added young mechanics and the sons of farmers. These were men of good habits, and of calculation. They looked forward to their bounty of land, with a determination of settling on their farms at the close of the war. These were moral men, and they raised the character of the soldier and of their country. These were the men who conquered at Chippewa, Bridgewater, Erie and Plattsburg. Of such men was composed that potent army of well-disciplined militia, who reposed within twenty miles of the sea shores of New England—especially of Massachusetts and Connecticut; and who, had the British attempted a landing, would have met them with the bayonet, at the water's edge, and crimsoned its tide.

Our captivated sailors knew nothing of this fine army; they only knew the first recruits, and it is no wonder they viewed them as their inferiors, as they really were.

Even the officers were, generally speaking, much inferior to those who closed the war. The American sailor appears to be a careless, unthinking, swearing fellow; but he is generally much better than he appears. He is generally marked with honor, generosity and honesty. A ship’s crew soon assimilates, and they are all brother tars, embarked together in the same bottom and in the same pursuit of interest, curiosity or fame; while the rigid discipline of an army does not admit of this association and assimilation. A sailor, therefore, greets a









sailor as his brother; but has not yet learned to greet a soldier as his brother; nor has the American soldier ever felt the fraternal attachment to the sailor. It should be the policy of our rulers and military commanders to assimilate the American soldier and sailor; and there is little doubt but that they will amalgamate in time. In France the soldier looks down upon the sailor; in England and in America, the sailor looks down on the soldier. We must learn them to march arm in arm.

Confinement, dirtiness, and deprivations have an evil operation on the mind. I have observed some who had a little refinement of manners at the commencement of their captivity, and regarded the situation and feelings of others near them with complacency, have lost it all, and sunk into a state of misanthropy. We Americans exercise too little ceremony at best, but some of our prisoners lost all deference and respect for their countrymen, and became mere hogs, the stronger pushing the weaker aside, to get the most swill.

“Jove fix'd it certain that the very day

Made man a slave, took half his worth away."—Homer. All our industrious men were well behaved, and all our idle men were hoggish. Some of our countrymen worked very neatly in bone, out of which material they built ships, and carved images and snuff boxes and tobacco boxes, and watch cases.

Some covered boxes, in a very neat manner, with straw. The men thus employed formed a strong contrast to those who did nothing, or who followed up gambling. Our ship afforded striking instances of the pernicious effects of idleness, and of the beneficial effects of industry. We on board the Crown Prince instructed the boys; but in this ship, there has been no attention paid to them, and they are, upon the whole, as vicious in their conduct, and as profane in their language, as any boys I ever saw. Frenchmen are bad companions for American boys. They can teach them more than they ever thought of in their own country.

In January last, three hundred and sixty American prisoners









were sent on board this ship. Great mortality prevailed among the Danish prisoners, prior to the arrival of our countrymen, on board the Bahama. The Danes occupied her main deck, while we occupied the lower one. When our poor fellows were tumbled from out of one ship into this they had not sufficient clothes to cover their shivering limbs in this coldest month of the year. They were, indeed, objects of compassion, emaciated, pale, shuddering, low spirited and their constitutions sadly broken down. Their system was not strong enough to resist any impression, especially the contagion of the jail fever, under which the Danes were dying by dozens. Out of three hundred and sixty-one Americans, who came last on board, eighty-four were, in the course of three months, buried in the surrounding marshes, the burying place of the prison ships. I may possibly forgive, but I never can forget the unfeeling conduct of the British on this occasion. Why send men on board a crowded prison-ship, that they knew was infected with a mortal contagion? Their government must have known the inevitable consequences of putting three hundred debilitated men on board an infected ship, where there were not enough well to attend on the sick. If we Americans ever treated British prisoners in our hands in this cruel manner, the facts have never reached my ears. Here was an opportunity for redeeming their blasted reputation, for the horrors of their old Jersey prison ship, in the Revolutionary War. But they supposed that our affairs were so low, and their own so glorious, that there was no room for retaliation. The sur

rounding marshes were already unhealthy, without adding the • poison of human bodies, which were every hour put into them.

Several persons, now prisoners here, and I rank myself among that number, had a high idea of British humanity prior to our captivity; but we have been compelled to change our opinions of the character of the people from whom we descended. The commander of the Bahama, Mr. W. is a passionate and very hot-tempered man, but is, upon the whole, an humane one. We have more to praise than to blame in his conduct towards us. He is not ill









disposed to the Americans generally, and wishes for a lasting peace between the two contending nations. His mate is the reverse of all this, especially when he is overcharged with liquor.

As characteristic of some of our imprudent countrymen, I insert the following anecdote. The Belleceau,' (or Bellauxceau) prison ship, lay next to us. She was filled with Norwegians, who were detained in England, while Norway adhered to a king of their own choice. The commander of her was a meddlesome, fractious, foolish old fellow, who was continually overlooking us and hailing our commander, to inform him if any one smuggled a bottle of rum from the market boats. His Norwegians gave him no trouble, they were a peaceable, subservient people, with no fun in their constitutions, nor any jovial cast in their composition. They were very different from the British or American sailor, who will never be baulked of his fun, if the Devil stands at the door. This imprudent, meddling old commander of the Bellauxceau, was forever informing the officer of the deck of every little pickadillo of the American prisoners; and he, of course, got the hearty ill will of all the Americans in the ship Bahama. He once saw a marine connive at the passing a couple of bottles of liquor through the lower ports, and he hailed the commander and informed him of it, and the marine was immediately punished for it. This roused the Americans to revenge; for the British soldier, or marine, is so much of a slave that revenge never dare enter his head. Retaliation belongs alone to the free and daring American. He alone enjoys the lex talionis, and glories in carrying it into execution.

Fish and potatoes constituted the diet of the following day. What does our "dare-devils” do but reserve all their potatoes to serve as cold shot to fire at the fractious commander of their next neighbor, the Bellauxceau. Accordingly when they observed the old man stubbing backwards and forwards his quarter deck, and stopping now and then to peek over to our ship to see if we smug

i Belisarius, probably, or Belliqueux, a ship taken from the French.









us.




gled a bottle of liquor, they gave him a volley of potatoes, which was kept up until the veteran commander hailed our captain, and told him that if the Americans did not cease their insult he would order his marines to fire upon them; but his threatenings produced no other effect than that of increasing the shower of potatoes; so that this brave British tar was compelled to seek shelter in his cabin; and then the potato battery ceased its fire. When all was quiet, the old gentleman seized the opportunity of pushing on board of

When he came on our quarter deck, rage stopped all power of utterance, he foamed and stamped like a mad man. At length he asked Mr. Wilson how he could permit a body of prisoners under his command and control to insult one of his majesty's officers in his own ship? To which Mr. Wilson replied that he should use his influence to prevent a repetition of the insult, and restore harmony, and that he was sorry that his men should get into any difficulty with those of another ship; and he recommended moderation; but the old commander swore and raved terribly, when our worthy protector reminded him that he was not on his own quarter deck. The coolness of Mr. Wilson still further enraged our exasperated neighbor, and he left the ship execrating every one on board, and swearing that he would make complaint to the commodore.

When the prisoners saw how their own commander viewed the interference of another, they collected all the potatoes they could find, and I am sorry to add, pieces of coal, and as soon as he left the side of the Bahama, they pelted him till he fairly skulked under cover in his own prison ship. He directly drew his marines up in battle array on his quarter deck, when the captain of the Bahama seeing his folly, and knowing his disposition, exerted himself to make every American

go

below, and enjoined upon them a cessation of potatoes. We gained, however, more by this short war than most of the nations of the world, for it entirely removed the cause for which we took up potatoes against one of his Britannick Majesty's officers, within ten leagues of the capital of his empire.









I overheard Capt. Wilson say to the second in command, “these Americans are the sauciest dogs I ever saw; but damn me if I can help liking them, nor can I ever hate men who are so much like ourselves—they are John Bull all over.”

In a course of kind and flattering treatment our countrymen were orderly and easily governed; but when they conceived themselves ill treated you might as well attempt to govern so many East India tygers. The British officers in this river discovered this, and dreaded their combined anger; and yet the Americans are seldom or ever known to carry their vengeance to blood and murder, like the Spaniard, Italian and Portuguese.

A Swedish frigate is just arrived in the reach, to take away those good boys the Norwegians. King Bernadotte sent them two and sixpence a piece, to secure their affections, and provide them with some needed articles for their passage to Norway. A cartel is hourly expected from London, to take home some of their soldiers. The Leyden, an old Dutch 64, is preparing at the Nore to take us away.

We are induced to believe that our emancipation is nigh. We are every day expecting that we, too, shall be sent home; but this hope, instead of inspiring us with joy and gladness, has generated sourness and discontent. It seems that the government of the United States, give a preference to those who had enlisted in the public service over such as were in privateers. We have felt this difference all along. Again, the government are disposed to liberate the soldiers before the sailors, because their sufferings are greater than those of sailors, from their former mode of life and occupations. They were farmers or mechanics, or any thing but seamen; and this makes their residence on ship-board very irksome; whereas, the sailor is at home on the deck or hold of the ship. Most of these soldiers were from the states of Pennsylvania and New York, and many from the western parts of the Union. These









men could not bear confinement like sailors, neither could they bear a short allowance of food, nor could they shirk for themselves like a Jack tar. A sailor could endure with a degree of patience, restraints and deprivations that were death to landsmen. Many of these youthful soldiers had not long left their native habitations and parental care, when they were captured; their morals and manners were purer than those of sailors. Such young men suffered not only in their health, but in their feelings, and many sunk under their accumulated miseries; for nourished by indulgence, in the midst of abundance, many of them died for want of sufficient food. These miserable beings were, as they ought to be, the first objects of the solicitude of government.

The prisoners were seen here and there, collected in squads, chewing together the end of discontent, and grumbling at the imagined partiality and injustice of their rulers. These discontents and bickerings too often damped the joy of their prospect of liberation from captivity. The poor privateersmen had most reason for complaining, as they found themselves neglected by one side, and despised by the other.

The sufferings of soldiers, many of whom were militia, who were taken on the frontiers of Canada, are not to be withheld from the public. They were first stripped by the savages in the British service, and then driven before them, half naked, to the city of Quebec; from thence they were sent, in ill-provided transports, to Halifax, suffering all the way, the torments of hunger and thirst. When they arrived at Melville prison, they were shocking objects to the prisoners they found there; emaciated, weak, dirty, sickly and but half clothed, they excited in us all commiseration for their great misery; and indignation, contempt and revenge towards the nation who could allow such barbarity. The cruel deception practised on their embarkation for England, instead of going home; their various miseries on ship-board, where as landsmen, they underwent infinitely more than the sailors; for many of them never had









seen the salt ocean; and their close confinement in the hold of a ship, gave them the idea of a floating hell. The captivity of the sailors was sufficiently distressing; but it was nothing to that of the wretched landsmen, who considered a ship, at all times, a kind of dungeon. The transporting our soldiers to England, and their sufferings during their passage and while confined in that country, has engendered a hatred against the British nation that ages will not obliterate, and time scarcely diminish. We Americans can never be justly accused of want of humanity to the English prisoner.

I have frequently thought that the over-rated and highly boasted British bravery and humanity, would find their graves in America. The treatment these soldiers experienced has stigmatised the English character, and deservedly so. It is not in the power of words, and scarcely in the power of the painter's pencil, to convey an idea of their wretchedness. They were covered with rags, dirt and vermin. They were, to us, objects of pity, but to all others objects of disgust; even we, their brothers, recoiled at times on approaching them. Was there any design in this? Did our enemies wish to impress their countrymen with an abhorrence of a Yankee? How else can we account for a treatment which our people never experienced when prisoners of the Indians? No—the savages never starve their prisoners, nor deprive them the use of water. Dispirited, and every way disheartened, our poor fellows had, generally speaking, the aspect of a cowardly, low-spirited race of men, and much inferior to the British. We here saw how wretched circumstances, in a short time, debases a brave and high spirited man. When people from the shore visited our ship and saw our miserable soldiers, we do not wonder that they despised them. We sometimes had the mortification of hearing remarks in the Scotch accent, to this effect: “So, these are samples of the brave Yankees that took the Guerrière and Java; it proves to a demonstration, that the American frigates were manned with British deserters."

The sailors often tried to spirit up the soldiers and to encourage









them to cleanliness; but it was in vain, as most of them were depressed below the elasticity of their brave souls; yet amidst their distress, not a man of them would listen to proposals to enter the British service. Every one preferred death, and even wished for it. The Americans are a clean people in their persons as well as in their houses. None of them are so poor as to live in cabins like the Irish, or in cottages like the Scotch; but they are brought up in houses having chimnies, glass windows, separate and convenient rooms and good bedding; and to all these comfortable things we must add that the poorest of our countrymen eat meat once every day, and most of them twice. To young men so brought up and nourished, a British captivity on board their horrid transports, and even on board their prison-ships, is worse than death. If we Americans treat British prisoners as they treat ours, let it be published to the world to our disgrace. Should the war continue many years, I predict that few Americans will be taken alive by the English.

After these poor fellows had received money and clothing from our government, they became cheerful, clean and many of them neat, and were no bad specimens of American soldiery. We are sorry to remark that there was observed something repulsive between the soldier and the sailor. The soldier thought himself better than the Jack tar, while the sailor felt himself, on board ship, a better fellow than the soldier; one was a fish in the water, the other a lobster out of the water. The sailors always took the lead, because they were at home; while the dispirited landsman felt himself a stranger in an enemy's land, even among his countrymen. It would be well if all our sea and land commanders would exert themselves to break down the partition wall that is growing up between our sailors and soldiers; they should be constantly reminded that they are all children of one and the same great family, whereof the President of the United States is father; that they have all been taught to read the same Bible, and to obey the same great moral law of loving one another. I observed with pain that nothing vexed a sailor more, than









to be called by a brother tar, a soldier-looking son of a

This term of contempt commonly led to blows. This mutual dislike bred difficulties in the government of ourselves, and sometimes defeated our best regulations; for it split us into parties, and then we behaved as bad as our superiors and richer brethren do on shore, neglecting the general interest to indulge our own private views, and spirit of revenge. I thought our ship often resembled our republic in miniature, for human nature is the same always, and only varies its aspect from situation and circumstances.

It is now the latter end of September; the weather pretty pleasant, but not equal to our fine Septembers and Octobers in New England. We are every hour expecting orders to quit this river, and return to our own dear country.









CHAPTER XI
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CTOBER 20, 1814.–We were now ordered to pick up our duds and get all ready to embark in certain gunbrigs that had anchored along side of us; and an hundred

of us were soon put on board, and the tide favoring, we gently drifted down the river Medway. It rained, and not being permitted to go below, and being thinly clad, we were wet to the skin. When the rain ceased, our commander went below, and returned in a short time gaily equipped in his full uniform, cockade and dirk. He mounted the poop, where he strutted about, sometimes viewing himself, and now and then eyeing us, as if to see if we, too, admired him. He was about five feet high, with thick broad shoulders, and portly belly. We concluded that he would afford us some fun; but we were mistaken; for with the body of Dr. Slop, he bore a round, ruddy, open and smiling countenance, expressive of good nature and urbanity. The crew said that although he was no seaman, he was a man, and that a better fellow never eat the king's bread; that they were happy under his command; and the only dread they had was, that he or they should be transferred to another ship. Does not this prove that seamen can be better governed by kindness and good humor than by the boatswain's cat? We would ask two of our own naval commanders, B.? and C. whether they had not better try the experiment? We should be very sorry if the infant navy of our young country should have the character of too much severity of discipline. To say that it is requisite is a libel on our national character. Slavish minds alone require the lash.

On board this brig were two London mechanics, recently pressed 1 He was no bad resemblance of our Captain C. 2 Bainbridge. 3 Chauncey.









in the streets of the capital of the English nation-a nation that has long boasted of its liberty and humanity. These cocknies wore long coats, drab-coloured velvet breeches, and grey stockings. They were constantly followed by the boatswain's mate, who often impressed his lessons, and excited their activity with a rope's end which he carried in his hat. The poor fellows were extremely anxious to avoid such repeated hard arguments, and they kept at as great a distance from their tyrant as possible, who seemed to delight in beating them. It appeared to me to be far outdoing, in cruelty, the Algerines. They look melancholy, and at times very sad. May America never become the greatest of naval powers, if to attain it she must allow a brutal sailor to treat a citizen, kidnapped from his family in the streets of our cities, worse than we use a dog. I again repeat it, for the thousandth time, the English are a hard-hearted, cruel and barbarous race; and on this account alone I have often been ashamed that we, Americans, descended mostly from them. When a man is ill used it invites others to insult him. One of our prisoners, who had been treated with a drink of

grog, took out his knife and, as the cockney's face was the other way, cut off one skirt of his long coat. This joke excited peals of laughter. When the poor Londoner saw that this was done by a roguish American, at the instigation of his own countrymen, the tear stood in his eye. Even our jolly big bellied captain enjoyed the joke, and ordered the boatswain's mate to cut off the other skirt, who, after viewing him amidst shouts of laughter, damned him for a land lubber, and said, now he had lost his ring-tail, he looked like a gentlemen sailor.

Although our good natured captain laughed at this joke, I confess I could not; all the horrors of impressment rushed on my mind. This mechanic may have left a wife and children suffering and starving, from having her husband and their father kidnapped, like a negro on the coast of Guinea, and held in worse than negro slavery. But this is Old England, the residence of liberty and









equal laws; and the bulwark of our holy religion! The crimes of nations are punished in this world; and we may venture to predict, that the impressment of seamen, and cruel military punishments, will operate the downfall of this splendid impostor, whose proper emblem is a bloated figure, seated on a throne made of dead men's bones, with a crown on its head, a sword in one hand and a cup filled with the tears of widows and orphans in the other.

We passed by Sheerness, and in our passage to the Nore came near several hulks filled with convicts. We soon came along side the Leyden, an old Dutch 64, fitted up with berths, eight feet by six, so as to contain six persons; but they were nearly all filled by prisoners who came before us, so that we were obliged to shirk wherever we could.




We found the captain of the Leyden very much such a man as the commander of the Malabar. Our allowance of food was as short as he could make it, and our liquor ungenerous. He said we were à damn set of rebel Yankees that lived too well, which made us saucy. The first lieutenant was a kind and humane gentleman, but his captain was the reverse. He would hear no complaints and threatened to put the bearer of them in irons.

The countenance, and whole form of this man was indicative of malice; his very step was that of an abrupt and angry. tyrant. His gloomy visage was that of an hardened jailor, and he bore towards us the same sort of affection which was experienced from the refugees in Nova Scotia. He caused a marine to be most severely flogged for selling one of the prisoners a little tobacco, which he saved out of his own allowance. The crew were forbidden to speak with any of us; but, when they could with safety, they described him to be the most odious of tyrants, and the most malicious of men. They said he never appeared pleased only when his men were suffering the agonies of the boatswain's lashes. In this he resembled the demons among the damned.









Upon calling over our names, and parading ourselves before Capt. Davie, we could discover, in a second, the harsh temper of the man.

We at length weighed anchor, passed a fleet of men of war, and in a few days arrived in Plymouth harbor. The captain went immediately on shore and left the command to his worthy and humane lieutenant. The next day a great many boats came off to us filled with Cyprian dames. They were generally healthy, rosy looking lasses. Their number increased every hour, until there were as many on board of us as there were men.

In short, every man who paid the waterman half a crown had a "wife," so that the ship, belonging to the “bulwark of our religion,” exhibited such a scene as is described by the navigators who have visited the SouthSea Islands. We read, with surprise and pity, the conduct of the female sex, when European ships visit the islands in the Pacific ocean; and we are unwilling to give credit to all we read, because we Americans never fail to annex the idea of modesty to that of a woman; for female licentiousness is very rarely witnessed in the New World. This has rendered the accounts of navigators, in a degree, incredible; but we see the same thing in the ports of England—a land of Christians—renowned for its bishops and their church, and for the moral writings and sermons, and for their Bible societies, and religious institutions, and for their numerous moral essays, and chaste poetical writings. Yes, Christian reader! in this religious island, whereof George the 3d is king, and Charlotte the

young females crowd the prison ships and take for "husbands” the ragged American prisoners, provided they can get a few shillings by it. What are we to think of the state of society in England, when two or three sisters leave the house of their parents, and pass a week on board of a newly arrived ship? What can be the sentiments of the daughters? What the feelings of their mothers, their fathers and their brothers? In the South Sea Islands, young females know not what modesty means; neither that nor chastity is a virtue in those regions. But it is not quite so in England; there this lewd conduct is a mark of debasement, deprav




queen, the









ity and vice. The sea-ports of England and the streets of her capital, and indeed of all her large cities, are filled with handsome women who offer themselves as "wives” to men they never saw before, for a few shillings; and yet this is the country of which our reverend doctors from the pulpit assure us, contains more religion and morality than any other of the same number of inhabitants; nay, more, our governor has proclaimed it to the world over, as being the very bulwark of the religion we profess. If cruelty to prisoners, cruelty to their own soldiers, if kidnapping their mechanics by press gangs, if shocking barbarity be exercised towards prisoners, and if open, shameless lewdness, mark and disgrace their sea-ports, their capital and all their large cities, are the modest and correct people inhabiting the towns and villages of the United States, to be affronted by being told publicly that they have less religion, less morality than the people of England? How long shall we continue to be abused by folly and presumption? We Americans are yet a modest, clean, and moral people, as much so as the Swiss in Europe, and we feel ourselves offended and disgusted when our blind guides tell us to follow the example of the English in their manners and sexual conduct. Could I allow myself to particularise the conduct of the fair sex, who crowd on board every recently arrived ship, and who swarm on the shores, my readers would confess that few scenes of the kind could exceed it. The freedom of the American press will give to posterity a just picture of British morals, in the reigns of George the 3d and 4th.

While lying in Plymouth harbor we received the news of the capture of the City of Washington, and the burning of its public buildings. Every body around us believed that America was conquered, and the war over. After we had read the account in the newspaper, the Lieutenant came down among us and talked with us on the event, and asked us if we did not think that America would now submit and make peace on such terms as Great Britain should propose. We all told him with one voice, no! no! and that









the possession of the whole sea-coast could not produce that effect. We explained to him the situation of Washington, and described the half-built city, and soon convinced him that the capture of Washington was by no means an event of half the importance of the capture of Albany, or New York or Baltimore. We all agreed that it would make a great sound in England and throughout Europe, but that it was in fact of little consequence to the United States.




About a week after we entered Plymouth harbor, two hundred of us were drafted to be sent to Dartmoor Prison, instead of being sent, as we expected, to America.

We were conveyed in boats, and saw as we passed a number of men of war on the stocks; and, among others, the Lord Vincent, pierced for 120 guns. One of our prisoners told the lieutenant that he was in that battle with Lord St. Vincent, and of course helped him gain the victory, and here he was now sailing by a most noble ship, built in honor of that famous admiral, on his way to a doleful prison. This man had been pressed on board a British man of war, and was given up as such; but instead of being sent home as he ought, he was detained a prisoner of war; and yet this unfortunate man exposed his life in fighting for the British off Cape St. Vincent, as much as the noble Lord himself. Such is the difference of rewards in this chequered world!

My mind was too much oppressed with the melancholy prospect of Dartmoor prison, to notice particularly the gallant show of ships, and the beautiful scenery which the dock and bay of Plymouth afforded. When we landed a short distance from the dock, we were received by a file of soldiers, or rather two files, between which we marched on. This was the first time we touched the soil of England with our feet, after lying under its shores nearly a year. It excited singular and pleasant sensations to be once more permitted to walk on the earth, although surrounded by









soldiers and going to prison. The old women collected about us with their cakes and ale, and as we all had a little money we soon emptied their jugs and baskets; and their cheering beverage soon changed our sad countenances, and as we marched on we cheered each other. Our march drew to the doors and windows the enchanting sight of fair ladies; compared with our dirty selves, they looked like angels peeping out of Heaven; and yet they were neither handsomer or neater than our sweethearts and sisters in our own dear country.

After we left the street we found the road extremely dusty, which rendered it very unpleasant in walking close to each other. Before we got half way to the prison, there was a very heavy shower of rain, so that by the time we arrived there we looked as if we had been wallowing in the mud. Our unfeeling conductors marched us nine miles before they allowed us to rest, never once considering how unfit we were, from our long confinement, for travelling. Where we were allowed to stop, a butt of beer was placed in a cart for sale. Had British prisoners been marching through New-England, a butt of beer or good cider would have been placed for them free of all expense; but old England is not New-England by a great deal, whatever Governor Strong may think of his adorable country of kings, bishops and missionary societies. Here a fresh escort of soldiers relieved those who brought us from Plymouth. The commanding officer of this detachment undertook to drive us from the beer-cart before all of us had a taste of it; he rode in among us, and flourished his sword, with a view to frighten us; but we refused to stir till we were ready, and some of our company called him a damned lobster-backed for wishing to drive us away before every one had his drink. The man was perplexed and knew not what to do. At last the booby did what he ought to have done at first-forced the beerseller to drive off his cart; but it is the fate of British officers of higher rank than this one, to think and act at last of that which they ought to have









thought and acted upon at first. They are no match for the Yankees, in contrivance or in execution. This beer-barrel is an epitome of all their conduct in their war with America. What old woman put the idea into this officer's head I know not, but it is a fact, as soon as the beer-barrel was driven off, we were all ready to march off too! And few companies of vagabonds in England ever marched off to prison in better spirits; we cheered one another and laughed at our profound leader, until we came in sight of the black, bleak, and barren moor, without a solitary bush or blade of grass. Some of our prisoners swore that we had marched the whole length of England and got into Scotland. We all agreed that it was not credible that such a hideous, barren spot could be any where found in England.

Our old men-of-wars-men suffered the most. Many of these had not set their feet on the earth for seven years, and they had lost in a measure, the natural operation of their feet and legs. These naval veterans loitered behind, attended by a guard. In ascending a hill we were some distance from the main body, and by turning a corner the rear was concealed from the van.

Two young men took advantage of this, and jumped over a wall and lay snug under it; but being observed, the guard fired, which alarmed those in front, when some soldiers pursued them, and seeing the impossibility of escaping, the young men jumped over the wall again an mixed in with their companions without their being able to identify their persons. Our driver was extremely perplexed and alarmed at our daring attempts.

On crawling up the long and ragged hill, we became wearied, and refused to walk so fast as the guard. No prudent officer would have driven men on as we were driven. We should have rested every two or three miles.—The sun was sinking below the horizon when we gained the top of the hill which commanded a view of Dartmoor prison. We passed through a small collection of houses called Princetown, where were two inns. The weather was severe









after the shower, and we saw the dark-hued prisons, whose sombre and doleful aspect chilled our blood. Yonder, cried one of our companions, is the residence of four thousand five hundred men, and in a few minutes we shall add to the number of its wretches. Others said, in that place will be sacrificed the aspiring feelings of youth, and the anxious expectations of relatives. There, said I, shall we bury all the designs of early emulation. I never felt disheartened before. I shed tears when I thought of home and of my wretched situation, and I cursed the barbarity of a people among whom we were driven more like hogs than fellow men and Christians. I had weathered adverse gales with fortitude; and never flinched amidst severities. "A taut bowstring” was always my motto; but here I gave way, for a moment, to despair, and wished the string to snap asunder and end my misery; for I had not even the consolation of a criminal going to execution to brace up the cord of life. The idea of lingering out a wretched existence in a doleful prison, dying by piece-meal, my flesh wasting by hunger, my frame exhausted by thirst and my spirits broken down by a tyrant, and by jostling with misfortunes I could not avoid. If death, instead of knocking at my prison door, would enter it at once, I would thank the gaol deliverer. I am now comforted with the conviction that nothing but an early religious education could have preserved me at this, and some other times of my misery, from destroying myself.

We soon arrived at the gates of this very extensive prison, and were admitted into the first yard, for it has several. We there answered to the call of our names; and at length passed through the iron gates to prison No. 7. We requested the turnkey to take in our baggage, as it contained our bedding; but it was neglected, and rained on during the night; for on this bleak and drizzly mountain there are not more than ninety fair days in the year. It took us several days to dry our duds.

The moment we entered the dark prison we found ourselves jammed in with a multitude; one calling us to come this way, an









other that; some halloing, swearing and cursing, so that I did not know, for a moment, but what I had died through fatigue and hard usage, and was actually in the regions of the damned. Oh, what a horrid night I here passed!

The floors of this reproach to Old England were of stone, damp and mouldy, and smelling like a transport. Here we had to lay down and sleep after a most weary march of fifteen miles. What apology can be made for not having things prepared for our comfort? Those who have been enslaved in Algiers found things very different. The food and the lodging were in every respect superior among the Mahometans, than among these boasting Christians, and their general treatment infinitely more humane; some of our companions had been prisoners among the Barbary powers, and they describe them as vastly more considerate than the English.

After passing a dreadful night, we next day had opportunity of examining our prison. It had iron stancheons, like those in stables for horses, on which hammocks were hung. The windows had iron gratings, and the bars of the doors seemed calculated to resist the force of men and of time. These things had a singular effect on such of us as had, from our childhood, associated the idea of liberty with the name of Old England; but a man must travel beyond the smoke of his own chimney to acquire correct ideas of the characters of men and nations. We however saw the worst of it at first, for every day our residence appeared less disagreeable.

We arrived here the 11th of October, and our lot was better than that of thirty of our companies, who came on a little after us from Plymouth. These thirty men were sent from the West-Indies, and had no descriptive lists, and it was necessary that these men should be measured and described as to stature, complexion, &c.— Capt. Shortland therefore ordered them to be shut up in the prison No. 6. This was a more cold, dreary and comfortless place than No.7. Their bed was nothing but the cold damp stones, and being









in total darkness they dare not walk about. These thirty men had been imprisoned at Barbadoes, and they had supposed that when they arrived at this famous birthplace of liberty, they should not be excluded from all her blessings. They had suffered much at Barbadoes, and they expected a different treatment in England; but alas! Capt. Shortland at once dissipated the illusion and shewed himself what Britons really are. The next morning they were taken up to Capt. Shortland's office to be described, and marked and numbered. One of the thirty, an old and respectable Captain of an American ship, complained of his usage, and told Shortland that he had been several times a prisoner of war, but never experienced such barbarous treatment before. The man only replied that their not having their beds was the fault of the Turnkey; as if that could ever be admitted as an excuse among military men. [For a minute description of Dartmoor Prison, see the engraving.)

Dartmoor is a dreary spot of itself; it is rendered more so by the westerly winds blowing from the Atlantic ocean, which have the same quality and effects as the easterly winds, blowing from the same ocean, are known to have in New England. This highland receives the sea mist and fogs, and they settle on our skins with a deadly dampness. Here reigns more than two thirds of the year, the Scotch mist, which is famous to a proverb. This moor affords nothing for subsistence or pleasure. Rabbits cannot live on it. Birds fly from it, and it is inhabited, according to the belief of the most vulgar, by ghosts and demons; to which will now doubtless be added, the troubled ghosts of the murdered American prisoners; and hereafter will be distinctly seen the tormented spirit of the bloody Capt. Shortland, clanking his chains, weeping, wailing and gnashing his teeth! It is a fact that the market people have not sufficient courage to pass this moor in the night.

this moor in the night. They are always sure to leave Princetown by daylight, not having the resolution of passing this dreary, barren and heaven-abandoned spot in the dark. Before the bloody massacre of our countrymen, this unhallowed









A man




spot was believed, by common superstition, to belong to the Devil.

Certain it is, that the common people in this neighborhood were impressed with the notion that Dartmoor was a place less desirable to mortals, and more under the influence of evil spirits, than any other spot in England. I shall only say that I found it, take it all in all, a less disagreeable prison than the ships; the life of a prudent, industrious, well-behaved man might here be rendered pretty easy, for a prison life, as was the case with some of our own countrymen and some Frenchmen; but the young, the idle, the giddy, funmaking youth generally reaped such fruit as he sowed. Gambling was the wide inlet to vice and disorder, and in this Frenchmen took the lead. These men would play away every thing they possessed beyond the clothes to keep them decent. They have been known to game away a month's provision, and when they had lost it would shirk and steal for a month after for their subsistence. with some money in his pocket might live pretty well through the day in Dartmoor Prison, there being shops and stalls where every little article could be obtained; but added to this we had a good and constant market, and the bread and meat supplied by government were not bad; and as good I presume as that given to British prisoners by our own government; had our lodging and prison-house been equal to our food, I never should have complained. The establishment was blessed with a good man for a physician, named M’Garth, an Irishman, a tall lean gentleman with one eye, but of a warm and good heart. We never shall cease to admire his disposition, nor forget his humanity.

The Frenchmen and our prisoners did not agree very well. They quarrelled and sometimes fought, and they carried their differences to that length that it was deemed proper to erect a wall to separate them, like so many game cocks in different yards. When this dépôt was garrisoned by Highlanders, these Scotchmen took part with the Americans against the French. Here the old 1 Properly Magrath.









Presbyterian principle of affinity operated against the papal man of sin. It cannot be denied there is a deep-rooted hatred between the Briton and the Frenchman.

While at Dartmoor Prison, there came certain French officers wearing the white cockade; their object seemed to be to converse with the prisoners and to persuade them to declare for Louis XVIII; but they could not prevail; the Frenchmen shouted vive l’Empereur! Their attachment to Bonaparte was remarkably strong. He must have been a man of wonderful powers to attach all ranks so strongly to him. Before the officers left the place, these Frenchmen hoisted up a little dog with the white cockade tied under his tail. Soon after this the French officers, who appeared to be men of some consideration, left the prison.

I have myself had nothing particular to complain of, but the prisoners here speak of Captain Shortland as the most detestable of men, and they bestow on him the vilest and most abusive epithets.

The prisoners began to dig a hole under prison No. 6, and had made considerable progress towards the outer wall, when a man, who came from Newburyport betrayed them to Capt. Shortland. This man had, it was said, changed his name in America on account of forgery.—Be that as it may, he was sick at Chatham, where we paid him every attention and subscribed money for procuring him the means of comfort. Shortland gave him two guineas and sent him to Ireland or the prisoners would have hanged him for a traitor to his countrymen. The hypocritical scoundrel's excuse was conscience and humanity, for he told Shortland that we intended to murder him, and every one else in the neighborhood. Shortland said he knew better; that he was fearful of our escaping, but never had any apprehensions of personal injury from an American; that they delighted in plaguing him and contriving the means of escape, but he never saw a cruel or murderous disposition in any of them.

The instant Capt. Shortland discovered the attempt to escape by









digging a subterraneous passage, he drove all the prisoners into the yard of No. 1, making them take their baggage with them; and in a few days after, when he thought they might have begun another hole but had not time to complete it, he moved them into another yard and prison, and so he kept moving them from one prison to the other and took great credit to himself for his contrivance, and in this way he harassed our poor fellows until the day before our arrival at the prison. He had said that he was resolved not to suffer them to remain in the same building and yard more than ten days at a time, and this was a hardship they resolved not voluntarily to endure; for the removal of hammocks and furniture and every little article, was an intolerable grievance; and the more the prisoners appeared pestered, the greater was the enjoyment of Shortland. It was observed that whenever, in these removals, there were much jamming and squeezing and contentions for places, it gave this man pleasure; but that the ease and comfort of the prisoners gave him pain. The united opinion of the prisoners was, that he was a very bad hearted man. He would often stand on the military walk, or in the market square, whenever there was any difference or tumult, and enjoy the scene with malicious satisfaction. He appeared to delight in exposing prisoners in rainy weather, without sufficient reason. This has sent many of our poor fellows to the grave, and would have sent more had it not been for the benevolence and skill of Dr. McGarth. We thought Miller and Osmore skilled in tormenting, but Shortland exceeded them both by a devilish deal. The prisoners related to me several instances of cool and deliberate acts of torment, disgraceful to a government of Christians; for the character and general conduct of this commander could not be concealed from them. He wore the British colours on his house, and acted under this emblem of sovereignty.

It was customary to count over the prisoners twice a week; and after the sweepers had brushed out the prisons, the guard would send to the commander that they were all ready for his inspection;









on these occasions, Shortland very seldom omitted staying away as long as he conveniently could, merely to vex the prisoners, and they at length expressed their sense of it; for he would keep them standing until they were weary. At last they determined not to submit to it; and after waiting a sufficient time, they made a simultaneous rush forward, and so forced their passage back into their prisonhouse. To punish this act, Shortland stopped the country people from coming into market for two days. At this juncture we arrived; and as the increase of numbers increased our obstinacy, the Captain began to relax, and after that he came to inspect the prisoners as soon as they were paraded for that purpose. It was easy to perceive that the prisoners had, in a great measure conquered the hard hearted and vindictive Capt. Shortland.

The roof of the prison to which we were consigned, was very leaky, and it rained on this dreary mountain almost continually; place our beds wherever we could, they were generally wet. We represented this to Capt. Shortland, and to our complaint was added that of the worthy and humane Dr. M'Garth, but it produced no effect, so that to the ordinary miseries of a prison we for a long time endured the additional one of wet lodgings, which sent many of our countrymen to their graves.

We owe much to the humanity of Dr. M'Garth, a very worthy man, and a native of Ireland. Was M'Garth commander of this dépôt, there would be no difficulty with the prisoners. They would obey him through affection and respect; because he considers us rational beings, with minds cultivated like his own and susceptible of gratitude, and habituated to do and receive acts of kindness; whereas the great Capt. Shortland considers us all as a base set of men, degraded below the rank of Englishmen, towards whom nothing but rigor should be extended. He acted on this false idea, and has reaped the bitter fruit of his own ill judged conduct. He might, by kind and respectful usage, have led the Americans to any thing just and honorable, but it was not in his









power, nor all the Captains in his nation to force them to knowledge and quietly submit to his tyranny.

Dr. M'Garth was a very worthy man, and every prisoner loved him; but M'Farlane, his assistant, a Scotchman, was the reverse; in dressing, or bleeding, or in any operation, he would handle a prisoner with a brutal roughness, that conveyed the idea that he was giving way to the feelings of revenge, or national hatred. Cannot a Scotchman testify his unnatural loyalty to the present reigning family of England without treating an American with cruelty and contempt?

Dr. Dobson, the superintendent-physician of the Hospital ship at Chatham, was a very worthy and very skillful gentleman. We Americans ought never to forget his goodness towards us. Some of us esteem him full as high as Dr. M'Garth, and some more highly. They are both however worthy and deserve well of this country. There is nothing men vary more in than in their opinion of and attachment to physicians. Dobson and M’Garth deserve medals of gold and hearts of gratitude, for their kind attention to




us all.









CHAPTER XII
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HE establishment at Chatham is broken up, and the last of the prisoners were marched from Plymouth to this place, the 30th of November. They were marched from that

place to this in one day, half-leg deep in mud. Some lost their shoes; others to preserve them took them off, and carried them in their hands. When they arrived here they were indeed objects of pity; nevertheless they were immediately shut up in a cold, damp prison, without any bedding, or any of the ordinary conveniences, until they could be examined and described in the commander's books; after which they were permitted to mix with the rest of their countrymen. We found many of them, the day after their arrival, unable to walk, by reason of their too long protracted march in a very bad road. A prudent drover would not have risked his cattle by driving them through such a road in a few hours. Such a thing never was done in America, with British prisoners.

I find all the prisoners here deeply exasperated against Captain Shortland, and too much prejudiced to hear anything in his favor. I presume they have reason for it. As I have but just arrived, I have had but little opportunity of seeing and judging his conduct. Instead of his being a bad hearted man, I am disposed to believe that the fault is in his understanding and education. I suspect that he is a man of narrow views; that he has not sufficient information or capacity, to form a right judgment of the peculiar cast and character of the people under his charge. He has never, perhaps, considered that these descendants of Englishmen, the free inhabitants of the New World, have been born and brought up in, if we may speak so, Indian freedom; on which freedom has been superinduced an education purely democratic, in schools where degrading punishments are unknown, where if a schoolmaster exercised the sever









ity common in England and German schools, they would tie the master's hands with his own bell-rope. He has never considered that our potent militia choose their own officers, and that the people choose all their officers and leaders from among themselves; and there are very few men indeed, none perhaps, in New England, who would refuse to shake hands with a decent yeoman. It is probable that Capt. Shortland has never reflected that there are fewer grades of men between the lowest white man under his charge, and the highest in America, than there are between him and the highest ranks in England. He has never considered the similarity between the ancient Roman republican and the republican of the United States of America; nor why both republics deemed it abhorrent to inflict stripes on their citizens. Shortland had not sufficient sagacity to discover that playfulness, fun and frolic formed a strong trait in the character of the American sailor and militia man, for they had hardly become what is called in Europe soldiers; drilling and discipline had not obliterated the free and easy carriage of a bold and fearless Yankee.

Sir Guy Carleton, afterwards Lord Dorchester, was Governor of Canada during the Revolutionary War, and proved himself a wise man. He penetrated the American character, and treated the American prisoners captured in Canada accordingly; and by doing so he came near breaking up our army; for our prisoners were softened and subdued by his kindness and humanity; he sent them home well clothed, and well fed, and most of them declared they never would fight against Sir Guy Carleton. He knew the American character thoroughly, and was convinced that harshness and severity would have no other effect than to excite revenge and hatred. On the other hand our prisoners could have no very great respect for a captain, an officer which they themselves created by their votes at pleasure; add to this, that several of the prisoners had the title of captain in their own country. Had the commander of Dartmoor Prison been an old woman, the Americans would have respected her









sex and years, and obeyed her commands; but they despised and hated Shortland for his deficiency of head, heart and education; from all which originated those sad events which have disgraced one nation, and exasperated the other forever. Shortland may be excused, when it is considered that England lost her colonies by not studying the American character; and the same inattention to the natural operations of the human heart is now raising her gradually up to be the first naval power on the terraqueous globe; and thus much for contempt.

There was an order that all lights should be put out by eight o'clock at night in every prison, and it was doubtless proper; but this order was carried into execution with a rigor bordering on barbarity. On the least glimpse of light discoverable in the prison, the guard would fire in amongst us, and several were shot. Several Frenchmen were wounded. This story was told that a French captain of a privateer, the night after he first came, was undressing him, by his hammock, when the sentry cried, “Out lights!” The Frenchman not understanding English, kept it burning; the sentry fired, and scattered his brains over the place; but this did not occur while I was there; but this I aver, that several were shot, and I wondered that many were not killed, and I was shocked at the barbarity of the order.




About this time, the Derbyshire militia were relieved by a regiment of regulars, who had been in Spain. They were chiefly Irish, and treated us better than we were treated by the militia. They had infinitely more generosity and manliness, as well as more intelligence. They acted plays in the cock-loft of No. 5. They have good music and tolerable scenery, and charge six pence for admission, to defray the expense. This is a very pleasant way of making the British soldier forget his slavery, and the American prisoner his bondage. These generous hearted Irishmen would sometimes give us a song in honor of our naval victories. O, how we did long









to be at liberty, when we heard songs in honor of the Constitution and of the United States. 




Some men are about to be sent off to Dartmouth, to return to the United States; this has occasioned us to write letters to our friends and connexions; but Capt. Shortland is very jealous on this head; he will not allow us to write to any of the neighboring country people. The English dare not trust their own people, much more the American captives.

This is the latter part of the month of November; and the weather has been generally rainy, dark, dismal and foggy. Sometimes we could hardly see the sentinels on the walls. Sorrow and sadness within, gloom, fog, or drizzly rain without. If the commissioners at Ghent do not soon make peace, nor establish an exchange, we shall be lost to our country and to hope. The newspapers now and then enliven us with the prospect of peace. We are told that growing dissentions at Vienna will induce Great Britain to get rid of her Transatlantic enemy, in order to combat those nearer home. Whenever we see in the newspapers an article captioned “News from Ghent,” we devour it with our eyes, but instead of substance, generally find it empty wind. We are wearied out. I speak for myself, and I hear the same expression from others. Winter is commencing, to add to our miseries. Poor clothing, miserable lodging, poor and inadequate food, long, dismal nights, darkness, foul air, bad smells, the groans of the sick and distressed, the execrations and curses of the half distracted prisoner, the unfeeling conduct of our keepers and commander—all, all, all conspire to fill up the cup of our sorrow; but we hope that one drop will not be added after it is brim full, for then it will run over and death will follow.

December. Nothing new worth recording; every day and every night brings the same sad picture, the same heart-sinking impressions. Until now, I could not believe that misfortune and confine
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ment, with a deprivation of the accustomed food, ease and liberty of our own dear country, could have wrought such a change in the human person.

The

young have not only acquired wrinkles, but appear dried up and contracted in body and mind. I can easily conceive that a few generations of the human species, passed in such misery and confinement, would produce a race of beings very inferior to what we now are. The sailor, however, suffers less in appearance than we landsmen; for my short cruise in a privateer does not entitle me to the name of a sailor. How often have I reflected on my rash adventure! To leave the house of plenty, surrounded with every thing comfortable, merely to change the scene, and see the watery world. To quit my paternal roof, half educated, to dress wounds, and cut off limbs of those who might be mutilated, was about as mad a scheme as ever giddy youth engaged in. But repining will do no good. I must not despair, but make the best of my hard lot. If I have lost a portion of ordinary education I have passed the severer school of misfortune; and should I live to return to America, I must strive to turn these hardships to the best advantage. He who has not met adversity has not seen the most profitable part of human life.

There were times during my captivity, especially in the long and cheerless nights, when home and all its endearments, rushed on my mind, and when I reflected on my then situation, I burst into tears and wept aloud. It was then I was fearful that I should lose my reason, and never recover it. Many a time have I thought myself into a fever, my tongue covered with a furr, and my brain seemed burning up within my skull. It was company that preserved me. Had I been alone I should have been raving distracted. I had committed no crime; I was in the service of my country, in a just and necessary war, declared by the people of the United States through their representatives in Congress, and proclaimed to the world by our supreme executive officer, James Madison. On this subject I cannot help remarking the ignorance of the people of









England. In their newspapers, and in their conversation, you will constantly find this idea held up, that the war was the work of Mr. Madison and Bonaparte. This shows their ignorance of the affairs of our country. They are too ignorant to talk with on the constitution of our government, and on the character and conduct of our administration. It is no wonder that they are astonished at our victories by sea and by land when they are so totally ignorant of our country, of its endless resources, of its invincible republican spirit, of its strong government, founded on the affections of the people, and of the vigor and all commanding intellect that pervades and directs the whole.




On the 28th of this month, December, 1815, the news arrived here that a treaty of peace was signed the 24th instant at Ghent. After a momentary stupor, acclamations of joy burst forth from every mouth. It flew like wild fire through the prison; and “peace! peace! peace !” echoed throughout these dreary regions. To know that we were soon to return home, produced a sensation of joy beyond the powers of expression. Some screamed, holloaed, danced, sung, and capered, like so many Frenchmen. Others stood in amaze, with their hands in their pockets, as if doubtful of its truth. In by far the greater part, however, it gave a glow of health and animation to the wan cheek of the half sick, and hitherto cheerless prisoner. Some unforgiving spirits hail the joyful event as bringing them nearer the period of revenge, which they longed to exercise on some of their tyrannical keepers. Many who had meditated escape and had hoarded up every penny for that event, now brought it forth to spend in celebration of their regular deliverance. Even hard hearted Shortland appeared to bend from the haughty severity of his jailor-like manner, and can now speak to an American as if he were of the same species with himself. He has even allowed us to hoist our national colors on those prisons, and appears not to be offended at the sound of mirth and hilarity which now echoes throughout these extensive mansions. I say extensive, for I sup









This war,




pose the whole of these prisons, yards, hospitals, stores and houses, are spread over twenty acres of ground. [See the plate.]

We calculate that the ratification of the treaty by the president of the United States, will arrive in England by the 1st of April, at which period there will not be an American left in this place. The very thoughts of it keep us from sleeping. Amidst this joy for peace, and for the near prospect of our seeing once more our dear America, there is not a man amongst us but feels disposed to try again the tug of war with the Britons, should she impress and flog our seamen, or instigate the savages of the wilderness to scalp and tomahawk the inhabitants of our frontiers. and this harsh imprisonment, will add vigor to our arms should the people of America again declare, by their representatives in Congress, that individual oppression or the nation's wrongs render it expedient to sail or march against a foe whose tender mercies are cruelty. We can tell our countrymen, when we return home, what the Britons are, as their prisoners can tell the English what the Americans are. “By their fruits shall ye know them.”

During this month a number of prisoners have been sent to this prison from Plymouth. They came here from Halifax; they were principally seamen taken out of prizes, which the English retook. They all make similar complaints of harsh usage, bad and very scanty food, and no attention to their health or comfort. There are now, at this dépôt, about Twenty-Three Hundred and Fifty Americans, who were impressed, previously to the war, into the British service by English ships and English press-gangs. They are the stoutest and most hardy looking men in the prison. This is easily accounted for. When the British go on board an American merchant ship to look for English sailors, they adopt one easy rule, viz—they select the stoutest, most hardy and healthy looking men, and swear that they are Englishmen. After they have selected one of these fine fellows, it is in vain that he produces his









protection, or any other evidence of his American birth and citizen




ship.




We learn from these seamen that as soon as conveyed on board the British men of war they are examined as to the length of time they have been at sea, and according to the knowledge and experience they appear to have, they are stationed; and if they grumble at the duty assigned them they are called mutinous rascals, and threatened with the cat; the warrant officers are charged to watch them closely, lest they should attempt to pervert the crew and to prevent them from sending letters from the ship to their friends. Should any letters be detected on them, the sailors are charged, on pain of the severest punishment, to deliver them to some of the commissioned officers.

If they complained of their hard fate to their messmates, they were liable to punishment, and if they attempted to regain their liberty and were detected, they were stripped, tied up and most cruelly and disgracefully whipped like a negro slave. Can any thing be conceived more humiliating to the feelings of men born and brought up as we all are? Can we ever be cordial friends with such a people, even in time of peace? Will ever a man of our country, or his children after him, forgive this worse than Algerine treatment?




Several of the most intelligent of these impressed men related to me the particulars of the treatment they at various times received, and I had committed them to paper, but they are too mean, low and disgusting to be recorded. The pitiful evasions, unworthy arts, and even falsehoods of some captains of his Britannic majesty's line of battle ships, when a seaman produced his protection or offered to prove his nativity, or identify his person, as marked in his descriptive roll, were such, as to make me bless my stars that I did not belong to their service. There were however some instances of noble and generous conduct, which came up to the idea we once









entertained of English honor, before the solid bullion of the English naval character was beat into such thin, such very thin gold leaf, as to gild so many thousands of their epauletted seamen. The officers of the Poictiers were spoken of with respect; and by what I could learn, the smaller the vessel, the worse treatment was experienced by our prisoners and impressed seamen; your little big men being always the greatest tyrants. Among these small fry of the mistress of the ocean, "you damned Yankee rascal,” was a common epithet. Many of the impressed seamen now here have told me that they have been lashed to the gang-way and most severely whipped, even to the extent of three dozen, for refusing to do what the captain of a British man of war called, "THEIR DUTY!” Some of these men have replied, “it is my duty to serve my own country, and fight against its enemies;” and for saying so, have been farther abused. Have ever the French, Spaniards, Portuguese, Italians, Germans, Dutch, Danes, Swedes, Russians, Prussians, Turks, or Algerines treated American citizens in this way? And yet our Federalists can never bear to hear us speak, in terms of resentment, against “the bulwark of our religion.” O, Caleb! Caleb! thou hast a head and so has a beetle.

We had all more or less money from the American government, and some of the impressed men brought money with them. This attracted the avaricious spirit of our neighbors; so that our market was filled, not only with vegetables, but animal food. There was also seen in our market, piles of broad cloth, boxes of hats, boots, shoes and many other articles. The greatest pick-pockets of all were the Jews, with their watches, seals and trinkets, and bad books. A moral commander would have swept the prison clean of such vermin. The women who attend our market are as sharp as the Jews, and worse to deal with, for a sailor cannot beat them down

1 When we have read in the American newspapers, which sometimes reached Dartmoor prison, the speeches and proclamations of the governor of Massachusetts, some of us have blushed at the degradation of our native state; that state which once took the lead in the opposition to Britain; and that Boston, once considered the cradle of liberty, has become among us, a name of reproach. Such are the effects of an unprincipled faction.
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as he can one of these swindling Israelites. Milk is cheap, only 4d. per gallon, but they know how to water it.

The language and phraseology of these market people are very rude. When puffing off the qualities of their goods, when they talk very fast, we can hardly understand them. They do not speak near so good English as our common market people do in America. The best of them use the pronoun he in a singular manner—as can he pay me? Can he change, for can you pay me? Or you change? I am fully of opinion with those who say that the American people, taken collectively as a nation, speak the English language with more purity than the Britons, taken collectively. Every man or boy of every part of the United States would be promptly understood by the men of letters in London; but every man and boy of Old England would not be promptly understood by the lettered men in the capital towns of America. Is it not the Bible that has preserved the purity of our language in America ?

I am sorry to remark that the Christmas holy-days have been recently marked with no small degree of intoxication, and its natural consequence, quarrelling among the prisoners. The news of peace and the expectation of being soon freed from all restraint have operated to unsettle the minds of the most unruly, and to encourage riot. Drinking, carousing and noise, with little foolish tricks, are now too common. Some one took off a shutter, or blind, from a window of No. 6, and as the persons were not delivered up by the standing committee, Captain Shortland punished the whole, college fashion, by stopping the market, or as this great man was pleased wittily to call it, an embargo. At length the men were given up to Shortland, who put them in the black hole for ten days.

To be a cook is the most disagreeable and dangerous office at this dépôt. They are always suspected, watched and hated, from an apprehension that they defraud the prisoner of his just allowance. One was flogged the other day for skimming the fat off the









soup. The grand Vizier's office at Constantinople is not more dangerous than a cook's at this prison, where are collected four or five thousand hungry American sons of liberty. The prisoners take it upon themselves to punish these pot-skimmers in their own way.

We have in this collection of prisoners, a gang of hard-fisted fellows, who call themselves “THE ROUGH ALLIES.” They have assumed to themselves the office of accuser, judge and executioner. In my opinion they are as great villains as could be collected in the United States. They appear to have little principle, and as little humanity, and many of them are given up to every vice; and yet these ragamuffins have been allowed to hold the scale and rod of justice. These rough allies make summary work with the accused, and seldom fail to drag him to punishment. I am wearied out with such lawless conduct.

January 30th. The principal conversation among the most considerate is, when will the treaty be returned, ratified; for knowing the high character of our commissioners, none doubt but that the President and Senate will ratify what they have approved. We are all in an uneasy and unsettled state of mind; more so than before the news of peace. Before that news arrived, we had settled down in a degree of despair; but now we are preparing and planning our peaceable departure from this loathsome place.

I would ask the reader's attention to the conduct of Capt. Shortland, the commanding officer of this dépôt of prisoners, as well as to the conduct of the men under his charge, as the conduct and events of this period have led on to a tragedy that has filled our native land with mourning and indignation. I shall aim at truth and impartiality, and the reader may make such allowance as our situation may naturally afford, and his cool judgment suggest.

In the month of January, 1815, Captain Shortland commenced a practice of counting over the prisoners out of their respective









cers.




prisons, in the cold, raw air of the yard, where we were exposed above an hour, unnecessarily to the severity of the weather. After submitting to this caprice of our keeper for several mornings, in hopes he would be satisfied as to the accurate number of the men in prison, we all refused to go out again in wet and raw weather. Shortland pursued his usual method of stopping the market; but finding that it had no effect he determined on using force; and sent his soldiers into the yard, and ordered them to drive the prisoners into prison in the middle of the afternoon, whereas they heretofore remained out until the sun had set, and then they all went quietly into their dormitories. The regiment of regulars had been withdrawn, and a regiment of Somersetshire militia had taken their place, a set of stupid fellows, and generally speaking, ignorant offi

The regiment of regulars were clever fellows, and Shortland was awed by their character; but he felt no awe or respect for these irregulars.

The prisoners told the soldiers that this was an unusual time of day for them to leave the yard, and that they would not tamely submit to such caprice. The soldiers could only answer by repeating their orders. More soldiers were sent for, but they took special care to assume a position to secure their protection. The soldiers began now to use force with their bayonets. All this time Shortland stood on the military walk with the major of the regiment, observing the progress of his orders. Our men stood their ground. On observing this opposition, Shortland became enraged, and ordered the major to give the word for the soldiers to fire. The soldiers were drawn up in a half circle, to keep them from scattering

We were now hemmed in between No. ny and the wall that divided this from the yard of No. 4. The major then gave orders to the officer in the yard, to charge bayonet. This did not occasion our prisoners to retreat; they rather advanced; and some of them told the soldiers that if they pricked a single man, they would









disarm them. Shortland was watching all these movements from behind the gate; and finding that he had not men enough to drive them in, drew his soldiers out of the yard. After this the prisoners went into the prison of their own accord, when the turnkey sounded a horn.

These militia-men have been somewhat intimidated by the threatenings of the “rough allies,” before mentioned. These national guards thought they could drive us about like so many Frenchmen; but they have found their mistake. A man escaped from the blackhole, who had been condemned to remain in it during the war, for attempting to blow up a ship. The prisoners were determined to protect him; and when Shortland found that the prisoners would not betray him into his hands he resorted to his usual embargo of the market, and sent his soldiers in after the prisoner; but he might as well have sought a needle in a hay-mow; for such was the difficulty of finding an individual among six thousand. They ransacked every berth and lurking place, and passed frequently by the man without being able to identify him. The prisoners mixed in so entirely with the soldiers, that the latter could not act, and were actually fearful of being disarmed. When these Somersetshire militia found that we were far from being afraid of them, they ceased to be insolent and treated us with something like respect. There was a considerable degree of friendship between us and the late regiment of regulars, who were gentlemen, compared with these militia.

There are about four hundred and fifty negroes in prison No. 4, and this assemblage of blacks affords many curious anecdotes, and much matter for speculation. These blacks have a ruler among them whom they call King Dick. He is by far the largest, and I suspect the strongest man in the prison. He is six feet five inches in height and proportionably large. This black Hercules commands respect, and his subjects tremble in his

presence.

He

goes the rounds every day, and visits every berth to see if they are all









kept clean. When he goes the rounds he puts on a large bear-skin cap, and carries in his hand a huge club. If any of his men are dirty, drunken, or grossly negligent, he threatens them with a beating, and if they are saucy they are sure to receive one. They have several times conspired against him, and attempted to dethrone him; but he has always conquered the rebels. One night several attacked him while asleep in his hammock; he sprang up and seized the smallest of them by his feet, and thumped another with him. The poor negro who had thus been made a beetle of was carried next day to the hospital sadly bruised and provokingly laughed at. This ruler of the blacks, this King Richard the IV tħ, is a man of good understanding, and he exercises it to a good purpose. If any one of his color cheats, defrauds or steals from his comrade, he is sure to be punished for it. Negroes are generally reputed to be thieves. Their faculties are commonly found to be inadequate to the comprehension of the moral system; and as to the Christian system, their notions of it, generally speaking, are a burlesque to every thing serious. The punishment which these blacks are disposed to inflict on one another for stealing partakes of barbarity, and ought never to be allowed, where the whites have the control of them.




Besides his majesty King Dick, these black prisoners have among them a priest, who preaches every Sunday. He can read, and he gives good advice to his brethren; and his prayers are very much in the strain of what we have been used to hear at home. In the course of his education he has learnt, it is said, to know the nature of crimes and punishments; for it is said that while on board the Crown Prince prison-ship at Chatham, he received a dozen lashes for stealing some clothing; but we must make allowance for stories; for preachers have always complained of the calumnies of their enemies. If his whole history was known and correctly narrated, he might be found a duly qualified preacher to such a congregation as that of prison No. 4.









This black man has a good deal of art and cunning, and has drawn several whites into his church; and his performances have an imposing cast, and are often listened to with seriousness. He appears to have learnt his sermons and prayers from a diligent reading of good books; but, as to the Christian system, the man has no more idea of it than he has of the New Jerusalem; but then his good sentences, delivered, frequently, with great warmth, and his string of good advice, given in the negro dialect, makes altogether a novelty that attracts many to hear him; and he certainly is of service to the blacks; and it is a fact that the officers have heard him hold forth without any expressions of ridicule, while the majority of these miserable people are too much depraved to pay any serious attention to his advice.

It is curious to observe the natural alliance between King Dick and this priest. Dick honors and protects him, while the priest inculcates respect and obedience to this Richard the IV th. Here we see the union of church and State in miniature. Who told this negro that to maintain this influence he must rally round the huge club of the strongest and most powerful man in this black gang of sinners? And who told King Dick that his nervous arm and massy club were insufficient without the aid of the preacher of terror? Neither of them had read or heard of Machiavel. Who taught this black orator that the priesthood must seek shelter behind the throne from the hostilities of reason? And who told “the rough allies,” the Janizaries of this imperium in imperio, that they must assist and countenance both Dick and the priest? The science of government is not so deep and complicated a thing as king-craft and priest-craft would make us believe, since these rude people, almost deserving the name of a banditti, threw themselves into a sort of government that is to be discerned in the early stages of every government. The love of power, of influence, and of distinction is clearly discernible, even among the prisoners at Dart




moor.









Besides King Dick, and Simon the priest, there was another black divine, named John. He had been a servant of Edward, duke of Kent, third son of the present king of England; on which account black John assumed no small state and dignity. He left the service of his royal highness and was found on board an American ship, and was pressed from thence into a British man of war, where he served a year or two in the station of captain's steward; but disliking the service, he claimed his release as an American, and was sent with a number of other pressed men to the prison-ships at Chatham, and came to this prison with a number of other Africans. After King Dick, and Simon the priest black John was the next man of the most consequence among the negroes; and considering his family connection, and that he knew how to read and write, it is not much to be wondered at. John conceived that his influence with his royal highness was sufficient to encourage him to write to the duke to get him set at liberty, who actually applied to the transport board wih that view; but they could not grant it. He received, however, a letter from Capt. Hervey, the duke's secretary, on the subject, who added that as he had been so unwise as to refuse to serve his majesty he must suffer for his folly. We have been particular in this anecdote, and we request our readers to bear it in mind, when we shall come to contrast this prompt answer of the royal duke to the letter of a negro, with the conduct of Mr. B. our agent for prisoners. The prisoners themselves noticed it, and envied the negro, while they execrated the haughty, unfeeling agent, who seldom, or never answered their letters, or took any notice of their applications.

The poor negro consoled himself for his disappointment by turning Christian; and being a pretty clever fellow, and having formerly belonged to the royal family, it was considered an act of kindness and magnanimity to raise him to the rank of deacon in Simon's church. Deacon John generally acts as a privy counsellor to the king, and is sometimes a judge in criminal cases, when









his majesty allows of one, which is not very often; for he most commonly acts in as despotic and summary a manner as the Dey of Algiers himself.




King Dick keeps a boxing-school, where the white men are sometimes admitted. No. 4 is noted also for fencing, dancing and music; and, however extraordinary it may appear, they teach these accomplishments to the white men. A person entering the cock-loft of No. 4 would be highly amused with the droll scenery which it exhibited, and if his sense of smelling be not too refined, may relish, for a little while, this strange assemblage of antics. Here he may see boxing, fencing, dancing, raffling and other modes of gambling; and to this we may add, drawing with chalk and charcoal, and tricks of sleight of hand, and all this to gratify the eye; and for the sense of hearing, he may be regaled with the sound of clarionets, flutes, violins, flageolets, fifes, tamborines, together with the whooping and singing of the negroes. On Sundays this den of thieves is transformed into a temple of worship, when Simon the priest mounted on a little stool, behind a table covered with

green

cloth proclaims the wonders of creation, and salvation to the souls of true believers; and hell fire and brimstone, and weeping, and wailing, and gnashing of teeth, to the hardened and impenitent sinner and obstinate rebel of proffered mercy. As he approaches the end of his discourse, he grows warmer and warmer, and, foaming at the mouth, denounces all the terrors of the law against every heaven-daring, God-provoking sinner. I have frequently noticed the effect of this black man's oratory upon some of his audience. While he has been thus thundering and lightning, sullen moans and hollow groans issue from different parts of the room, a proof that his zealous harangue solemnizes some of his hearers, while the greater part of them are making grimaces, or betraying marks of impatience; but no one dare be riotous, as near the preacher sat his majesty King Dick, with his terrible club, and huge bear-skin cap. The members of the church sat in an half circle nearest the priest, while those









who had never passed over the threshold of grace stood behind them,

A little dispute, if not quite a schism, has existed between Simon the priest and deacon John. The latter, while in the family of a royal duke, had learned that it was proper to read prayers already made, and printed to their hands; but Simon said he should make but few converts if he read his prayers. He said that prayers ought to spring at once, warm from the heart; and that reading prayers was too cold a piece of work for him or his church. But John said in reply, that reading prayers was practiced by his royal highness the duke of Kent, and all the noble families in England, as well as on board all his Britannic majesty's ships of war. But Simon, who had never waited on royalty nor ever witnessed the religious exercises of an English man of war, would not believe this practice of the British nation ought to have weight with the reformed Christians of the United States. There was a diversity of opinion in the black church, and the dispute once grew so warm, that Simon told John, that it was his opinion, that he who could not pray to his God, without a book would be damned.

His majesty King Dick finding that this dispute might endanger the peace of the church, and possibly diminish his own influence, advised that the dispute should be left to the decision of a neighboring Methodist preacher, who sometimes visited the prison in a labor of love. The preacher came and heard patiently the arguments of both sides, and finally decided, King Dick doubtless foresaw, in favor of Simon. He said that the reason why his royal highness the duke of Kent, and all the royal family, and all the nobility and parliament-men read their prayers, was because they had not time to make them, each one for himself. Now Deacon John was a better reasoner than Simon, but Simon had the most cant; and he, of course prevailed. It is probable that John had concluded that if he could carry a vote for reading prayers, he himself, would be the reader, and then he should become as conspicuous as Simon. Emulation and the desire of distinction,




as









the great and indeed main-spring of this world, was as apparent among these degraded sons of Africa, as among any white gentlemen and ladies in the land. John's ambition, and his envy, operated just like the ambition and envy of white people. At length, when the deacon found that since the decision of the Methodist, his supporters deserted him, he made his mind up to follow the current, and to justify his conduct by inculcating a spirit of a conciliation and union. This shrewd fellow knew that if he did not follow the current, he should lose the privilege of sitting at the end of the table, opposite to Simon, and of leaning his head on the great Bible while Simon was preaching; privileges too great to be slighted in such a church and directly after a religious dispute.

Since I returned home, and while transcribing this journal for the press, I have thought that the conduct of deacon John was from the self same principle with that which actuated the Federalists, since the dissolution and disgrace of the Hartford Convention. This faction found themselves after the peace, and after the battle of New Orleans, going fast down the stream of popular opinion; and then it was that they preached up conciliation, liberality, and union; then it was they caught hold of the skirts of the land and naval heroes; nay, they went so far as to hail Jefferson and Madison as brother Unitarians! In short, the situation of black John and the Federalists of Massachusetts was exactly the same, and their conduct in every point similar; and the leading Federalists of Boston have been left, like the deacon of the negro congregation, in No. 4, Dartmoor prison, to sleep upon the great Bible.

Simon the priest enjoyed one great and envied privilege, which John never pretended to, namely, an acquaintance and intercourse with the angel Gabriel. He had many revelations from this celestial messenger, and related them to his church. They related principally to the fate of his fellow prisoners; one, in particular, he told to his church with awe and solemnity.

“I saw,” said he, “a great light, shining only through the grates of
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one window, before the hour of day-break. I looked up, and saw something like a man with wings. I was at first frightened, and cried out, 'who comes dare’; for I could not see his face. Directly the bars of the window bent each way, and his head and shoulders came in, when I knew him to be the angel Gabriel. “Simon,' said he, ‘I am come to tell you that this prison will be sunk before forty days, because its inhabitants are so wicked.' Den I tank him, and he drew back his head again, and the iron bars were restored to their place again, when he spread out his wings, which were covered with ten thousand stars, which made a great light when he flew away.” Such was the method used by this artful black man to rouse his countrymen out of the sink of vice; and it had the desired effect. This prediction solemnised several of the negroes, and had more or less effect upon all of them. They became more liberal in their contributions, which enabled Simon to purchase a new green coat. It seemed as if the most profligate of these fellows had a secret dread of Simon's prediction, and were willing to gain his favor by contributions instead of repentance. Has not this disposition founded churches, monasteries and nunneries? Many of Simon's church are strongly impressed with the apprehension of the prison sinking within forty days.

These blacks have been desirous of having their prison the centre of amusement. They act plays twice a week, and as far as close imitation of what they have seen and heard, and broad grimace, they are admirable, but they are half the time ignorant of the meaning of the words they utter. The gate ways and centry boxes are plaistered over with play-bills, announcing—OTHELLO, for the first time, by Mr. Robinson_DESDEMONA, by Mr. Jones. I seldom failed to attend these exhibitions, and must confess that I never before or since, or perhaps ever shall laugh so heartily as at these troglodyte dramas. Their acting was assuredly the most diverting beyond all comparison or example I ever saw. They would cut so many negroish capers in tragedy, grin and distort their countenances









in such a variety of inhuman expressions, while they kept their bodies either stiff as so many stakes or in a monkeyish wriggle, and ever and anon such a baboon stare at Desdemona, whose face, neck and hands were covered with chalk and red paint to make him look like a beautiful white lady—was altogether, considering that they themselves were very serious, the most ludicrous exhibition of two legged ridiculousness I ever witnessed. In the midst of my loud applauses, I could not, when my sore sides would allow me to articulate, help exclaiming-01 Shakespeare! Shakespeare! Garrick! Garrick !—what would I not give (a despised American prisoner) could I raise you from the dead, that you might see the black consequences of your own transcendent geniuses !—When Garrick rubbed himself over with burnt cork to make himself look like a Moor, or with lamp-black to resemble Mungo, it did pretty well; but for a negro man to cover his forehead, neck and hands with chalk, and his cheeks with vermillion, to make him look like an English or American beauty, was too much. Had I been going up the ladder to be hanged, I should have laughed at this sight; for to all this outrageous grimace, was added a fantastic habiliment, and an odour from Desdemona and company, that associated the ideas of the skunk and the polecat. I presume that their august majesties, the emperor and empress of Hayti, have some means of destroying this association of ideas, so revolting to Americans.

After all, this may be in us a disgust grounded more in prejudice than nature. What we call delicacy is a refinement of civilization, and of course a departure from nature. See how the brutes enjoy rolling and wallowing in what we call dirt; next to them, we may observe the love of what we call filth in savages, and of those persons in our cities who stand nearest, to them. Extreme cleanliness is the offspring of riches, leisure, luxury and extreme refinement; nevertheless it is true what Swift says, that “persons with nice minds have nasty ideas.” I suffered greatly, and so did many

of our countrymen, on our first acquaintance with filth and vermin in









my dinh




this our British captivity. Many a time have I got up from ner as hungry as I set down, when disgust has been greater than appetite. I have surmounted antipathies I once thought insurmountable. I am not the only one who has often retired from our disgusting repast, to my bunk or sleeping berth, in silent agony, there to breathe out to my Maker, woes too great for utterance. (), Britain! Britain! will there not be a day of retribution for these thy cruelties!

There are some in this dismal prison, who have been used all their lives, not to conveniencies only, but to delicacies; who are obliged to submit to the disagreeables of this uncivilized mode of incarcerating brave men, for one of the first of Grecian, Roman, English and American virtues, the love of country, or patriotism. These unfortunate men, with minds far elevated beyond the officers who are placed here to guard and torment them, submit to their confinement with a better grace than one could have expected. When these men have eaten their stinted ration, vilely cooked, and hastily served up, they return to their hammocks, or sleeping berths, and there try “to steep their senses in forgetfulness," until the recurrence of the next disgusting meal. On the other hand some have said that they never before eat with such a keen appetite, and their only complaint has been that there was not one quarter enough for them to devour. Some have since said that they devoured their daily allowance at Dartmoor, with more relish than they ever have since, when set down at tables covered as our American tables are, with venison, poultry, the finest fish and the best fruits of our country, with choice old cider, and good foreign wines.

A thing very disagreeable to me arose from causes not occasioned by the enemy. I have been squeezed to soreness by a crowd of rough, overbearing men, who ofttimes appeared to be indifferent whether they trampled you under feet or not. The “rough allies," so called, had no feeling for men smaller and weaker than themselves. From this gang you could seldom get a civil answer.









Their yells and whooping, more like savages than white men, were very troublesome. The conduct of these proved that it was natural for the strong to tyrannize over the weak. I have often thought that our assemblage of prisoners resembled very much the Grecian and Roman democracies, which were far, very far, beneath the just, rational, and wisely guarded democracy of our dear America, for whose existence and honor we are all still heartily disposed to risk our lives and spill our blood.

As not allowing us prisoners a due and comfortable portion of clean food is the heavy charge I have to make against the British nation, I shall here, once for all, attempt to describe the agonies I myself felt and observed others to endure, from cravings of hunger —which are keen descriptions in young men, not yet arrived to their full growth.—The hungry prisoner is seen to traverse the alleys, backwards and forwards, with a gnawing stomach and a haggard look; while he sees the fine white loaves on the tables of the breadseller, when all that he possesses cannot buy a single loaf. I have known many men tremble and become sick at their stomachs, at the sight of bread they could not obtain. Sometimes a prisoner has put away a portion of his bread, and sworn to himself that he would not eat it until such an hour after breakfast; he has, however, gone to it, and picked a few crumbs from it, and replaced it; and sometimes he could no longer resist the grinding torments of hunger, but devoured with more than canine appetite; for it must be understood that the interval between the evening and morning meal was the most distressing. An healthy, growing young man feels very uncomfortable if he fasts five hours; but to be without food, as we often were, for fourteen hours, was a cruel neglect or a barbarous custom. Our resource from hunger was sleep; not but that the sensations of hunger and the thoughts of the deprivation, often prevented me from getting asleep; and at other times, when wrapt in sleep, I have dreamed of setting down to a table of the most delicious food, and most savoury meats, and in the greatest profusion;









and amidst my imagined enjoyment have waked in disappointment, agony and tears. This was the keenest misery I ever endured, and at such times have I cursed the nation that allowed of it, as being more barbarous than Algerines or wild Indians. The comparative size of the pieces of beef and bread is watched with a keen and jealous eye; so are even the bits of turnip in our soup, lest one should have more than the other. I have noticed more acts of meanness and dishonesty in men of respectable character, in the division and acquisition of the articles of our daily food, than in any other transaction whatever: such as they would despise, were hunger out of the question. The best apology I can make for the practice of gaming is the hope of alleviating this most abominable system of starvation. Had we been duly and properly fed we never should have run so deeply into the hell of gambling. We did not want money to buy clothing, or wine, or rum, but to buy beef, and bread and milk. I repeat it, all the irregularities, and finally, the horrors and death, that occurred in a remarkable manner, in this den of despair, arose from the British system of scanty food for young men, whose vigorous systems and habits of being full fed, demanded a third more solid flesh meat, than would satisfy a potatoe-eating Irishman, an oat-feeding Scotchman, or an half starved English manufacturer. After we have finished our own dinners in New England, we give to our cats and dogs and other domestic animals, more solid nourishment, the remnant of our meals, than what we had often allowed us in the ships and prisons of "the world's last hope,” Pickering's "fast anchord isle.” 

Among the abuses of Dartmoor prison was that of allowing Jews to come among us to buy clothes, and the allowing some other people, worse than Jews, to cheat us in the articles we purchased. How far our keepers “went snacks” with these harpies, we never could know. We only suspected that they did not enjoy all their swindling privileges gratuitously. Before the immoral practice of gambling was introduced and countenanced, it was no unusual









thing to see men in almost every berth, reading or writing or studying navigation. I have noticed the progress of vice in some with pain and surprise. I have seen men, once respectable, give examples of vice that I cannot describe, or even name; and I am fearful that some of our young boys may carry home to their hitherto pure and chaste country vices they never had any idea of when they left it. I believe Frenchmen, Italians and Portuguese are much worse examples for our youth than English, Irish, or Scotchmen. I must say of the British that they are generally men of far better habits and morals than some of the Continental nations. But enough, and more than enough on the depravity of the oldest of the European nations.

February 28, 1815.—Time hangs heavily on the weary and restless prisoner. His hopes of liberation, and his anxiety, increase daily and hourly. The Favorite! The Favorite, is in every one's mouth; and every one fixes the day of her arrival. We have just heard that she was spoken near the coast of America, by the Sultan, a British 74, on the 2d day of February. If so, then she must arrive in a few days, with the news of the ratification or rejection of the treaty of peace, by Mr. Madison; and on this great event our happiness depends. Some of the English merchants are so confident that our President will ratify the treaty, that they are sending vast quantities of English manufactures out to Halifax, to be ready to thrust into the ports of America, as soon as we shall be able legally to admit them. It is easy to perceive that the English are much more anxious to send us their productions, than we are to receive them.




news.




Our anxiety increases every day. We inquire of every one the We wait with impatience for the newspapers,

and when we receive them are disappointed; not finding in them what we wish. They, to be sure, speak of the sitting of the Vienna Congress; and we have been expecting every day that this political old hen had hatched out her various sort of eggs. We expected that her mot









ley brood would afford us some fun. Here we expected to see a young hawk, and there a gosling and next a strutting turkey, and then a dodo, a loon, an ostrich, a wren, a magpie, a cuckoo, and a wag-tail. But the old Continental hen has now set so long, that we conclude that her eggs are addled and incubation frustrated. During all this time, the Gallic cock is on his roost at Elba, with his head under his wing.

We but now and then get a sight of Cobbett’s Political Register; and when we do, we devour it, and destroy it, before it comes to the knowledge of our Cerberus. This writer has a manner sui generis, purely his own; but it is somewhat surprising how he becomes so well informed of the actual state of things, and of the feelings and opinions of both parties in our country. His acuteness, his wit, his logic and his surliness, form, altogether, a curious portraiture of an English politician. We now and then get sight of American papers, but they are almost all of them Federal papers, and contain matter more hostile to our government than the English papers. The most detestable paper printed in London is called The Times, and that is often thrown in our way; but even this

paper

is not to be compared to the Federal Republican, printed at Washington or Georgetown, or to the Boston Federal papers. When such papers are shown to us by the English here we are fairly brought up, and know not what to say.

I cannot answer precisely for the impressions Governor Strong's speeches and proclamations have made on others, I can only answer for myself. They very much surprised and grieved me. I was born in the same county where Mr. Strong resided, and where I believe he has always lived and I had always entertained a respect for his serious character, and have, from my boyhood, considered him among the very sensible men, and even saints of our country; and all my connections and relations gave their votes for good Caleb Strong, on whose judgment and public conduct, my parents taught me to rely, with as much confidence as if he had actually









been a thirteenth apostle. Just then what must have been my surprise, on reading his proclamations for fasts and thanksgivings, and his speeches and

messages to the legislature and his conduct relative to the general government and the militia; and above all for his strange conduct in organizing a convention of malcontents at Hartford, in Connecticut. No event in New England staggered me so much. When we learnt that he proclaimed England to be “the bulwark of the holy religion we profess," I concluded that it was a party calumny, until I saw its confirmation in the attempts of his friends to vindicate the assertion. I then concluded that one of two things must have existed; either Mr. Strong had become superannuated and childish, or that the English Faction had got behind his chair of government and under the table of the counselboard, and in the hollow panels of his audience chamber, and completely bewitched our political Barzilla. I

suspected that

gang

of Jesuits, the Essex Junto, had put out his eyes, and was leading him into danger and disgrace. It is undeniable that Governor Strong has, in his public addresses, sided more with the declared enemy, Britain, than with his own national government; and that he has said a great deal tending to encourage the enemy to persist in their demands, and to pursue the war, than he has to discourage them. It appears, in truth, that the English consider him in a great measure their friend and well wisher.




Is it possible that Governor Strong can be deluded away by the missionary and Bible societies of Old England, so as to mistake the English for a religious people? I am very confident that there is less religion, or appearance of it, in London and in all their large cities, than in any other civilized country of the same numbers, in Europe. Their national churches are empty, while their streets and their harbors are full of lewdness; and they have more thieves, gamblers, forgers, cheats and bawds than

any 
    other nation 


upon

earth. Add to this, their laws are bloody, beyond modern example, their military punishments horrible, and their treatment of prisoners of









war a disgrace to the name of Christians. Can Governor Strong be totally ignorant of the policy of some in patronizing Bible and missionary societies? And does he not see the impracticability of the scheme contemplated by the latter? If we divide the known countries of the globe into thirty equal parts, five will be found to be Christians, six Mahometans, and NINETEEN Pagans. It is difficult to believe that the first man, the governor and commander in chief of the great and respectable commonwealth of Massachusetts, can seriously expect that the missionary societies of England and of Boston can effect this immense task or that it ever was the design of Providence that all the families of the earth should think alike on subjects of religion. Let us take things as the sons of men have always found them, and not presume to oppugn Providence, who has decreed that there shall be, every where, men of different colours, countenances, voices, manner of speaking, of different feelings and views of things, and also of different languages and of different opinions, as it regards the Deity, and his government of the world; and that among this great and doubtless necessary diversity of the views of him, we may have the most pure and rational system of any. Let us then enjoy that system, encourage a virtuous education and love one another, and leave to his direction and controul the myriads of rational beings on earth, of which we, Christians, make so small a part. No, no, my countrymen, if Governor Strong will not attend exclusively to the mere affairs of the state, with its relative duties, and leave the great world to the legislation of its great Creator, you had better allow him to retire to Northampton, there to study in silence how to govern his own heart, and how to work out his own salvation, instead of continuing the tool of a turbulent and vicious party. I still think Mr. Strong is a man of good intentions, and an honest patriot; but that he has been deluded by artful men, who in their scheme of governing the whole nation have found their account in placing at the head of their party in Massachusetts, a man of correct morals and manners, and of a reputed religious cast of mind. But Mr. Strong









should reflect, and being a phlegmatic man, he is able to reflect calmly, and consider things deliberately. He should reflect, I say, on the impression his remarkable conduct must have on the minds of his countrymen, who risked their lives, and are now suffering a severe bondage in that great national cause of “free trade and no impressment,” which led the American people to declare war against Britain, by the voice of their representatives in Congress assembled. How strange and how painful must it appear to us, and to our friends in Europe, that the governor of a great state should lean more towards the Prince Regent of Britain than to the President of the United States. If therefore we consider Mr. Strong as a sensible and a correct man and a true patriot, his conduct as governor of Massachusetts, especially as to the time of organizing a convention, of which the English promised themselves countenance and aid, must have appeared more than strange to us in captivity.

If we contemplate the character of the leading men of that party which put into office, and still supports Governor Strong, and with whom he has co-operated, we cannot clear this gentleman of reproach. Previously to our late contest with Britain, it was the unceasing endeavor of the leaders of the Federal party to bring into discredit and contempt the worthiest and best men of the nation; to ridicule and degrade every thing American, or that reflected honor on the American Independence. So bitter was their animosity, so insatiate their thirst for power and high places, that they did not hesitate to advocate measures for the accomplishment of their grand object, which was to get into the places of those now in power. How often have we seen the party declaring in their venal prints that the American administration was base, and cowardly, and tamely suffering the outrages, abuses and contempt of the nations of Europe, without possessing the spirit to resent, or the power to resist them; and that "we could not be kicked into a war." Yet after the administration had exhausted every effort to bring England to do justice, and war was declared, these very Federalists











called the act wicked and inhuman, and denounced the President for plunging the country into hostilities with the mistress of the ocean, the most powerful nation of the earth. They called this act of Congress “Madison's War," and did every thing in their power to render that upright man odious in the eyes of the unthinking part of the community. This was not all; these arrogant men assumed to themselves all the talents and all the virtues of the country, used every means in their power to paralyze the arm of government, and reduce the energies of the nation, in the face and front of our adversary. By arguments and threats they induced the monied men in Massachusetts very generally to refuse loans of money to government, and to ruin our resources. Did not this party, denominated Federalists, exult at the disasters of our arms, and did they not vote in the Senate of Massachusetts, that it was unworthy a religious and moral people, to rejoice at the immortal achievements of our gallant seamen? In the midst of our difficulties, when this powerful enemy threatened us by sea and land, with a powerful force from Penobscot, another through Lake Champlain, another landed at the Chesapeake, while nothing but resistance and insurgency was talked of and hinted at within, in this state of things, and with these circumstances, did not Governor Strong, and the Federal party generally, seize hold of this alarming state of our affairs, to call the Convention at Hartford, and that not merely to perplex the government, but to be the organ of communication between the enemy and the malcontents? Did they not then talk loudly of our worm-eaten Constitution, and did they not call the Union “a rope of sand” that could no longer hold together? If there be a line of transgression beyond the bounds of forgiveness, the leaders of that party who put Mr. Strong up for Governor, have attained it. These things I gather from the papers, and from the history of the day, as I have collected them since my return home. And to all this must be added the damning fact of Te Deums, orations, toasts, and processions of the clergy, judges, with all the leaders of the Federal, or opposition party, on the suc









cess of the Spaniards in restoring the Inquisition, and recalling the reign of superstition and terror, against which we have been preaching and praying ever since the first settlement of our country.

Our American newspapers, if they are not so correctly written as the London papers, are informing and amusing. They show the enterprize, the activity, and the daring thoughts of a free and an intrepid people; while the London papers are filled with a catalogue of nobles and noblesses, who were assembled to bow, to flatter, to cringe, and to prink at the levee of the Great Prince Regent, the presumptive George the IVth, with now and then some account of his wandering wife, the Princess of Wales. We are there also entertained with a daily account of the health and gestation of Joanna Southcote, for whose reputation and welfare thinking Johnny Bull is vastly anxious, insomuch that were any Continental nation to run obstinately counter to the popular opinion respecting her, we do deem it not impossible that the majority of the nation might be led to sign addresses to the Prince to go to war with them, in honor of Saint Joanna! Their papers likewise contain a particular account of the examination of rogues by the Bow-street officers, highway robberies, and executions; together with quack puffs and miraculous cures. These, together with the most glorious and unparalleled bravery of their officers and seamen, and of their generals and soldiers, with the highest encomiums on the religion, the learning, the generosity, contentment and happiness of the people of Britain and Ireland, make

up

and substance of all the London papers, William Cobbett's alone excepted; and he speaks with a bridle in his mouth!

This month (February) Captain Shortland stopped the market for six days, in consequence of some unruly fellows taking away certain wooden stanchions from Prison No. 6. But the old market-women, conceiving that the Captain encroached upon their copyhold, would not quietly submit to it. They told him that as the men were going away soon it was cruel to curtail their traffic. We




the sum









always believed that these market-women, and the shop and stall keepers and Jews, purchased in some way or other the unequal traffic between them and us. Be that as it may Shortland could not resist the commercial interest, so that he, like good Mr. Jefferson, listened to the clamor of the merchants and raised the embargo.

No sooner was quiet restored and the old women and Jews pacified, but a serious discontent arose among the prisoners, on discovering that these Jews, of all complexions, had raised the price of their articles, on the idea, we supposed, that we should not much longer remain the subjects of their impositions. The rough allies, a sort of regulators, who were too stout, and most commonly too insolent, to be governed by our regular and moderate committees, turned out in a great rage, and tore down several of the small shops, or stalls, where slops were exposed for sale. These fellows at length organized themselves into a company of plunderers. I have seen men run from their sleeping berths, in which they spent nearly their whole time, and plunder these little shop-keepers, and carry the articles they plundered, and secrete them in their beds. These mobs or gangs of robbers were a scandal to the American character, and strongly reprobated by every man of honor in the pris

Some of these little merchants found themselves stripped of all they possessed in a few minutes, on the charge of exorbitant prices. We never rested, nor allowed theses culprits to rest, until we saw the cat laid well on their backs. These plunderings were in consequence of informers, and there was no name, not even that of a Federalist, was so odious with all the prisoners, as that of an informer. We never failed to punish an informer. Nothing but the advanced age of a man (who was sixty years old), prevented him from being whipped for informing Capt. Shortland of what the old man considered an injury, and for which he put the man accused into the black hole. An informer, a traitor, and an avowed Federalist, were objects of detestation at Dartmoor.

During the time that passed between the news of peace, and




ons.









that of its ratification, an uneasy and mob-like disposition more than once betrayed itself. Three impressed American seamen had been sent in here from a British ship of war, since the peace. They were on board the Pelican, in the action with the American ship Argus, when fell our brave Captain Allen. One day, when all three were a little intoxicated, they boasted of the feats they performed in fighting against their own countrymen; and even boasted of the prize money they had shared for capturing the Argus. This our prisoners could not endure; and it soon reached the ears of the rough allies, who seized them and kicked and cuffed them about unmercifully; and they took one of them, who had talked more imprudently than the rest, and led him to the lamp iron that projected from one of the prisons, and would in all probability, have hanged him thereon, had not Shortland rescued him by an armed force. They had fixed a paper on the fellow's breast, on which was written in large letters, A Traitor and a Federalist, 

It may seem strange to some, but I am confident that there is no class of people among us more strongly attached to the American soil, than our seamen, who are floating about in the world and seldom tread on the ground. The sailor who roams about the world marks the difference of treatment and exults in the superior advantages of his countrymen. The American custom of allowing on board merchant ships the common sailors to traffic a little in adventures enlarges their views, makes them think and enquire, and excites an interest in the sales of the whole cargo. The common sailor here feels a sort of unity of interest; and he is habituated to feel as a member of the floating store-house which he is navigating. It is doubtful whether the British sailor feels any thing of this.

I have had often to remark on the tyrannical conduct and unfeeling behaviour of Captain Shortland, but he had for it the excuse of an enemy; but the neglect of Mr. Beasley, with his supercilious behaviour towards his countrymen here confined, admits of

He was bound to assist us and befriend us, and to




no excuse.









listen to our reasonable complaints. When negro John wrote to his royal Highness the Duke of Kent, son of King George the 3d, and brother of the Prince Regent, he received an answer in terms of kindness and reason; but Mr. Beasley, who was paid by our government for being our agent, and official friend, never condescended to answer our letters, and if they ever were noticed, it was in the style of reproof–His conduct is here condemned by six thousand of his countrymen, and as many curses are daily uttered on him in this prison. It is almost treason in this dismal Commonwealth or rather common misery, to speak in his favour. If Shortland and Beasley were both drowning, and one only could be taken out by the prisoners of Dartmoor, I believe in my soul that that one would be Shortland; for as I said before, he has the excuse of an enemy

The prisoners have been long determined to testify their feelings towards Mr. Beasley, before they left Dartmoor, and the time for it has arrived. The most ingenious of our countrymen are now making a figure resemblance, or effigy of this distinguished personage. One has contributed a coat, another pantaloons, another a shirt bosom or frill, another a stuffed-out cravat, and so they have made up a pretty genteel, haughty looking gentleman-agent with heart and brains full equal, they think, to the person whom they wish to represent. They called this figure Mr. B. They then brought him to trial. He was indicted for many crimes towards them and towards the character of the United States. The jury declared him guilty of each and every charge, and he was sentenced by an unanimous decree of his judges, to be hanged by the neck until he was dead, and after that to be burnt. They proceeded with him to the place of execution, which was from the roof of prison No. 7, where a pole was rigged out, to which was attached a halter. After silence was proclaimed, the halter was fastened round the neck of the effigy, and then a solemn pause ensued, which apparent solemnity was befitting the character of men who were









convinced of the necessity of the punishment of the guilty, while they felt for the sufferings and shame of a fellow-mortal. After hanging the proper time, the hangman, who was a negro, cut him down; and then the rough allies took possession of him, and conducted him to a convenient spot in the yard, where they burnt him to ashes.—This was not, like the plunder of the shop-keepers, the conduct of an infuriate mob; but it was begun and carried through by some of the steadiest men within the walls of Dartmoor prison. They said they had no other way of testifying their contempt of a man who they supposed had injured them all, and disgraced their country. Such was the fact; as to the justness of their charges I have nothing to say. I hope Mr. B. can vindicate his conduct to the world, and I hope this publication may lead to a thing so much wished for.

During all this solemn farce, poor Shortland looked like a culprit under sentence of death. Some of the rogues had written, with chalk on the walls, BE YOU ALSO READY! This commander's situation could not be an enviable one. He was probably as courageous a man as the ordinary run of British officers; but it was plainly discoverable that he was half his time in dread, and during the scene just described, in terror, which was perceivable amidst his affected smiles, and assumed gaiety. He told a gentleman, belonging to this dépôt, that he never saw nor ever read or heard of such a set of Devil-daring, God-provoking fellows, as these same Yankees. And he added I had rather have the charge of five thousand Frenchmen, than FIVE HUNDRED of these sons of liberty; and yet, said he, I love the dogs better than I do the damn'd frog-eaters. 

On the 30th of March we received the heart-cheering news of the total defeat of the British army before NEW-ORLEANS, with the death of its commander in chief, Sir Edward Packenham, and Generals Gibbs and Keane, with a great number of other officers and about five thousand rank and file killed and wounded; and what appeared to be absolutely incredible, this unexampled slaughter of the









enemy was achieved with the loss of less than twenty killed and wounded on our side. Instead of shouting and rejoicing as in ordinary victories, we seemed mute with astonishment. Yes! when we saw the Englishmen walking with folded arms, looking down on the ground, we had not the heart to exult, especially as the war was now ended. I speak for myself—there was no event that tended so much to reconciliation and forgiveness as this immense slaughter of the English. We felt that this victory was too bloody not to stifle loud exultation.

We had heard of Generals Dearborn, Brown, Scott, Ripley, Gaines and Miller, but no one knew who General Andrew Jackson was; but we said that it was a New England name, and we had no doubt but he was a full blooded Yankee, and that there were many of that name in New Hampshire, Massachusetts, Vermont, Rhode Island and Connecticut. But I have since heard that he was a village lawyer in Tennessee, and a native of South Carolina.

The more particulars we hear of this extraordinary victory the more we are astonished. We cannot be too grateful to Heaven for allowing us, a people of yesterday, to wind up the war with the great and terrible nation, the mistress of the ocean, in a manner and style that will inspire respect from the present and future race of men. Nothing now is thought of or talked of, but New Orleans and Jackson, and Jackson and New Orleans. We already perceive that we are treated with more respect, and our country spoken of in honorable terms. The language now is—we are all one of the same people. You have all English blood in your veins, and it is no wonder that you fight bravely! Sometimes they have uttered the slang of The Times, and cast reflections on the government and on President Madison, but we have always resented it, nor do we ever allow any one to speak disgracefully of our illustrious chief magistrate.

About the middle of the present month, (March) we received









the news of the landing of Napoleon in France, while every one here supposed him snug at Elba. The news came to England, and passed through it like thunder and lightning, carrying with it astonishment and dismay. But as much as they dread, and of course hate Bonaparte, the British cannot but admire his fortune and his glory. There are a number of Frenchmen yet here, and it is impossible for a man to shew more joy at this news from France. They collected together, and shouted Vive l'Empereur! and the Yankees joined them, with huzza for Bonaparte, and this we kept up incessantly, to plague the British. The English bear anything from us with more patience, than our expressions of affection for the Emperor Napoleon. Now the fact is, we care no more for the French, than they do for us; and there is but little love between us;—yet we pretend great respect and affection for that nation, and their chief principally to torment overbearing surly John Bull, who thinks that we ought to love nobody but him, while he himself never does any thing to inspire that love.

About the 20th of this month, we received the heart cheering tidings of the RATIFICATION OF THE TREATY OF PEACE, by the PRESIDENT OF THE UNITED STATES. This long expected event threw us all into such a rapturous roar of joy, that we made old Dartmoor shake under us, with our shouts; and to testify our satisfaction we illuminated this dépôt of misery. Even Shortland affected joy, and was seen more than once, like Milton's Devil, to “grin horribly a ghastly smile." 

As there can be now no longer a doubt of our being soon set at liberty, our attention is directed to the agent for prisoners for fixing the time and arranging the means. Mr. Beasley had written that as soon as the Treaty was ratified he would make every exertion for our speedy departure. He must be aware of our extreme impatience to leave this dreary spot, whose brown and grassless surface renders it a place more proper for convicts than an assemblage of patriots.









We are all watching the countenance and conduct of our surly keeper, Shortland; and it is the general opinion that he is deeply chagrined at the idea of no longer domineering over us. It may be also that the peace may reduce him to half pay. I myself am of opinion that he is dissatisfied at the idea of our escaping his fangs with whole skins; and his dark and sullen countenance gathers every day additional blackness.

April 4th.—The contractor's clerk being desirous to get off his hands the hard biscuit which had been held in reserve in case of bad weather, attempted to serve it out to the prisoners at this time; but the committee refused to receive it. Nothing but hard bread was served out to them this day. In the evening, several hundred of the prisoners entered the market square and demanded their soft bread; but it was refused. The officers persuaded them to retire, but they would not, before they received their usual soft bread. The military officers, finding that it was in vain to appease them, as they had but about three hundred militia to guard five or six thousand, complied with their request, and all was quietness and contentment.




During this little commotion Captain Shortland was gone from home. He returned next day, when he expressed his dissatisfaction at the conduct of the military, who he said should not have complied with the demand of the prisoners. As it was, however, past, and the prisoners were tranquil and no signs of disturbance remaining, he grew pacified.

On the 4th of April, we received intelligence, which we supposed correct, that seven cartel ships were to sail from the Thames for Plymouth, to transport us home, and that several more were in preparation. This inspired us with high spirits and good humor; and I distinctly remember that the prisoners appeared to enjoy their amusements, such as playing ball and the like, beyond what I had before observed. We all, in fact, felt light hearted, from









the expectation of soon leaving this dreary abode, to return to our dear homes, and adored country. But how was the scene changed before the light of another day! Dead and wounded men, blood and horror, made up the scenery of this fatal evening!

The best account that could possibly be given is that of a respectable committee, selected from among the best characters in this large assemblage of American prisoners. The greater part of this committee were men of no mean talents. They were not young men, but had arrived at that period of life when judgment is the soundest, and when passion does not betray reason. The anxiety of all to know the truth, and the solemn manner in which the evidenc was collected and given, stamped the transaction with the characters of truth. I did not see the beginning of this affray. I was, with most of the other prisoners, eating my evening's meal in the building, when I heard the alarm bell, and soon after a volley of musketry. There were, I believe, before the alarm bell rung, a few hundred prisoners, scattered here and there about the yards as usual; but I had no idea of any particular collection of then, nor had I any suspicion of any commotion existing, or meditated. But I forbear; and will here insert the report of the committee, in the correctness of which I place an entire confidence:

THE DARTMOOR MASSACRE




Having seen in print several different statements of the massacre of the American prisoners of war at Dartmoor, and on perusal finding, that though they corroborate each other as to the leading facts, yet it seems the public are not in possession of all the particulars necessary to form a proper judgment of the




same.




While in prison, we having been members of the committee through whom was transacted all their public business, and through whose hands passed all their correspondence with their agent in London, and having in our possession several documents relating to the before mentioned brutal butchery, we deem it a duty we owe to our murdered countrymen and fellow-citizens in general to have them published.









Respecting the conduct of T. G. SHORTLAND, (commander of the dépôt of Dartmoor) prior to the bloody and ever memorable sixth of April, it was a series of continued insult, injury and vexation to the prisoners generally. Incapable of appreciating the beneficial effects of the liberal policy of a gentleman, his sole study appeared to be devising means to render the situation of the prisoners as disagreeable as possible. To instance a few of his proceedings will sufficiently warrant the foregoing assertion. His conduct to the American officers was marked with peculiar baseness and indignity. In the construction of the dépôt at Dartmoor, there was a separate prison, built and enclosed for the more commodious accommodation of those officers (prisoners of war) who were not considered by them entitled to a parole. Instead of Shortland allowing those officers to occupy that prison, they were turned into the other prisons promiscuously, with their men. His conduct to the prisoners generally was of the same stamp. There not being, at any time, a sufficient number to occupy all the prisons, he kept the two best, which were built by the Frenchmen during their confinement, and more conveniently fitted for the accommodation of prisoners, shut and unoccupied, while the upper stories of those prisons in which the Americans were put, were in such a state, that on every rain storm the floors were nearly inundated. The pernicious effect this had on the health of the prisoners may be easily judged of by the great mortality that prevailed among them during the last winter season.




Another instance of his murderous disposition, was his ordering his guards to fire into the prisons, when, at any time, a light was seen burning during the night, as specified in the general report. While the Frenchmen were confined in that dépôt, it was a custom for the turnkey, with a sentry, to go into each prison, and see the lights extinguished at a stated hour; although frequently lighted again there was no further molestation. Instead of pursuing this plan with the Americans, Shortland gave orders for the guards to fire into the prisons whenever there should be a light burning. Frequently, on the most trivial occasions, he would prevent the prisoners, for ten days at a time, from purchasing in the market, of the country people, such articles of comfort and convenience as their scanty means would admit of. His last act of this kind, was but a short time previous to the massacre, and his alleged reason for it was, that the prisoners would not deliver up to him a man who had made his escape from the black hole, (a place of confinement for criminals) and had taken refuge among the prisoners in general. This man was one of a prize crew, who was confined in that dark and loathsome cell, on a short allowance of provisions, from June, 1814, until the ratification of the treaty. On that man being demanded, the prisoners stated to Shortland, that they did not presume that the British government would expect









them to stand sentry over each other—that he might send his turnkeys and soldiers in and look for the man, but they would not seek him and deliver him upupon which he ordered the military to fire upon the prisoners, but owing to the coolness and deliberation of the then commanding military officer, in restraining them, this order was not obeyed.

To sum up the whole in a few words, his conduct throughout was marked by the same illiberal prejudice, overbearing insult, and savage barbarity, which characterises the majority of English officers when they have Americans in their power.

The enclosed papers, from No. 1 to 16 inclusive, are the depositions taken by the committee of investigation on the 7th. Colonel AYRE arrived from Plymouth and took command of this dépôt. Shortland sent in a message to the committee, requesting their attendance at his office, to which was returned for answer, that considering him a murderer, they were determined to have no communication with him—but added, if the commanding officer from Plymouth had any thing to communicate, they would wait on him; and, at his request, they went up to the gate, where they stated to him all the particulars of the affair.

He expressed great regret for what had occurred, and assured the prisoners that no further violence should be used upon them. In the meantime Shortland made his appearance. Instantly the indignant cry of murderer, scoundrel, villain, burst from the lips of hundreds. The guilty wretch stood appalled, not daring to offer a syllable in vindication of his conduct; but with a pallid visage and trembling step, returned to his guard-house, from whence he was never seen to emerge while we remained there. In the course of the day, a rear admiral and post captain arrived from Plymouth, sent by Sir J. T. Duckworth, commander in chief on that station, to enquire into the transaction; to whom we likewise fully stated, by the committee, all the particulars, together with Shortland's previous infamous conduct. Their scandalous misrepresentation of the same to the admiralty board, as will be seen in their statement No. 20, is truly characteristic of the British official accounts. We likewise wrote to Mr. Beasley on that day, giving him a short history of the affair, but as he did not acknowledge the receipt of the letter, we concluded it had been intercepted. On the 14th we received a letter from him dated the 12th, of which No. 18 is a copy-in answer to which No. 19 is a copy. On the 16th we received another from him, of which No. 20 is a copy; in the interim he had seen a copy of our report, sent by a private conveyance, which seemed to have greatly altered his opinion concerning the affair. In his letter of the 14th was an extract from the statement or report sent him by the admiralty board. On receiving which we wrote to admiral Duckworth, of which No. 21 is a copy.









On the 22d of April, Mr. King, appointed by the American agents at London, and a Mr. Larpent on the part of the government, with a magistrate of the county of Devon, arrived at the dépôt to investigate the affair; they were employed the greater part of three days in taking the depositions respecting the same; and though we would not hastily prejudge Mr. King's report, we deem it necessary to state, that our anticipations of it are not of the most favorable nature, from his not appearing to take that interest in the affair which the injuries his countrymen had received demanded, as far the greater part of their time was employed in taking the depositions of Shortland's witnesses, most of whom were the principal actors, on that day and of course were implicated with him in his guilt. On learning Mr. King was about leaving the dépôt, we addressed a note to him stating that we had a number of witnesses waiting, whose depositions we conceived would be of importance, and requested him to have them taken; we received to this note no answer, and he immediately left the dépôt. The particular points on which those depositions would have borne, related to picking the hole in the wall and breaking the locks of the gate leading into the market square—they would have exonerated the prisoners generally from having any share in those acts or even a knowledge of their having been committed. As these were the two principal points on which Shortland rested his plea of justification, we deemed it highly necessary that they should have been placed in a proper point of view. As for an idea of the prisoners attempting to break out a moment's reflection would convince any impartial man of its improbability. Every prisoner that had a sufficiency of money to defray his expenses could obtain his release and a passport, by applying to Mr. Beasley, or through their correspondence in England; those who had not funds would not have left the dépôt had the gates been thrown open, having no means of subsistence in a foreign country, and there being a very

hot

press of seamen at that time, they knew their risk of being kidnapped was great, and when, by staying a few days longer, they were assured they would be embarked for their native country. The infamous falsehoods circulated in the English prints, of the prisoners having armed themselves with knives, clubs, stones, &c., seized a part of the guard and disarmed them, and other similar reports, are unworthy of notice; for when the disturbance occurred on the fourth of April, concerning bread, the prisoners having burst open the inner gates, had they the least disposition, they might have immolated the whole garrison, as they were completely surprised and panic struck.

The artful policy of the British officers in coupling the transactions of the 6th of April with that of burning Mr. Beasley's effigy, may easily be seen through; the latter was done a fortnight previous, by a few individuals, without its being generally known, or the least disturbance concerning it; and we deem it but justice to state, that whatever negligence Mr. Beasley may have been guilty of,









respecting the affairs of the prisoners, he should be totally exonerated from all blame respecting the massacre.

There was an instance that occurred on the evening of the 6th, which reflects so much credit on the Americans, it should not be passed over in silence. When the brutal soldiery were following the prisoners in the yards, stabbing and firing among them, a lamp lighter, who had come in a few moments previous, ran into No. 3 prison to escape being murdered by his own countrymen; on being recognized, a rope was fixed for hanging him immediately. In this moment of irritation, when their slaughtered and bleeding countrymen lay groaning around them in the agonies of dissolution, such an act of vengeance at that time would not have been singular—but on its being represented to them, by some influential characters, that such a deed would stain the American name, to their honor be it recorded, that humanity triumphed over vengeance, the trembling wretch was released, and told to go— "We disdain to copy after your countrymen, and murder you at this advantage, we will seek a more noble revenge.”

We deem it necessary here to remark, as some editors have manifested a disposition to vindicate Shortland's conduct, that, allowing every circumstance to be placed in the most unfavorable point of view for the prisoners, suppose, for a moment, it was their intention to break out, and a number had collected in the market square for that purpose, when, being charged upon by the military, they retreated out of the square into their respective prison-yards, and shut the gates after them without making any resistance whatever; under such circumstances no further opposition could have been expected, and, consequently, their intention must have been completely defeated. What justification can there then be made to appear for the subsequent brutal, unprecedented butchery and mutilation? None! The most shameless and barefaced advocates and apologizers for British injustice cannot produce any.

WALTER COLTON, Members of 
THOS. B. MOTT, 


                                 the 
WM. HOBART, 


Committee. 




DEPOSITION No. 1 I, Addison Holmes, being solemnly sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, depose and say—

That on the 6th of April, about 6 o'clock in the evening, I was in the market square, where the soldiers were drawn up. There was a number of Americans in the square—to the best of my judgment, between fifty and a hundred. I distinctly heard Captain Shortland order the soldiers to charge on the prisoners,









which they did not do till the order was repeated by their own officers, when they charged, and the prisoners retreated through the gates, which they shut to after them. In this interim I had got behind a sentry box, in the square, and the soldiers went past me. I saw Captain Shortland open the gates, and distinctly heard him give the word to fire, which was not immediately obeyed, the commanding officer of the soldiers observing, that he would not order the men to fire, but that he (Shortland) might do as he pleased. I then saw Capt. Shortland seize hold of a musket, in the hands of a soldier, which was immediately fired—but I am not able to say whether he or the soldier pulled the trigger. At this time I was endeavoring to get through the gate to the prison yard—in so doing several stabs were made at me with bayonets, which I evaded. Immediately after the firing became general, and. I retreated, with the remainder of the prisoners, down the yard, the soldiers following and firing on the prisoners; after I had got into No. 3 prison, I heard two vollies fired into the prison, that killed one man and wounded another—and further the deponent saith not.

ADDISON HOLMES. We, the undersigned, being duly appointed and sworn as a committee to take the depositions of those persons who were eye witnesss of the late horrid massacre, certify that the above deponents, being duly and solemnly sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, did depose and say as before written, which was severally read to each one who subscribed the same.

William B. Orne, Wm. Hobart, 
 Francis Joseph, James Adams, 


Walter Colton, James Boggs. [A certificate similar to the foregoing, is attached to each of the depositions The originals are now in our hands.]




No. II




We, the undersigned, being each severally sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, depose and say,




That on the 6th April, about six o'clock in the evening, as we were walking in the yard of No. 1 and No. 3 prisons, just before the usual time of turning in, we heard the alarm bell ring. At this time most of the prisoners were in the prisons; a number with us ran up the market square, out of curiosity, to see what was the matter; there were about one hundred collected in the square, and a number were standing by the gates inside the prison yard; the soldiers were drawn up in the upper part of the square; orders were given them to charge, on which the prison









ers retreated out of the square, and some of the last which came through the gates, shut them to; the soldiers then commenced firing on them through the iron palings, and fired several vollies in succession. The prisoners were, at this time endeavoring to get into their respective prisons, when the soldiers perceived that they were all dispersed from the gates, they followed them into the yard, and continued firing on them; after all the prisoners had got into the prisons, a party of soldiers pursuing them, came up to the door of No. 3 prison, and fired two vollies into the prison, which killed one man and mortally wounded another.

We further solemnly declare, that there was no pre-concerted plan or intention among the prisoners to make an attempt to break out or to resist, in any manner, the authority of the government of the dépôt. John T. Foster, Charles Perry, 

                                          Geo. Stinchecomb, 
Elisha Whitten, 
                        James Greenlaw, 


                                                   William Perry, 
Isaac L. Burr, 
              Wm. B. Orne, 


                                                   Richard Downing. 
Done at Dartmoor Prison, this 7th day of April, 1815. 





No. III




I, Andrew Davis, Jun, being solemnly sworn upon the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, depose and say,

That on the 6th of April, about six o'clock in the evening, while walking in the yard of No. 3 prison, I heard the alarm bell ring, and I went up towards the gate: I saw several men bearing a wounded man towards the gate, whom it appeared had been wounded by the soldiers' bayonets; when the prisoners were retreating out of the square, I heard Captain Shortland order a part of them to let go the wounded man, which some of them did; one of the remaining remonstrated to Capt. Shortland, saying that the man was so badly wounded that it required several to support him; on which Capt. Shortland struck him several blows with his fists, and he appeared to me, from the whole of his conduct, to be much intoxicated with liquor—and further the deponent saith not.

ANDREW DAVIS, JUN.




No. IV




We, the undersigned, depose and say,

That on the 6th of April, in the evening, we were in the yard of No. 1 and No. 3 prisons, when we heard the firing at the gates, and saw the prisoners all endeavoring to get into their respective prisons. In going down towards the









lower doors of the prisons, we saw a party of soldiers, who were posted on the 
walls, commence firing on the prisoners, and we saw a man fall, who immediately 
died, and several others were badly wounded before they were able to get into 
the prisons. 
               Amos Cheney. 


                                    Harris Keeney, 
Washington Fox, 


                                 James Coffen, 
John Smith, 


Thomas Williams, 
Henry Casey. 





No. V.




Homer Hull, after being duly sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, deposeth and saith

On the 6th of April, about six o'clock in the evening, I was walking in the yard of No. 7 prison; all being as tranquil among the prisoners as usual, I observed an unusual number of soldiers mounting the walls; and one of them called to one of the prisoners and told him he (the prisoner) had better go into the prison, as the prisoners would soon be charged upon. While he was asking the cause of such a proceeding, I heard the alarm bell ringing; I immediately run to the gates leading to the square, when I saw Capt. Shortland at the head of the armed soldiery marching down to the gratings, the prisoners at the same time running to see what was the matter; on the soldiers coming to the gratings Capt. Shortland ordered them to charge, which they did; the prisoners immediately run to their respective prisons; on passing through the inner gate they closed it after them. Then I heard Captain Shortland order the soldiers to FIRE, which they commenced to do in every direction of the yard, when the prisoners were making every effort to reach their prisons. I did not see any violence used on the part of the prisoners, nor do I believe any violence was intended or premeditated.

HOMEK HULL. I, Joseph C. Morgan, having been duly sworn, and having read the foregoing depositions, do declare the statement therein mentioned to be true.

J. C. MORGAN.




No. VI 




We, the undersigned, depose and say,

That on the sixth of April, about six o'clock in the evening, we were in the market square-we distinctly heard Capt. Shortland give orders to the soldiers









to charge on the prisoners—and after we retreated through the gates, we heard 
him give orders to the soldiers to FIRE, which, on his repeating several times was 
executed. 
                 Joseph Reeves, 


                                         Isaac L. Burr, 
James Greenlaw, 


Thomas Tindal. 




No. VII




We, the undersigned, depose and say

That, on the 6th of April, in the evening, after all the prisoners in No. 1 and 3 yards had got into their respective prisons, a party of soldiers came up to the door of No. 3 prison—we were standing near the door at the time, and saw them firse two VOLLIES into the prison, which killed one man and wounded another. William Scanck, 

                                       John Latham, 
James Greenlaw, 


John Glass. 




No. VIII




Enoch Burnham, having been duly sworn, deposeth

That he was standing at the market-gate at the time Capt. Shortland came into the market square with a large party of soldiers (it being then about six o'clock). They immediately formed a line in the square-at that time a number of prisoners got into the square from the yard of No. 1 prison, and had advanced a few steps; the soldiers then charged, and the prisoners immediately retreated to the prisons without the least resistance. After the prisoners had retired to the yards of the prison, the soldiery formed a line and commenced firing in the yards, the prison gates being closed by the prisoners; shortly after they kept up a heavy fire, and I saw one man fall. I immediately hastened to No. 5 prison, but on reaching No. 7, I found there was a party of soldiers on the wall, firing from every direction. I then got safe in No. 7, where, after remaining at the north end window a few moments, I saw a man (a prisoner) leaning against the wall, apparently wounded, with his hands in a supplicating postureat the same time, I saw several soldiers present and fire at the prisoner and he immediately fell dead on the spot. 

ENOCH BURNHAM.




No. IX




Edward Coffin, being duly sworn, deposed, that on the sixth of April, about six o'clock in the afternoon, a few prisoners belonging to No. 5 and 7 prisons,









broke a hole through the wall opposite No. 7 prison, as they said to get a ball out of the barrack yard, which they had lost in their play. After they had broke through the wall, the officers and soldiers that were in the barrack yard, told them to desist or they would fire upon them. Immediately after that the drum beat to arms, and the square was filled with soldiers, and without telling the prisoners to go to their prison, immediately commenced to charge and fire upon them. I immediately started to go to No. 5 prison, and the soldiers on the platforms on the walls commenced firing, and I should think near forty fired at myself and three others, as I am sure there were no other men in sight at that time between No's 5 and 6 prisons. In going round No. 5 cook-house a prisoner was shot and killed, very near me. Attest, HENRY ALLEN.

EDWARD COFFIN.




No. X




Thomas B. Mott, having been duly sworn, deposed

About six o'clock in the evening of the 6th of April, I was called on by a number of persons, requesting me as one of the committee to put a stop to some boys whom they said were picking a hole through an inner wall, for which, they said, our provisions would be stopped to pay for. I asked what was their intentions in making the hole? they said it was for the purpose of obtaining a ball which they had lost in their play. I then repaired with a number of respectable men to make them desist; but before we got into the yard a quick firing commenced. On my walking up the yard was met by a number of prisoners retreating to their prisons, much alarmed; one of which I observed was badly wounded, he was bleeding freely from his wound; I could see the yard was clear of prisoners, or not more than two or three to be seen, and they retiring fast. I requested the wounded man to lean upon me, and I would assist him in some medical aid. We had not advanced but a few steps when we were fired on. I advanced, assuring the soldiery we had no hostile intentions. I then took the fainting man in my arms, when a volley of musketry was discharged full at us. I then retired immediately; there was but one of my prison doors unlocked, which was on the back of the prison. On turning the corner of the cook-house, I found myself unexpectedly open to the fire of soldiers on the ramparts of the south wall; their fire was kept up in so brisk a manner that it appeared almost impossible to enter without being shot; but finding my situation very dangerous, I was determined to enter the prison or die in the attempt.

For that purpose myself, with a number of others that had been standing behind the wing of the cook-house, sallied out for the purpose of gaining our prison door, when a volley of musket balls showered in amongst us, killing two and wounding others. On









our entering the prison our doors were shut to keep them from firing in. 
 little time after the turnkey inquired for me; I went forward to the window; 
he requested me to deliver up the dead and wounded; I requested him to open 
the door, which he did, for that purpose. On passing out the dead and wounded, 
 I was insulted by the soldiery, and on my replying was charged upon, and with 
difficulty escaped without being butchered; they likewise insulted the wounded 


I 
  gave 
       them 
            up, 


and threw the dead down in the mud, and spurned at them in a very unfeeling manner.

THO'S B. MOTT.




as




No. XI




I, William Mitchell, being duly sworn upon the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, depose and say

That, on the evening of the 6th of April, when the alarm commenced, I was in the lower part of No. 1 yard. I walked up towards the gate to learn the cause; when I had got about half way, I heard a single musket fired and immediately after a whole volley. I then saw several men carrying one that was wounded, the soldiers keeping up the whole time a steady fire, and the prisoners all endeavoring to get into the prisons; the lower doors being closed in the interim; it was with much difficulty they could get in, the soldiers pursuing them the whole time and charging them with bayonets; and after getting into the prison, I heard the firing of musketry in all directions round the prison--and further the deponent saith not.

WILLIAM MITCHELL.




No. XII




I, John G. Gatchell, having been duly sworn, depose and say

That I was walking in the yard towards the gate. The first I knew, was the soldiers coming into the yard, with Captain Shortland at their head, when an immediate fire began from the soldiers, and one man fell within six feet of me. While in the act of rendering this man assistance, I heard Captain Shortland order the soldiers to kill the damn'd rascal--meaning me; immediately the soldiers came and pricked me with their bayonets, and I was forced to run to the prison at the hazard of my life, and leave the man that was wounded.

JOHN G. GATCHELL.




No. XIII




James Taylor, having been duly sworn, deposeth, that he was standing at the gate in the market square, at the time Captain Shortland, with a file of soldiers, entered the square. Captain Shortland ordered a prisoner in the square to go into the prison, when he immediately complied. He then ordered the soldiers









to charge; and instantly observed to the commanding officer of the military"It is no use to charge on the damn'd Yankee rascals—FIRE”—when this commenced immediately. The prisoners at that time were rushing in the prisons as fast as possible and principally out of the square. After the prisoners were mostly in the prison of No. 4, a boy, of ten years of age, was shot through the body and killed, while in the door passage trying to get in, by the soldiers in the yard, in my presence, I being inside the prison; likewise one other man was shot through the thigh.

JAMES TAYLOR. No. XIV




Samuel Lowdy having been duly sworn, deposeth as follows:

That he was in the yard of prison No. 4, at the time Robert Haywood was shot by the soldiery. He immediately took him up, for the purpose of carrying him to the hospital. In the square he met Capt. Shortland, and said, Capt. Shortland, this man is very badly wounded—I want to carry him to the hospital. Capt. Shortland replied, you damn'd son of a bh, carry him back to the prison; and he was obliged to comply. After getting to the prison, one of the soldiers called him back, and he went up to the square with the man, and met Capt. Shortland, who said "heave him down there, (pointing to a sentry box) and away with you to the prison,"—at that time they were firing in the different yards. On leaving the square, we found the man was dead.

SAMUEL LOWDY. John Battice having been sworn, corroborates the evidence of Samuel Lowdy.

JOHN BATTICE.

No. XV William Potter, having duly sworn, deposed

That while passing between No. 5 and 6 prisons, the soldiers commenced firing from the walls in three divisions, at a few of us; at that time there were only four prisoners in sight. After advancing a few steps, I found a man badly wounded. I stopped and picked the man up; during which time the soldiers kept an incessant fire at us, as likewise till we got to the prison of No. 5.

WILLIAM POTTER.

No. XVI I, David S. Warren, being duly sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, depose and say

That on the evening of the 6th of April, when the alarm commenced I was in the lower part of the yard No. 1 prison. I walked up to the gate to learn









the cause.

I there saw there were a number of prisoners in the market square, and a great number of soldiers drawn up across the same; soon after they charged on the prisoners, who retreated out of the square into their respective prison yards, and shut the gates after them. I saw the soldiers advance up to the gates, and heard Capt. Shortland order them to fire, which they not immediately obeying, I saw him seize hold of a musket in the hands of a soldier, and direct it towards a prisoner, and heard him again repeat, "fire-G-d damn you, fire!” Immediately afterwards the firing became general; the prisoners were all endeavoring to get into the prisons, which was attended with much difficulty, all the doors but one being closed-and further the deponent saith not.

DAVID WARREN.




No. XVII




We, the undersigned, being each each severally sworn on the holy Evangelists of Almighty God, for the investigation of the circumstances attending the late horrid massacre, and having heard the depositions of a great number of witnesses, from our own personal knowledge, and from the depositions given in as aforesaid.

REPORT AS FOLLOWS: That on the 6th of April, about six o'clock in the evening, when the prisoners were all quiet in their respective yards, it being about the usual time of turning in for night, and the greater part of the prisoners being then in the prisons, the alarm bell was rung, and many of the prisoners ran up to the market square to learn the occasion of the alarm. There were then drawn up in the square several hundred soldiers, with Capt. Shortland (the agent) at their head; it was likewise observed at the same time, that additional numbers of soldiers were posting themselves on the walls round the prison yards. One of them observed to the prisoners, that they had better go into the prisons, for they would be charged upon directly. This, of course, occasioned considerable alarm among them. In this moment of uncertainty, they were running in different directions, enquiring the cause of the alarm; some toward their respective prisons, and some toward the market square. When about one hundred were collected in the square, Capt. Shortland ordered the soldiers to charge upon them, which orders the soldiers were reluctant in obeying, as the prisoners were using no violence; but on the order being repeated, they made a charge, and the prisoners retreated out of the square into their prison yards, and shut the gate after them. Capt. Shortland, himself, opened the gates, and ordered the soldiers to fire in among the prisoners, who were all retreating in different directions towards their respective prisons. It appears there was some hesitation in the minds of the officers, whether.









or not it was proper to fire upon the prisoners in that situation; on which Shortland seized a musket out of the hands of a soldier, which he fired. Immediately after the fire became general, and many of the prisoners were either killed or wounded. The remainder were endeavoring to get into the prisons, when going towards the lower doors, the soldiers on the walls commenced firing on them from that quarter, which killed some and wounded others. After much difficulty, (all the doors being closed in the entrance, but one in each prison) the survivors succeeded in gaining the prisons; immediately after which, parties of soldiers came to the doors of Nos. 8 and 4 prisons, and fired several vollies into them through the windows and doors, which killed one man in each prison, and severely wounded others.

It likewise appears, that the preceding butchery was followed up with a disposition of peculiar inveteracy and barbarity.

One man who was severely wounded in No. 7 prison yard, and being unable to make his way to the prison, was come up with by the soldiers, whom he implored for mercy, but in vain; five of the hardened wretches immediately levelled their pieces at him, and shot him dead on the spot. The soldiers who were on the walls, manifested equal cruelty, by keeping up a constant fire on every prisoner they could see in the yards endeavoring to get into the prisons, when their numbers were very few, and when not the least shadow of resistance could be made or expected. Several of them had got into No. 6 prison cook-house, which was pointed out by the soldiers on the walls, to those who were marching in from the square. They immediately went up and fired into the same, which wounded several. One of the prisoners ran out, with the intention of gaining his prison, but was killed before he reached the door.

On an impartial consideration, of all circumstances of the case, we are induced to believe that it was a premeditated scheme in the mind of Capt. Shortland, for reasons which we will now proceed to give. As an elucidation of its origin, we will recur back to an event which happened some days previous. Captain Shortland was at the time, absent at Plymouth, but before going, he ordered the contractor, or his clerk, to serve out one pound of indifferent, hard bread, instead of one pound and an half of soft bread, their usual allowance. This the prisoners refused to receive. They waited all day in expectation of their usual allowance being served out; but at sunset, finding this would not be the case, burst open the lower gates, and went up to the store, demanding to have their bread.

The officers of the garrison, on being alarmed, and informed of these proceedings, observed that it was no more than right the prisoners should have their usual allowance, and strongly reprobated Captain Shortland, in withholding it from them. They were accordingly served with their bread, and quietly returned









to their prison. This circumstance, with the censures that were thrown on his conduct, reached the ears of Shortland, on his return home, and he must then have determined on the diabolical plan of seizing the first slight pretext to turn in the military, to butcher the prisoners for the gratification of his malice and revenge. It unfortunately happened, that in the afternoon of the sixth of April, some boys who were playing ball in No. 7 yard, knocked their ball over into the barrack yard, and on the sentry in that yard refusing to throw.it back to them, they picked a hole in the wall, to get in after it.

This afforded Shortland his wished for pretext, and he took his measures accordingly. He had all the garrison drawn up in the military walk, additional numbers posted on the walls, and every thing prepared, before the alarm-bell was rung; this he naturally concluded would draw the attention of a great number of prisoners towards the gates, to learn the cause of the alarm, while the turnkeys were dispatched into the yards to lock all the doors but one, of each prison, to prevent the prisoners retreating out of the way, before he had sufficiently wreaked his vengeance.

What adds peculiar weight to the belief of its being a premeditated, determined massacre, are,

First-The sanguinary disposition manifested on every occasion by Shortland, he having prior to this time ordered the soldiers to fire into the prisons, through the prison windows, upon unarmed prisoners, asleep in their hammocks, on account of a light being seen in the prisons; which barbarous act was repeated several nights successively. That murder was not then committed, was owing to an overruling Providence alone; for the balls were picked up in the prisons, where they passed through the hammocks of men then asleep in them. He having also ordered the soldiers to fire upon the prisoners in the yard of No. 7 prison, because they would not deliver up to him a man who had escaped from his cachet, which order the commanding officer of the soldiers refused to obey; and generally, he having seized on every slight pretext to injure the prisoners, by stopping their marketing for ten days repeatedly, and once, a third part of their provisions for the same length of time.

Secondly—He having been heard to say, when the boys had picked the hole in the wall, and sometimes before the alarm bell was rung, while all the prisoners were quiet as usual in their respective yards—"I'll fix the d—'d rascals directly." 

Thirdly-His having all the soldiers on their posts, and the garrison fully prepared before the alarm-bell rung. It could not then, of course, be rung to assemble the soldiers, but to alarm the prisoners, and create confusion among them.









Fourthly—The soldiers upon the wall, previous to the alarm-bell being rung, informing the prisoners that they would be charged upon directly.

Fifthly—The turnkeys going into the yard and closing all the doors but one, in each prison, while the attention of the prisoners was attracted by the alarmbell. This was done about fifteen minutes sooner than usual, and without informing the prisoners it was time to shut up. It was ever the invariable practice of the turnkeys, from which they never deviated before that night, when coming into the yard to shut up, to halloo to the prisoners, so loud as to be heard throughout the yard, “turn in, turn in!” while on that night it was done secretly, that not one man in a hundred knew they were shut; and in particular, their shutting the door of No. 7, prisoners usually go in and out at, and which was formerly always closed last, and leaving one open in the other end of the prison, which was exposed to a cross fire from the soldiers on the walls, and which the prisoners had to pass in gaining the prisons.

It appears to us that the foregoing reasons sufficiently warrant the conclusion we have drawn therefrom.




We likewise believe, from the depositions of men who were eye witnesses of a part of Shortland's conduct, on the evening of the 6th of April, that he was intoxicated with liquor at the time; from his brutality in beating a prisoner then supporting another severely wounded, from the blackguard and abusive language he made use of, and from his frequently having been seen in the same state. His being drunk was, of course, the means of inflaming his bitter enmity against the prisoners, and no doubt was the cause of the indiscriminate butchery, and of no quarter being given.

We here solemnly aver, that there was no pre-concerted plan to attempt a breaking out. There cannot be produced the least shadow of a reason or inducement for that intention, because the prisoners were daily expecting to be released, and to embark on board cartels for their native country. And we likewise solemnly assert, that there was no intention of resisting, in any manner, the authority of this dépôt. 

 N. B. Seven were killed, thirty dangerously wounded, and thirty slightly do. 
Total, sixty-seven killed and wounded. 
       Wm. B. Orne, 


               Wm. Hobart, 
James Boggs, 


                                    James Adams, 
SIGNED, J. F. Trowbridge, 


Francis Joseph, 

                                             Committee. 
John Rust, 


                        Henry Allen, 
Walter Colton, 


Thomas B. Mott, 









No. XVIII.




Letter from Mr. Beasley, agent for American prisoners of war at London, to the 

Committee of American prisoners of war in Dartmoor prison.




Agency for American Prisoners of War,

London, April 12, 1815. GENTLEMEN-It having been stated in some of the newspapers published here, that the American government intended to send some ships of war bound to the Mediterranean, to this country, for the purpose of completing their crews from among the prisoners; and having been informed that this idea has got among the prisoners, it becomes my duty to request, that you will inform them that the fact is not so.

I have already informed you of the measures which had been taken to provide conveyances for the prisoners. You will let them know that eight large transports have been engaged, some of which must be now at Plymouth; others will follow, until the whole of the prisoners are sent off.

It is much to be lamented, that at a moment when every exertion was making to restore them to their country, they should have fallen into an excess which has proved fatal to some. And I am at a loss to conceive how they could, under such circumstances, pretend to say, that the cause of this unfortunate but shameful conduct, was the neglect of their government or its agent. This, I am informed, they have stated to the officers who were sent to examine into the affair. I am, gentleman, your obedient servant,

R. G. BEASLEY. The Committee of the American prisoners, Dartmoor. 




No. XIX.




DARTMOOR, April 14, 1815. SIR-Yours of the 12th inst. came to hand this morning. It is with astonishment we note its contents, that the officers who came to inquire into the circumstances of the late unfortunate affair, should have informed you, that the prisoners stated to them, the cause of that event was that their government or its agent had neglected them. This is a most deliberate falsehood, let your authors be who they may. We deny not that the anxiety of the prisoners to get released from here has been great; they have even censured you as being dilatory in your preparations for that purpose—but their government they have never implicated—and you may rest assured that they have too much of the genuine spirit









of Americans, to apply to the officers of a foreign government for relief, or to make them a party in any dispute with the government or its agents.

We solemnly assure you, that whatever anxiety among the prisoners, or want of confidence in your exertions, as above stated, may have existed among them, that it can in no way be construed to have any collusion or connection with the late event, and was expressly so stated to the Admiral, who came here from Plymouth.

We, on the contrary, in the name of the five thousand prisoners confined her accuse Shortland of a deliberate, pre-determined act of atrocious murder-we have sufficient evidence in our possession to prove it to the world, and we call on you (there being at present no accredited minister or chargé des affaires at the court of London) to make strict inquiries into the circumstances of the case, and procure all the evidence necessary for a proper investigation into the same; for well do we feel assured that our government will not thus suffer its citizens to be sacrificed, for the gratification of national prejudice, malice or revenge of the petty officers of a foreign state.

We are at no loss to impute the misrepresentation of the British officers to their proper motives. They artfully wish to excite in your breast, a spirit of enmity and resentment against the prisoners, that you might use less perseverance, or feel yourself less interested in making the proper inquiries into the late affair. With much respect we remain, sir, your most obedient and humble servants,

WILLIAM HOBART, 
WALTER COLTON, 


                            HENRY ALLEN. 
R. G. Beasley, Esq., Agent for Prisoners, London. 





No. XX.




2d Letter from Mr. Beasley to the American Committee. 




Agency for American Prisoners of War,

LONDON, April 14, 1815. GENTLEMEN—My letter to you of the 12th inst. on the subject of the melancholy event, was written under an impression which I received from a report of it, transmitted to me by this government: I have since received your report of the circumstances. Had I been in possession of the information therein con









tained, the letter would have been differently expressed. I am, gentlemen, your obedient servant.

R. G. BEASLEY. Committee of American Prisoners, Dartmoor. 

P. S. I subjoin an extract of the report alluded to from the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty:

“The rioters, it appears, endeavored to OVERPOWER the guard, to force the prison, and had actually seized the arms of some of the soldiers, and made a breach in the walls of the depot, when the guard found itself obliged to have recourse to their fire arms, and five of the rioters were killed, and thirty-four wounded, after which the tumult subsided, and the depot was placed in a state of tranquility and security.

"Admiral Sir J. T. Duckworth, Commander in Chief at Plymouth, having received information of this unfortunate event, lost no time in directing Rear Admiral Sir Josias Rowley, Baronet, K. C. B. and Schornberg, the two senior officers at that port, to proceed to Dartmoor, and to enquire into the circumstances. Those officers accordingly repaired to the depot, where they found, on examination of the officers of the depot, and all the American prisoners who were called before them, that the circumstances of the riot were as before stated; but that no excuse could be assigned for the conduct of the prisoners, but their impatience to be released; and the Americans unanimously declared, that their complaint of delay was not against the British government, but against their own, which ought to have sent means for their early conveyance home, and in replies to distinct questions to that effect, they declared they had no ground of complaint whatsoever.”

No. XXI.

DARTMOOR, APRIL 17, 1815. To Rear Admiral Sir J. T. Duckworth, 

SIR—The officers whom you sent to this place to inquire into the circumstance of the unfortunate occurrence of the 6th inst. whatever right they had to represent the conduct of Capt. Shortland in the most favorable manner, we conceive it an act of gross injustice that they should have given to you such a false and scandalous representation of what they were told by the prisoners.

In the report from the admiralty board to Mr. Beasley, (a copy of which he has transmitted to us) it is stated that the prisoners, when called upon to give an account of the circumstances of the 6th, exonerated Capt. Shortland and the English government from any blame respecting the same, and accused their own government and its agent of being the cause.









We, on the contrary, solemnly declare that it was expressly stated to Admiral Rowley, that whatever anxiety might have existed among the prisoners for a speedy release, could, in no way whatever, be construed to have had any collusion or connexion with that event. That the prisoners, so far from having any idea of attempting to break out, if the gates had been opened, and every one suffered to go who might wish to do so, not one in a hundred would have left the prison, having no means of subsistence in a foreign country, and being likewise liable to IMPRESSMENT, when by staying a few days longer, they would, probably, be embarked for their native country.

They, on the contrary, accused Capt. Shortland of being the sole mover and principal perpetrator of the unprovoked and horrid butchery.




Conceiving, from your well known character in the British navy for integrity and candor, that you would not wish to have your name the medium of imposing such a gross misrepresentation and such direct falsehoods on the admiralty board and the British public, we have taken the liberty of thus addressing you, and have the honor to subscribe ourselves your most obedient and very humble servants,




Wm. Hobart, Walter Colton, Henry Allen, Thomas B. Mott, Wm. B. Orne,

Committee of American Prisoners, Dartmoor. 




[In addition to the documents furnished by the committee of the Dartmoor prisoners, we lay the following affidavit of Archibald Taylor before the public. Will people doubt this evidence also? Is it likely that common soldiers, hired assassins, would make use of familiar expressions from their own impulses? or is it not much more conformable to common sense to believe that this was the language held by their officers, and that they echoed it.]




City of New York, ss. Archibald Taylor, late commander of the Paul Jones private armed vessel of war, being duly sworn, doth depose and say




That he was a prisoner in Dartmoor prison at the time of the late massacre of the Americans; that after the affair of the 6th of April, and on the night of the same day, he was in the prison No. 3, assisting Thomas Smith, late his boatswain, who was shot through his leg by the soldiers in the yard, when an order was received to have all the wounded removed from the prisons to the hospital; and while this deponent was carrying the said Thos. Smith to the door of the prison, to deliver him to the guards selected to receive him, some of the














soldiers observed to this deponent, "this is in turn for the affair at New Orleans, where

you killed our men, and now we have our revenge”—and further this de-. ponent saith not.

ARCHIBALD TAYLOR. Sworn before me, this 28th June, 1815.

AARON H. PALMER, Notary Public. 




KING AND LARPENT'S REPORT.




Plymouth, 18th April, 1815. We the undersigned commissioners, appointed on behalf of our respective governments, to inquire into and report upon, the unfortunate occurrence of the 6th April inst. at Dartmoor Prison; having carefully perused the proceedings of the several courts of inquiry, instituted immediately after that event, by the orders of Admiral Sir John T. Duckworth and Major-General Brown, respectively, as well as the depositions taken at the coroner's inquest upon the bodies of the prisoners, who lost their lives upon that melancholy occasion; upon which inquest the jury found a verdict of justifiable homicide; proceeded immediately to the examination upon oath in the presence of one or more of the magistrates of the vicinity, of all the witnesses, both American and English, who offered themselves for that purpose; or who could be discovered as likely to afford any material information on the subject, as well as those who had been previously examined before the coroner, as otherwise, to the number in the whole of about eighty. We further proceeded to a minute examination of the prisons, for the purpose of clearing up some points which, upon the evidence alone, were scarcely intelligible; obtaining from the prisoners, and from the officers of the dépôt, all the necessary assistance and explanation; and premising, that we have been from necessity compelled to draw many of our conclusions from statements and evidence highly contradictory, we do now make upon the whole proceedings the following report:

During the period which has elapsed since the arrival in this country of the account of the ratification of the treaty of Ghent, an increased degree of restlessness and impatience of confinement appears to have prevailed amongst the American prisoners at Dartmoor, which, though not exhibited in the shape of any violent excesses, has been principally indicated by threats of breaking out if not soon released.

On the 4th of this month in particular, only two days previous to the events which are the subject of this inquiry, a large body of the prisoners rushed into









the market-square, from whence, by the regulations of the prison they are excluded, demanded bread instead of biscuit, which had on that day been issued by the officers of the dépôt; their demands having been then almost immediately complied with, they returned to their own yards, and the employment of force on that occasion became unnecessary.

On the evening of the 6th, about six o'clock, it was clearly proved to us, that a breach or hole had been made in one of the prison walls, sufficient for a fullsized man to pass, and that others had been commenced in the course of the day near the same spot, though never completed.

That a number of the prisoners were over the railing erected to prevent them from communicating with the centinels on the walls, which was of course forbidden by the regulations of the prison, and that in the space between the railing and those walls they were tearing up pieces of turf, and wantonly pelting each other in a noisy and disorderly manner.

That a much more considerable number of the prisoners was collected together at that time in one of their yards near the place where the breach was effected, and that although such collection of prisoners was not unusual at other times (the Gambling Tables being commonly kept in that part of the yard) yet, when connected with the circumstances of the breach, and the time of the day, which was after the hour the signal for the prisoners to retire to their respective prisons had ceased to sound, it became a natural and just ground of alarm to those who had charge of the dépôt. 

It was also in evidence that in the building formerly the petty officers' prison, but now the guard barrack, which stands in the yard to which the hole in the wall would serve as a communication, a part of the arms of the guard who were off duty, were usually kept in the racks, and though there was no evidence that this was, in any respect, the motive which induced the prisoners to make the opening in the wall, or even that they were ever acquainted with the fact, it naturally became at least a further cause of suspicion and alarm, and an additional reason for precaution.

Upon these grounds Capt. Shortland appears to use to have been justified in giving the order, which about this time he seems to have given, to sound the alarm bell, the usual signal for collecting the officers of the dépôt and putting the military on the alert.

However reasonable and justifiable this was as a measure of precaution, the effects produced thereby in the prisons, but which could not have been intended, were most unfortunate, and deeply to be regretted. A considerable number of









the prisoners in the yards where no disturbance existed before, and who were either already within their respective prisons, or quietly retiring as usual towards them, immediately upon the sound of the bell rushed back from curiosity (as it appears) towards the gates, where by that time the crowd had assembled, and many who were at the time absent from their yards, were also from the plan of the prison, compelled, in order to reach their own homes, to pass the same spot, and thus that which was merely a measure of precaution, in its operation increased the evil it was intended to prevent. Almost at the same instant that the alarm bell rung, (but whether before or subsequent is upon the evidence doubtful, though Capt. Shortland states it positively as one of his further reasons for causing it to ring) some one or more of the prisoners broke the iron chain, which was the only fastening of No. 1 gate, leading into the market square by means of an iron bar; and a very considerable number of the prisoners immediately rushed towards that gate; and many of them began to press forwards as fast as the opening would permit into the square.

There was no direct proof before us of previous concert or preparation on the part of the prisoners, and no evidence of their intention or disposition to effect their escape on this occasion, excepting that which arose by inference from the whole of the above detailed circumstances connected together.




The natural and almost irresistible inference to be drawn, however, from the conduct of the prisoners by Capt. Shortland and the military was, that an intention on the part of the prisoners to escape was on the point of being carried into execution, and it was at least certain that they were by force passing beyond the limits prescribed to them at a time when they ought to have been quietly going in for the night. It was also in evidence that the outer gates of the market square were usually opened about this time to let the bread wagons pass and repass to the store, although at the period in question they were in fact closed.

Under these circumstances, and with these impressions necessarily operating upon his mind, and a knowledge that if the prisoners once penetrated through the square the power of escape was almost to a certainty afforded to them, if they should be so disposed; Capt. Shortland in the first instance proceeded down the square towards the prisoners, having ordered a part of the different guards, to the number of about fifty only at first, (though they were increased afterwards) to follow him. For some time both he and Dr. Magrath endeavored by quiet means and persuasion, to induce the prisoners to return to their own yards, explaining to them the fatal consequences which must ensue if they refused, as the military would in that case be necessarily compelled to employ force. The guard was by this time formed in the rear of Capt. Shortland, about two-thirds









of the way down the square—the latter is about one hundred feet broad, and the guard extended nearly all across. Capt. Shortland, finding that persuasion was all in vain, and that although some were induced by it to make an effort to retire, others pressed on in considerable numbers, at last ordered about 15 file of the guard, nearly in front of the gate which had been forced, to charge the prisoners back to their own yards.

The prisoners were in some places so near the military, that one of the soldiers states that he could not come fairly down to the charge; and the military were unwilling to act as against an enemy. Some struggling ensued between the parties, arising partly from intention, but mainly from the pressure of those behind preventing those in front from getting back. After some little time, however, this charge appears to have been so far effective, and that with little or no injury to the prisoners, as to have driven them for the most part quite down out of the square, with the exception of a small number who continued their resistance about No. 1 gate.

A great crowd still remained collected after this in the passage between the square and the prisoners' yards, and in the part of these yards in the vicinity of the gates.—This assemblage still refused to withdraw, and according to most of the English witnesses and some of the American, was making a noise, hallowing, insulting and provoking, and daring the military to fire, and according to the testimony of several of the soldiers, and some others were pelting the military with large stones, by which some of them were actually struck. This circumstance is, however, denied by many of the American witnesses; and some of the English, upon having the question put to them, stated that they saw no stones thrown previously to the firing, although their situation at the time was such as to enable them to see most of the proceedings in the square.

Under these circumstances the firing commenced—With regard to any order having been given to fire the evidence is very contradictory. Several of the Americans swear positively, that Capt. Shortland gave that order; but the manner in which from the confusion of the moment, they described this part, of the transation, is so different in its details that it is very difficult to reconcile their testimony. Many of the soldiers and other English witnesses, heard the word given by some one, but no one of them can swear it was by Capt. Shortland, or by any one in particular, and some, amongst whom is the officer commanding the guard, think, if Capt. Shortland had given such an order, that they must have heard it, which they did not. In addition to this Capt. Shortland denies the fact; and from the situation, which he appears to have been placed at the time, even according to the American witnesses, in front of the soldiers, it may appear somewhat improbable that he should then have given such an order.









But, however, it may remain a matter of doubt whether the firing first began in the square by order, or was a spontaneous act of the soldiers themselves, it seemed clear that it was continued and renewed both there and elsewhere without orders; and that on the platforms, and in several places about the prison, it was certainly commenced without any authority.

The fact of an order having been given at first, provided the firing was under the existing circumstances justifiable, does not appear very material in any other point of view, than as shewing a want of self possession and discipline in the troops if they should have fired without order.

With regard to the above most important consideration, of whether the firing was justifiable or not, we are of opinion, under all the circumstances of the case, from the apprehension which the soldiers might fairly entertain, owing to the numbers and conduct of the prisoners, that this firing to a certain extent was justifiable in a military point of view, in order to intimidate the prisoners, and compel them thereby to desist from all acts of violence, and to retire as they were ordered, from a situation in which the responsibility of the agents, and the military, could not permit them with safety to remain.

From the fact of the crowd being so close and the firing at first being attended with very little injury, it appears probable that a large proportion of the muskets were, as stated by one or two of the witnesses, levelled over the heads of the prisoners; a circumstance in some respects to be lamented, as it induced them to cry out "blank cartridges," and merely irritated and encouraged them to renew their insults to the soldiery, which produced a repetition of the firing in a manner much more destructive.

The firing in the square having continued for some time, by which several of the prisoners sustained injuries, the greater part of them appear to have been running back with the utmost precipitation and confusion to their respective prisons, and the cause for further firing seems at this period to have ceased. It appears, accordingly, that Capt. Shortland was in the market square exerting himself and giving orders to that effect, and that Lieut. Fortye had succeeded in stopping the fire of his part of the guard.

Under these circumstances, it is very difficult to find any justification for the further continuance and renewal of the firing, which certainly took place both in the prison yards and elsewhere; though we have some evidence of subsequent provocation given to the military, and resistance to the turnkeys in shutting the prisons, and of stones being thrown out from within the prison doors.

The subsequent firing rather appears to have arisen from the state of individual irritation and exasperation on the part of the soldiers, who followed the prison









ers into their yards, and from the absence of nearly all of the officers who might have restrained it, as well as from the great difficulty of putting an end to a firing when once commenced under such circumstances. Capt. Shortland was from this time busily occupied with the turnkeys in the square, receiving and taking care of the wounded. Ensign White remained with his guard at the breach, and Lieuts. Ayelyne and Fortye, the only other subalterns known to have been present, continued with the main bodies of their respective guards.

The time of the day, which was the officers' dinner hour, will in some measure explain this, as it caused the absence of every officer from the prison whose presence was not indispensable there. And this circumstance which has been urged as an argument to prove the intention of the prisoners to take this opportunity to escape, tended to increase the confusion, and to prevent those great exertions being made which might perhaps have obviated a portion at least of the mischief which ensued.




that purpose.




At the same time that the firing was going on in the square, a cross fire was also kept up from several of the platforms on the walls round the prisoners where the centries stand by straggling parties of soldiers who ran up there for

As far as this fire was directed to disperse the men assembled round the breach, for which purpose it was most effectual, it seems to stand upon the same ground as that in the first instance in the square—That part which it is positively sworn was directed against straggling parties of prisoners running about the yards and endeavoring to enter in the few doors which the turnkeys, according to their usual practice, had left open, does seem, as stated, to have been wholly without object or excuse, and to have been a wanton attack upon the lives of defenseless, and at that time, unoffending individuals.

In the same, or even more severe terms, we must remark upon what was proved as to the firing in the door-ways of the prisons, more particularly into that of No. 3 prison, at a time when the men were in crowds at the entrance. From the position of the prison and the door, and from the marks of the balls which were pointed out to us, as well as from the evidence, it was clear this firing must have proceeded from soldiers a few feet from the door-way; and although it was certainly sworn that the prisoners were at the time of part of the firing at least, continuing to insult and occasionally to throw stones at the soldiers, and that they were standing in the way of, and impeding the turnkey, who was there for the purpose of closing the door, yet still there was nothing stated which could, in our view, at all justify such excessively harsh and severe treatment of helpless and unarmed prisoners, when all idea of escape was at an end. Under these impressions, we used every endeavor to ascertain if there was









the least prospect of identifying any of the soldiers who had been guilty of the particular outrages here alluded to, or of tracing any particular death, at that time to the firing of any particular individual, but without success; and all hopes of bringing the offenders to punishment would seem to be at an end.

In conclusion, we, the undersigned, have only to add, that whilst we lament, as we do most deeply, the unfortunate transaction which has been the subject of this inquiry, we find ourselves unable to suggest any steps to be taken as to those parts of it which seem to call for redress and punishment.

(Signed)

CHARLES KING, FRANCIS SEYMOUR LARPENT.




Plymouth, April 26, 1815. SIR—In pursuance of the instructions received from Messrs. Clay and Gallatin, I have now the honor to transmit you the report prepared by Mr. Larpent and myself on behalf of our respective governments, in relation to the unfortunate transactions at Dartmoor Prison of War, on the 6th of the present month. Considering it of much importance that the report, whatever it might be, should go forth under our joint signatures, I have forborne to press some of the points which it involves, as far as otherwise I might have done, and it therefore may not be improper in this letter to enter into some little explanation of such parts of the report.

Although it does appear that a part of the prisoners were on that evening in such a state, and under such circumstances as to have justified, in the view which the commander of the depot could not but take of it, the intervention of the military force, and even in a strict sense, the first use of fire arms, yet I cannot but express it as my settled opinion, that by conduct a little more temporising this dreadful alternative of firing upon unarmed prisoners might have been avoided. Yet as this opinion has been the result of subsequent examination, and after having acquired a knowledge of the comparatively harmless state of the prisoners, it may be but fair to consider, whether in such a moment of confusion and alarm, as that appears to have been, the officer commanding could have fairly estimated his danger, or have measured out with precision the extent and nature of the force necessary to guard against it.

But when the firing became general, as it afterwards appears to have been, and caught with electric rapidity from the square to the platforms, there is no plea nor shadow of excuse for it, except in the personal exasperation of the soldiery, nor for the more deliberate, and therefore more unjustifiable firing which took place into three of the prisons, No. 1, 3 and 4, but more particularly









into No. 8, after the prisoners had retired into them, and there was no longer any pretence of apprehensions, as to their escape.-Upon this ground, as you, sir, will perceive by the report, Mr. Larpent and myself had no difference of opinion, and I am fully persuaded that my own regret was not greater than his at perceiving how hopeless would be the attempt to trace to any individuals of the military these outrageous proceedings.

As to whether the order to fire came from Capt. Shortland, I yet confess myself unable to form any satisfactory opinion, though perhaps the bias of my mind is, that he did give such an order. But his anxiety and exertions to stop it after it had continued for some little time, are fully proved, and his general conduct previous to this occurrence, as far as we could with propriety enter into such details, appears to have been characterized with great fairness, and even kindness, in the relation in which he stood towards the prisoners.

On the subject of any complaints against their own government existing among the prisoners, it was invariably answered to several distinct questions put by me on that head, that none whatever existed or had been expressed by them, although they confessed themselves to entertain some animosity against Mr. Beasley, to whom they attributed their detention in this country; with what justice, you sir, will be better able to judge. They made no complaint whatsoever as to their provisions and general mode of living, and treatment in the prison.

I have transmitted to Mr. Beasley, a list of the killed and wounded on this melancholy occasion, with a request that he would forward it to the United States, for the information of their friends at home, and I am pleased to have it in my power to say, that the wounded are for the most part doing well.

I have also enclosed to Mr. Beasley the notes taken by me of the evidence adduced before us, with a request that he would have them fairly copied, as also a copy of the depositions taken before the coroner, and desired him to submit them to you when in order.

I cannot conclude, sir, without expressing my high sense of the impartiality and manly fairness with which this enquiry has been conducted on the part of Mr. Larpent, nor without mentioning that every facility was afforded to us in its prosecution, as well by the military officers commanding here and at the prison, as by the magistrates in the vicinity. I have the honor to be, with much respect, your most obedient humble servant.

(Signed)

CHARLES KING. His Excellency John Q. Adams, 8c., 80.









DARTMOOR PRISON.




A Return of American prisoners of war killed and wounded in an attempt to force the 

military guard on the evening of the 6th of April, 1815.
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William Leveridge, Seaman, Enterprize, prize to Saratoga. Privateer, 
James Mann, 
                       do. Siro, 


                                                       Let, of marque 
Johd Haywood, 


do. 
      Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                                Scipion. 
Joseph T. Johnson, 


do, 
       Paul Jones, 


                                                                Privateer, 
John Washington, 


do. 
        Rolla, 


                                                     Merch. vessel, 
Thomas Jackson, 


Boy, 
       Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


                               Imp. died 
Prontes. 


April 7, 1815 James Campbell, Seaman, Gave himself up from H. M. S.

Imp. died Volontaire. 

                                                                                April 7, 1815 
John Gier, 
                           do. Rambler, 


                                                        Merch, vessel, 
William Penn, 
                        do. Dispatch, 


do.

Impressed.

                                                                             at London 
Cornelius Garrison, 
                           do. Invincible, 


                                                          Let. of marque 
H. Hontealm, 


do. 
      Homeby, p. G. Tom, 


                                                                Privateer, 
Robert Willett, 
                        do. Gave himself up from H. M.S. 


Impressed.

                                    Andromache. 
John Peach, 
                       do. Enterprize, 


                                                                  Privateer, 
Edw. Wittlebark, 
                      do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                         Ro. William. 
James Thornbull, 
                       Boy, Elbridge Gerry, 


                                                                   Privateer, 
James Wells, 
                     Seaman, Thorn, 


                                                             do. 
Philip Ford, 
                        do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                                Sult. 
James Bell, 


do. 
            J. Barlow, 


                                                      Mercht. vessel, 
John Grey, 


do. 
         St. Martin's Planter, 


                                                              do. 
Wm. Leversage, 
                          do. Magdalene, 


                                                                       do. 
Edward Gardner, 
                          do. Joseph, 


                                                                    do. 
Stephen Phipps, 
                         do. Zebra, 


                                                            Let. of marque 
John Roberts, 
                            do. Two Brothers, 


Impressed

                                                                       at Cork. 
Thomas Smith, 
                          do. Paul Jones, 


                                                                  Privateer, 
Caleb Codding, 
                           do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                            Swiftsure. 
Jacob Davis, 


                        do. Charlotte p. to Mammoth, Privateer, 
James Esdaille, 
                       do. G. Tompkins, 


                                                           do. 
Peter Wilson, 
                          do. Virginia Planter, 


                                                        Merch. vessel, 
William Blake, 
                        do. Gave himself up from H. M.S. 


Impressed.

                                             Republic, 
John Hogabets, 
                               2d Mate Good Friends 


                                                     Merch. Vessel. 
Ephraim Lincoln, Seaman, Argus, 


                                                                 do. 
Thomas Findlay, 
                          do. Enterprize, 


                                                                    Privateer, 
John Howard, 
                          do. Flash, 


                                                             do. 
Joseph Masick, 
                        do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                         Furieux. 
Robert Fillez, 
                          do. Grand Turk, 


                                                                  Privateer. 
John Willett, 
                          do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                            Rosario. 
John Perry, 
                        do. Gave himself up from H. M. S. 


Impressed.

                                                    Tiger. 
John Wilson. 
                           do. Gave himself up from H. M. 8. 


                                                               Impressed. 
                          Fortuna. 
(Signed) 


THOMAS GEORGE SHORTLAND, Agent. (Signed)

GEORGE MAGRATH, Surgeon. 
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REPLY TO KING AND LARPENT'S REPORT.

To the People of the United States. Having perused, with attention, the report of Mr. CHARLES King, and FRANCIS SEYMOUR LARPENT, on their examination of the unfortunate occurrence at Dartmoor, on the 6th of April last

We, the undersigned, being there at the time this unfortunate occurrence took place, deem it a duty we owe to the surviving sufferers of that bloody transaction, to our fellow-citizens, and ourselves to make some remarks upon such a singular report. Although we presume the door is forever closed against any further investigation of that ever to be remembered transaction, we cannot help, however contrary it may be to our wishes to irritate the public feeling, already so much excited, entering into a detailed investigation of that report.

In the committee's address to the public on the 27th of June last, preceding the publication of the affidavits of some of the prisoners, taken on that melancholy affair, they have justly anticipated what would be the report of the commissioners, after their investigation; they drew their conclusions from the singular manner in which the investigation was conducted. The report commences by stating, that, after carefully perusing the proceedings of the several courts of inquiry, instituted immediately after that event, they procceeded immediately to the examination, upon oath, of ALL the witnesses, both American and English, who offered themselves for that purpose. How far this part of the report is correct, we shall leave the public to judge.

On the arrival of the commissioners at the depot, the committee of the prison were sent for; after waiting some time at the door of the room, where the enquiry was held, they were called in separately and questioned as to their knowledge of the transactions of the sixth. The depositions of those who were eye witnesses of that disgraceful scene were taken; some were questioned as to the general conduct of Shortland, previous to that affair; it was represented by them as it would have been by all, as being universally cruel, overbearing and oppressive. After having finished the examination of the committee, they requested them to bring forward all the evidence that was likely to cast any light on the subject of enquiry. They accordingly, returned into the prison, and drew up a list of the names of some of the eye-witnesses of that day's occurrence.—Although they could have brought hundreds to the examination, and the sum of whose evidence would have amounted to the same, yet, the committee not wishing to impede the progress of the investigation, by a redundancy of evidence, they were careful to select such men as were most likely to give a clear and distinct ac









count of all the circumstances as they occurred, under their knowledge, taking care, at the same time, to procure those whose different situations afforded them an opportunity of witnessing that transaction, from the commencement to the close. Such was the evidence the committee had selected, to the number of about fifty, VERY FEW of whom were ever examined, although they were kept waiting in the turnkey's lodge (where they were ordered to stay until called for) during the hours of investigation. In the course of the enquiry, it seems, the commissioners found it necessary to survey the particular situation of the prisons, and the points from which the different attacks were made; they accordingly came into the yard for that purpose, and after having been shown all the places from whence the firing was continued, where the crowd of prisoners had assembled on the first alarm, and where the hole, so much made a handle of, had been made -after a slight survey of these different places, they retired into their session room, leaving orders, once more, with the committee to hold their evidence in readiness, as they would soon be called upon for examination. The committee replied that they had been in readiness since the commencement of the enquiry, and were then only waiting their orders to appear before them, feeling happy in the idea of having it in their power to show to the court, and to the world, by the evidence they had to produce, that the attack of Shortland on the defenseless prisoners, was premeditated and unjustifiable in ANY point of view.




After attending in the turnkey's lodge during the sitting of the commissioners, until the middle of the third day, without having but very few of the evidences sent for, and being fearful that they might be waiting for them, the committee sent them word that the witnessess were still in attendance. No answer being returned to this message for some time, the committee became uneasy on account of the long examination of the officers, soldiers, clerks, and turnkeys, attached to the depot, without admitting the prisoners to an equal privilege; and understanding the commissioners were about closing their enquiry, they again sent word they would be glad to have an interview for a few moments, for the purpose of explaining the nature of their evidence, and the necessity of a full hearing on both sides of the question. No ANSWER BEING RETURNED TO THIS REQUEST, and still waiting with the anxious hope that they would soon send for some of us when we were told by one of the turnkeys, that the commissioners were prepared to depart, having finished the examination. Astonished to think they meant to leave the depot without clearly investigating the circumstances that were the cause of their meeting, and feeling indignant that a cause of so much importance should be passed over so partially, the committee addressed a note to Mr. King, begging him not to shut the door of communication against the prisoners, by closing the inquiry without giving them the privilege of a









hearing, as the greatest part of our witnesses were yet unexamined, and their evidence they conceived to be of the utmost importance to the investigation. No reply was made to this note; but, in a few moments, we were told, that the commissioners had left the dépôt. How far they are justifiable in saying they examined all the evidences that offered themselves, we think is sufficiently shewn.

The commissioners next go to mention the insurrection of the prisoners about the bread, on the 4th, two days previous to the events, the subject of that enquiry. Although the report correctly states, the prisoners quietly returned to their own yards, after their demands having been complied with, Mr. King forgot to mention, that it was clearly represented to him, had the prisoners been, sto disposed on that night, they could have easily made their escape. Although that transaction had nothing to do, as relates to the prisoners, with the events of the sixth, we merely represent this circumstance to shew, that there was no intention whatever on their part to break out of the prison, as Shortland and his adherents have attempted to prove.

The report now goes on to mention, that on the evening of the sixth of April, about six o'clock in the evening, a hole was made in one of the walls of the prison sufficient for a full-sized man to pass, and others had been commenced, but never completed, and that a number of the prisoners were over the railing erected to prevent them from communicating with the sentinels on the walls, and that they were tearing up pieces of turf and wantonly pelting each other in a noisy manner.

As to the hole made in the wall, we believe the causes and reasons have been already sufficiently explained by the affidavits laid before the public. With respect to the prisoners between the iron paling and the wall, it could have been if it was not, easily explained to Mr. King, had he given an opportunity. It seems, that on the afternoon of the 6th, some of the prisoners having obtained leave of the sentinels on the walls to go over and lay upon the grass, others seeing them laying so much at their ease, went over to enjoy the same privilege; and as the sentinels made no objection to this proceeding, the number was soon increased to such a degree, that it became no longer an enjoyment to those who first obtained the privilege; some scuffling then ensued among themselves, and they began to pelt each other with turf and old shoes principally in play, and among so many no doubt, their must have been considerable noise; but how they can possibly connect this circumstance with the hole made in the wall, is entirely out of our power to conceive, as the iron railings separated them from the pretended breach in the wall, and distant from it more than half the length of the yard; of course, had the hole been intended as a breach, the iron paling would have become a barrier, instead of facilitating the means of an escape.
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As to that part of the report which mentions the guard-barracks being the repository for the arms of the guard off duty, and of its standing in the yard to which the hole in the wall would serve as a communication, and of its being a further cause of suspicion and alarm to Captain Shortland—to one acquainted with the situation of the prison, such an idea would be ridiculous; but to those who are not acquainted with it, it will be only necessary for us to mention, that if the prisoners had the intention of breaking out through this passage, and had actually got into the barrack-yard, the difficulties they would then have to encounter would be much greater than to break a passage through the market square, or the back part of the yard. As to the idea of their possessing themselves of the muskets standing in the racks in the guard-barracks (even if they knew of any being there) it is childish; for how easy would it have been for the commanding officer, on the shortest intimation of such an attempt, with one blast of his bugle, to have called all his guards to the spot before a hundredth part of the prisoners could have got into the yard, and by that means instantly put a stop to any further proceedings on their part.

We cannot conceive how Mr. King can possibly come forward and say, on these grounds, it appeared to him that Capt. Shortland was justified in giving the order for sounding the alarm bell, when, if he found the prisoners were conducting themselves improperly, had he sent for the committee (as always had been his custom heretofore, when he had any charge against the prisoners for improper conduct) and told them that the prisoners were breaking the wall (which circumstance, as has been published before, was not known to one tenth of the prisoners) and requested them to have represented to those engaged in it, the consequences that must ensue if they persisted in such conduct, we have not a moment's hesitation in saying, they would have put a stop to any further proceedings of that kind.




That part which relates to the breaking of the iron chain which fastened No. 1 gate, and which follows next in the report, says there was no evidence to show whether it was done before or after the alarm bell rang. As this was a material point on which they grounded Shortland's justification, we have to regret that the evidence we had to lay before the commissioners, and which would, in our opinion, have sufficiently cleared up that point, was not examined.

On the ringing of the alarm bell, the rush towards the gates leading into the market square was so great (attracted as has been before stated by curiosity) that those in front were irresistibly pushed forward by those in the rear, and if the chain had not broke the lock must have given way to the pressure, and by this opening, it is but natural to suppose, that a number must have been shoved









into the square in front of the soldiers, who were drawn up in a line across the square, with Shortland at their head.

If, as the report now goes on to state, there was no direct proof before them of a previous concert or preparation on the part of the prisoners, and no evidence of their intention or disposition to effect their escape on this occasion, excepting that which arose by inference from the whole of the detailed circumstances connected together, had Mr. King examined the evidence on the part of the prisoners, as minutely as it seems he examined those on the part of Shortland, he could not even have drawn the shadow of an inference of that being their intention.

Where the commissioners got their evidence for asserting that Capt. Shortland, by quiet means and persuasion, endeavored to persuade the prisoners to retire into their respective yards, is unaccountable to us, as those who know Captain Shortland, know he is not a man of persuasion. It is correct that Dr. M'Grath used every exertion to persuade the prisoners to retire out of the square, which if Shortland had allowed sufficient time, would have been quietly done—but the crowd, by this time, had become so great, and the pressure from the rear so strong; that those in front could not retreat until time should be allowed for those in the rear to fall back, but the hasty, haughty, and overbearing temper of Shortland could not allow him to use such conciliatory means.

He orders (the report says) fifteen file of the guard fronting the open gate, to the charge; and after some little time the charge was so effectual, with but very little or no injury to the prisoners, as to drive them, for the most part, quite out of the square, with the exception of a small number who continued their resistance about No. 1 gate. Under these circumstances, continued the report, the firing commenced.

Here we beg leave to request an attentive perusal of the affidavits of some of the prisoners, taken by the committee, and which relate particularly to this part of the transaction. It is there positively stated that on the soldiers coming to the charge the prisoners ALL retreated into the yard and pushed the gate to after them. If the commissioners had examined that evidence, this part of report ought to have been differenetly expressed.

We cannot conceive how Mr. King finds it difficult to reconcile the testimony respecting Captain Shortland's giving the orders to fire; when he reports that SEVERAL of the Americans swEAR POSITIVELY, that Captain Shortland gave that order-and many of the soldiers and the English witnesses heard the word given by some one, but could not swear it was by Captain Shortland; and some of them (among whom is the officer commanding the guard) Think, if Capt. Shortland had given such an order, they must have heard it, which they did not. Thus, then, stands the foundation for this part of the report. An English officer









THINKS it is not so, and several Americans swEAR it is so; and he finds it very difficult to reconcile their testimony. The lightness with which they seem to have passed over this most important point of that day's transaction, cannot but be deeply regretted by those who feel for the unhappy sufferers, when they go on to state, “It may remain a matter of doubt whether the firing first began in the square by an ORDER, or whether it was a spontaneous act of the soldiers themselves; it seemed clear it was continued and renewed both there and elsewhere, without orders—and that on the platforms and several places about the prison it was certainly commenced without any authority.” We must once more request the attention of the public to the affidavits already published; it is there sworn by one of the witnesses, that PREVIOUS to the alarm bell being rung, and while walking in the yard, a soldier called to him from the walls and told him to go in, as they would soon be fired upon. How, then, can it be possible, that a soldier on the walls should know that they would soon be fired upon, if the order had not been previously given to that effect? And had the bugle-man been examined, he could have stated, that previous to the ringing of the alarm bell, he received orders to sound to fire; so that when the soldiers took their stations on the walls, they were charged and prepared for that purpose. With such information, we conceive the committee to stand fully justified in stating in their report, the belief of its being a pre-concerted plan, on the part of Shortland; and if the commissioners had possessed themselves with a knowledge of these circumstances, which they could and ought to have done, would they, then, reported Shortland as justifiable, even in a military point of view?

The next thing we have to notice in the report is, that very singular paragraph, which says, “from the fact of the crowd being so close, and the firing at first being attended with very little injury, it appears probable, that a large proportion of the muskets were, as stated by one or two of the witnesses, levelled over the heads of the prisoners, a circumstance, in some respects, to be lamented.” Is it, then, to be lamented, that the soldiers did not level their pieces, on the first fire, directly into the crowd, which they have stated to be so great and so close that a soldier declared he could not come fairly down to a charge; or is it to be lamented, that one or two hundred were not killed at the first discharge, and a thousand or two wounded? If so, we think it much to be lamented, that the reporters were not there, and placed foremost in the crowd.

The circumstance of so few being hurt at the first discharge is not strange to those who are acquainted with the situation; and this occurrence alone corroborates the American evidence, and ought to have been sufficient proof to the commissioners that the prisoners upon being charged upon, retreated through the gates, and shut them after them, before the firing commenced; and which circum









stance alone, should have shut the door of jurisdiction against Shortland for commencing a fire upon them, as they were in their own yards. As this was the actual situation of the prisoners on the first discharge and the soldiers having to fire through the iron paling, and the prisoners retreating on a descending ground, of course brought the muskets, when down to a level, over the heads of the prisoners—it was owing to this fortunate circumstance that so few were injured on the first discharge of the musketry; and it seems the inhuman Shortland was aware of this circumstance, when he was distinctly heard to order his soldiers to fire low. This does not appear to correspond with that part of their report which says, “Capt. Shortland was in the market square exerting himself in giving orders to stop the firing."




That there was any provocation given to the soldiers to justify their subsequent brutal conduct, the commissioners themselves seem to find it very difficult to trace any evidence, although they say, it appears, that there was some resistance made to the turnkeys in shutting the prison, and that stones were thrown at the military. Had they examined the prisoners sufficiently, they would have been convinced that no resistance was made to the turnkeys in shutting the doors. As to throwing stones at the military while they were chasing them from corner to corner, and firing at them in every place where they had taken shelter from the balls, could it be expected but they would seize on something for self-defense, when they saw the soldiers running at them with their bayonets, and having no possible means of escape, as it has been before stated, all the doors in the prisons had been previously closed except one, perhaps, the length of the prison from him. Is there a man, in such a situation, but would seize on the first weapon that offered itself, and sell his life as dear as possible. How can they, then, make that the slightest justification for such outrageous conduct on the part of Shortland or the military?

As to most of the officers being absent is erroneous; it could have been proved that there was an officer in every yard, and in one instance where he was heard to give the order to fire on a party of prisoners close by the door, and running and making every exertion to enter the prison.




As to Capt. Shortland being busy in the square with the turnkeys, receiving and taking care of the wounded, certainly shows the commissioners' want of correct information, for it is already before the public, in affidavit, the cruel manner in which the wounded were treated by him, and of his abuse to the prisoners who were bearing the wounded to the hospital gate. That part of the report which relates that the time and commencement of this transaction was the officers' dinner hour, is too ridiculous for a comment. We do not believe that there was a









prisoner in the depot that knew when or where the officers dined, and therefore, can be no ground for an argument, that the prisoners were taking this opportunity to escape.

The report goes on to state, “the cross-fire, which was kept up from several of the platforms on the walls round the prison, and directed against straggling parties of prisoners running about the yard, endeavoring to enter the prison by the door which the turnkey left open, according to their usual practice does seem to have been without object or excuse, and to have been a wanton attack upon

the lives of defenseless, and, at the same time, unoffiending individuals.” In answer to this paragraph, we shall only reply, that had the commissioners examined ALL the American evidence, and attached the same credit to it, which it appears they have done to all the English evidence, similar expressions would have been made use of against Shortland's conduct throughout the whole of their report.

It appears to us, after an attentive examination of this report, that the commissioners meant to justify Shortland in commencing his murderous attack upon the prisoners, and to condemn the soldiers for continuing it. Singular as this idea appears, it is no less strange to us, how it can be possible they could reconcile it to their feelings to make up a report containing such a direct contradiction to reason; for surely if Shortland could be justified in using coercive measures in the first instance, the military certainly should be acquitted for the subsequent massacre, as the whole was conducted under his immediate command ;and if he had a Right to kill one, on the same ground he might have extended it to a thousand. And, on the other hand, if any part of the transaction is to be condemned, Shortland should answer for the whole; for what neces could there be made to attempt identifying any of the soldiers ? Surely the commissioners could not think of bringing them to punishment, as they acted by the direct orders of Shortland and his officers ?--and if any one could or ought to be made to answer for the outrage, it should be Shortland.

In addition to the contradictions contained in the commissioners' joint report, Mr. King, in his letter to his excellency, J. Q. Adams, almost denies the ground on which they have, in part founded Shortland's justification, when he says (alluding to have heard several Americans swear, positively, that Shortland did give the order to fire, and an officer of the guard thinking that he did not, as he should have heard him) "perhaps the bias of my mind was, that Shortland did give that order; and wishing the report to go forth under our joint signatures, I forbore to press some of the points so far as otherwise I might have done." If, then, any part has been neglected, or passed over for accommodation, or









any other purpose (and one there certainly has, in not paying the same attention to the American as was done to the English evidence) it is to be regretted that Mr. King should so far forget the sacred duties attached to the appointment of a commissioner to enquire into the murder of his countrymen, as to pass over any points which might have brought to light the means of punishment for the murder, or obtained in some measure an indemnity for the surviving unhappy sufferers.

Will not the shades of the departed victims haunt him in his midnight slumbers, and pointing to their lacerated bodies, say, these still remain unavenged? Will not the unhappy survivors show the stumps of their amputated limbs, and say, these wounds fester, and still remain unatoned? Will not the widow and the helpless orphan raise their innocent hands to heaven, and cry, why was justice denied us? Why was the heart so callous to our sufferings ?--And why was the bosom shut to sympathy? Let Mr. King point out some means to appease these bitter complaints, and we shall be satisfied.

We shall now close these unpleasant remarks, by noticing another unaccountable error in Mr. King's letter to Mr. Adams, where he mentions, speaking of Shortland, "and his general conduct previous to this occurrence, as far as I could with propriety enter into suo details, appears to have been characterised with great fairness and even kindness in the relation in which he stood towards the prisoners.” We shall not pretend to ask Mr. King where he obtained the evidence on which he grounds this assertion; we are sure it was not from the prisoners, who ought to have been the best judges of that circumstance; but, instead of all that, all the Americans who were permitted to express an opinion on that subject, at the examination, declared, without reserve, as would all the prisoners in the depot, had they been asked the question, that Shortland's conduct, from the commencement of his appointment to that station, had been cruel, oppressive, and overbearing, and, instead of taking measures to alleviate the distresses of the wretched objects under him, as a feeling man would have done, he seemed to take a pleasure in harassing them whenever he could find the slightest pretext for so doing.

W. Colton, Joseph Swain, Archid Taylor, David Ingalls, Reuben Sherman, Arch'd 1. Mackay, Philip Black, Homer Hall, James B. Mansfield, Abr’m M’Intire, Wm. Cochran, Henry Dolliver, John Jones, B. Weeks, Wm. Demerell, Thomas Ward, William K. White. 




REMARKS.




In presenting to the world the record of a transaction, probably the most barbarous which the history of modern warfare can furnish, we cannot refrain









from remarks—Whatever our feelings may be, upon a subject so amply calculated to excite the indignation and abhorrence of every friend to humanity, and every one who has respect for the laws of civilized and mitigated warfare, we will, nevertheless, refrain, so far as the circumstances of outraged humanity will permit, from the violence of invective, and wholly from unwarranted crimination. Those, into whose hands these documents may fall, will, however, preserve them as a monument erected to the memory of their slaughtered countrymen, and a memento of the unfeeling cruelty of our late enemy.

Though we are far from believing that there are not persons of noble and humane minds in the English nation, yet, a uniformity of conduct, on the part of the Government and its agents, has taught us to believe that they, at least, are blood thirsty and cruel.

The incarceration of Americans in the Jersey Prison Ship at New York, and Mill Prison, in England, in the Revolutionary war, raised in the minds of the sainted heroes of those times, the most exalted feelings of indignation and abhorrence. The history of those prisoners, where hundreds were compelled to wear out an existence, rendered miserable by the cruelty of an enemy, professing a reverence for the sublime principles of Christianity, is already familiarized to the minds of the American people. If the feelings of Americans were then indignant, what should they be, on beholding those cruelties renewed with more than ten fold severity? The conduct of Thomas George Shortland, the agent at Dartmoor Prison, is such as should “damn him to everlasting fame."

Upon what principles the conduct of this man, precedent to the ever memorable 6th of April, 1815, can be justified, we cannot determine. The indiscriminate confinement of both officers and men in the same prisons, and those the most unfit, decayed, and loathsome of any which the Government could furnish, was an infraction of the established laws of civilized nations for the treatment of prisoners of war. It was equally abhorrent to the principles of humanity, and only sanctioned by British governmental agents, and those petty Nations of Savages, whose known usages of warfare have hitherto kept them beyond the pale of national law. The history of modern European wars can furnish no parallel to this part of the history of Dartmoor. But when we arrive at the slaughter of prisoners on the 6th of April, the climax of barbarity is complete, and the mind is sated with the contemplation of principles as shocking to humanity as the consequences are degrading to the character of the English nation.

An eminent writer upon national law, has formerly extolled the “English and French for their treatment given to prisoners of war," and at the same time mentions the case of Charles I, King of Naples, who having defeated and taken









prisoner CONRADE, his competitor, caused him, together with his fellow-prisoner, Frederick of Austria, to be beheaded at Naples. Upon this case our author has the following pertinent remarks :-"This barbarity raised an universal horror, and Peter the third, King of Arragon, reproached Charles with it, as a detestable crime, till then unheard of among Christian princes. However, the case was of a dangerous rival contending with him for the throne. But, supposing the claims of his rival were unjust, Charles might have kept him in prison until he had renounced them, and given security for his future behavior.” If this act of Charles raised an "universal horror," what should be the excitement produced by the cold blooded massacre of a number of unarmed and unoffending prisoners of war in confinement? Humanity shudders at the thought, and language furnishes no appropriate epithet with which to brand the infamous perpetrator of so foul, or hitherto unheard of a crime. Did that writer now live, he would no longer extol the humanity of the English nation, but in common with the friends of humanity, he would join in the "universal horror” which British cruelty has excited.




The complexion of this transaction is rendered still more dark and barbarous, and its criminality most shockingly enhanced, by the circumstances under which many of those unfortunate men became prisoners, and finally were offered up as victims to gratify the cruel and insatiate feeling of the British agent. They were American Citizens, who had been impressed into the service and bondage of Great Britain, in time of peace. They had served that government from a necessity, arising from the assumed principle of a right to search neutral vessels for British seamen, and the practice of taking Americans and compelling them to service. We cannot, however, too much applaud the magnanimity of those men, in refusing to fight against and slaughter their countrymen; nor can we too much detest the conduct of Great Britain, in confining them as prisoners of war.

This practice assumed as a right in the first moments of our existence as an independent and commercial nation, has "grown with our growth,” and the evil thereof has increased in a proportion as our commercial rivalship has become more alarming to the pride and injustice of Great Britain. It is a practice which cannot be traced to any principal of justification; and yet we have seen the legislators of Massachusetts, clothed with a garb of official sanctity, send to the world a report, amounting almost to a denial, that such a practice was in existence! We pretend not to judge of their motives; but we remark, how soon they are confounded by the report of Shortland and Magrath. By that instrument it appears, that of thirty-eight who were killed or wounded, twelve were of the number of Impressed Americans, who had given themselves up as prisoners of









war, upon the commencement of hostilities. If this be the correct proportion of their prisoners, who have been impressed from American vessels, and as it is an official document of British authority, we cannot believe the ratio to be less, we see the advocates of British magnanimity confounded and put to shame, by the testimony of those same British agents, whose justification they have so eagerly, though unsuccessfully attempted. It might, indeed, have been supposed, that after having so frequently been treated with the same contempt, they might have learned sufficient caution, at least, to stay their measures until the pleasure of their transatlantic friends should be known. But their overweening anxiety has only tended to plunge them in deeper embarrassments, and should teach them, that more prudence and less zeal in the cause of a national enemy, might secure them a safer retreat in the moments when those whose friendship they had so anxiously sought, had deserted, and condemned them.

By the report of the Legislature of Massachusetts upon the subject of impressments, it would appear, that no more than sixteen had been impressed from this Commonwealth. What must be our conclusion upon a comparison of this report, with that of Messrs. Shortland and Magrath? It is irresistable. either that the former did not report the full number of impressments, or that the latter have aggravated their guilt and condemnation, by swelling the number to a degree beyond what the facts would justify, from some cause, unknown to their American advocates and in favor of the facts and principles, for which the American government have uniformly contended. A few of those assumed as facts, by the present dominant party in New England, may aid us in this enquiry and perhaps conduct as to a correct conclusion. They have repeatedly told us, that New England, and more particularly Massachusetts, has ever been the nursery of our seamen. That this section had furnished more than the whole remaining part of the United States. Admitting the correctness of the report of Shortland and Magrath, we are wholly unable to reconcile the report of our Legislature with those which they assume as facts, and upon which the principles of their report were, in part, predicated. It exhibits to our view a disposition to fritter away the enormities of the British Government and a determination to justify them in every act of barbarity, however unjustifiable in its circumstances, or however shocking in its operation.

The report of Messrs. King and Larpent may here claim a portion of our attention. Unpleasant as the task may be to reflect, even indirectly upon the conduct of one of our countrymen acting in the high and solemn capacity to which Mr. King was called, we cannot, however, without doing violence to our own feelings, and criminating numbers of our countrymen, perhaps equally entitled to credibility with Mr. King himself, afford our credence to his singular









report; especially when we see it contradicted unconditionally, by the unfortunate witnesses of the unhappy and barbarous transaction.

Even Mr. King himself, in his letter to Mr. Adams, furnishes a tardy acknowledgment, that he had not completed the duties to which he had been called. "Considering it of much importance (he says) that the report, whatever it might be, should go forth under our joint signatures, I have forborne to press some of the points which it involves as far as otherwise I might have done.” And why did Mr. King forbear to press every point involved in the report? Was it from a disposition to perform his whole duty to his country; or, rather, from a too common admiration of British principles and British characters.

The numerous affidavits accompanying the report made by the committee of the prisoners, together with the reply to the report of Messrs. King and Larpent, afford the most positive testimony in contradiction to many of its prominent features. We can form no other opinion respecting this report, than either that Mr. King was overreached by his colleague, or that he was predetermined to fritter down the abuses which the British Government and its agents had lavished upon their American prisoners. Why either Messrs. King or Larpent should decline the examination of all the witnesses offered by the prisoners, is wholly inexplicable, unless we attribute to them a mutual and fixed determination to justify the conduct of Shortland and his accomplices, at the expense of criminating hundreds of Americans, who were no less entitled to credibility than either of themselves. Hereafter, “let no such men be trusted.”

The treatment to the prisoners appears to have proceeded from the same principles of inhumanity which have given rise to the hostile operations of the British Commanders upon our maritime and inland frontiers, during the continuance of the late contest. Such principles belong only to Savages or their allies. The outrages at the river Raisin, Hampton, Havre-de-Grace, Washington and those attempted at New Orleans, it was thought, might have filled the measure of British barbarities. But to the prisons of Dartmoor was transferred the scene of its completion. Americans, armed in defense of their soil, their Constitution, and natural rights, were too invincible to the "veteran” conquerors of the East. Prisoners of war in confinement, and without arms, were selected as the objects upon which they might glut their malice. 

We have heard much from a certain class of our politicians of the burning of Newark and St. David's; but little have they said of the destruction of Buffalo, of Washington City, or the massacre of our unfortunate countrymen at Dartmoor; and that little has been directed to the justification of the perpetrators. The conflagration of our Capitol, with the appendages of art and taste, and even









the slaughter of our countrymen, could not excite in those minds one feeling of indignation; whilst the unauthorised destruction of a few houses, within the territorial limits of our enemy, not only excited their warmest sympathies for the enemy, but their foulest denunciations of our own Government.

We might here attempt a comparison of the treatment of each Government to their prisoners. But the contrast is so evident, that we shall commit it to our readers without remark.

Where is the American, whose feelings do not become indignant, after a full and dispassionate view of all the circumstances connected with this savage transaction - Though we may again be, told, that Great Britain is the “Bulwark of our Religion;" yet it may be hoped, that few, indeed, will be found to worship in a temple stained with the blood of their countrymen or consign their consciences to the keeping of the upholders of the temple of Juggernaut, or the restorers of Papal power.

Though our policy as an Independent Republic is pacific, yet should our rights again be assailed, and future wars ensue, WE WILL REMEMBER DARTMOOR!

The night following the shocking massacre was spent in deep disquietude. As we knew not what had actually occasioned this, in some degree, deliberate slaughter, so we were filled with anxiety as to its final termination. The horrors of Paris, under Robespiere, rose to view, and deprived us of sleep; or if wearied nature got a moment's relief, many waked up screaming with the impression, that they were under the hands of a murderer dressed in red.

The gates of our prison were closed up in the morning, and each one seemed describing to his neighbor what he had seen and heard; and every one execrating the villain who had occasioned the mas

In the course of the day, a British colonel, whom we had never before seen, appeared at the inner gate, attended by the detestible Shortland, who was pale and haggard like ordinary murderers. The colonel asked us, generally, What was the cause of this unhappy state of things? We related some particulars as well as we could; but all united in accusing Capt. Thomas Shortland of deliberate murder. On Shortland's denying some of the ac
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cusations, the colonel turned round to him, and said, in a very serious tone, “Sir, you have no right to speak at this time." Upon which I thought the valiant captain would have fainted. doubtless, thought of an halter. The colonel went to the other yards, and received, as we were informed, statements not materially differing from what he first heard. The colonel's manner left an agreeable impression on our minds. He appeared to be seriously grieved, and desirous to find out the truth.

The next day major general Brown came up from Plymouth in the forenoon, and made some trifling inquiries in the afternoon. Soon after came admiral Rowley, and a captain in the navy, whose name I do not remember. They went into the military walk over the gates, when the space below was soon filled with prisoners. The admiral did not impress us quite so agreeably as the colonel, who seemed to speak and look his own good feelings; while the former appeared to have got his lesson, and have come prepared to question us, like an attorney rather than like a frank and open sea

The admiral informed the prisoners that he was appointed by the commander in chief at Plymouth to inquire, whether the prisoners had any cause for complaint against the British government, as to their PROVISIONS? There ensued a short silence, until our countryman, Mr. Colton, a man who was neither intimidated by rank, nor disconcerted by parade, answered him and said, that “the affair of provisions was not the occasion of their present distress and anxiety, but that it was the horrid massacre of their unoffending and unresisting countrymen, whose blood cried from the ground, like the blood of Abel, for justice. We have nothing now to say about our provisions; that is but a secondary concern. Our cry is for due vengeance on the murderer Shortland, to expiate the horrors of the 6th of April. We all complain of his haughty, unfeeling, and tyrannical conduct, at all times, and on all occasions.”—“THAT WE HAVE NOTHING TO DO WITH," said the admiral, and then repeated the former question, relative to the British
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government and the provisions; to which Mr. Colton replied in a still more exasperated tone of accusation against the murderer and the murder. “Then you do not,” said the admiral, “complain of the British government for detaining you here?” “By no means, said our spokesman, “the prisoners, one and all, ascribe our undue attention here, to a neglect of duty in our own agent, Mr. Beasley.” "Then I hope," said the admiral, “that you 

will all remain tranquil. I lament AS MUCH AS you, the unfortunate occurrence that has taken place." Upon this, Mr. Colton mentioned particularly the murder of the boy who was shut up in No. 4, after the prisoners were all driven in through the doors, and averred that he was killed by the direct order of a British officer, who came to the door with some of the guard. “That is the lobster-backed villain," exclaimed a young man, “that stands behind you, sir! who, I heard deliberately order his men to fire on the prisoners, after they had all got into the building. I saw him, and heard him give the orders, and had liked to have been bayonetted myself by his soldiers.” The Admiral looked round on the officer, who reddened almost to a purple, and sneaked away, and was seen no more; and thus ended what was probably called Admiral R's examination into the causes of the massacre!

I know of no examination after this, if such an interview may be called an examination; for on the — of April, myself and a few others were set at liberty. We had made application the night before, and passed the night in sleepless anxiety. At 10 o'clock orders were sent down to collect our things. We dare not call our wretched baggage, by any other than the beggarly name of "duds." In consequence of this order, the turnkey conveyed us to the upper gate, where we remained a while fluttering between fear and hope. At length the sergeant of the guard came, and opened the gate, and conducted us to the guard-room, where our fears began to dissipate and our hopes to brighten. When the clerk entered, he must have seen anxiety in our countenances, and was disposed











to sport with our feelings. He put on a grave and solemn phiz, mixed with a portion of the insolence of office, as if he were about to read our death-warrants, while we cast a look of misery at each other. At length, with apparent reluctance, he vouchsafed to hand to each of us, like a miser paying a debt, the dear delicious paper, the evidence of our liberty! on which was written, “by order of the transport board.” This was enough. We devoured it with our eyes, clinched it fast in our fists, laughed, capered, jumped, screamed, and kicked

up 
    the dirt like so many 


mad men; and away we started for Princetown, looking back as we ran, every minute, to see if our Cerberus with his bloody jaws, was not at our heels. At every step we took from the hateful prison, our enlarged souls expanded our lately cramped bodies. At length we attained a rising ground; and O, how our hearts did swell within us at the sight of the OCEAN! that ocean that washed the shores of our dear America, as well as those of England. After taking breath, we talked in strains of rapture to each other. This ground, said I, belongs to the British; but that ocean, and this air, and that sun, are as much ours as theirs; or as any other nations. They are blessings to that nation which knows best how to deserve and enjoy them. May the arm of bravery secure them all to us, and to our children forever. Long and dismal as our captivity has been, we declared with one voice, that should our government again arm and declare war for “free trade and sailors' rights, we would, in a moment, again try the tug of war, with the hard hearted Britons; but with the fixed resolution of never being taken by them alive; or, at least, unwounded, or unmutilated. I see, I feel that the love of country is our “ruling passion”; and it is this that has and will give us the superiority in battle, by land and by sea, while the want of it will cause some folks to recoil before the American bayonet and bullets, as the British did at Chippewa, Erie, Plattsburg and New Orleans.




While the British prisoner retires from our places of confinement









in good health, and with unwilling and reluctant step, we, half famished Americans, fly from theirs as from a pestilence, or a mine just ready to explode. If the British cannot alter these feelings in the two nations, her power will desert her, while that of America will increase.




After treading the air, instead of touching the ground, we found ourselves at the Devonshire Arms in Princetown, where the comely bar-maid appeared more than mortal. The sight of her rosy cheeks, shining hair, bright eyes, and pouting lips, wafted our imaginations, in the twinkling of an eye, across the Atlantic to our own dear country of pretty girls. I struck the fist of my right hand into the palm of my left, and cried out—“0, for an horse with wing8!" The girl stared with amazement, and concluded, I guess, that I was mad; for she looked as if she said to herself—“poor crazy ladl who ever saw a horse with wings?”

We called for some wine, and filling our glasses, drank to the power, glory and honor, and everlasting happiness of our beloved country; and after that to all the pretty girls in America. During this, we, now and then, looked around us, to be certain that all this was not a dream, and asked each other if they were sure there was no red coat watching our movements, or surly turn-key listening to our conversation? and whether what we saw were really the walls of an house, where ingress and egress were equally free? It is inconceivable how we are changed by habit. Situations and circumstances ennoble the mind or debase it.




From what I myself experienced, and saw in others, on the day we left our hateful prison, I do not wonder that sudden transitions from the depressing effects of imprisonment, sorrow, chagrin, impatience, or feelings bordering on despair, to that of liberty and joy, should so affect the vital organs, as to bring on a fatal spasm, or that the sudden exhilarations of the animal spirits, might produce phrenzy. We were animated anew with a moderate portion of









generous liquor; but absolutely intoxicated with joy. We asked a thousand questions without waiting for an answer. In the midst of our rapture we had a message from Shortland, who seemed to be afraid that we should be so near him, and yet out of his power, that if we did not hasten our march on to Plymouth, he would have us brought back to prison. At the sound of his hateful name, and the idea of his person, we started off like so many wild Zebras. We, however, stepped a little out of the road to an eminence, to take another, and a last look of the Dartmoor dépôt of misery, when we saw waving over it, the American flag, like the colors sans tache, waving over the walls of Sodom and Gomorrha. We gave three cheers, and then resumed our road to Plymouth, where we soon after arrived. 

While dining at the inn, an old man, in the next room, hearing we were Americans, came in, and asked us if we knew his son who lived in America, and mentioned his name. Yes, said one of my companions; he is a mechanic; I think a carpenter—I know him very well, and he is a very clever fellow. The old man caught hold of him, and shook him by the hand as if he would shake his arm off. “Yes, yes, you are right, my son is a ship carpenter, and it almost broke my heart when he went off to seek his fortune in a far country.” In the fulness of his heart, the poor old man offered to treat us with the best liquor the house afforded; but we all excused ourselves and declined his generosity. This would have been carrying the joke too far, for neither of us ever had any knowledge of his son. We felt happy; and we thought, if we thought at all, that we would make the old man happy also. The English and Americans are equally addicted to bantering, hoaxing, quizzing, humming, or by whatever ridiculous name we may denote this more than ridiculous folly. I never heard that the French, Germans, Spaniards, or Italians were addicted to this unbenevolent wit, if cowardly imposition can merit that name.

As we strolled through Plymouth we gazed at every thing we









saw, as if we had just fallen into it from the moon.

In staring about we lost our way, and accosted a grave-looking elderly man, who directed us. As we asked him several questions, he thought he had a right to ask one of us; when, to our surprise, he asked us if we had any gold to sell? We now perceived that we had taken for our director one of the sons of Abraham, whose home is no where, and that he took us to be either privateersmen or pickpockets. Piqued at this, we thought we would be even with him, and we asked him if his name was not Shortland? He said no. We asked him if he had no relations of that name. He enquired if dat Shortland yas Jew or Christian? We told him he was neither one or the other. Den, said Moses, he must be Turk; for dere be but three sort of peoples in the vorld; and this set us a laughing at the expence of the despised Israelite, until we lost him in some of the dirty alleys of this noisy seaport.

I slept that night at the Exchange Coffee House. It was so long since I had been cut off from the decencies of life, that I could hardly be said to enjoy them. I could not, at first, reconcile myself to the civil attention of servants and waiters. At the hour of sleep, I was shown to such a bed as I used to sleep on in my father's house.—But who would believe it, that my predominant misery during this night, was a feather bed and a pillow, rendered uneasy because it was as soft as down! Yes, astonished reader! I felt about as uneasy in a feather bed, as Mr. Beasley, or any other fine London gentleman would, at laying on a plank, or the ballast of a transport. Such is the power of habit, and such the effect of custom.

The next morning before I left my bed, I pondered over the events and conduct of the preceding day, but not with satisfaction, or self approbation. The seventh chapter of Ecclesiastes came fresh to my mind. I said to myself, adversity and constraint are more favourable to wisdom, than liberty and prosperity; or to express

it in better words—“sorrow is better than laughter, for by 









the sadness of the countenance the heart is made better; and for this maxim of wisdom we are indebted to a Jew.




We remained a fortnight longer in Plymouth, and learnt by degrees to relish civility. We were kindly noticed by several good people, who seemed to be rather partial to us Americans than otherwise. While there, I heard but very little uttered against America, or Americans. We were spoken to, and treated infinitely better than at Halifax. By the time of our embarkation, which was the 23d of April, 1815, we felt considerable attachment to the people about us.

We arrived at New York the 7th of June following, without any thing occurring in the passage worth committing to paper, unless it be to record the striking contrast in our feelings in our passage to, and FROM England.

My sensations on first setting my foot once more on my native soil, were such as I have not power to describe. Tears gushed from my eyes, and had I not been ashamed, I should have kneeled down and kissed the earth of the UNITED STATES. I believe similar sensations, more or less, fill the bosom of every American, on returning to his own country from British captivity. It is hardly possible that I shall, so long as my faculties remain entire, forget the horrors of the British transports, and several scenes and sufferings at Dartmoor Prison: yet I hope to be able, before I quit this world of contention, to forgive the contempts, the contumely, the starvations and filthiness inflicted on me and on my countrymen, by an unfeeling enemy, while we remained in his power as prisoners of war, at Halifax, on ship board, and at Dartmoor.




RETURN we, from this gloomy view, 
To native scenes, of fairer hue. 
Land of our fires ! the Hero's home! 
Weary and sick, to thee we come; 
 The heart fatigued with foreign woes, 
On thy fair bosom seeks repose. 
COLUMBIA ! hope of future times ! 










 Thou wonder of surrounding climes ! 
 Thou last and only resting place 
Of Freedom's persecuted race! 
Hail to thy consecrated domes ! 
 Thy fruitful fields, and peaceful homes; 
 The hunter, thus, who long has toild 
O’er mountain rude, and forest wild, 
 Turns from the dark and cheerless way, 
Where howls the savage beast of prey, 
 To where yon curls of smoke aspire, 
Where briskly burns his crackling fire; 
 Towards his cot delighted moves, 
 Cheered by the voice of those he loves, 
And welcomed by domestic smiles, 
 Sings cheerly, and forgets his toils. 





POSTSCRIPT.




SOME, to whom I had shown my Journal in manuscript, have thought that I had, now and then, expressed my feelings too unguardedly against some of the subjects of Great Britain, and some of my own countrymen. In consequence of this friendly remark, I have struck out a few passages, but have not been able to comply with all the wishes of my connexions. But, after all, had a political cant phrase or two been omitted some good people would have been gratified, and the publication not the worse for it. I have severely suffered, felt keenly, and expressed myself honestly, and without malice. I may not have made due allowance for the conduct of certain officers and agents. I may not have entered, as far as I ought, into their situations; and there might have been reasons and excuses, that my chafed feelings prevented me from attending to. If so, the cool and candid reader, both here, and on the other side of the Atlantic, will make that allowance which I could hardly make myself. I must, nevertheless, maintain, that I have expressed the feelings of the moment, and cannot now honestly alter my language; for whenever my soul calls up many occurrences in my captivity, my tongue and my pen will be found the faithful organs of my feelings.




I have endeavored to give due credit to the humane conduct of several sailors, soldiers, and private subjects of the enemy. But, if, at this period of peace, when it may be supposed that resentment was cooled down, I try to obliterate the impressions made by cruelty and by contempt, and find I cannot, then must









the reader take it as a trait of the imperfect character of a young man, on whose mind adversity has not had its best effect.

If an animosity actually exists between the English and Americans, do you mend the matter by denying the fact? This animosity has been avowed to exist, within a few months past, in the parliament of England. The following article is extracted from a London paper. In a debate, (Feb. 14th, 1816) a inember said, “the spirit of animosity in America, would justify an increase of the naval force in the West Indies." This called up Lord Castlereagh, who said—“As to America, if it is said great prejudices exist there against us, it must be recollected that great prejudices exist here against her. It was,” he said, “his most ardent wish to discountenance this feeling on both sides, and to promote between the two nations feelings of reciprocal amity and regard."




What has occasioned this avowed animosity in us towards the British? Our merchants, generally, feel not this animosity; neither is it to be found, in a great degree, amongst our legislators. How came we by it? Our sailors and our soldiers, who have been in British prisons, and on board British men of war, and transports, have brought with them this animosity home to their families and their friends. They tell them their own stories in their own artless, and sometimes exaggerated way, and these are reported with, probably, high coloring, whereas, I have made it a point of honor, a matter of conscience, and a rule of justice, to adhere to truth; and am contented that the British reader should say all that fairness admits, to soften down the coloring of some picture of British barbarity, provided he does not attempt to impeach my veracity.

Besides individual animosity, there may possibly be a lurking national one, thinly covered over with the fashionable mantle of courtesy. The conflicting interests of the two nations may endanger peace. The source of national aggrandizement in both nations, is commerce; and the high road to them the ocean. We and the British are travelling the same way, in keen pursuit of the same objects; and it is scarcely probable that we shall be preserved in a state of peace by abstract love of justice.

I have been disposed to allow that the conduct of our countrymen, while on board the prison ships and at Dartmoor, was, at times provoking to the British officers set over them, but never malignant, much less, bloody. It could be always traced to a spirit of fun and frolic, which our people indulge in beyond all others in the world, and this ought to be considered as one of the luxuriant shoots of our tree of liberty; for it is too harsh to call it an excrescence. It shows the strength, depth and extent of its roots, and the richness of the soil.









This Journal has not been published to increase the animosity now subsisting between the American and British people. So far from it, the writer pleases himself with the idea that this publication may remedy the evils complained of, or mitigate them; and cut off the source of deep complaint against the English, for their treatment of prisoners, should war rage again between the two nations. If the present race of Britons have not become indifferent to a sense of national character, their government will take measures to wipe off the stain from her garments. Let the nations of Europe inquire how the Americans treat their prisoners of war. If we treat them with barbarity publish our disgrace to the wide world, and speak of us accordingly. Let them, at the same time, inquire how the English treated those of us who have had the great misfortune of falling into their hands; and let them be spoken of accordingly. My serious opinion is, that this little book will aid the great cause of humanity.




Although I, with some thousands of my countrymen, were inclosed in a large prison during the greater part of the war, it fared with us as with those people who seldom go out of their houses, who hear more news than those who are abroad in the world. It was, however, pretty much all of one sort; for we seldom saw any other American news papers, than those of the federal, or opposition party. These were generally filled with abuse of the PRESIDENT, and of the government generally, and with praises of the English, which, in our situation, producd a strong sensation, as our support, our protection, our pride, our honor were identified in the person of the President, and his administration. The efforts of the federal party in Massachusetts to embarrass and tie the hands of our government, and disgrace its brave officers, created in us all a hatred of the very name of federalism. I record the fact, and appeal to all the prisoners who have now returned home, to confirm my assertion, and I declare I have erased not a little on this head out of courtesy to a large and sanguine party, who have erred, and strayed from the right way, by not knowing the true character of the English.




I feel no animosity, or disrespect to any gentleman of the federal, or opposition party; but they must excuse me for remarking that their conduct, and their sentiments, as they appeared in messages, proclamations, speeches and resolves, and their combinations for withholding loans of money from government, with their denunciations of a war, waged professedly, and as we knew, really, for "Sailors' Rights," made an impression on our minds so decidedly against the federalists, that the very term, federalism, was with us all, without one single exception, a term of deep reproach. Let him who doubts it ask any prisoner who made a part of the six thousand confined in England during the two years of









our late bitter war with England, and he will be satisfied that I have "nothing extenuated, or set down aught in malice.” 

I hope and pray for union among ourselves; and that all party names and distinctions, may be lost in that of AMERICANS.

"Henceforth let Whig and Tory cease, 
 And turn all party rage to peace; 
 Rouse and revive your ancient glory, 
 UNITE, and drive the world before you!" 





THE END
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EDITOR'S PREFACE




T 




HE Lincoln Bibliography, published in 1906 by Judge Daniel Fish, contains (with its supplement) about 1500 items. There are certainly 200, and perhaps 300, not listed by him:

making a total of seventeen or eighteen hundred books, pamphlets, newspapers, magazines, broadsides, etc., all relating, in whole or part, to the “Great Emancipator.”

Some of these are extremely scarce; others, while not so scarce, are practically unknown to the public, often because the character of the publication is such that no one would think to find in it an article upon Mr. Lincoln.

In this, the first of our series (for we expect to print two or more in addition), the opening article is taken from the publication which it is said Mr. Lincoln referred to as the third force which put down the Rebellion—the Nasby Papers, by David R. Locke, for many years editor of the Toledo Blade. All of the President's biographers refer to his keen appreciation of Nasby's humor, and his frequent reading of selections from the book, to members of the Cabinet, or distinguished visitors. The original is now very scarce.

The second is from a publication practically unknown to Americans, though Mr. Goddard's letters to the Birmingham papers were of such great value to the Union cause that he was warmly congratulated by Charles Francis Adams, our Minister to England, John Bright, and other representative men.

The third is the record of the action of the Union League of Philadelphia, upon the occasion of the assassination. Originally printed as a pamphlet, chiefly for the members, it is now very scarce, and has never before been reprinted.









The fourth is Lowell's famous article on Mr. Lincoln's Message (commonly called “The President's Policy”), published in the North American Review of January, 1864.

This number of the Review is very scarce, and copies of the article in separate form have sold as high as $85.
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HAS AN INTERVIEW WITH THE PRESIDENT




CHURCH OF ST.

Nov., '63. FELT it my dooty to visit Washinton. The misarable condishon the Dimocrisy find themselves into sinse the elecshen makes it nessary that suthin be did, and therefore I determind

to see wat cood be effectid by a persnel inteview with the Presdent.

Interdoosin myself, I opened upon him delikitly, thus: “Linkin,” sez I, “ez a Dimocrat, a free-born Dimocrat, who is prepard to die with neetnis and dispatch, and on short notis, fer the inalienable rite of free speech-Knoin also that you er a goriller, a feendish ape, a thirster after blud, I speek.

"Speek on,” sez he.

“I am a Ohio Dimocrat,” sez I, “who has repoodiatid Valandigum."

“Before or sinse the elecshin did you repoodiate him?” sez he. “Sinse,” retorted I.

"I thot so," sed he. “I would hed dun it too, hed I bin you," continuered he, with a goriller-like grin.

"We air now in favor uv a viggerus prosecushen uv the war, and we want you to so alter yoor polisy that we kin act with you, corjelly,” sez I.

"Say on,” sez he. "I will. We dont want you to change yoor polisy materially.









We air modrit. Anxshus to support yoo, we ask yoo to adopt the follerin' triflin' changis:

Restoar to us our habis corpusses, as good ez new.

Arrest no moar men, wimmin and children fer opinyun's saik. Repele the ojus confisticashen bill, wich irrytaits the Suthern mind and fires the Suthern hart.

Do away with drafts and conskripshens.

Revoak the Emansipashen proclamashen, and give bonds that you'll never ishoo another. Do

away with tresury noats and such, and pay nuthin but gold. Protect our dawters from nigger eqwality.

Disarm yoor nigger soljers, and send back the niggers to ther owners, to conciliate them.

Offer to assoom the war indetednis uv the South, and plej the Guvernment to remoonerate our Suthern brethren fer the losses they hev sustaned in this onnatral war.

Call a convenshen uv Suthern men and sech gileless Northern men ez F. Peerce, J. Bookannun, Fernandough Wood and myself, to agree upon the terms of reunion.

"Is that all?" sez the goriller.

"No," sez I, promptly. “Ez a garantee uv good faith to us, we shel insist that the best haff uv the orifises be given to Dimocrats who repoodiate Valandigum. Do this, Linkin, and you throw lard ile on the trubbled waters. Do this and you rally to yoor support thowsends uv noble Dimocrats who went out uv offis with Bookannun, and hev bin gittin ther whisky on tick ever sinse. We hev maid sakrifises. We hev repoodiated Valandigum—we care not ef he rots in Canady-we are willin to jine the war party, reservin to ourselves the poor privilidge uv dictatin how and on what prin









sipples it shel be carried on. Linkin! Goriller! Ape! I hev dun.”

The President replide that he wood give the matter serious considerashen. He wood menshen the idee uvresinin to Seward, Chais and Blair, and wood address a serculer to the Postmasters et settry, an see how menny uv em wood be willin' to resine to acommodait Dimocrats. He had no doubt sevral wood do it to wunst. “Is ther any littel thing I kin do fer you?”

“Nothin pertikler. I wood accept a small Post orfis, if sitooatid within ezy range uv a distilry. My politikle daze is well-nigh over. Let me but see the old party wunst moar in the assendency—let these old eyes onct moar behold the Constooshen ez it is, the Union ez it wuz, and the Nigger ware he ought 2 be, and I will rap the mantel of privit life arownd me, and go in2 delirum tremens happy. I hev no ambishen. I am in the sear and yaller leef. These whitnin lox, them sunken cheak, warn me that age and whisky hev dun ther perfeck work, and that I shell soon go hents. Linkin, scorn not my wurds, I hev sed. Adoo.”

So sayin I wavd my hand impressively and walkd away.
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EDITOR'S PREFACE




The author was a brother of the wife of Rev. Samuel A. May, the eminent Unitarian clergyman and abolitionist of Boston. Residing in Birmingham, England, during the whole period of the Rebellion, he contributed a series of letters to the newspapers of that city, upholding the Union cause, and informing the British people as to the real nature and objects of the secession insurrection. They form a valuable though little-known part of Lincoln literature, and their author truly says, in his Preface: "Being for the most part elicited by the speeches of eminent men and the statements put forth by influential writers, they lay claim to some historic value as replies to these, insomuch as they exhibit the views and bias of the day, and link together a series of events, opinions of men of the time, and phases of political feelings not elsewhere to be learned without extensive and laborious research.”














PRESIDENT LINCOLN AND SLAVERY
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To the Editor of the Daily Post: 

IR: “Young Birmingham” raises his voice to stay the attempt on the part of his townsmen to encourage President Lincoln in his efforts to emancipate the slaves.

He thinks emancipation not desirable if it be effected through “political trickery.” He thinks a Union which has countenanced slavery heretofore not worth preserving without slavery. He hates slavery, both where openly avowed and where shuffled with, and therefore would not aid the President in putting it down, nor oppose the rebels in establishing it. He would not sympathize in Mr. Lincoln's efforts, because Mr. Lincoln's aspirations are not so high and holy as he thinks they should be, and would lend him no aid because he doubts his ability to triumph without aid. He doubts the political right of Mr. Lincoln to war against the establishment of a slave empire, and would not lend him assistance because he is not sincere in prosecuting a doubtful right. He stigmatises the thousands and millions of Abolitionists in America as hypocrites; as pretenders to a sentiment they do not entertain.

Can this young man, in offering these reasons at the present time, be ignorant of the fact that they have been constantly in the mouths of all persons for the last two years, who have been true to one idea, viz: that of assisting to build up a Slave Empire? Can he be ignorant that, until these reasons had been worn threadbare and their worthlessness exposed, the proposal to address the President was not agitated? Is he so conceited in his own opinion as not to be conscious of the shameful impertinence of stigmatizing the tens of thousands of Abolitionists in America, who had grown gray in the cause before he was born, the position, the intelligence,









and the sincerity of many of whom place them at the head of the noble

army of philanthropists, as hypocrites! No doubt his appeal to his fellow-townsmen will be as ineffective as his arguments are weak. I will now give some reasons why every labouring man and woman, and every Christian, in Birmingham and in all Great Britain, should sign the address to President Lincoln:




First— Because it is always right to assist in a good cause, whatever the motive of some of the actors in it may be.

Second-Because if President Lincoln succeeds, four millions of human beings and their progeny forever, will be relieved from slavery and beastly degradation.

Third-Because if President Lincoln does not succeed, the fetters of these four millions and their progeny to endless ages, so far as the mind can scan, will be riveted and confirmed, and because if this should occur through the want of our sympathizing aid, the curse of God will rest upon us.

Fourth-Because America, freed from slavery, will offer a happy home, fifty times larger than England, to which the surplus population of Europe can resort for ages to come, and where they can enjoy full protection, free schools, a free church, and undisputed political equality with all classes.




Fifth—Because Mr. Lincoln's cause is just and holy; the cause of truth and universal humanity; and

Sixth-Because, although at times the clouds lower, Christian faith gives the certain expectation that Providence will eventually smile on the cause, and shower blessings upon all who promote it.

                        An Old INHABITANT OF BIRMINGHAM. 
January 10, 1868. 





MR. LINCOLN'S PROCLAMATION




To the Editor of the Daily Gazette: 

Sir—You have stated in the Gazette of to-day that "Mr. Lincoln's Emancipation proclamation could not be based upon any









broad principles of humanity, for humanity knows no material boundaries,” and that "it was remarkably objectionable, inasmuch as it declared freedom to slaves whom Mr. Lincoln's armies could not reach, and left in slavery those whose freedom his soldiers could achieve and maintain."




I wish, with your permission, to reply, first, that, with respect to the dogma that "humanity knows no material boundaries,” it may be said that obedience to law is perhaps the highest evidence of an advanced state of civilization and of humane rule; and that it is in the interests of humanity that rulers should abide by law, not trespassing upon it, but directing their efforts to its revision when it appears opposed to the dictates of humanity; therefore, if this be true, Mr. Lincoln, in abiding by law, has not evinced that his proclamation was not the result of a high order of humanity; and, secondly, with respect to the second portion of the quotation, the opinion there advanced has been so often and so conclusively shown to be erroneous, I cannot find any justification for its re-assertion by any well-informed journalist.

It is truly stated in the article alluded to that "the Emancipation proclamation was a military measure,” for it was only as a military measure that the President had any power #0 issue it. He had no right to apply it to the slave States not in rebellion; no one throughout the whole nation, friend or foe, disputes this; but in the rebel States, as "a military necessity" he had a right, and if up to the present time he has been unable to enforce it throughout those States, it has been his misfortune, not his fault; one of the greatest impediments, however, the cannon and gunpowder supplied from Great Britain. Mr. Lincoln, therefore, in this instance, has followed the dictates of humanity and still kept within the law, and in the case of the slave States not in rebellion, he has kept within the law in not applying the Proclamation to them, and has followed the dictates of humanity in advising them to free their slaves, and









in recommending Congress to indemnify them for so doing. One of these States has already passed a gradual Emancipation act, and others are taking steps in the same direction. Mr. Lincoln has made gigantic strides toward the total abolition of slavery, and his acts will confer lasting honour upon him in the page of history, notwithstanding the cavils of those who, seeking for an excuse for sympathy with pro-slavery oligarchs, and knowing absolutely nothing of the difficulties of the situation, will not accept a good action because, as they assert, it springs from a wrong motive or is not calculated to accomplish all the good which they in their wisdom think should be attained.

England in the Union with Scotland has conceded certain rights to the Scotch Church. In its Union with Ireland, it has also conceded certain rights; the concessions in both instances we will suppose, for argument's sake, being highly offensive to the English conscience. Now, should Scotland rebel, it cannot be doubted that England would have a perfect right to abolish this concession, nor that it would be politic to do so, if its existence were found to retard the march of armies into Scotland to suppress the rebellion. But because the rebellion gave the right to abolish the concession in Scotland, it would give no right to abolish the concession in Ireland, where there had been no rebellion. This, to some extent a parallel case, is, however, weaker, inasmuch as that the slaves are a more material instrument of war, and can be more practically dealt with, than speculative theological opinions.

If, as reported by the correspondent of the Tribune, any United States officers or soldiers assist in returning slaves to their masters, it renders them liable to be cashiered or dismissed from the service in disgrace. It is contrary to an express law of Congress and to the intentions of the President. In fact, it is owing to its being contrary to law that the correspondent points it out; indeed, in one of the three instances named, he represents the actor (who, by the States jacket under an overseer's coat,” all that need be here added









on the subject is that, if such things really do occur, it is high time to send General Butler back to the district. He did not permit such acts of insubordination.




The article on this subject occupies but half a column in the Tribune, while the correspondent gives two columns of other matter in the same paper; from the purport of which a very different state of things would be inferred; and, among other remarks, is one that the judge of a district had decided that “a master could not legally beat a slave, but might be proceeded against for an assault -a very great advance in favour of the slave. All the “horrors,” however, named by the correspondent are trivial in comparison with those which took place, according to the same correspondent, while the rebels had possession. Then slaves were "mummified on the fly-wheel of a steam engine” or “buried alive to the chin and left without food for days”; and it does seem that one must be greatly in want of an excuse for holding a particular opinion, or have peculiar notions in the "interests of humanity,” who can desire to see the establishment of a system which produced the latter horrors, in preference to the present rule, even if it be true that soldiers are occasionally guilty of breaking the law and committing outrages upon the slaves.

“Mr. Charles Sturge,” and others who signed the address, no doubt considered the Proclamation to be issued in good faith, as it certainly was; and they are in no wise amenable to reproach because there are difficulties in the way of its execution, nor is the President. It is a gratuitous assumption, altogether unwarranted by facts, that “the President has, for prudential reasons, permitted these cruelties to be practised.” It is in no respect true; nor is the President responsible for Mr. Greeley's opinion, the correctness of which appears to be generally denied. Mr. Greeley holds, not pertinaciously, but “subject to correction,” as he himself declares, that should the rebel States return to their allegiance, the Proc









lamation would not have affected slaves in the districts where the Government had obtained no military control; while others are of the opinion that, by virtue of the Proclamation, all blacks in the rebel States are now free men, and can no more be enslaved, should the rebellion be put down, than any white citizen of the United States. The Government is bound to protect all its citizens; no one could be enslaved by any State power; and as the law forbids the importation of slaves or of persons to be enslaved, it follows that, under a restoration of the Union, slavery could never be reestablished in the rebel States, nor in any new State, the latter being already prohibited by law. Mr. Greeley and all admit that slaves who come within the military lines of the Government are forever free; so those persons who really wish to see the slaves emancipated must desire to see these military lines extended throughout the whole of the rebel territory.




May 2, 1863.




SAMUEL A. GODDARD.




THE DEATH OF MR. LINCOLN




To the Editor of the Daily Post: 

Sir-As the mind partially recovers from the shock caused by the sad news of yesterday, the thought which arises and the question which all will ask is, what effect will the removal of Mr. Lincoln have upon the foreign and domestic relations of the American nation? 




In attempting to solve this question it must be recollected that Mr. Lincoln did not create the national policy. His policy was created, sustained and enforced by public opinion. He may have modified and shaped it in some respects, but he took no important









step not urged by public opinion through its legal and recognized channels. Indeed, he constantly declared he was but the exponent of the wishes of the nation, being inclined to conservatism because the ruling power in America, “the landed democracy,” is conservative.

The death of Mr. Lincoln does not necessarily effect the removal of a single person in office; nor is there any probability that any change will be made in the Cabinet, further than the appointment of a substitute for Mr. Seward, while he is unable to attend to the duties of office. The Congress is already chosen, and, having a much larger majority of the dominant party than the last, it is not likely to enforce, nor even to recommend, a different line of policy to that hitherto pursued.

With respect to the new President, he was nominated by the same convention that nominated Mr. Lincoln, chosen by the same party, and received about the same number of votes; which should be conclusive of his fitness for the office to which he was elected. He had been before the public, and those who nominated him, fifteen years as a Representative and Senator to Congress, and three years as military governor of Tennessee, appointed by Mr. Lincoln. Born in a slave State, he was not originally an Abolitionist, but, witnessing the evils of slavery, he adhered to the Union on the breaking out of the rebellion, and became an advocate of universal Emancipation. The fault that has been found with him, and over which an outcry is raised, is that he was to some extent under the influence of drink at the time of his inauguration. This is to be lamented; but it may here be noticed that those who are foremost in casting stones at him are not teetotalers, but persons whose gauge of drinking morality is the quantity they can “stand under” without exposing their position'. It is now, however, understood that Mr. Johnson's state on the day of inauguration arose from a medical prescription administered to recruit exhausted nature,




1 Condition.









but which proved too much for his temporary weak state. Mr. Johnson is reported to be a man of ability, thoroughly in favor of the total abolition of slavery, a staunch supporter of the Union, and it may be fully expected that he will fill the office to which he is called creditably to himself and the nation. His mode of accepting the Presidency has already created a favourable impression, and no doubt he will pursue the course marked out by Mr. Lincoln, except that, in consequence of the outrage now deplored, he may be less lenient to rebels who may be brought to trial and condemned than Mr. Lincoln would have been.




It would be ungenerous and unjust not to acknowledge the universal sympathy that is felt and expressed throughout this nation, with respect to the sad calamity which has overtaken the American nation and people. It is apparently as general and sincere as it would have been had a like calamity occurred to any of its people outside the Royal family. An effort, however, is making by those writers who sided with the rebels to create distrust in the future by predicting great misfortunes to America, through the imputed infirmity and unfitness for office of the new President. Some suppose that Grant or Sherman must take command, and others that the people will insist on the President's resigning, and others that the Congress will turn him out; which suppositions are so purely nonsensical that it is unnecessary further to notice them. If these writers had a wholesome recollection of past errors, they would not forget how they abused and ridiculed Mr. Lincoln without cause, and would avoid falling again into like error.

On the whole, therefore, it may be regarded as certain that there will be no material change of policy. The surrender of Johnston's army and of Mobile will soon be heard of, and that will about end the war. The Emancipation Proclamation will be adhered to; the rebel States will be reorganized rapidly; and twenty-seven States, the required number, possibly thirty-one, will ratify the









amendment to the Constitution forever prohibiting slavery throughout the land. A better system of direct taxation will be adopted, the Customs duties will be revised and placed upon a more liberal footiny, and the national resources will be directed to the rapid extinction of the expenses of the war.

This attack upon Mr. Lincoln and Mr. Seward, so unmeaning and fruitless in every possible view that can be taken of it, may have been planned by a few individuals only; but it is the legitimate fruit of the institution of slavery, familiarity with which so demoralizes and brutalizes the mind as to render it defiant of law and morality. This event should be a warning to separate from the accursed thing; to countenance neither it nor its abettors; and not to rest until this longstanding and unspeakable disgrace is banished from the face of the Earth.

SAMUEL A. GODDARD. April 27, 1865.




THE ASSASSINATION OF MR. LINCOLN




To the Editor of the Daily Post: 

Sir—When great crimes are committed, the welfare of society requires they should be traced to their source, and that while the actual perpetrators are not allowed to escape, the instigators should not go unpunished. Charity seeks to exonerate the leaders in the American rebellion from complicity in the murder of Mr. Lincoln, but charity is often unreasoning, and too much inclined to shield the guilty

The following article from a New York paper, the Iron Age, of 20th ult., puts the foul act upon

its 
   proper footing; 


it being but the sequence of innumerable acts in reality as heinous. The bombardment of Sumter was a stab at the life not of an individual only, but at that of thousands, and of the nation. A greater crime could









hardly be committed, but it gave the death-blow to Slavery, which the murder of Mr. Lincoln buries in everlasting oblivion. Is not the finger of Providence clearly discernible in these events?

Mr. Lincoln had finished his mission. He was of too kindly a nature to deal with conquered rebels; and nought but his death would have insured a full acknowledgment of his merits. A sterner nature was required to establish permanent peace and concord. The world is to be taught, and individuals everywhere are to be taught, that there is no greater crime against society than wanton, careless rebellion, especially for a wicked purpose. The originators of such a rebellion can hardly go unpunished-expatriation is the lightest sentence they should receive.

And here it may not be out of place to call attention to the Punch of this week. Has not the public been told continuously by me during the past four years that the cartoons in Punch, illustrative of the acts of the President, taught falsehood and not truth?—and how fully does Punch confirm this in its lines on the subject this week, one of the most wonderful productions of the day. Will the Times turn these lines into prose, and apply them to itself? What a proper and truthful act it would be!

SAMUEL A. GODDARD. May 6, 1865.




The article which Mr. G. refers to, from the Iron Age, N. Y., April 20, 1865.




THE BARBARISM OF SLAVERY We do not say, nor do we think, that Davis and Breckinridge, Benjamin, Hunter and Stephens and the other prominent leaders of the rebellion, either procured or sanctioned the murder of the President. On the contrary, we doubt not its occurrence has caused them terror and confusion. But this is not because of any moral complexion to this guilt from which these men would shrink, but because they know how to calculate its dire effects upon themselves and their evil cause.

But these men are none the less responsible for the fearful crime. It is the natural result of all their teachings, the fittest illustration of the barbarism of slavery of which they are the advocates, even in the moment of its









death. The spirit that for years asserted a brutal terrorism in the South, debauching the morals and debasing the conscience of an entire people, so that the filthiest crimes were committed not only without remorse, but without effort at concealment; the spirit that nerved the arm of Brooks to strike down Sumner with an assassin's purpose, and then palliated or justified the act; the spirit that controlled the rebel conduct of the war from the very first, that sanctioned the massacre of Fort Pillow and ordered the slow tortures of Libby Prison; the same spirit of unscrupulous tolerance of brutal violence, of fiendish hate, was manifested in Booth, the last champion and defender of slavery, when he murdered the beloved President of the United States. We seek not to lessen his responsibility; his appalling crime we know stands without a parallel, but we trace it to its polluted source, and we find it slavery. 

Two men, with the prescience of prophets, had testified of the "irrepressible conflict” between Slavery and Freedom, which was inevitable, and proclaimed that it must go on until America was “all slave or all free.” It was fitting that in their own persons should be vindicated the truth of their philosophy, and that in them the conflict with Slavery, of which they were able philosophers and guides, should find its culminating point. The assassin of the President did his work more skilfully than the assassin of the Secretary, but in the purpose of slavery and in the eye of Heaven, they both were murdered: murdered, too, in a manner becoming the character of their murderer; the one by the assassin's bullet in the back, without forewarning, without possibility of defence; the other stabbed as he lay helpless on his bed of weakness. But let all the world rejoice in knowing that it was the last effort of the dying monster. Henceforth the man who dares to lift his voice in defence or palliation of slavery will be regarded as an accomplice in this transcendent crime. The conscience and the judgment of the people alike demand that slavery be at once and completely extirpated; and the nation's heart feels by an unerring instinct that the true murderer of Abraham Lincoln and William H. Seward is the Slave Power, of which the leaders of the rebellion are the exponents and the head.




THE LINCOLN MEETING




No better proof of the value of Mr. Goddard's letters could be found than the fact that at a meeting of the Birmingham workingmen, held at the Odd Fellows' Hall in May, 1865, a vote of thanks was given him for their publication. The following is a copy of his acknowledgment of the secretary's notice to that effect:









me.




Mr. Geo. Bill, Hon. Sec'y, fc. 

DEAR Sır: I am favoured with your note of this date, informing me of a vote of thanks that was passed at a meeting of the workingmen of Birmingham and its district, held at the Odd Fellows' Hall, for my letters on the American Rebellion, which have appeared from time to time in the Daily Post, and for the information contained therein. This vote of thanks is especially gratifying to

I regard the workingmen as brethren of the brave and true men of America who have been fighting the battle of Freedom there, the battle of labour; for the right of every one, however humble in position, whatever may be the colour of his skin or the hardness of his hands, to enjoy the fruits of his own labours; who have been fighting against the attempt, by an unscrupulous slave oligarchy, to establish despotic rule, not only over the black labourer but the white labourer -keeping one in perpetual bondage and the other in abject subjection. That the latter was the intention as well as the former is rendered unquestionable by indisputable evidence. At this moment the world in its prospects is two centuries in advance of the position it would have occupied had the Slave Power prevailed. The strength of the loyal people of America in the late contest, the wonderful power displayed both in a military and financial point of view, consists in the fact that the Government is every man's Government. None considered they were fighting for Mr. Lincoln, none have considered they were lending money to Mr. Lincoln, but all have regarded Mr. Lincoln simply as the chosen man to carry out the behests of the Nation, and consequently of each individual comprising the Nation. The workingmen of England under like circumstances would have acted in like manner. Wherever in America workingmen from England have gone, wherever they or their descendants have invaded the forest or the prairie, the schoolhouse has been reared and the Christian meeting-house has been established. The State of Illinois, which was a wilderness when Birkbeck and Flower went there, only a few years ago, say 1818, now contains twelve thousand free schools. This the workingman has done. Mr. Lincoln was the type of what workingmen will accomplish under circumstances which it is their right to enjoy. Enfranchisement with them does not lead to mobocracy, but to an enlightened conservatism, and this history confirms. The sympathy shown by the working classes and by all classes, and by the Queen (who is as popular in America as in England) in the terrible bereavement to which the American people have been subject, will occasion a profound impression there, and will long be remembered. I am very truly your obedient servant,

SAMUEL A. GODDARD.
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PROCEEDINGS




MEETING OF THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS




A




T a special meeting of the Board of Directors of the Union League of Philadelphia, held April 15, 1865, immediately after information had been received of the murder of the

President of the United States, Mr. J. Gillingham Fell, President, called the meeting to order in the following terms:

Gentlemen: I have called you together for the purpose of announcing officially the awful calamity which has befallen the nation in the assassination of its Chief Magistrate. At this critical period, when we have so much need of his ability, disciplined judgment and patriotism, we are overwhelmed by the suddenness and terrible circumstances of his death. We stand in wonder at the providence of God, and are made to know that his ways are not our ways. As the mind reverts to his dealings with his people in times past, its thoughts fall naturally upon the history of the great leader of Israel who, after conducting his children through their protracted perils, breathed his last on the brink of the promised land. We mourn our leader with as sincere a sorrow; but we know that the same God who sustained the Hebrews still lives and has placed in the hands of our people the preservation of a great nation. Therefore, while we bow our heads in deep submission, let us address ourselves with energy to the responsibilities thus suddenly thrust upon us. To maintain order, obedience to the laws and respect for the constituted authorities is the immediate duty of every citizen.

On motion of Mr. Morton McMichael, the following Preamble and Resolutions were unanimously adopted:

Whereas, it has pleased Almighty God, in his inscrutable wis









dom, to permit our beloved Chief Magistrate, Abraham Lincoln, to be removed by the hands of an assassin from the sphere of duty which he filled with so much honor to himself and so much profit to the nation; and,

Whereas, by this catastrophe the administration of the National Government has suddenly and most unexpectedly devolved on Andrew Johnson, the chosen Vice President of the people; and,

Whereas, this Board feel, in this first hour since the knowledge of this great change has reached it, the importance of conveying to the new President assurances of the aid which the body it represents, in common with all loyal citizens, will render him in his trying situation; therefore be it

Resolved, That the Union League of Philadelphia have the highest confidence in the patriotism, integrity and ability of Andrew Johnson, now by the providence of God President of the United States, and will give to him in the discharge of the vast responsibilities devolved upon him, the same zealous support which it has always given to his lamented predecessor.

Resolved, That the Secretary be requested to transmit to the President of the United States the Gold Medal of the League, as a proof of its esteem for his merits as a citizen, and its recognition of his claim as the first officer of the Republic.

On motion of Mr. Horace Binney, Jr., it was

Resolved. That the members of the Union League be requested to assemble at Concert Hall on Monday, the 17th instant, at 12 M., to take such action as they may deem necessary in view of the awful calamity which has just befallen the nation.

Resolved. That a committee of three be appointed to prepare a series of resolutions for presentation to the meeting, to be held as before stated, expressive of the sense which the League entertains









of the bereavement the country has sustained, and the duties which are now demanded of the citizens.




The President appointed Messrs. Horace Binney, Jr., Wm. H. Ashhurst, and Charles Gibbons the committee. On motion, adjourned.

GEORGE H. BOKER,

Secretary. 




MEETING OF THE UNION LEAGUE




In pursuance of a call for a Special Meeting, made by the Board of Directors, the members of the Union League of Philadelphia assembled on Monday, April 17, 1865, at 12 M., at Concert Hall.

Mr. McMichael, Vice President, who occupied the chair, opened the meeting as follows:

Members of the Union League: The Board of Directors have invited your presence at this time in order that you may take such action in reference to the events which have recently startled and horrified the country as in your judgment you shall deem most appropriate. It does not need that I should say the occasion of your

is one of more than ordinary solemnity. Less than three short days ago our entire city, in common with all loyal portions of the Union, was jubilant and resonant, for it was stirred to its utmost depths by the prospect of a great deliverance. After four long and weary years, a war almost illimitable in the extent to which it had spread and wholly unparalleled in the magnitude of its sacrifices and its sufferings, had, by wisdom in the cabinet and valor on the field, been brought so near a close that all men saw, and rejoiced in, the peaceful end. As was natural under such circumstances, the thunderous report of holiday artillery shook the morning air; bonfires and illuminations lighted the evening sky;









.




flags and streamers danced gaily on every breeze; unaccustomed hands grasped each other in mutual congratulation; eyes of

young and old alike beamed with delight, and reverent lips thrilled with grateful thanksgiving to Almighty God for the supreme blessing He had vouchsafed. Foremost among the human ahencies by which the grand consummation was realized, all recognized the then President of the United States. To his sagacity, to his skill, to his prudence, to his firmness, to his unflinching adherence to the right, all agreed the final triumph was pre-eminently due, and believed that by the exercise of the same qualities he would guide us safely through any new perils we might be called on to encounter. No wonder, therefore, that all hearts turned towards him with sentiments of earnest affection; no wonder that all tongues spoke of him in words of glowing praise; no wonder that wherever his name was mentioned the shoutings of the exultant people were loudest, and the tumultuous demonstrations of patriotic zeal most vehement and prolonged.

What a change do we witness to-day! Gladness is converted into grief; the sable draperies of woe replace the gorgeous emblems of joy; the din of festive preparation has ceased; the sounds of mirth are no longer heard; over all countenances there is diffused an anxious gloom, and sadness and sorrow sit heavily on all bosoms. For alas! alas! alas! our good, our true, our honest, our noble, our dearly cherished President is dead! dead in his prime, and has not left his peer—and all that was mortal of Abraham Lincoln lies stiff and cold in the White House at Washington, where for so long his genial presence, amid the darkest hours, dispensed a radiant cheerfulness, and in the most trying straits reflected a calm content. My friends, among the many awful crimes for which the authors of this rebellion should suffer the most condign punishment here, and for which, unless the testimonies of Divine retribution are false they must make fearful expiation hereafter, there is none that will count against them so terribly as the deep damnation of his taking offthe foul, base and brutal murder of the best citizen, as well as the









highest officer of the Republic—the fiendish assassination of the gentlest and kindest being that ever administered public affairs, whose daily life, even under the severe pressure of the most arduous duties and the gravest cares, was a constant illustration of charity and love. Already, indeed, the avenging Nemesis is in swift pursuit on their track. Even now while the miserable wretch whom their evil teachings and example wrought [up] to the commission of the blackest of all deeds, skulks and shivers in dreaded anticipation of his doom; now, while the arch-traitor whom they lately hailed as chief like the primal fratricide is a fugitive and a vagabond on the earth; there ascends unto the judgment-seat which they made vacant a sterner ruler, who has been taught by his own wrongs the enormity of their offending, and whose ears are open to hear and his sinews stretched to answer the cry of outraged humanity. And who, in this crisis, shall venture to stay the uplifted hand of justice? Who, contemplating the virtues and the fate of Abraham Lincoln, shall ask for mercy to his slayer? Who, recalling the ravaged fields, the desolated homes, the slaughtered inhabitants of Eastern Tennessee, can hope for forgiveness to the spoilers from Andrew Johnson?




Mr. McMichael then introduced Rev. Phillips Brooks, who offered the following prayer:

Almighty God, the Sovereign Ruler and Commander of the World, in whose hands are power and might which none are able to withstand, we look up to thee for comfort and consolation in this dark hour of bereavement. O Lord of life and light, we invoke thy presence and favor in our midst. The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken away; blessed be the name of the Lord! Lord help us, for we are unable to help ourselves; we look up to thee for strength. We thank thee for the gift of such a President; we thank Thee that thou didst put it into the hearts of this people to choose a man so full of goodness and truth and faithfulness; of patience and









serenity and composure; of such wisdom to perceive the truth, and such a steadfastness to do it. We thank Thee for the earnestness with which he laid hold upon the great purposes set before him, and the calm and wise perseverance with which he followed them. We thank Thee that his eye was permitted to see the first fruits of his labor, in the dawn of returning peace. We thank Thee that as we stand by the grave of so great a President, we can feel that he has been a kindly father to all his people, and that to all alike, from the highest in the land to the poor slave, long trodden under foot, he has proved himself so good a brother and friend. We pray not for vengeance, but for justice. Make bare Thine own arm and do the work that must now be done. Leave us not until every vestige of the accursed thing that has wrought us this fearful wrong be done away. O God! Thou hast Thy martyr for Thy cause; assert that cause until slavery be rooted out from all the borders of our land. We pray for the afflicted family of our beloved President. Comfort them in their sore affliction; lift

up the light of Thy countenance

upon them and give them peace. gracious favor to be bestowed on him who in Thy providence is raised up to rule over this land. Come Thou to him in wisdom and strength. Give him courage and discretion. Make his staff strong, and let the spirit that was in him who was taken away fall upon him.

him. We pray for Thy servant, now lying stricken by the hand of the assassin. Bring him up again from the jaws of death, and suffer us not to lose the advantage of his wisdom and patriotism and zeal for our country's good. We bend our heads before Thee, that Thy consolations may come down upon us. Here, in the presence of the memory of Thy faithful servant, we pledge ourselves anew to Thy service. Hold us up until the great ends of Thy providence be fulfilled, until all the wrong that has cursed our land be righted and the iniquity of our fathers be done away. May none of us hesitate or falter until Thy work is done, and until Thine own peace return and rest upon us.




And we pray

for Thy









The following Preamble and Resolutions were then read by Horace Binney, Jr., Esq.:




An awful event has stricken and shocked the hearts of the members of the Union League of Philadelphia, and of every true friend to his country. Abraham Lincoln, the twice-chosen President of the United States; the unselfish and devoted patriot; the friend of all men; "who never willingly planted a thorn in any man's breast,” while the first rays of the clear sunshine of a consummate victory for the Union were still lighting up his countenance, sitting without a personal guard, which he always rejected, and without a suspicion, which his heart never harbored; in the presence of his wife and family 1 and surrounded by friends and smiles to partake of a public recreation for the gratification of a happy community, has been shot to death by the pistol of a dastardly miscreant, conspirator and assassin.

No personal hostility could have prompted the execrable deed. There never was a man, public or private, who gave less occasion for personal rancor against him. No one ever imputed a fault to him as a public man, but the benignity of his heart, which could hardly come up to the demands of vindictive public justice without pain and reluctance. Personally he could not have been an object of malice. But he personated and represented the Union and its loyal people. The assassin represented the spirit of rebellion, and the great conspiracy against the Union and the Government bequeathed to us by our fathers, and vouchsafed to them by the beneficence of Heaven; and what secession could not achieve against our arms, the infernal malice of the representative assassin has achieved upon the superintending and sustaining head of the Nation.

It is a blessed memory which survives and will ever survive with the name of this noble and courageous President, that while he contemplated even this cruel result to himself, he never suffered the fear of it to disturb him in the onward march of his duty.




Hear his own words in his first Presidential message:




a




“As a private citizen the Executive could not have consented that these institutions shall perish, much less could he in betrayal of so vast and so sacred trust as these free people had confided to him. He felt that he had no moral right to shrink, nor even to count the chances of his own life, in what might follow.”

1 This was a singular error: none of Mr. Lincoln's family, other than his wife, were present that night at Ford's theatre.









His last inaugural, on the fourth of March, is a sublime manifestation of the righteousness of his moral and political faith, which even England acknowledges and respects, and which posterity in this land will never suffer to die.

Never has any event so maddened and then melted the heart of an entire people. The first impulse of every honest heart was to cry out for the lightning and thunderbolt to smite the wretch to the earth; to consume him to ashes, and to scatter his ashes to the winds as unworthy of the earth. The next and better impulse has been to listen to, and obey, the voice from above: “Vengeance is Mine; I will repay.”

Never has any man, public or private, been so wept and deplored. Never has universal rage been so instantly succeeded by universal tears.

The whole people are in tears in the presence of victory, the uplifting of the flag of honor and restoration on the walls of Fort Sumter, and even on the Resurrection Day of our Lord and Saviour, the Prince of Victory and Peace.

Honoring the noble character, the pure principles and the political services of President Lincoln, as the Union League of Philadelphia has always done, we relieve our own hearts and add their testimony to the tribute of the whole people by adopting the following resolutions:

Resolved, That we honor the name of Abraham Lincoln, our twice-elected President, and will ever honor it, as that of a most pure and unselfish patriot, and as a wise-hearted and sagacious leader and administrator of the country, which from a beginning that lay in weakness and unpreparedness for the crisis then upon it, with nothing but his firm heart and good purpose under God to rely upon, has been brought by the spirit and power of his administration to a position of preparation and strength, from which it may now look with confidence over the entire domain of the nation, as soon to be reclaimed to Union, universal Freedom and concord.

Resolved, That we loathe with our whole hearts the pistol and dagger of the assassin, and with scarcely less abhorrence the lash of the slave-driver and the starvation of imprisoned soldiers; and that we should witness with joy and hope such manifestations of sympathy in the South, in detesting and denouncing this execrable crime against humanity and against Heaven, as will become the
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omen and precursor of our fraternal concord in all things, and of the redemption of the old Union from the sin of treason and secession to order, law, freedom and peace.

Resolved, That no change in the head of this nation by assassination, nor any other event, will shake the Union League of Philadelphia from the firm purpose for which it was instituted, the devotion of life, honor and estate to the defence of the Union against all assaults, and to secure its transmission to our posterity, as our fathers transmitted it to us, without one star extinguished or dimmed, or one bar of its stripes effaced.

Resolved, That we hereby pledge ourselves to Andrew Johnson, who in the providence of God is now placed in the chair of the lamented Lincoln as President of the United States, to sustain him by all our efforts in the same principles and purposes which his predecessor has now sealed, as a martyr, with his blood.

Resolved, That we call upon our fellow-citizens throughout the land to join with us in reverently invoking for President Johnson, in the performance of the high duties of his office, the protection and support of Almighty God, in whom he has publicly declared his trust, and for our President, our country and ourselves we desire to adopt the closing words of the first message of him whose mantle, we trust, has now fallen upon his successor: “Having thus chosen our cause without guile, let us renew our trust in God, and go forward without fear and with manly hearts.”

Resolved, That we have received with the most unqualified satisfaction the information that it is the

purpose

of President Johnson to retain in his own Cabinet the able and faithful Secretaries of Department, whose selection by the sagacity of President Lincoln has been so well vindicated by their successful performance of the arduous duties of their public trusts. Resolved, That the Union League of Philadelphia hereby tender









to the Honorable William H. Seward, Secretary of State, their most earnest and profound sympathy under the unparalleled and cruel outrages inflicted upon him and upon

the members of his household; and that we pray Almighty God that he may yet survive, surrounded by an unbroken family, to resume the arduous duties of the post in which he has been retained, and to witness the perfect realization of the measures begun under his late friend and head, for the restoration of the peace and happiness of the nation and for the maintenance of all its rights, both abroad and at home.

Resolved, That a committee of thirteen be appointed whose duty it shall be to transmit a copy of this Preamble and Resolutions under the signature of the president and secretary, and under the seal of the Union League of Philadelphia to His Excellency Andrew Johnson, President of the United States, and to the heads of the Departments of the Government, and another copy to the widow and children of the late President, with the assurance of our most heartfelt sympathy and condolence with them in their overwhelming affliction.

The resolutions were seconded by Mr. Charles Gibbons, who said:

Treason has done its worst! Nor steel nor poison, 
Nor malice domestic, foreign levy-nothing 
Can touch him further. 





Slavery has done its worst! Its hatred of all that is just and pure, its malevolence, its brutality, its violence, its heartlessness, its treachery, its defiance of every law, human and Divine, are all embodied in that miserable assassin who murdered our good President as he sat, in supposed security, in the capital of our country, by the side of his wife. They are embodied, too, in that twin representative who entered a private house at midnight, on a pretended mission of mercy, rushed to the bedside of a sleeping, helpless and almost dying man, plunged his dagger into his throat, and struck down his









sons who were watching by his side. These were not the deeds of two individuals, but representative acts committed by the right hand and left hand of slavery, which illustrate and typify its soul and its spirit; one and the same spirit which gathered and ruled those secret societies in the North and in the South, where the rebellion was hatched. One and the same spirit that introduced murderous weapons into the halls of Congress, and swaggered and hectored and threatened whenever its influence was baffled.




One and the same spirit that struck a United States Senator from his seat by a murderous blow, without warning or provocation, because he would not worship it.

One and the same spirit that organized a band of murderers to take the life of Abraham Lincoln while on his way to the seat of Government, to assume the duties of the Presidential office, to which the American people had called him.

One and the same spirit that has “poured the sweet milk of concord into hell,” and marks its supremacy everywhere with human blood.

One and the same spirit that burned the flesh from the bones of our gallant dead, and fashioned them into trinkets for the necks of its Jezebels.

One and the same spirit that entered the hotels of a neighboring city, in the garb of peace, and sought to envelop women and children in the flames which it secretly kindled.

One and the same spirit that massacred our troops at Fort Pillow, after they had surrendered as prisoners of war.

One and the same spirit that starved thousands of our soldiers to death in the prison-pens of Georgia and Carolina, where they were crowded with no covering but the sky or the storm-clouds that burst over them.









One and the same spirit that mined the Libby building when filled with patriots captured in war, and stood with lighted torch to blow them to eternity, on the entry of victorious troops into the rebel capital.

It is a spirit that never looks up to Heaven for what is just, but looks ever in the dust for some worm to tread upon or some living creature to torture.




It is the spirit that excludes the brave and faithful soldier of the Republic from a Philadelphia railway car if the Creator has colored his complexion too much, but surrenders its seat to the white traitor, who claps his hand with joy over the murdered body of our President.




It is the spirit that exults in the deed of the assassin, and hides itself from popular indignation behind the black weeds of sorrow.

What does the law demand for this foul murder of our honored President, a President of whom it must be said that of those becoming graces




As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 
Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 
Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 
HE RELISHED ALL! 





He relished all, slavery hated all, and therefore slavery murdered hım! The law is offended; what will satisfy it? It asks no more than the death of that one miserable man, the mere instrument of the murder. But will that satisfy this mourning nation? No! Surely no! What then would your stricken hearts demand? What can satisfy them but the everlasting death of slavery itself, the head and front, the life and soul of treason, rebellion and all their attendant crimes? What should we pray for—what can we pray for, but that justice may sweep the land like a whirlwind, leaving









behind it no traces of that foul spirit which has brought this deep sorrow and humiliation

upon the nation, but only that blessed and glorious liberty which will satisfy the ordinances of God? Should this be the result of the murder of Abraham Lincoln, and we could hear his voice once more, it would come ringing to us from the courts of Heaven in hallelujahs for the Nation's victory over the




powers of hell!




The time is coming! Andrew Johnson is in the seat of power. He has walked the pavements of slavery, and sat in its towers. He knows the spirit with which he has to deal. In the Senate it flattered him and tempted him, and threatened him; but in vain!




Among the faithless, faithful only he; 
Among innumerable false, unmoved, 
Unshaken, unseduced, unterrified, 
His loyalty he kept-his love, his zeal; 
Nor number nor example with him wrought 
 To swerve from truth or change his constant mind, 
 Though single. From amidst them forth he pass'd, 
Long way through hostile scorn, which he sustained 
Superior, nor of violence feared aught; 
And with retorted scorn, his back he turn'd 
On those proud towers, to swift destruction doom'd. 





He does not stand alone. He has accepted as his aid the constitutional advisers of President Lincoln. Stanton is with him; that fearless patriot whose name shall ever be honored in the history of a country he has served so well; that friend of liberty who has never quailed before its enemies or faltered in his devotion to its cause. Grant is with him. Sherman is with him. The noble Army of the Republic is with him; the people are with him; and above all He to whom all vengeance belongs, the LORD GOD OMNIPOTENT, is with him, and with us!




The Preamble and Resolutions were unanimously adopted by









the meeting. After which Mr. Frederick Fraley addressed the meeting, as follows:

I feel a great weight of responsibility in attempting to address this meeting

The solemn occasion that has brought us together; the deep sense of the great national calamity; the sorrow for a martyred and honored Chief Magistrate, and the grave consequences that must follow such events present topics for our mournful as well as patriotic consideration.

Your eloquent opening, Mr. Chairman, of these proceedings, and the sentiments you have uttered with so much propriety and feeling; the fervent prayer, and earnest and truthful speech of the gentlemen who have followed you, would seem to be all that our heads could ask or our hearts desire for the realization of sorrow or the call of duty.

And yet, with a deep sense of my own inability to add much, if anything to the solemnity or instruction of this occasion, I comply with the wish of the Committee, and will state briefly the impressions that this mysterious dispensation of Providence has made




on me.




In common with the whole loyal country, I have been rejoicing in our recent national triumphs, and have believed that the war was practically at an end; the reign of Union and Peace inaugurated, and the country redeemed and purified by the blood and treasure expended in our struggle for law and freedom.

I supposed that the kind-hearted and honorable man who occupied the chief place in the Republic, and had given such assurance to the people of the South of liberal, just and merciful treatment for past offenses, would be permitted to welcome back the returning prodigals, and that as they had repented of their great sin, and were returning to the home of their fathers, we could put on them the









golden ring of Union and prepare the feast of National and fraternal rejoicing.

But alas! alas! it has been otherwise ordered, and in the hour of our hope and of our rejoicing, the black hand of death, not of defeat, has been put forward, and we are stayed by the arm of God from carrying our own purposes into effect; but




His purposes are ripening fast,

  Unfolding every hour; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 


But sweet will be the flower.




I have sought to read for myself and for my country a lesson in the deep darkness of this dispensation.

It has impressed me with a new and intense feeling of our duties as citizens of a great and free nation; and I feel it as an awakening call to a closer and more intelligent study of the genius and principles of our form of government, so that each man that is called on to think and vote and act, on the matters of common weal, will not be a blind servant of party, but a pure, enlightened and patriotic supporter of the right.

By our lamentable departures from the principles of our National fathers; by our restricting rather than enlarging the area of freedom; by our neglect of the rights of the poor and the oppressed; the degradation of the bondman, and an inordinate appetite for wealth and power, we have sadly marred the heritage they left to us, and now have as sadly suffered the penalty for our sinning.

They left us a flag whose folds were darkened by a shadow, gradually fading away when they passed it into our hands. By the passage of the Act of Congress prohibiting the slave trade after the year 1808, they proclaimed that a power had risen which was to dispel that shadow; but we failed to follow in their footsteps; we









bowed down to slavery rather than to extirpate it; to consider it a blessing rather than a curse, and verily we have had our reward.

Degraded by its existence in our own eyes, and dishonored on account of it in almost all lands, we yet clung to it in the mistaken hope that thereby we should preserve the Union.

We gave it compromise on compromise for the sake of National peace, and sad as the confession may be, we did great evil in the hope that God would wink at it and deem it good.

But at last, as if wearied with our sin and blindness, He compelled us to put our hands to the plough, and we have been labouring in many deep and long furrows without as yet being able to discern the end of our work. In my judgment we have fallen far short of duty to ourselves and duty to the country.

In this hard struggle for national life, for freedom, for law, we have forgotten that there is a power as potent for victory as the sword. That power is public opinion, it is the searching influence of social intercourse.

We have failed to use this power; we have relied too much on the sword, and too little on that which reaches the heart and the hearthstone, and makes a traitor or a traitorous sympathizer feel that there is a punishment worse, infinitely, than death itself.

To walk the streets as a marked traitor, to be pointed at as a disloyal man, to be shut out from homes and hearts that of old warmed, as it were, into new life when he approached them, these are the sorest and bitterest punishments for treason that can be administered.

We have hitherto failed to use them as we should, but the time has now come when they are called for by every impulse of honor and patriotism. Let us not falter in their application; let us not by any mawkish sensibilities permit disloyal men to think that their departures from duty are softened down as amiable weaknesses and









Christian charity, but let them be marked as with the mark of Cain if they persist in staying among us, and be accounted as vagabonds and fugitives; or what will be still better, let us compel them to join themselves body and soul to their idols and masters, and finally to share with them the perils as well as the pleasures of rebellion and treason.

Our noble Army, God bless them! Our gallant Navy, God bless them too! have successfully vindicated on the land and on the water the honor of the Nation, and the strength and value of those armed in a righteous cause. They and we have labored, not to impose shackles and burthens on the people of the South; not even at first to alter one jot or tittle of their peculiar State institutions and policy. From the first we have said to them, “Submit to the law and be safe; submit to the law laid down by our fathers; submit to that which has been so long a pillar of cloud to us by day and a pillar of fire by night; submit to the bonds of the Union and the Constitution.”

But they would not listen; the dark and wicked spirits of secession, slavery and State rights have seized

upon

and for these miserable and lying demons they sacrificed all that is glorious in the past, all that was hopeful for the future.

If by such malice, wickedness and folly war desolates their fields and makes blood-marks in their families, who shall pity them?

But, my friends, I think that war has almost done its work, and the time has come for law to step in and do its more appropriate duty.

The traitor is unworthy of a soldier's death; there must be an end of the allowance of belligerent rights; the court and the jury, the public trial, the solemn hall of justice, the verdict, the judgment and the halter, must now do their work, and thus an end be put to this great rebellion.




them;









Public opinion, social ostracism and the law will be found sufficient for the vindication of the right, and there is no need to set on foot the rule of the mob or the torch of the incendiary.

When treason and sympathy with treason are treated with honesty to ourselves, with faith in our good cause, and with fidelity to our obligations as men, we shall emerge from the gloom and fear which so often have made us falter, and God will indeed be with us, and crown our labors with his blessing.

Members of the Union League, you have done much already for the preservation of the Nation, but your work is not yet finished. The awful crime that has brought us together had its origin in a depraved and dishonest political and social system. It was not so much the work of a single criminal as of a host of offenders; blinded, ignorant offenders, as many no doubt are, but of other offenders whose lives for the past thirty years have been preparing their heads, hearts and hands for the work of iniquity. By the force of circumstances not fully foreseen or appreciated when the League was organized, we have had to take a more active interest in politics than anyone anticipated, but we are now called on to do much more.

Questions of the most grave importance must now be settled probably forever.

The great future of an emancipated race already numbering four millions, is one of these questions. Shall they be men; be clothed with the rights and duties of freemen, or shall they be returned to a worse slavery than that from which we have freed them? Shall they be our political equals?—if so, when and how shall this be accomplished? Shall our old notions about race and color shut our eyes to the manifest march of the times, or shall we accept and solve the problem with truth and reason? When I say that we have much of this work in our hands, I state only an accepted fact.









Our great State has always been a battlefield for extreme political opinions, and at all times its vote has for every Presidential term fixed the destiny of the nation.

As it has been in the past so it will be in the future; as our public virtue has raised the scale of public morals, so have our public faults and ignorance made their mark for evil.

While I feel the great blow which has been struck at the Republic through its Chief Magistrate, I do not despair; the great crime has made a terrible awakening; it has reached the deepest depths of the national heart, and from high and low, rich and poor, there comes to us but one cry. Is it the

Is it the cry of vengeance? No, my friends, it is not vengeance but justice; it is the cry to mete out to the real authors of the foul deed, the leaders of the rebellion, their just punishment. That punishment, properly and promptly inflicted, will be mercy to ourselves, will save many from death and suffering, and be acknowledged by the world as most righteously inflicted.

I will not attempt to add to the eulogies already paid to Abraham Lincoln: he deserved them all, they are the appropriate tribute of this hour, when the great work he has done is fresh in our remembrance; when the still greater work he had yet to do is rising before

Shall it be treated, as it seemed to be his purpose to treat it, with that simplicity, honesty, mercy and long suffering he had so long and so faithfully practised, or shall it be treated with stern, unrelenting justice? The very breath that was giving utterance to forgiveness, to charity, to brotherly kindness, was checked in its course by the hand of the assassin; the foul deed causing a nation to mourn for the removal of so much that was good; but may we not rejoice that the hands of the conspirators were stayed in the midst of the bloody work, and that we still have preserved to us the rulers duly chosen to perpetuate the Government, and pledged to protect and defend it?

The death of Abraham Lincoln has made a solemn and peculiar




us.









impression on me. I have reverently wondered what so signal a dispensation of Providence can mean; it has filled my inner thoughts and awakened feelings in harmony with those of the solemn season that has just closed. The words, “It was expedient that one man should die for the people,” have been ringing in my ears ever since I heard of the death of the President.

These words, I speak it in fear and trembling lest I should err, have filled my heart with a glorious hope for the future. They seem to say to me: The blood that has thus been shed shall be a passover for this nation. It shall cleanse us from all malice, from all strife, from all hatred, from all self-sufficiency; it shall teach us to be just as well as merciful; it shall make our country a glorious kingdom for the manifestation of those sublime teachings of obedience to law, of charity and peace, and good-will to men, which were given to the world by Him who died on Calvary. It will make our land the land of virtue and freedom, the guiding and ruling star of the whole earth.




Mr. John C. Knox then addressed the meeting in the following remarks: I am here to-day, Mr. President, to unite with my fellow-members of the Union League, in the solemnities due to this mournful occasion.

A great nation mourns the loss of its Chief Magistrate. The good men of that nation mourn as well the loss of the man Abraham Lincoln.

The heart of the nation was glad. Rejoicing in the assurance that its own existence was safe, the American Republic is appalled by the announcement that its chosen head no longer lives. The country, thank God, is safe, but one of the noblest of its sons is




gone forever.




The same spirit which attempted the destruction of the Government caused the assassination of the President. Abraham Lin









coln was assassinated because he was in favor of the unity of this Republic, and because he successfully resisted the attempt to establish here a government whose chief object should be the perpetuation of human slavery.

His devotion to human freedom was at the cost of his life. But his blood has not been shed in vain. The same murderous bullet which sent his pure spirit to its God, sealed forever and forever the fate of African slavery in this our beloved country. For it there will be neither conditions, terms nor compromise, neither time nor resurrection. It must and will be blotted out at once and forever, and to be remembered only to be denounced as the favorite institution of the great enemy of mankind, the arch fiend himself.

I know how unnecessary it is for me to speak the praises of our martyred chief. He was an honest, true and pure man. He understood and loved the American people, and the American people knew and loved him. Day by day was the feeling in his favor strengthened and increased, thereby lessening the number of his political opponents, and giving to the people as a body confidence in his wisdom to devise, his ability to execute, and his determination to carry out such measures as would promote the greatest good of the greatest number.

Originally elected to the Presidency by a plurality of the popular vote; having to conduct the Executive department during the most trying period that the country ever witnessed, he so bore himself in his high office that he was again chosen by the largest numerical majority ever given to a candidate for the Presidency whose election was contested.




But alas! this great and good man is gone. His name, however, will be a household word with the American people, and his fame will be as dear to future ages as that of the Father of his Country, our beloved Washington.









May our Heavenly Father protect and preserve the successor of Abraham Lincoln, and may Andrew Johnson in the future be as dear to the hearts of American citizens as the man whose untimely end we this day meet to deplore.




On motion of Mr. John H. Towne it was




Resolved, That the Board of Directors be requested to devise some proper badge of mourning to be worn by members of the League and their families for the next thirty days.




On motion of Mr. William D. Lewis, the meeting adjourned.




GEORGE H. BOKER,

Secretary. 
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THE PRESIDENT'S MESSAGE 1




T




(December 9, 1863) HERE have been many painful crises since the impatient

vanity of South Carolina hurried ten prosperous Commonwealths into a crime whose assured retribution was to leave

them either at the mercy of the nation they had wronged, or of the anarchy they had summoned but could not control, when no thoughtful American opened his morning paper without dreading to find he had no longer a country to love and honor. Whatever the result of the convulsion whose first shocks were beginning to be felt, there would still be enough square miles of earth for elbow-room; but that ineffable sentiment made

up of memory and hope, of instinct and tradition, which swells every man's heart and shapes his thought, though perhaps never present to his consciousness, would be gone from it, leaving it common earth and nothing

Men might gather rich crops from it, but that ideal harvest of priceless associations would be reaped no longer; that fine virtue which sent up messages of courage and security from every sod of it would have evaporated beyond recall. We should be irrevocably cut off from our past, and be forced to splice the ragged ends of our lives upon whatever new conditions chance might twist




more.




for us.




We confess that we had our doubts at first whether the patriotism of our people were not too narrowly provincial to embrace the proportions of national peril. We had an only too natural distrust of immense public meetings and enthusiastic cheers, and we knew that the plotters of rebellion had roused a fanaticism of caste in the Southern States sure to hold out longer than that

1 The title at the head of the article is The President's Message, but the running head is The President's Policy. From the North American Review, January, 1864.









fanaticism of the flag which was preached in the North for hatred has deeper roots than sentiment, though we knew also that frenzy would pass through its natural stages, to end in dejection, as surely in Carolina as in New York.

That a reaction should follow the holiday enthusiasm with which the war was entered on, that it should follow soon, and that the slackening of public spirit should be proportionate to the previous over-tension, might well be foreseen by all who had studied human nature or history. Men acting gregariously are always in extremes; as they are one moment capable of higher courage, so they are liable, the next, to baser depression, and it is often a matter of chance whether numbers shall multiply confidence or discouragement. Nor does deception lead more surely to distrust of men, than self-deception to suspicion of principles. The only faith that wears well and holds its color in all weathers is that which is woven of conviction and set with the sharp mordant of experience. Enthusiasm is good material for the orator, but the statesman needs something more durable to work in,-must be able to rely on the deliberate reason and consequent firmness of the people, without which that presence of mind, no less essential in times of moral than of material peril, will be wanting at the critical moment. Would this fervor of the Free States hold out? Was it kindled by a just feeling of the value of constitutional liberty? Had it body enough to withstand the inevitable dampening of checks, reverses, delays? Had our population intelligence enough to comprehend that the choice was between order and anarchy, between the equilibrium of a government by law and the tussle of misrule by pronunciamento? Could a war be maintained without the ordinary stimulus of hatred and plunder, and with the impersonal loyalty of principle? These were serious questions, and with no precedent to aid in answering them.

At the beginning of the war there was, indeed, occasion for the most anxious apprehension. A President known to be infected




-









with the political heresies, and suspected of sympathy with the treason, of the Southern conspirators, had just surrendered the reins, we will not say of power, but of chaos, to a successor known only as the representative of a party whose leaders, with long training in opposition, had none in the conduct of affairs, an empty treasury was called on to supply resources beyond precedent in the history of finance; the trees were yet growing and the iron unmined with which a navy was to be built and armored; officers without discipline were to make a mob into an army; and above all, the public opinion of Europe, echoed and re-inforced with every vague hint and every specious argument of despondency by a powerful faction at home, was either contemptuously sceptical or actively hostile. It would be hard to over-estimate the force of this latter element of disintegration and discouragement among a people where every citizen at home, and every soldier in the field, is a reader of newspapers. The pedlers of rumors in the North were the most effective allies of the rebellion. A nation can be liable to no more insiduous treachery than that of the telegraph, sending hourly its electric thrill of panic along the remotest nerves of the coinmunity, till the excited imagination makes every real danger loom heightened with its unreal double. The armies of Jefferson Davis have been more effectually strengthened by the phantom regiments of Northern newspapers, than by the merciless dragoonery of his conscription.

And even if we look only at more palpable difficulties, the problem to be solved by our civil war was so vast, both in its immediate relations and its future consequences; the conditions of its solution were so intricate and so greatly dependent on incalculable and uncontrollable contingencies; so many of the data, whether for hope or fear, were, from their novelty, incapable of arrangement under any of the categories of historical precedent, that there were moments of crisis when the firmest believer in the strength and sufficiency of the democratic theory of government might well hold









his breath with vague apprehension of disaster. Our teachers of political philosophy, solemnly arguing from the precedent of some petty Grecian, Italian or Flemish city, whose long periods of aristocracy were broken now and then by awkward parentheses of mob, had always taught us that democracies were incapable of the sentiment of loyalty, of concentrated and prolonged effort, of farreaching conceptions; were absorbed in material interests; impatient of regular, and much more of exceptional restraint; had no natural nucleus of gravitation, nor any forces but centrifugal; were always on the verge of civil war, and slunk at last into the natural almshouse of bankrupt popular government, a military despotism. Here was indeed a dreary outlook for persons who knew democracy, not by rubbing shoulders with it lifelong, but merely from books, and America only by the report of some fellow Briton who, having eaten a bad dinner, or lost a carpet bag here, had written to the Times demanding redress, and drawing a mournful inference of democratic instability. Nor were men wanting among ourselves who had so steeped their brains in London literature as to mistake Cockneyism for European culture, and contempt of their country for cosmopolitan breadth of view, and who, owing all they had and all they were to democracy, thought it had an air of high breeding to join in the shallow epicedium that our bubble had burst. Others took up the Tory gabble that all the political and military genius was on the side of the Rebels, and even yet are not weary of repeating it, when there is not one of Jefferson Davis's prophecies as to the course of events, whether at home or abroad, but has been utterly falsified by the event, when his finance has literally gone to rags, and when even the journals of his own capital are beginning to inquire how it is that, while their armies are always victorious, the territory of the Confederacy is steadily diminishing.

But beside any disheartening influences which might affect the timid or the despondent, there were reasons enough of settled gravity against any over-confidence of hope. A war—which, whether









we consider the expanse of the territory at stake, the hosts brought into the field, or the reach of the principles involved, may fairly be reckoned the most momentous of modern times—was to be waged by a people divided at home, unnerved by fifty years of peace, under a chief magistrate without experience and without reputation, whose every measure was sure to be cunningly hampered by a jealous and unscrupulous minority, and who, while dealing with unheard-of complications at home, must soothe a hostile neutrality abroad, waiting only a pretext to become war. All this was to be done without warning and without preparation, while at the same time a social revolution was to be accomplished in the political condition of four millions of people, by softening the prejudices, allaying the fears, and gradually obtaining the cooperation of their unwilling liberators. Surely, if ever there were an occasion when the heightened imagination of the historian might see Destiny visibly intervening in human affairs, here was a knot worthy of her shears. Never, perhaps, was any system of government tried by so continuous and searching a strain as ours during the last three years; never has any shown itself stronger; and never could that strength be so directly traced to the virtue and intelligence of the people,—to that general enlightenment and prompt efficiency of public opinion possible only under the influence of a political framework like our own. We find it hard to understand how even a foreigner should be blind to the grandeur of the combat of ideas that has been going on here,—to the heroic energy, persistence and self-reliance of a nation proving that it knows how much dearer greatness is than mere power; and we own that it is impossible for us to conceive the mental and moral condition of the American who does not feel his spirit braced and heightened by being even a spectator of such qualities and achievements. That a steady purpose and a definite aim have been given to the jarring forces which, at the beginning of the war, spent themselves in the discussion of schemes which could only become operative, if at all,









after the war was over; that a popular excitement has been slowly intensified into an earnest national will; that a somewhat impracticable moral sentiment has been made the unconscious instrument of a practical moral end; that the treason of covert enemies, the jealousy of rivals, the unwise zeal of friends, have been made not only useless for mischief but even useful for good; that the conscientious sensitiveness of England to the horrors of civil conflict has been prevented from complicating a domestic with a foreign war;—all these results any one of which might suffice to prove greatness in a ruler, have been mainly due to the good sense, the good humor, the sagacity, the large-mindedness, and the unselfish honesty of the unknown man whom a blind Fortune, as it seemed, had lifted from the crowd to the most dangerous and difficult eminence of modern times. It is by presence of mind in untried emergencies that the native metal of a man is tested; it is by the sagacity to see and the fearless honesty to admit, whatever of truth there may be in an adverse opinion, in order more convincingly to expose the fallacy that lurks behind it, that a reasoner at length gains for his mere statement of a fact the force of argument; it is by a wise forecast which allows hostile combinations to go so far as by the inevitable reaction to become elements of his own power, that a politician proves his genius for state-craft; and especially it is by so gently guiding public sentiment that he seems to follow it by so yielding doubtful points that he can be firm without seeming obstinate in essential ones, and thus gain the advantage of compromise without the weakness of concession, by so instinctively comprehending the temper and prejudices of a people as to make them gradually conscious of the superior wisdom of his freedom from temper and prejudice, -it is by qualities such as these that a magistrate shows himself worthy to be chief in a commonwealth of freemen. And it is for qualities such as these that we firmly believe history will rank Mr. Lincoln among the most prudent of statesmen and the most successful of rulers. If we









wish to appreciate him we have only to conceive the inevitable chaos in which we should now be weltering, had a weak man or an unwise one been chosen in his stead.




"Bare is back," says the Norse proverb, "without brother behind it”; and this is, by analogy, true of an elective magistracy. The hereditary ruler in any critical emergency may reckon on the inexhaustible resources of prestige, of sentiment, of superstition, of dependent interest, while the new man must slowly and painfully create all these out of the unwilling material around him, by superiority of character, by patient singleness of purpose, by sagacious presentiment of popular tendencies and instinctive sympathy with the national character. Mr. Lincoln's task was one of peculiar and exceptional difficulty. Long habit had accustomed the American people to the notion of a party in power, and of a President as its creature and organ, while the more vital fact, that the executive for the time being represents the abstract idea of government as a permanent principle superior to all party and all private interest, had gradually become unfamiliar. They had so long seen the public policy more or less directed by views of party, and often even of personal advantage, as to be ready to suspect the motives of a Chief Magistrate compelled for the first time in our history to feel himself the head and hand of a great nation, and to act upon the fundamental maxim, laid down by all publicists, that the first duty of a government is to defend and maintain its own existence. Accordingly, a powerful weapon seemed to be put into the hands of the opposition by the necessity under which the Administration found itself of applying this old truth to new relations. They were not slow in turning it to use, but the patriotism and common sense of the people were more than a match for any sophistry of mere party. The radical mistake of the leaders of the opposition was in forgetting that they had a country, and expecting a similar obliviousness on the part of the people. In the undisturbed possession of office for so many years, they had









come to consider the government as a kind of public Gift Enterprise conducted by themselves, and whose profits were nominally to be shared among the holders of their tickets, though all the prizes had a trick of falling to the lot of the managers. Amid the tumult of war, when the life of the nation was at stake, when the principles of despotism and freedom were grappling in deadly conflict, they had no higher conception of the crisis than such as would serve the purpose of a contested election; no thought but of advertising the tickets for the next drawing of that private speculation which they miscalled the Democratic party. But they were too little in sympathy with the American party to understand them, or the motives by which they were governed. It became more and more clear that, in embarrassing the Administration, their design was to cripple the country; that, by a strict construction of the Constitution, they meant nothing more than the locking up of the only arsenal whence effective arms could be drawn to defend the nation. Fortunately, insincerity by its very nature, by its necessary want of conviction, must ere long betray itself by its inconsistencies. It was hard to believe that men had any horror of sectional war, who were busy in fomenting jealousies between East and West; that they could be in favor of a war for the Union as it was, who were for accepting the violent amendments of Rebellion; that they could be heartily opposed to insurrection in the South who threatened government with forcible resistance in the North; or that they were humanely anxious to stay the effusion of blood, who did not scruple to stir up the mob of our chief city to murder and arson,' and to compliment the patriotism of assassins with arms in their hands. Believers, if they believed anything, in the divine right of Sham, they brought the petty engineering of the caucus to cope with the resistless march of events, and hoped to stay the steady drift of the nation's purpose, always setting deeper and stronger in one direction, with the scoop-nets that had served their turn so well in




1 The New York Draft riots of 1863.
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dipping fish from the turbid eddies of politics. They have given an example of the shortest and easiest way of reducing a great party to an inconsiderable faction.

The change which three years have brought about is too remarkable to be passed over without comment, too weighty in its lesson not to be laid to heart. Never did a President enter upon office with less means at his command, outside his own strength of heart and steadiness of understanding, for inspiring confidence in the people, and so winning it for himself, than Mr. Lincoln. All that was known of him was that he was a good stump-speaker, nominated for his availability,—that is, because he had no history-and chosen by a party with whose more extreme opinions he was not in sympathy. It might well be feared that a man past fifty, against whom the ingenuity of hostile partisans could rake up no accusation, must be lacking in manliness of character, indecision of principle, in strength of will—that a man who was at best only the representative of a party, and who yet did not fairly represent even that would fail of political, much more of popular support. And certainly no one ever entered upon office with so few resources of power in the past, and so many materials of weakness in the present, as Mr. Lincoln. Even in that half of the Union which acknowledged him as President, there was a large and at that time dangerous minority, that hardly admitted his claim to the office, and even in the party that elected him there was also a large minority that suspected him of being secretly a communicant with the church of Laodicea. All that he did was sure to be virulently attacked as ultra by one side; all that he left undone, to be stigmatized as proof of lukewarmness and backsliding by the other. Meanwhile he was to carry on a truly colossal war by means of both; he was to disengage the country from diplomatic entanglements of unprecedented peril undisturbed by the help or the hinder

2 The reader can not fail to notice in this paragraph two striking similes, involving as many everyday incidents familiar to most men, which are homely and forcible enough




to have come from Mr. Lincoln himself.









ance of either, and to win from the crowning dangers of his administration, in the confidence of the people, the means of his safety and their own. He has contrived to do it, and perhaps none of our Presidents since Washington has stood so firm in the confidence of the people as he does after three years of stormy administration.

Mr. Lincoln's policy was a tentative one, and rightly so. He laid down no programme which must compel him to be either inconsistent or unwise, no cast-iron theorem to which circumstances must be fitted as they rose, or else be useless to his ends. He seemed to have chosen Mazarin's motto, Le temps et moi. The moi, to be sure, was not very prominent at first; but it has grown more and more so, till the world is beginning to be persuaded that it stands for a character of marked individuality and capacity for affairs. Time was his prime-minister, and, we began to think at one period, his general-in-chief also. At first he was so slow that he tired out all those who see no evidence of progress but in blowing up the engine; then he was so fast that he took the breath away from those who think there is no getting on safely while there is a spark of fire under the boilers. God is the only being who has time enough; but a prudent man, who knows how to seize occasion, can commonly make a shift to find as much as he needs. Mr. Lincoln, as it seems to us in reviewing his career, though we have sometimes in our impatience thought otherwise, has always waited, as a wise man should, till the right moment brought up all his reserves.

Semper nocuit differe paratis 3 is a sound axiom, but the really efficacious man will also be sure to know when he is not ready, and be firm against all persuasion and reproach till he is.

One would be apt to think, from some of the criticisms made on Mr. Lincoln's course by those who mainly agree with him in prin




8 Postponement has always proved a disadvantage to those who are prepared to take action,
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ciple, that the chief object of a statesman should be rather to proclaim his adhesion to certain doctrines, than to achieve their triumph by quietly accomplishing his ends. In our opinion there is no more unsafe politician than a conscientiously rigid doctrinaire, nothing more sure to end in disaster than a theoretic scheme of policy that admits of no pliability for contingencies. True, there is a popular image of an impossible He, in whose plastic hands the submissive destinies of mankind become as wax, and to whose commanding necessity the toughest facts yield with the graceful pliancy of fiction; but in real life we commonly find that the men who control circumstances, as it is called, are those who have learned to allow for the influence of their eddies, and have the nerve to turn them to account at the happy instant. Mr. Lincoln's perilous task has been to carry a rather shackly raft through the rapids, making fast the unrulier logs as he could snatch opportunity, and the country is to be congratulated that he did not think it his duty to run straight at all hazards, but cautiously to assure himself with his setting-pole where the main current was, and keep steadily to that. He is still in wild water, but we have faith that his skill and sureness of eye will bring him out right at last.

A curious, and as we think not inapt parallel might be drawn between Mr. Lincoln and one of the most striking figures in modern history-Henry IV of France. The career of the latter may be more picturesque, as that of a daring captain always is; but in all its vicissitudes there is nothing more romantic than that sudden change, as by a rub of Aladdin's lamp, from the attorney's office in a country town of Illinois to the helm of a great nation in times like these. The analogy between the characters and circumstances of the two men is in many respects singularly close. Henry's chief material dependence was the Huguenot party, whose doctrines sat upon him with a looseness distasteful certainly, if not suspicious, to the more fanatical among them. King only in name over the greater part of France, and with his capital barred against









him, it yet gradually became clear to the more far-seeing even of the Catholic party, that he was the only centre of order and legitimate authority round which France could reorganize itself while preachers who held the divine right of kings made the churches of Paris ring with declamations in favor of democracy rather than submit to the heretic dog of a Béarnais much as our soi-disant Democrats have lately been preaching the divine right of slavery, and denouncing the heresies of the Declaration of Independence-Henry bore both parties in hand till he was convinced that only one course of action could possibly combine his own interests and those of France. Meanwhile the Protestants believed somewhat doubtfully that he was theirs, the Catholics hoped somewhat doubtfully that he would be theirs, and Henry himself turned aside remonstrance, advice and curiosity alike with a jest or a proverb (if a little high, he liked them none the worse), joking continually as his manner was. We have seen Mr. Lincoln contemptuously compared to Sancho Panza by persons incapable of appreciating one of the deepest pieces of wisdom in the profoundest romance ever written; namely, that while Don Quixote was incomparable in theoretic and ideal statesmanship, Sancho, with his stock of proverbs, the ready money of human experience, made the best possible practical governor. Henry IV was as full of wise saws and modern instances as Mr. Lincoln, but beneath all this was the thoughtful, practical, humane and thoroughly earnest man, around whom the fragments of France were to gather themselves till she took her place again as a planet of the first magnitude in the European system. In one respect Mr. Lincoln was more for· tunate than Henry. However some may think him wanting in

zeal, the most fanatical can find no taint of apostasy in any measure of his, nor can the most bitter charge him with being influenced by motives of personal interest. The leading distinction between the policies of the two is one of circumstances. Henry went over to the nation: Mr. Lincoln has steadily drawn the nation over to him.









One left a united France; the other we hope and believe will leave a reunited America. We leave our readers to trace the further points of difference and resemblance for themselves, merely suggesting a general similarity which has often occurred to us. One only point of melancholy interest we will allow ourselves to touch upon. That Mr. Lincoln is not handsome nor elegant, we learn from certain English tourists who would consider similar revelations in regard to Queen Victoria as thoroughly American in their want of bienséance. It is no concern of ours, nor does it affect his fitness for the high place he so worthily occupies; but he is certainly as fortunate as Henry in the matter of good looks, if we may trust contemporary evidence. Mr. Lincoln has also been reproached with Americanism by some not unfriendly British critics; but with all deference, we cannot say that we like him any the worse for it, or see in it any reason why he should govern Americans the less wisely. The most perplexing complications that Mr. Lincoln's government has had to deal with have been the danger of rupture with the two leading commercial countries of Europe, and the treatment of the slavery question. In regard to the former, the peril may be considered as nearly past, and the latter has been withdrawing steadily, ever since the war began, from the noisy debating-ground of faction to the quieter region of practical solution by convincingness of facts and consequent advance of which we are content to call Fate.




As respects our foreign relations, the most serious, or at least the most obvious cause of anxiety has all along been the irritation and ill-will that have been growing up between us and England. The sore points on both sides have been skilfully exasperated by interested and unscrupulous persons, who saw in a war between the two countries the only hope of profitable return for their investment in Confederate stock, whether political or financial. The always supercilious, often insulting, and sometimes even brutal tone of
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British journals and public men, has certainly not tended to soothe whatever resentment might exist in America.

“Perhaps it was right to dissemble your love,

But why did you kick me downstairs ?” We have no reason to complain that England, as a necessary consequence of her clubs, has become a great society for the minding of other people's business, and we can smile good-naturedly when she lectures other nations on the sins of arrogance and conceit; but we may justly consider it a breach of the political convenances which are expected to regulate the intercourse of one well-bred government with another, when men holding places in the ministry allow themselves to dictate our domestic policy, to instruct us in our duty, and to stigmatize as unholy a war for the rescue of whatever a high-minded people should hold most vital and most sacred. Was it in good taste, that we may use the mildest form, for Earl Russell to expound our own Constitution to President Lincoln, or to make a new and fallacious application of an old phrase for our benefit, and tell us that the Rebels were fighting for independence and we for empire? As if all wars for independence were by nature just and deserving of sympathy, and all wars for Empire ignoble and worthy only of reprobation, or as if these easy phrases in any way characterized this terrible struggle, -terrible not so truly in any superficial sense, as from the essential and deadly enmity of the principles that underlie it. His Lordship’s bit of borrowed rhetoric would justify Smith O'Brien, Nana Sahib, and the Maori chieftains, while it would condemn nearly every war in which England has ever been engaged. Was it so very presumptuous in us to think it would be decorous in English statesmen if they spared time enough to acquire some kind of knowledge, though of the most elementary kind, in regard to this country and the questions at issue here, before they pronounced so off-hand a judgment? Or is political information expected to come Dogberry fashion in England, like reading and writing, by nature? 









And now all respectable England is wondering at our irritability, and sees a quite satisfactory explanation of it in our national vanity. Suave mari magno, it is pleasant sitting in the easy-chairs of Downing Street, to sprinkle pepper on the raw wounds of a kindred people struggling for life, and philosophical to find in selfconceit the cause of our instructive resentment. Surely we were of all nations the least liable to any temptation of vanity at a time when the gravest anxiety and the keenest sorrow were never absent from our hearts. Nor is conceit the exclusive attribute of any one nation. The earliest of English travellers, Sir John Mandeville, took a less provincial view of the matter when he said “that in whatever part of the earth men dwell, whether above or beneath, it seemeth always to them that dwell there that they go more right than any

other folk.” It is time for Englishmen to consider whether there was nothing in the spirit of their press and of their leading public men calculated to rouse a just indignation, and to cause a permanent estrangement on the part of any nation capable of self-respect, and sensitively jealous, as ours then was, of foreign interference. Was there nothing in the indecent haste with which belligerent rights were conceded to the Rebels, nothing in the abrupt tone assumed in the Trent case, nothing in the fitting out of Confederate privateers, that might stir the blood of a people already overcharged with doubt, suspicion and terrible responsibility? The laity in any country do not stop to consider points of law, but they have an instinctive apprehension of the animus that actuates the policy of a foreign nation; and in our own case they remembered that the British authorities in Canada did not wait till diplomacy could send home to England for her slow official tinder-box to fire the Caroline. Add to this, what every sensible American knew, that

1 Sweet it is, when on the great sea the winds are buffeting the waters, to gaze from the land on another's struggle; not because it is pleasure or joy that anyone should be distressed, but because it is sweet to perceive from what misfortune you yourself are free.

-- Lucretius : Book II.









the moral support of England was equal to an army of two hundred thousand men to the Rebels, while it insured us another year or two of exhausting war. Even if we must come to grief, the openly expressed satisfaction of a disinterested acquaintance, and his triumphant “I told you so's,” are not soothing to the best-regulated nerves; but in regard to the bearing of England toward ourselves, it was not so much the spite of her words (though the time might have been more tastefully chosen) as the actual power for evil in them that we felt as a deadly wrong. Perhaps the most immediate and efficient cause of mere irritation was the sudden and unaccountable change of manner on the other side of the water. Only six months before, the Prince of Wales had come over to call us cousins; and everywhere it was nothing but "our American brethren,” that great offshoot of British institutions in the New World, so almost identical with them in laws, language and literature,—this last of the alliterative compliments being so bitterly true, that perhaps it will not be retracted even now. To this outburst of long-repressed affection we responded with genuine warmth, if with a little of the awkwardness of a poor relation bewildered with the sudden tightening of the ties of consanguinity when it is rumored that he has come into a large estate. Then came the Rebellion, and presto! a flaw in our titles was discovered, the plate we were promised at the family table is flung at our head, and we were again the scum of creation, intolerably vulgar, at once cowardly and overbearing, no relations of theirs, after all, but a dreggy hybrid of the basest bloods of Europe. Panurge was not quicker to call Friar John his former friend. We could not help thinking of Walter Mapes's jingling paraphrase of Petronius:




Dummodo sine splendidis vestibus ornatus, 
Et multa familia sine circumvallatus, 
Prudens sum et sapiens et morigeratus, 
Et tuus nepos sum et tu meus cognatus. 





which we may freely render thus:









So long as I was prosperous, I'd dinners by the dozen, 
Was well-bred, witty, virtuous, and everybody's cousin: 
 If luck should turn, as well she may, her fancy is so flexile, 
Will virtue, cousinship and all return with her from exile? 





There was nothing in all this to exasperate a philosopher, much to make him smile rather; but the earth's surface is not chiefly inhabited by philosophers, and we revive the recollection of it now in perfect good humor, merely by way of suggesting to our cidevant British cousins that it would have been easier for them to hold their tongues than for us to keep our tempers, under the circumstances.




The English Cabinet made a blunder, unquestionably, in taking it so hastily for granted that the United States had fallen forever from their position as a first-rate power, and it was natural that they should vent a little of their vexation on the people whose inexplicable obstinacy in maintaining freedom and order, and in resisting degradation, was likely to convict them of their mistake. But if bearing a grudge be the sure mark of a small mind in the individual, can it be a proof of high spirit in a nation? If the result of the present estrangement between the two countries shall be to make us more independent of British criticism, so much the better; but if it is to make us insensible to the value of British opinion, in matters where it gives us the judgment of an impartial and cultivated outsider, if we are to shut ourselves out from the advantages of English culture, the loss will be ours, and not theirs. Because the door of the old homestead has been once slammed in our faces, shall we in a huff reject all future advances of conciliation and cut ourselves foolishly off from any share in the humanizing influences of the place, with its ineffable riches of association, its heirlooms of immemorial culture, its historic monuments, ours no less than theirs, its noble gallery of ancestral portraits? We have only to succeed, and England will not only respect, but for the first time, begin to understand us. And let us not, in our justifi









able indignation at wanton insult, forget that England is not the England only of the snobs who dread the democracy they do not comprehend, but the England of history, of heroes, statesmen and poets, whose names are dear, and their influence as salutary to us as to her.

Undoubtedly slavery was the most delicate and embarrassing question with which Mr. Lincoln was called on to deal, and it was one which no man in his position, whatever his opinions, could evade; for though he might withstand the clamor of partisans, he must sooner or later yield to the persistent importunacy of circumstances, which thrust the problem upon him at every turn and in every shape. He must solve the riddle of this new Sphinx, or be devoured. Though Mr. Lincoln's policy in this critical affair has not been such as to satisfy those who demand an heroic treatment for even the most trifling occasion, and who will not cut their coat according to their cloth, unless they can borrow the scissors of Atropos, it has been at least not unworthy of the long-headed King of Ithaca. Mr. Lincoln had the choice of Antonio offered him, which of the three caskets held the prize which was to redeem the fortunes of the country? There was the golden one whose showy speciousness might have tempted a vain man; the silver of compromise, which might have decided the choice of a merely acute one; and the leaden, dull and homely-looking, as prudence always is, yet with something about it sure to attract the eye of practical wisdom. Mr. Lincoln dallied with his decision perhaps longer than seemed needful to those on whom its awful responsibility was not to rest, but when he made it, it was worthy of his cautious but surefooted understanding. The moral of the Sphinx-riddle, and it is a deep one, lies in the childish simplicity of the solution. Those who fail in guessing it fail because they are over-ingenious, and cast about for an answer that shall suit their own notion of the gravity of the occasion and of their own dignity, rather than the occasion itself.




[image: [ocr errors]]







In a matter which must be finally settled by public opinion, and in regard to which the ferment of prejudice and passion on both sides has not yet subsided to that equilibrium of compromise from which alone a sound public opinion can result, it is proper enough for the private citizen to press his own convictions with all possible force of argument and persuasion; but the popular magistrate, whose judgment must become action, and whose action involves the whole country, is bound to wait till the sentiment of the people is so far advanced towards his own point of view that what he does shall find support in it instead of merely confusing it with new elements of division. It was not unnatural that men earnestly devoted to the saving of their country, and profoundly convinced that slavery was its only real enemy, should demand a decided policy round which all patriots might rally,—and this might have been the wisest course for an absolute ruler. But in the then unsettled state of the public mind, with a large party decrying even resistance to the slaveholders' rebellion as not only unwise, but even unlawful; with a majority, perhaps, even of the would-be loyal so long accustomed to regard the Constitution as a deed of gift conveying to the South their own judgment as to policy and instinct as to right, that they were in doubt at first whether their loyalty were due to the country or to slavery; and with a respectable body of honest and influential men who still believed in the possibility of conciliation-Mr. Lincoln judged wisely, that, in laying down a policy in deference to one party, he should be giving to the other the very fulcrum for which their disloyalty had been waiting.

It behooved a clear-headed man in his position not to yield so far to an honest indignation against the brokers of treason in the North as to lose sight of the materials for misleading which were their stock in trade, and to forget that it is not the falsehood of sophistry which is to be feared, but the grain of truth mingled with it to make it specious—that it is not the knavery of the leaders so much as the honesty of the followers they may seduce, that gives









them the power for evil. It was especially his duty to do nothing which might help the people to forget the true cause of the war in fruitless disputes about its inevitable consequences.

The doctrine of State rights can be so handled by an adroit demagogue as easily to confound the distinction between liberty and lawlessness in the minds of ignorant persons, accustomed always to be influenced by the sound of certain words, rather than to reflect upon the principles that give them meaning. For, though secession involves the manifest absurdity of denying to a State of making war against any foreign power while permitting it against the United States; though it supposes a compact of mutual concessions and guarantees among States without any arbiter in case of dissension; though it contradicts common sense in assuming that the men who framed our government did not know what they meant when they substituted Union for Confederation; though it falsifies history, which shows that the main opposition to the adoption of the Constitution was based on the argument that it did not allow that independence to the several States which alone would justify them in seceding;—yet, as slavery was universally admitted to be a reserved right, an inference could be drawn from any direct attack upon it (though only in self-defense) to a natural right of resistance, logical enough to satisfy minds untrained to detect fallacy, as the majority of men always are and now too much disturbed by the disorder of the times to consider that the order of events had any legitimate bearing on the argument. Though Mr. Lincoln was too sagacious to give the Northern allies of the Rebels the occasion they desired and even strove to provoke, yet from the beginning of the war the most persistent efforts have been made to confuse the public mind as to its origin and motives, and to drag the people of the loyal States down from the national position they had instinctively taken to the old level of party squabbles and antipathies. The wholly unprovoked rebellion of an oligarchy proclaiming negro slavery the cornerstone of free institutions, and









in the first flush of over-hasty confidence venturing to parade the logical sequence of their leading dogma, that “slavery is right in principle, and has nothing to do with difference of complexion,” has been represented as a legitimate and gallant attempt to maintain the true principle of democracy. The rightful endeavor of an established government, the least onerous that ever existed, to defend itself against a treacherous attack on its very existence, has been cunningly made to seem the wicked effort of a fanatical clique to force its doctrines on an oppressed population.

Even so long ago as when Mr. Lincoln, not yet convinced of the danger and magnitude of the crisis, was endeavoring to persuade himself of Union majorities at the South, and to carry on a war that was half peace in the hope of a peace that would have been all war,—while he was still enforcing the Fugitive Slave Law, under some theory that Secession, however it might absolve States from their obligations, could not escheat them of their claims under the Constitution, and that slaveholders in rebellion had alone among mortals the privilege of having their cake and eating it at the same time,—the enemies of free government were striving to persuade the people that the war was an abolition crusade. To rebel within reason was proclaimed as one of the rights of man, while it was carefully kept out of sight that to suppress rebellion is the first duty of government. All the evils that have come upon the country have been attributed to the Abolitionists, though it is hard to see how any party can become permanently powerful, except in one of two ways—either by the greater truth of its principles or the extravagance of the party opposed to it. To fancy the Ship of State, riding safe at her constitutional moorings, suddenly engulfed by a huge kraken of Abolitionism, rising from unknown depths and grasping it with slimy tentacles, is to look at the natural history of the matter with the eyes of Pontoppidan. To believe that the leaders in the Southern treason feared any danger from Abolition, would be to deny them ordinary intelligence, though there can be









little doubt that they made use of it to stir the passions and excite the fears of their deluded accomplices. They rebelled, not because they thought slavery weak, but because they believed it strong enough, not to overthrow the Government, but to get possession of it; for it becomes daily clearer that they used rebellion only as a means of revolution; and if they got revolution, though not in the shape they looked for, is the American people to save them from its consequences at the cost of its own existence?

The election of Mr. Lincoln, which it was clearly in their power to prevent had they wished, was the occasion merely, and not the cause, of their revolt. Abolitionism, till within a year or two, was the despised heresy of a few earnest persons, without political weight enough to carry the election of a parish constable; and their cardinal principle was Disunion, because they were convinced that within the Union the position of slavery was impregnable. In spite of the proverb, great effects do not follow from small causes, -that is, disproportionately small—but from adequate causes acting under certain required convictions. To contrast the size of the oak with that of the parent acorn, as if the poor seed had paid all costs from its slender strong-box, may serve for a child's wonder; but the real miracle lies in that divine league which bound all the forces of nature to the service of the tiny germ in fulfilling its destiny. Everything has been at work for the past ten years, in the cause of anti-slavery, but Garrison and Phillips have been far less successful propagandists than the slaveholders themselves, with the constantly-growing arrogance of their pretensions and encroachments. They have forced the question upon the attention of

every voter in the Free States, by defiantly putting freedom and democracy on the defensive. But even after the Kansas outrages, there was no widespread desire on the part of the North to commit aggressions, though there was a growing determination to resist them. The popular unanimity in favor of the war three years ago was but in small measure the result of anti-slavery sentiment, far less




-









of any zeal for abolition. But every month of the war, every movement of the allies of slavery in the Free States, has been making Abolitionists by the thousand. The masses of any people, however intelligent, are very little moved by abstract principles of humanity and justice, until those principles are interpreted for them by the stinging commentary of some infringement upon their own rights, and then their instincts and passions, once aroused, do indeed derive an incalculable reinforcement of impulse and intensity from those higher ideas, those sublime traditions, which have no motive political force till they are allied with a sense of immediate personal wrong or imminent peril. Then at last the stars in their courses begin to fight against Sisera. Had any one doubted before that the rights of human nature are unitary, that oppression is one hue the world over, no matter what the color of the oppressed, had any one failed to see what the real essence of the contest was,the efforts of the advocates of slavery among ourselves to throw discredit upon the fundamental axioms of the Declaration of Independence and the radical doctrines of Christianity, could not fail to sharpen his

eyes.

This quarrel, it is plain, is not between Northern fanaticism and Southern institutions, but between downright slavery and upright freedom, between despotism and democracy, between the Old World and the New.

The progress of three years has outstripped the expectation of the most sanguine, and that of our arms, great as it undoubtedly is, is trifling in comparison with the advance of opinion. The great strength of slavery was a superstition, which is fast losing its hold on the public mind. When it was first proposed to raise negro regiments, there were many even patriotic men who felt as the West Saxons did at seeing their high-priest hurl his lance against the temple of their idol. They were sure something terrible, they knew not what, would follow. But the earth stood firm, the heavens gave no sign, and presently they joined in making a bonfire of their bugbear. That we should employ the material of









the rebellion for its own destruction, seems now the merest truism. In the same way men's minds are growing wonted to the thought of emancipation; and great as are the difficulties which must necessarily accompany and follow so vast a measure, we have no doubt that they will be successfully overcome. The point of interest and importance is, that the feeling of the country in regard to slavery is no whim of sentiment, but a settled conviction, and that the tendency of opinion is unmistakably and irrevocably in one direction, no less in the Border slave states that in the Free. The chances of the war, which at one time seemed against us, are now greatly in our favor. The nation is more thoroughly united against any shameful or illusory peace than it ever was on any other question, and the very extent of the territory to be subdued, which was the most serious cause of misgiving, is no longer an element of strength, but of disintegration, to the conspiracy. The Rebel leaders can make no concessions; the country is unanimously resolved that the war shall be prosecuted, at whatever cost; and if the war go on, will it leave slavery with any formidable strength in the South?—and without that, need there be any fear of effective opposition in the North?




While every day was bringing the people nearer to the conclusion which all thinking men saw to be inevitable from the beginning, it was wise in Mr. Lincoln to leave the shaping of his policy to events. In this country, where the rough and ready understanding of the people is sure at last to be the controlling power, a profound common-sense is the best genius for statesmanship. Hitherto the wisdom of the President's measures has been justified by the fact that they have always resulted in more firmly uniting public opinion. It is a curious comment on the sincerity of political professions, that the party calling itself Democratic should have been the last to recognize the real movement and tendency of the public mind. The same gentlemen who two years ago were introducing resolutions in Congress against coercion, are introducing them now in









favor of the war, but against subjugation. Next year they may be in favor of emancipation, but against abolition. It does not seem to have occurred to them that the one point of difference between a civil and a foreign war is, that in the former one of the parties must by the very nature of the case be put down, and the other left in possession of the government.

Unless the country is to be divided, no compromise is possible, and if one side must yield, shall it be the nation or the conspirators? A government may make, and any wise government would make, concessions to men who have risen against real grievances; but to make them in favor of a rebellion that had no juster cause than the personal ambition of a few bad men, would be to abdicate. Southern politicians, however, have always been so dexterous in drawing nice distinctions, that they may find some consolation inappreciable by obtuser minds, in being coerced instead of subjugated.

If Mr. Lincoln continue to act with the firmness and prudence which have hitherto distinguished him, we think he has little to fear from the efforts of the opposition. Men without sincere convictions are hardly likely to have a well-defined and settled policy, and the blunders they have heretofore committed must make them cautious. If their personal hostility to the President be unabated, we may safely count on their leniency to the opinion of majorities, and the drift of public sentiment is too strong to be mistaken. They have at last discovered that there is such a thing as Country, which has a meaning for men's minds and a hold upon their hearts; they may make the further discovery, that this is a revolution that has been forced on us, and not merely a civil war. In any event, an opposition is a wholesome thing; and we are only sorry that this is not a more wholesome opposition.

We believe it is the general judgment of the country on the acts of the present administration, that they have been, in the main, judicious and well-timed. The only doubt about some of them









seems to be as to their constitutionality. It has sometimes been objected to our form of government, that it was faulty in having a written constitution which could not adapt itself to the needs of the time as they arose. But we think it rather a theoretic than a practical objection; for in point of fact there has been hardly a leading measure of any administration that has not been attacked as unconstitutional, and which was not carried nevertheless. Purchase of Louisiana, Embargo, Removal of the Deposits, Annexation of Texas, not to speak of others less important, on the unconstitutionality of all these, powerful parties have appealed to the country, and invariably the decision has been against them. The will of the people for the time being has always carried it. In the present instance, we purposely refrain from any allusion to the moral aspects of the question. We prefer to leave the issue to experience and common sense. Has any sane man ever doubted on which side the chances were in this contest? Can any sane man who has watched the steady advance of opinion, forced onward slowly by the immitigable logic of facts, doubt what the decision of the people will be in this matter? The Southern conspirators have played a desperate stake, and if they had won, would have bent the whole policy of the country to the interests of slavery. Filibustering would have been nationalized, and the slave-trade re-established as the most beneficent form of missionary enterprise. But if they lose? They have, of their own choice, put the chance into our hands of making this continent the empire of a great homogeneous population, substantially one in race, language and religion

—the most prosperous and powerful of nations. Is there a doubt what the decision of a victorious people will be? If we were base enough to decline the great commission which Destiny lays on us, should we not deserve to be ranked with those dastards whom the stern Florentine condemns as hateful alike to God and God's enemies?




We would not be understood as speaking lightly of the respect




[image: [blocks in formation]]







due to constitutional forms, all the more essential under a government like ours and in times like these. But where undue respect for the form will lose us the substance, and where the substance, as in this case, is nothing less than the country itself, to be over-scrupulous would be unwise.

Who are most tender in their solicitude that we keep sacred the letter of the law, in order that its spirit may not keep us alive? Mr. Jefferson Davis and those who, in the Free States, would have been his associates, but must content themselves with being his political guerilleros. If Davis had succeeded, would he have had any scruples of constitutional delicacy? And if he has not succeeded, is it not mainly owing to measures which his disappointed partisans denounce as unconstitutional?




We cannot bring ourselves to think that Mr. Lincoln has done anything that would furnish a precedent dangerous to our liberties, or in any way overstepped the just limtis of his constitutional discretion. If his course has been unusual, it was because the danger was equally so. It cannot be so truly said that he has strained his prerogative, as that the imperious necessity has exercised its own. Surely the framers of the Constitution never dreamed they were making a strait-waistcoat, in which the nation was to lie helpless while traitors were left free to do their will. In times like these, men seldom settle precisely the principles on which they shall act, but rather adjust those on which they have acted to the lines of precedent as well as they can after the event.

This is what the English Parliament did in the Act of Settlement. Congress, after all, will only be called upon for the official draft of an enactment, the terms of which have been already decided by agencies beyond their control. Even while they are debating, the current is sweeping them on toward new relations of policy. At worst, a new precedent is pretty sure of pardon, if it successfully meet a new occasion. It is a harmless pleasantry to call Mr. Lin









coln “Abraham the First,”—we remember when a similar title was applied to President Jackson; and it will not be easy, we suspect, to persuade a people who have more liberty than they know what to do with, that they are the victims of despotic tyranny.

Mr. Lincoln probably thought it more convenient, to say the least, to have a country left without a constitution, than a constitution without a country. We have no doubt we shall save both; for if we take care of the one, the other will take care of itself. Sensible men, and it is the sensible men in any country who at last shape its policy, will be apt to doubt whether it is true conservatism, after the fire is got under, to insist on keeping up the flaw in the chimney by which it made its way into the house. Radicalism may be a very dangerous thing, and so is calomel, but not when it is the only means of saving the life of the patient. Names are of great influence in ordinary times, when they are backed by the vis inertiæ of life-long prejudice, but they have little power in comparison with a sense of interest; and though, in peaceful times, it may be highly respectable to be conservative merely for the sake of being so, though without very clear notions of anything in particular to be conserved, what we want now is the prompt decision that will not hesitate between the bale of silk and the ship when a leak is to be stopped. If we succeed in saving the great landmarks of freedom, there will be no difficulty in settling our constitutional boundaries again. We have no sympathy to spare for the pretended anxieties of men who, only two years gone, were willing that Jefferson Davis should break all the ten commandinents together, and would now impeach Mr. Lincoln for a scratch on the surface of the tables where they are engraved.




We cannot well understand the theory which seems to allow the Rebels some special claim to protection by the very Constitution which they rose in arms to destroy. Still less can we understand the apprehensions of many persons lest the institution of slavery
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should receive some detriment, as if it were the balance-wheel of our System, instead of its single element of disturbance. We admit that we always have thought, and think still, that the great object of the war should be the restoration of the Union at all hazards, and at any sacrifice short of honor. And however many honest men may scruple as to law, there can be no doubt that we are put under bonds of honor by the President's proclamation. If the destruction of slavery is to be a consequence of the war, shall we regret it? If it be needful to the successful prosecution of the war, shall anyone oppose it? Is it out of the question to be constitutional, without putting the slaveholders back precisely where they were before they began the rebellion? This seems to be the ground taken by the opposition, but it becomes more and more certain that the people, instructed by the experience of the past three years, will never consent to any plan of adjustment that does not include emancipation. If Congress need any other precedent than salus populi suprema lex for giving the form and force of law to the public will, they may find one in the act of Parliament which abolished the feudal privileges of the Highland chiefs in 1747. A great occasion is not to be quibbled with, but to be met with that clear-sighted courage which deprives all objections of their force, if it does not silence them. To stop short of the only measure that can by any possibility be final and decisive, would be to pronounce rebellion a harmless eccentricity. To interpret the Constitution has hitherto been the exclusive prerogative of Slavery: it will be strange if Freedom cannot find a clause in it that will serve her purpose. To scruple at disarming our deadliest foe, would be mere infatuation. We can conceive of nothing parallel, except to have it decided that the arrest of Guy Fawkes and the confiscation of his materials were a violation of Magna Charta; that he should be put back in the cellar of Westminster palace, his gunpowder, his matches, his dark-lantern, restored to him, with handsome damages for his trouble, and Parliament assembled overhead to give









him another chance for the free exercise of his constitutional rights.

We believe, and our belief is warranted by experience, that all measures will be found to have been constitutional at last on which the people are overwhelmingly united. We must not lost sight of the fact, that whatever is extra-constitutional is not necessarily unconstitutional. The recent proclamation of amnesty will, we have no doubt, in due time bring a vast accession of strength to the emancipationists from the slaveholding states themselves. The danger of slavery has always been in the poor whites of the South; and wherever freedom of the press penetrates—and it always accompanies our armies—the evil thing is doomed. Let no one who remembers what has taken place in Maryland and Missouri think such anticipations visionary. The people of the South have been also put to school during these three years, under a sharper schoolmistress, too, than ever ours has been, and the deadliest enemies of slavery will be found among those who have suffered most from its indirect evils. It is only by its extinction-for without it no secure union would be possible—that the sufferings and losses of the war can be repaid. That extinction accomplished, our wounds will not be long in healing. Apart from the slaveholding class, which is numerically small, and would be socially insignificant without its privileges, there are no such mutual antipathies between the two sections as the conspirators, to suit their own purposes, have asserted, and even done their best to excite. We do not like the Southerners less for the gallantry and devotion they have shown even in a bad cause, and they have learned to respect the same qualities in us. There is no longer the nonsensical talk about Cavaliers and Puritans, nor does the one gallant Southron any longer pine for ten Yankees as the victims of his avenging steel. As for subjugation, when people are beaten they are beaten, and every nation has had its turn. No sensible man in the North would insist on any terms except such as are essential to assure the stability of peace. To talk of the South as our future Poland is to talk with
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out book; for no region rich, prosperous and free could ever become so. It is a geographical as well as a moral absurdity. With peace restored, slavery rooted out, and harmony sure to follow, we shall realize a power and prosperity beyond even the visions of the Fourth of July orator, and we shall see Freedom, while she proudly repairs the ruins of war, as the Italian poet saw her:




“Girar la Liberta mirai

E baciar lieta ogni ruina e dire 
Ruine sì, ma servitii non mai." 





  (I saw Liberty turn 
 And, joyous, kiss every ruin and say, 
“Ruins, yes, but no more slavery.”) 
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Harmony being now restored and the Union preserved, I have endeavored to present the terrific scenes with which our great Rebellion closed; and beg leave to suggest that the harsh expressions, put here into the mouths of both Confederate and Federal actors, find no place in my own heart, nor in the hearts, I trust, of any of my countrymen in either section of the Union; but in writing a drama of the times I found it necessary to make the representatives of either party speak as they formerly felt. If my work should live, it will stand as a beacon over a bloody sea, to warn our children, when we who fought upon it shall have passed away.
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EDITOR'S PREFACE




Among the rarest of Lincoln items are two plays-neither was ever put on the stage-one of which we here present to our readers. It was written by the late James Webb Rogers, of Washington, who was a clergyman and served in the Confederate army before study




ing law.




It is so scarce that but one copy, to our knowledge, has ever been sold at auction, and being unable to obtain one for reprinting, we are indebted to the New York Historical Society for permission to make a copy of the one owned by them.

Should we succeed in finding a copy of the second play, it will also appear as one of our "Extras" in due time.














DEDICATION




This Drama is inscribed to my friend Frank Golden, of Washington City, a successful merchant, and an honest man. Had fortune blessed him with literary advantages, as nature endowed him with mother wit and a noble heart, he would have shone as brightly in letters, as he does in the mercantile and social world.
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MADAME SURRATT




ACT I




SCENE I-Road near Arlington-Sentinel on Guard. 

FIRST SENTINEL




More numerous than pigeons, when they cloud

 The face of Heaven, by their stormy wings, 
Come ghostly couriers, sweeping overhead 
 To Arlington; 
And from the bowels of Earth 
Grey spirits mount, 
 To the same dread spot for conference. 
 Perhaps the war is closing, and those counselors, 
Of other generations, taking part, 
May now be agitating terms of peace. 
Last night they flocked around me; but by Heaven! 
 I would not gaze upon that crowd again- 
My hairs on end, and cold drops flaring over me, 
For all the pomp and glory of the war. 
 Their port mysterious, and unsocial eyes, 
 The smell of coffins, on their midnight robes, 
And deep sepulchral voices fright my soul. 


(Alarmed at foot falls. Enter and Sentinel.) 'Tis but the sentinel to take my watch. Thank God 'twas not that bloodless caravan! Most welcome, sentinel; you are just in timeNow, fall asleep as soon as possible.









SECOND SENTINEL




Asleep?




FIRST SENTINEL




Aye, post you to the dusky land of Nod, 
Or sights more terrible than dreams will come. 





                    SECOND SENTINEL 
What of that rumor, in the camp- 
 That ghosts and goblins fright our soldiers here? 
Say, sentinel, what time do they appear? 





FIRST SENTINEL




Sometimes early; sometimes late they come; 
But when the mocking-bird, with dulcet note, 
Sweetens the midnight air, and whip-poor-wills 
Bewail so piteously, the master's lash. 
 If suddenly they hush, and in a tone 
Of trepidation, cautious and subdued, 
Give unlinked harmonies, as in soliloquy, 
 Then look, and on yon Heights of Arlington, 
 You'll see whole troops of disembodied spirits. 





SECOND SENTINEL To see a ghost hath been my life-long prayerMy nurses told me of them long ago; ha! ha! ha! And preachers—ha! ha! ha!—they make their living by them. But say, soldier, have you really seen such?




                       FIRST SENTINEL 
Last night I saw them-Aye, and heard them too 










Asses can see their provender, and fools, 
Born to be damned—mere brutes, see nothing more; 
But I was born with a caul on my face, 
And, in fact, all lofty souls can see spirits. 
 They walk about the world most numerous, 
When nations tremble, or great States dissolve, 
As in Jerusalem, when “they that slept arose 
And came into the holy city, 
And appeared to many”; for those prisoners felt 
The Roman Empire shake, when God was on the Cross. 
 There! there they go!—your prayer is answered soon- 
So follow them; but as for me, 
 I'll see a livelier company. 


                                                                      (Exit) 
                    SECOND SENTINEL 
To the limit of my watch will I follow them- 
If spies, to capture, and if ghosts, to prove, 
O that I had a silver bullet now! 


(Exit) 




SCENE II–Arlington Cemetery-Ghosts of Washington and 

other American heroes-Federal and Confederate Ghosts— 
Of Columbus, De Soto and other discoverers-Pocahontas, 
Porchatan and other Indian Chiefs-John Brown on side of 
stage, near the audience—Music, “Star Spangled Banner 
Banner Thirteen Stars, Waving. 


                   WASHINGTON 
These direful tidings, and this day of blood, 
Cry loud to Heaven! and Heaven appoints this conference. 
Let him who rendered in immortal verse 
Our banner-Key * of Maryland—first speak. 
   * Throughout the original this is printed “Keys." 










ALL




Key, Key-a song from Key.




KEY When Freedom, crushed and bleeding on the ground, Abandoned every other hope for man, To Heaven she cried, and Heaven, in pity, gave This new-born world, uprising from the sea. Its hills came forth, with kine and cattle crowned, And all the valleys teemed with jocund song. Like cowled monks the misty mountains rose, To Heaven's high altar, lighted by the stars; Cecilian thunders leaped along the skies, And lightnings darted in the face of kings. Great rivers, flashing to the sun, rolled on, And solitude stood listening to their cataracts. Beneath the virgin soil were golden yams, More luscious than the roots of Ind or Africa. Enormous melons lay upon the ground, With nectar filled—a banquet for the Gods! Gigantic birds, unknown to other climes, With coral neck, and beard upon their breasts, Of consequential step, and curious gobelins, Strutted unconscious of a tyrant's powerA mammoth corn with golden ears was there, And fruit perennial smiled in every grove, Upon ten thousand plains fair flowers bloomed, And o'er them, like the billows of the sea, Dashed the wild herd of plunging buffalo. The waves—the waters laughed, and winds sang loud, To freedom weeping on that distant shoreUp from the dust she sprang, on whirlwinds flew, To climb the mountains of her own bright world
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 Thence gazing on her children, all abroad, 
And lifting high on standard to the breeze, 
She spread her stars upon its ample folds, 
And welcomed all the nations of the Earth. 
Accursed be he who strikes that banner down! 
 Thrice cursed her sons who would not lift it up. 
Let Death and leanness enter in their ranks, 
While Hell gapes wide to take them down! 





PowHATAN




 Behold a king-no jewel in his crown, 
But feathered from his own imperial bird. 
 Powhatan salutes ye—Minnehaha's Lord, 
 And Pocahontas' father-cheated of his child, 
Who pined and perished in a foreign land- 
 Behold him standing where his fathers stood- 
 Ere yet the canting Christian crushed his heart- 
Burnt down his wigwam, stole his child, 
 And murdered Minnehaha in her bed. 
 Truth hast thou told, for once, thou lying tongue: 
 “Upon ten thousand plains, fair flowers bloomed, 
 And o'er them, like the billows of the sea, 
 Dashed the wild herd of plunging buffalo.” 
 Those flowers, now drooping with papooses' blood, 
 And slain, like buffalo, their warlike sires; 
But chanting still their war songs as they died. 
 They cursed your friendship, and your power defied. 
Well hast thou said, the waters laughed — 
 Ah, yes, my 


          Minnehaha; fare-thee-well! 
Thou Laughing Water; fare-thee-well! 
O, my Minnehaha! ha! ha! ha! 


(Exit, sobbing. Exeunt Indians.)









JOHN BROWN Now stand rebuked thou squeaking trump of liberty; Harken to me, and I will tell thee more. The red man, and the black man, both are men. Your lofty strain might more become Some patriot, taught by Christian charitySome Wilberforce, or Cowper, when he cried: “I would not have a slave to till my ground, To fan me when I sleep, and tremble when I wake, For all the wealth of India bought, Or sinews ever earned." Vile Anthropophagæ! your fathers all Traded in human flesh, poor flesh and blood! But I was Freedom's first apostle on these shores, And struck, at Harper's Ferry, for the rights of man.




KEY




 To purchase captives, and to give them homes, 
Redeeming them from death, or Pagan rule; 
Was ever merciful; but he who first 
 Enslaved the free-born soul, must bear the mark of Cain. 





PATRICK HENRY




 The captive once enthralled, no Christian law 
Forbade his change of masters, nay, sweet mercy, 
 Throughout all time, compelled her favored sons, 
 To buy the captive from a cruel lord- 
From Jew or Vandal—Turk or Infidel, 
And use his service, for the ransom paid. 
'Twas thus our Washington, his fuglemen 
Restrained, with firm, but gentle hand. 
Lo, Washington my witness! for he soothed, 










With lighter chain the captive, driven to his door, 
Aye, by your fathers, driven to Arlington, 
Chilblains upon their feet, and fetters on their hands, 
But like those hemorrhoids, once on Israel sent, 
 The blains and fetters now return to you. 





WASHINGTON




Charles Carroll, speak.




ALL




Hear! hear! Charles Carroll of Carrollton, hear! hear!




CARROLL




When freedom first upon these shores unfurled 
 The banner of the cross, all earth rejoiced, 
But lo, a cloud uprising from the sea- 
At first no bigger than a prophet's hand, 
 Yet destined soon to burst upon mankind! 
 England's armadas, staggering on the deep, 
Drag Africa in chains across the wave: 
And freedom shrieks—commingling her sad tears 
With thine, O Cleopatra, falling fast 
On Plymouth Rock, and freezing as they fall; 
For there the slaver packed with dusky forms, 
 First vomited its curse and slavery on these shores; 
 The Mayflower bore them, and her pilgrims sang 
Loud songs to Liberty, imploring Heaven 
 To lull the storm, and land each cargo safe. 
And when the cable rustled on the shore, 
 The captives' freedom lost for ever more 
 Those glorious Pilgrim Saints, all English born, 
Rolled their white eyes to Heaven and twanged each nasal horn, 












Returning thanks that God had given to that shore 
To be baptized, the poor benighted blackamore. 
New England's avarice, and her prayerful sons 
 Transfer the prisoner, to Southern clime; 
And take Virginia's gold their price for blood. 
But all may yet be well; for Heaven is watchful, 
 Though her children weep—sweet mercy pleads 
Before the King of Kings—Pope Urban too, 
And Benedict, on every slaver's mast- 
Aye! though a King should charter it, 
Have launched the dreadful curse of Rome. 
 The prisoner transferred to Southern clime, 
May yet be free: for mutual jealousies 
Of North and South, may break his chain. 
 Their rival interests, and the shock of arms- 
 But not their charity, can shatter it; 
 For one his service-one his vote-demands- 
But see, on yonder heights of Arlington- 
One eagle holds a trembling bird- 
Another eagle crouching for the prey 
 Rushes to combat-lo! they fight and die; 
 But see! the bird hath mounted to the sky. 
 Then lift thy standards, freedom, and thy cross display. 
 Peal all thy thunders, let thy cannon peal, 
 For every chain is shattered, and the bondman free. 


(Music. “Hail Columbia.”)




                   WASHINGTON 
 The storm is passing, and the union saved; 
 The Blue and the Gray shall mingle, side by side; 
One Union banner waving over all, 
With glory's sentinel to guard our graves, 
And keep his watch, till time shall be no more. 










(Enter Seceded States, dressed in mourning, each with a 

star on her forehead, and a cross in her hand.) 




FIRST STATE




As deputy for these fair States, I come, 
To ask a place upon that glorious banner. 





ALL




Father of our country, haill admit us there.




WASHINGTON




Then lift each cross to Heaven, and swear 
To guard that banner, till the day of doom. 





ALL




We swear! we swear! 
Amen! Amen! (Music. “Star Spangled Banner.”) 





KEY




That cross so glorious on the battle field, 
Hath ten fold glory now, in sorrow's hand; 
Go plant it then, above your glorious dead; 
And leave it there, Oh, leave it on those graves, 
 That heave along like ocean's troubled waves. 
Protect it there, 'gainst each invader's hand, 
 For they are all cradled in their native land. 
Perhaps mistaken in their fiery zeal; 
But all Americans, true as their steel; 
Perchance too zealous for a doubtful right, 
But Martyrs to their faith, they fell in fight: 
 Then twine the wreath, and let your crosses tell, 










To coming time, where fruitless valor fell. 
Where sleep the brave, who left upon the cliffs of time 
 Their names immortal, and their deeds sublime. 
 A moment's anger, like the tempest's wrath, 
Swept in its fury o'er our country's path. 
 But there she stands, triumphant o'er the storm, 
Our stars and stripes, around her glorious form. 
Her sword still red, but lifted high to Heaven, 
 Proclaims the tempest past, the past forgiven: 
 Alas! She weeps, 'tis now her sacred trust, 
 To watch each warrior's grave, and guard his dust- 
 To guard the glory of each soldier's name, 
 And consecrate it to his country's fame. 
No foreign flag shall wave above her dead, 
Nor tyrant foot, nor timid slave shall tread, 
Where Canby fought, or Stonewall Jackson bled. 
But glory's banner, to their fathers dear, 
 Shall catch from every wounded heart a tear, 
And shine, a rainbow, bright as when it spanned 
 The first wild storm that swept our native land. 





WASHINGTON




Yon morning star, our captain in the sky, 
Commands us to retire to our tents. 





GENERAL MORGAN




Stay, stay, regardless of the morning star. 
 Your loving harmonies are beautiful indeed, 
 Then hie ye to your green, well-tended graves, 
While we return to brushwood and to rocks. 
Where vultures tore our flesh and left our bones; 
Where weeping mothers seek for us in vain, 










And toil as slaves to keep a little life 
Still in our baby brothers telling them the tale- 
And when our fortunes stolen shall be returned, 
And when magnanimous as ye pretend, 
The nation gives us graves and hands to tend them. 
Aye, then; but not till then, our dust can mingle. 





JOHN BROWN




 You lie! your fortunes were not stolen—we took 
 In spoils of war, the gold which ye had coined 
 From human blood—'Twas I that lead the van, 
 At Harper's Ferry first I struck for liberty, 
When your unequal laws, accursed and hellish, 
 Did hang me like a dog till dead, dead, dead! 
 Then all the North was caught into a blaze, 
 For I was there—(ha! ha! ha!) “John Brown was marching on,” 
 Your moderate men, as Jackson-ours too- 
 Such snivellers as Ellsworth I detest, 
 And Lincoln also, a soft-hearted fool, 
 Favors the rebels whom a man of grit 
Had hung, and shot as fast as they were caught. 
 I'd burn the serpents—men and women too, 
 And send them writhing down to hell, 
 For trading in human flesh, and turning men to beasts. 
God gave no property to man; but force 
 First seized it trampling down the weak, 
 And weakness yielded to the brave and powerful 
 So strength prevailed and property arose; 
 But they who sing, “John Brown is marching on," 
Will one day raze yon cities from their base- 
God speed the day, and hell light up their torches! 
 New York, Chicago, Pittsburg, and St. Louis, all 
 Shall have their guillotines, to make France tremble- 










 For her little spurt of blood, was as nothing to that glorious sea. 
Give me the men who carry fire and sword, 
Give me a Morton, Sherman or a Wade, 
 To sweep with besoms of destruction- 
 Then go, ye rebels, to the rocks again- 
 Ye have no country and deserve no graves! 


                  GENERAL MORGAN 
What though we have no country-our fathers, 
 Led up by Washington, defended yours; 
 And struck the British lion at your door: 
What tho' their sons should have no graves- 
 “On fame's eternal camping ground, 
 Our silent tents are spread, 
 And Glory guards, with solemn round, 
 The bivouac of our dead.” 





WASHINGTON




This war of words avail us not; 
The Conference is ended let us hence. 





(Exit.)




JOHN BROWN




Go to, ye snivellers, for I alone 
Rushed single handed on the Devil's own; 
And have a right to walk by day, while you 
Are frightened by a little morning dew- 
 A cock can scare ye, but yon morning star 
Was my companion at the gate of war- 
At Harper's Ferry, o'er the gulches wide, 
 It led my army to the other side, 
Clambering o'er rocks, by cyclops flung, 
 In some great battle when the world was young 
 It saw me strike-Aye! sees me striking still 










Giving to other men my stubborn will.

                                                  (Booth passes and Exit.) 
 There! there! Wilkes Booth! now for a little sport. 
  I'll make the crater of his soul my fort, 
 And Freedom's banner, from its heights unfurled, 
 Shall lead a host of Devils through the world; 
 For lofty souls, by hellish impulse driven, 
Are Hell's best arsenals, when touching Heaven; 
And his, though dipped in Heaven's ethereal blue, 
Hath craters vast, for Hell to thunder through; 
 Then let me seize its heights, and hold the while, 
Gazing on all beneath with lurid smile; 
 Then from its pinnacles, all stained with blood, 
 I'll leap into the raging multitude; 
And give to working men a higher law, 
 To hold the world and capital in awe. 
 Till Freemen of the North, 
Whose children feed on broth, 
Light up the avenging fire, 
Leaping from spire to spire- 
My spirit soaring higher; 


 Till toiling millions, find their shackles gone, 
And shout to Heaven, "John Brown is marching on.' 


(Enter Booth, and exit.) 




See, see, he comes again, but paler far 
 Than when I met him, at the gate of war; 
 For then a volunteer-most valiant man, 
He joined Virginia's troops, to meet my clan- 
At Charleston guarded me, and saw me die. 
But time avenges every villainy- 
What though he live, I have a grudge to take, 
Which all the villain's blood can never slake, 










 Then let me drive him on in crime, till men 
 Pursue him, like the tiger to his den- 
 Start at his name, instinctive turning round, 
 To find a hissing serpent in its sound, 
Mothers all trembling-clasping in their arms 
 Scared infants as his passing shade alarms; 
While wrinkled hags, by wolves and witches nursed, 
 Cover their faces at his name accursed. 
 Rise, rise! ye mantles of the dead, and tear 
 The womb of time, that I may see him struggling there. 
 See! See! he strikes at yonder towering heads 
Whose murdered millions lie in gory beds, 
 And now prophetic demons, in their rage 
 Ride on the storm—now stoop to yonder stage 
 And now a prophet's mantle on the air 
 Shakes pestilence and death—my hangman there 
 Strikes Lincoln down; and yonder shooting star, 
 Reveals the last dread tragedy of war! 
 See! See! the villain comes; but knows it not, 
 That I. have marked the very hour, and spot- 
 Then rise, ye curtains, of the night and show 
 The violets withering, where his foot-prints glow, 
 Ye Devils rise and plunge into his soul, 
  Till the whole world shall shake from pole to pole- 
 But when the deed is done, and darkness shrouds the sun, 
 And Lincoln lies upon his bier, 
 Pursue the blood-stained murderer, 
 Still whispering in his ear, 
 John Brown is marching on—is here! 
 And when in fire and flame, the villain dies, 
 Let thunder peals proclaim it through the skies! 


(Exit.) (Enter J. Wilkes Booth.) 




-









Воотн




Hyperion, like a chariot all on fire, 
Rides up among the stars, and grey 


                                          cold morning 
 Opes once more her eyes on yonder Capitol- 
Once more Virginia shakes her clanking chains, 
 And lifts them up imploringly to Arlington- 
Nest of her eagles! once so dear to thee! 
 O Liberty! thy cradle and thy tomb! 
 O glorious Arlington! Home of a hero! 
 Thy festive arches loath to let them die, 
 Repeated oft the words of Washington, 
While Madison, Monroe and Jefferson 
 Held high discourse on forms of human right; 
Or bent the bow, when strung too long, 
 To ladies fair, in many a social hour! 
Here oft, alas! my own exulting voice 
 Rang out in childhood's unsuspecting glee- 
 And other voices calling me to play 
Now silent in their stiff and gory gray. 
 Ah! yes, the stage is sad, when those we played with 
Have all gone to rest! Then hear my vow 
 Ye murdered and neglected ones, whose bones 
 Lie bleaching on the hill sides where we played: 
 Not unavenged your ghosts shall walk this scene- 
 Envious of the foeman, sleeping in your beds, 
 And proud to stick their blue plebeian noses 
 Even in death, beneath the kerchief of a Custis- 
 To have it said that they were lodged at Arlington! 
 Ye, our Fathers—Sons of the South, look down! 
 And thou, Virginia—mother of Statesmen- 
Wake with the morning; but awake to weep! 
 For your fair bosom, once bedecked wi' flowers, 
 All brooched and jewelled o'er with golden corn, 










.




Heaves only now with graves—a nation's sepulchre! 
And thou, my Maryland, dear to this heart, 
Look down from yonder hills, and judge me kindly, 
Like some poor mother, half demented, thou 
Dost rock the cradle of thy buried children, 
Still muttering thine own immortal poet's song, 
 Though half the stars have fallen from his banner- 
 I cannot sing that song, but I can perish, 
And wrestling-clutching yon strong columns, 
I will drag them down, and Dagon's host 
Shall perish with me! 
Hark! hark! the reveille of yonder camp! 
Its rumbling cannon, presage of a storm, 
Surcharged with thunder, and the bolts of death 
 Those clattering horses and war-bearing messengers; 
 Like vultures balanced on the dusky cloud 
 That merry marching, measured to the fife, 
 The drum and trumpet-shouts, and neighing steeds, 
 Proclaim new levies and a countless host 
 To batten on the South, already sunk so low- 
Nothing but Intervention now can save us- 
What if mad havoc, riding in the air, 
Should pluck the tallest tassels of the field! 
What if a President and his whole Cabinet 
Were taken 


up

                the Heaven?—Confusion dire 
All order would confound, till France and England 
Recognized the South, and left her children free! 
Down busy thoughts! but when I play to-night 
Richard the Third shall live within my soul, 
And from the furnace of his blasted spirit 
 I will snatch a firebrand to light the world- 
Will tear this darkness from my native sky, 
And set the Southern Cross in glory there! 


(Exit.) 




1









SCENE III—Same-Road near Arlington—Enter Captain 

Thornton Powel-Cloak over gray uniform, supporting Lilly 
Beall. 


POWEL




Come, come, be brave, the worst is over now, 
 Yon sail awaits us, and the wind blows fair- 
See! see the topmast! how its streamers wave 
And point us to the Capitol! The guards 
Can thus be flanked, and your brave brother saved- 
Once in the city, we can aid him- 
Madame Surratt to espouse his cause, 
And Booth to plead it with the President, 
Come, come, once more be brave; be brave and win, 
For never yet could prison bar, nor rib of steel, 
Withstand the pleadings of an angel's tongue! 





LILLY




Alas, my poor brother-now in chains! 
 I feel that he can never be exchanged. 
You wiser men may little understand it, 
But woman's heart is all a prophecy, 
And what we know-is only what we feel- 
Ah, no, we are too powerless to save him. 


                                                         (Sinks by the road.) 
 O so weary! frightened all night long, 
And trembling more for you, than for myself, 
My woman's heart grows faint, and dies within me. 
 Thrice have you slain the guards, and thrice these hands, 
 Staunching their wounds, took up the dreadful tale. 


(Lifts up her hands red with blood.) I cannot wash it off, lest to your soul









The damning spot should fly-for we are one- 
At least were once, till with an angry grasp, 
Unlike your own, you tore me from those offices, 
By pity prompted for a dying foe. 
But now we part, for life is ebbing fast, 
And life, without you, were worse than death. 
But take this rosary, press it to your heart, 
And when the flowers of spring shall bloom once more 
To hide these bloody hands from Heaven and offer 
Sacrifice for our sins; 0 then remember me! 
Go back to camp; you cannot pass yon guard; 
Go, Thornton, fight the battles of the South, 
And leave me here to die! Farewell! farewell! 
 Yet swear, before our parting-swear once more, 
 To love me, Thornton, and to keep me in your heart! 


(Taking rosary and twining it on his wrist.) 




POWEL




We'll have no parting yet; but let me swear, 
And on a soldier's sword, (draws) and by the stars, 
 Dumb witnesses, whose soft and dewy eyes 
 Have looked through Southern bowers on our love, 
 And by yon mocking-bird, rehearsing it 
 To roses, bent upon their tearful boughs; 
 And by the moon, whose silvery bow in Heaven, 
Was snatched by Cupid when he made us one- 
 One heart-one soul-one life, and one Eternity! 
  I swear to love thee; and to save thy brother! 





                      Lilly-Rising 
Those words, like nectar poured into my soul, 
Supply new strength—now I can go, 










For gentle words to woman's heart are more 
Than all the pomp and glory of the world! 
Lead on! and I will follow thee 
Though tempests rave and torrents sweep our path! 





                   POWEL-kissing her 
Remember, love, our new-born name- 
Yours Lilly Boyd-mine Payne-remember, Payne! 
For Beall and Powel would betray our colors. 


(Exeunt. Voice behind the scenes.) 




FIRST SENTINEL




Halt! halt!

Sentinel fires--Clash of arms—They fight back to the stage and around it-Sentinel falls.




PAYNE




 O that the wrongs and ruins of the South 
Were centered in this arm-its thunderbolt 
 That struck thee down, should strike the North as well, 
And quench with blood the very fires of Hell. 


(Exit.) SCENE IV-Richmond-Before the President's Mansion-Enter 

soldiers, and citizens serenading. 




FIRST CITIZEN




That's Jeff Davis' house. Come, let's give him Dixie. 

SECOND CITIZEN




Let's call him out, and have a speech first.




THIRD CITIZEN No, no, Dixie first, and then the speech.









FOURTH CITIZEN




We want no Dixie now—first for the speech- 
And if he brings good news from Lee or Longstreet 
 Then we'll have Dixie, but they say that Petersburg 
Has fallen—first make him tell the news- 
And then if good, wind up with Dixie- 
 But if the news be bad, we'll shake him for it. 
 D—-n if I don't lead the crowd to make him squall. 


                         OFFICER 
 Peace! Peace! vile braggart! you carpet-bag! 
 You d-d tobacco speculator—fool! 
You wore a cockade but never fired a gun. 
 And your vile crowd have brought us to this pass. 
Dare you criticise and underrate 
 The foremost man of all his time? 
Why, Yankeedom and the whole South once vied 
 To stamp him current for the bank of fame! 
And you to flip, and ring his metal—bah! 
Were you in Mexico? at Monterey? 
 At Buena Vista? Where did you enlist? 
Our forlorn hope, he led at Monterey, 
 I saw him mounting Fort Diavolo, 
 Throttling the cannon-daring death- 
Our starry banner waving in his hand 
Like wingéd seraphim defying war! 
 Begrimed with powder, and besmeared with blood, 
He bore it upward-onward-Monterey was won! 
“And there he stood, an Eagle in the sun.” 
At Buena Vista next our cause seemed lost- 
 Taylor and Bragg were yielding to the storm; 
When fresh as condors from the mountain heights, 
Rushed down ten thousand lancers on our left. 










 There stood Jeff Davis-Mississippi's sons 
His hope of victory-lo! they seem to fly. 
His center first retiring, 'til it formed 
 Into an open V; but while each branch 
Of that dread letter on the field of blood 
Seemed to retreat, and thus drew in the foe 
As flies into the yawning crocodile, 
He halted suddenly, and faced about; 
His Mississippi rifles blazed along each line; 
 And like a bosky hill, bathed in the sun, 
Or mounted mysterious, rising in those wilds - 
Or rather like a hill of blasted pines, 
 Those Lancers—and their shattered lances lay- 
 Jeff Davis master of the field; 
And glittering on the heights of fame! 
Wild with delight, a glorious nation then 
Her preferments and honors proffered him; 
Her power supreme, to hold the helm of way, 
 She gave into his hands, her record-his! 
 Then Senator, he scorned and held at bay, 
Like a great mountain, standing in the sea, 
 The raging billows of fanatic strife- 
'Til warning them in vain, his hope had fled; 
And now tho' battling 'gainst the world in arms, 
He leads the land of Washington to war. 
For four long years, undaunted and sublime, 
He stands—the brightest mark upon the cliffs of Time! 


(Soldiers-Huzza! Huzza! Huzza!) Davis! Davis! Davis! Huzza! Huzza! Huzza!

(Enter Davis on balcony.) Fellow Citizens:-It always gives me pleasure to meet you, for I know your devotion to the cause of liberty and to the sovereignty of States.









Greece in her palmiest day, was a great Confederate government-as such, she fought at Thermopylae, Platea and Salamis; Nor ever yielded to domestic or foreign tyrants, until her sovereign States succumbed to Federal power. You, fellow citizens, are fighting for States' rights, and for State sovereignty, guarded by Constitutional authority. You are fighting against Federal power, a mere creature and servant of the States—Your cause is just, and millions of brave men throughout the North now shackled by the grip of war, are with you. They hold as you do, that no aggregation of States—no vast mob of many nations—no raging commune should dictate to a free-born people, and enslave their sons. What though we fail in battle, these brave men, inspired by your example, will yet sustain the cause for which your sons are bleeding. Remember the real issueslavery was only an exciting element, trumped up by cunning demagogues to lead the mob. They know full well, that our slaves are by far the happiest peasantry on earth -better in their condition now, than when driven by Yankee masters; from whom our fathers purchased them; and this the negroes understand; they also understand that their condition is infinitely better than that of many white slaves of the North, some of whose masters so cruelly oppress them. Then let us keep to the issue the sovereignty of the States—and should our last army go down in battle, our cause will still survive. The whole world now combined against us, may conquer on the field. But the brave and true men of the North threatened by a raging commune, will clamor for Constitutional safeguards; and be compelled to call our sons, in peaceful armor—or, if need be, with the sword-perhaps ourselves—to fight for Constitutional liberty, and for the rights of man. Fellow citizens and fellow soldiers, I bid you good night.

ALL Huzza! Huzza! Huzza!

(Exeunt.) 
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ACT II




SCENE 1-President's Mansion-Lincoln reading MSS.-Music

John Brown, in the distance. 




LINCOLN




We want no commune here—want no secession neither- 
No John Brown marching on, nor squealing Dixie; 
Except it be to play them for a little sport- 
Key was a Southern man and born in Maryland, 
And his Star Spangled Banner will be played 
With Hail Columbia, till the day of doom. 
 For golden songs descending to a nation, 
Make through all time her best inheritance; 
 And the recreant wretch, who could relinquish them, 
So dear to his fathers, whether North or South, 
And in a corner, like a cricket chant, 
"John Brown is marching on," or Dixie- 
 0 I have no patience with such men! 
So when the commune bawl, or Southern fool 
 Sticks a cockade upon his fiery breast; 
 I know the fitful storm must pass away; 
 Impartial men, on either side, will lead 
 The people and return ere long to union. 
So let the fools rip, a day is near at hand 
When reason can be seated on her throne, 
And this great union snatched from ruin, 
Our stars and stripes shall float along the sky 
Wherever the sun shines or waters roll! 
 Secession is a thing most foul and pitiable, 
 A kind of cross-eyed, ill-contrived abortive- 










Ben Butler in another form; but uglier- 
 A blot upon the North, as well as on the South- 
 A rope of sand, disintegrated from the start- 
 The laughing-stock, and jest of all mankind! 
Never were sane men so thoroughly misled! 
As they who clamor for secession- 
Whether in Massachusetts or in Carolina- 
For Massachusetts first conceived the monster, 
And her grim legislature gave it birth- 
Jeff Davis took it to his arms, and now 
 The whole world trembles in its presence. 
'Tis but the commune in another form- 
 States riding on the storms of human passion, 
 Poor John Brown marching on, and nothing else. 


(Enter a messenger, bearing dispatches

                       Lincoln reads them.) 
Well, the Rebellion drags along, and though 
 Its back is broken, still its fiery fangs 
Are dangerous as ever, and its rattling tail 
 Forewarns that they may “fight to the last ditch;" 
And fight they will, if driven to despair- 
 If we insist on blotting out their States 
And turning them to Provinces—if soldiers 
Must be kept to garrison their homes; 
And men like Butler give those soldiers leave, 
 For fancied insults, or a scornful look 
 To make their daughters women of the town. 
 By heavens! they'll fight it out, and I would too. 
Now some would burn and crucify the South, 
 Beechers and Brownlows, and a host of saints 
 All preaching love, to cut Confederate throats. 
But I myself was born in old Kentucky, 
 And have a soft place in my heart for her. 










My dear old mother sleeps among her hills, 
My fathers too all sleep in Old Virginia, 
 And her greatest statesmen have been my friends, 
 But “by the eternal Gods,” as Jackson said, 
 “I'd hang them high as Haman to preserve this Union.” 
 Yet could we make an honorable peace 
 The South should have protection, and return 
 To join us in a great regenerated country. 
 Freedom to all inscribed upon our banner, 
 And in our hearts “forgiveness for the past.” 
 “Malice to none; but charity for all.” 
And when this tempest shall have passed away 
 The mystic chords of memory stretched 
 From every soldier's 
 In this great land shall swell the pæan of our victory! 


(Exit.) 




grave, to

every heart




SCENE II–President's grounds-Enter Dr. Mary Trotter in male 

attire-Beecher meeting her. 




DR. MARY




 O Mr. Beecher! Mr. Beecher, how fortunate to 
Meet you here. Come now, introduce me to the President. 





BEECHER




Certainly–He'll be here in a moment 
Dr. you are looking remarkably well- 
See, there he comes! 





(Lincoln approaches.) 









BEECHER




Allow me to present you, Mr. President, 
Our great Surgeon, Dr. Mary Trotter.- 





                        LINCOLN 
Indeed! I'm glad to meet you, Dr. Mary, 
So, Dr., you cut soldiers' legs off, eh? ha! ha! ha! 
But don't 


you 
     feel 
         queer, 
             when 
                    you 


cut a man? ha! ha! ha! Take care, Dr., that you don't get your own leg broke. For then you'll have to send for Beecher.




DR. MARY




No need of sending, he'll be sure to come, 
Like a good pastor-loving all his lambs! 
But, Mr. President, I came from Ford's, 
To ask your Cabinet to Booth's great play. 
Here are the invitations-ten in number. 


(Giving them.) Oh, he's an angel, sir-almost a GodAnd all the women of the town are crazy for him.




LINCOLN




I hope you are not a woman of the town




                   DR. MARY 
O yes I am, but hold to woman's rights- 





LINCOLN




Take care that you don't hold to something else, 
For Booth would make you change your politics, 










And if you married him one thing I know, 
He'd have them breeches off, and make you wear a frock. 
Good-bye!-Good-bye-ha! ha! ha! 





DR. MARY




No, sir; I'll wear them to the bitter end




(Exit.) 




LINCOLN—(laughing) Beecher, which is her bitter end?




BEECHER




 Perhaps your excellence, she means her latter end, 
 A most important thing; for all must die- 
 The cares of State, the coronet and crown- 
Upheavings of a mighty land like this 
And of our little bosoms-all must sink 
 To rest, and be forgotten in the grave. 
 Then "the true inwardness" must all come out. 
 To me, to you—and all of us, that day 
Approaches like a thief-“nest hiding” then- 
Our loves and hates, and all our little schemes 
Will leave us “on the ragged edge,” of time- 
 Each in his narrow bed and married to the worm! 





(Exeunt.) 




SCENE III-Booth's room in Washington-Portraits on the wall of the Booths, Beall, and Lilly. 

Воотн Richard was a villain "of the whole cloth;"









[image: [blocks in formation]]


And sweet relenting nature never touched 
 A single chord in his abandoned bosom. 
He slew alike the innocent and guilty, 
 To make their trunks his stepping-stones to power; 
 This I was never formed for, but by Heaven! 
As Curtius leaped into a gulf, so I, 
 To save my native land, would plunge 
Into the seething cauldron of a nation's wrath- 
Nor Heaven, nor earth nor hell could pluck me thence; 
But ere one leaps into a gulf, perhaps- 
'Twere well to write some record on the cliff, 
 That they who come hereafter may divine 
What hopes he built upon, and why he fell. 


                    (Writes letter to Clark and leaves it on table.) 
Yes, in the fiery tempest that must rise, 
Naught less than miracles could save me; 
Lascivious Fortune then, to Judas turned, 
May crack upon my cheeks; but I will hurl 
Her kisses back to meet their swords and staves, 
And fall at last, if fall I must, 
Like Brutus, not sustained by Senators- 
No! not like Brutus, with a host of friends, 
Creeping behind the kisses of a Casca, no! 
But like Niagara, all alone in power, 
One patriot soul shall leap upon the gulf 
And leave eternal rainbows where it plunged! 
Not sixty Senators to vanquish Cæsar, 
But one strong arm to prop a falling cause — 
Like Brutus striking for the rights of man, 
Perhaps like Brutus, on the plains of Phillippi, 
Weltering in blood, despairing and abandoned, 
 Traduced, and scorned, and hated for the time 
 That Cæsar's armies parceled out the world; 





588









Yet living on and honored by mankind; 
So be't; and when the world forgets a Brutus 
 Then, but not till then, my fame shall die. 
For I will live when yonder dome shall piecemeal fall, 
When yonder trumpets to the judgment call, 
And ruin writes the epitaph of all! 


                                              (Enter Thornton Powel.) 
Why, Thornton Powel, Heavens! how came you here? 
How pass their lines! What news, my boy? 





POWEL




How pass their lines? I have a ready tongue, 
Whose thirsty edge (drawing bloody sword) lapping the blood of 


    dogs 
For three contentious nights, can answer you. 
Challenged at every turn, pursued, hemmed in, 
And fighting inch by inch, this, my best friend, 
Procured our passage hither! 





Воотн




What from our army? What news, my boy?




                       POWEL 
My grey-haired sire—God! can it be true! 
 Pursuit being vain, they sought my father's house, 
And slew him, helpless, pleading for his life. 
My sisters then, to save themselves from shame, 
 Lucretia's guiltless dagger seized and died; 
 I saw it not—yet see it standing there- 
 Yon blazing roof! the tears and blood that fell. 
 Freeze me with horror while the tale I tell. 










BOOTH




Horrible! most horrible! Oh, it was 
 A dark and damned—most infernal deed; 
Yet they who perish now are Fortune's favorites, 
Nursed in a quiet cell, protected, safe, 
And mingling with the dust for which they died. 
Unused to fawning, your Virginia blood 
Could never crawl and creep as things do here. 
Better to die and bid the world farewell, 
 To stride the withers of some windy blast, 
And ride through lightnings to the gate of Heaven, 
Than lick a master's hand for place and power. 
0 I do hate the creeping things called men- 
And most those Southern men who skulk and cringe- 
 The smell of mules and negroes they delight in; 
But powder scares them, and the villains crawl. 
Take comfort then-cheer 


                    up -'twill all be well. 
What from our army? What from Lee? 
What of the truce at City Point? 





POWEL




All overtures for peace have been rejected, 
And our bleeding army, stung to their wounds 
By base conditions offered, flew to arms. 
 I fear that all is over-our base is cut. 
And Sheridan goes raiding in the rear; 
Lee struggles like a storm-tossed vessel stranded, 
When every billow sweeps her groaning deck, 
God only knows how long she'll weather it! 





Воотн




Then shall we have another act to play!









Rome's Campus Martius, with her three conspirators, 
Shall take the stage in Washington. What think you? 





POWEL




You speak in parables. Speak out, 
For I was always blunt-perhaps too frank. 
Speak out and show the bottom of your mind. 





BOOTH




Richard the Third is on the boards to-night, 
And you shall learn the lesson while I play. 





POWEL




Impossible, for I return to-night.




BOOTII




Whither?




POWEL




To my command.




BOOTH




Then wherefore did

you come?

POWEL (Pointing to Lilly's picture.)




T'escort that lady.




BOOTH




What! Lilly Beall? and is she here?









POWEL




At Madame Surratt's; but we have changed our names. 
Remember to call her Lilly Boyd; as for me, 
My name is Payne. Be sure to get it right, 
For should the bloodhounds scent my track 
 They'd hang me for a spy. 





Воотн




 A halter would then take the place of Lilly's arms. 
O that I too could have so fair a gibbet! 
For one less beautiful might soon be mine! 
Say, why this risk, and wherefore did she come? 





PAYNE




Of course you know her brother has been captured?




Воотн




Lieutenant Beall? No, not a word; come, tell it me.




PAYNE




Captured, beyond all doubt, and t'escort his sister 
 I come on furlough; but return to-night, 
And you should see her to New York. 
Where she expects to find him. 





Воотн




By Heaven! he's dearer to this love-lack heart 
 Than all my kindred-brothers, sisters—all, 
Except my mother and my murdered friends. 
Captured, you tell me? Where and when? 










PAYNE




Some telegrams we sent will soon be answered, 
And you shall know to-night what prison holds him. 
My time is short. Take Lilly to your charge; 
 I have a long and dangerous road before me. 


Going, shakes hands. “Good-night.” 




رر




         BOOTH-(Holding Powel confidingly.) 
 Stay! stay! 
When you return to camp remember this- 
And should it happen, say “I told you so.' 
Mark well my words, and pin them to your heart. 
 Defeats are sometimes turned to victory; 
 A single arm can sometimes turn the tide of war. 
Now, I am hatching up a brand new play; 
Be ready for your part; take Brutus if 





you like.




POWEL




 O! that of Brutus could be moulded now, 
And leaping from the fiery furnace of this war, 
Bring curses down upon his towering head, 
From hypocrites and villains to the end of time! 





BOOTH




Say Powel, did you know that Brutus was a coward?




POWEL




“He was the noblest Roman of them all.”




Воотн




Aye, but his gizzard was so thin of grit









 That Cassius was required to grind its purpose. 
Else, had its blunted edge proved most abortive; 
And to speak truly, mine needs whetting too; 
But you could grind it, Powel, to such keenness 
That it would rip the very womb of time, 
And send great spirits thro’ to Heaven-yea; 
Could cleave the dome of yonder Capitol. 
Come, tell me, Powel, do you see anything? 
Look in my eye; behold your image there. 


              (Holding his hand, puts the other arm around him.) 
Perhaps our hearts, now laid together thus, 
And linked so long in boyhood's trustful love, 
Like shells, by tyrant Neptune cast ashore- 
Might whisper "vengeance”-“Brutus,” “Cassius”—“Home." 


              POWEL-(Releases himself.) 
Would God that I were Cassius, and could find 
 A Brutus bold enough to strike my palm! 


              Booth—(Striking palms.) 
 Soft! soft! Now, should our armies fail, do you 
Mount as Virginius did, and ride to Rome 
 The very valleys shouting to your horse's hoofs- 
 Virginia's valleys shouting back to Heaven: 
 "Sic Semper Tyrannis!” Rome is free! 





POWEL




How shall I read in all this trash, 
The purpose of your soul. Speak out. 





Воотн




What if the President were sent to Heaven, 
Would France and England recognize the South? 










POWEL




If Cerberus should meet me in the way,

  I'd off with both his heads, while you forsooth, 
Would decollate but one, to make the dog more hideous. 





Воотн




No dread of law? No qualms of conscience, eh.




                      POWEL 
Conscience and law? Yes, these shall point the way, 
As taught us by the statesmen of our day. 
“A higher law” has lately been proclaimed, 
As better far that what our fathers framed; 
Seward proclaimed it; Lincoln holds it good, 


 To fill the world with misery and blood. 
“That higher law” deprived us of the slaves 
Our fathers purchased from the canting knaves, 
Because forsooth we would not wear the chain 
Of tariffs levied only for their gain. 
 They crushed State-rights, to make that chain secure, 
 Then gave to Federal power what States possessed before, 
And having numbers—Vandals from afar- 
“Cried havoc and let slip the dogs of war.” 
Down came their armies, and the fiends accursed 
Our homes invaded with infernal lust. 
From blazing roofs our helpless women driven, 
Made suicide their last appeal to Heaven, 
Imploring God, yet tearing wide their wounds, 
At sight of which o'er sickened nature swoons. 
 All this and more the conscience justifies, 
If we may trust their snivelling and their lies. 
 That “Higher Law” a mask for crime, 










To suit the pious knavery of our time, 
Command me then, and if our armies fail, 
Prepare your play, and put me in the cast, 
For I will fight, and fight them to the last. 





(Exit.) 




BOOTH




His heart was gentle as his love for Lilly, 
Ere this unnatural war had tongued its wounds; 
And yet to the tiger's fierceness could it rise 
Where o'ertopping insolence presumed too far, 
 I well remember how he struck a giant once, 
For giving insults to a helpless woman, 
 First with his hand; but drawing then his sword, 
He clove the villain to his buttocks. 
With three such men, knit firmly to my soul, 
 This drama could be played; but without such 
'Twould drag upon the stage, and prove abortive. 
 Yet every actor cannot be a star, 
And I must cast this piece for humbler stock. 


(Knocks. Enter Herold, dressed gaily with flowers.) 




                      HEROLD 
 They say that we are wondrously alike. 
"Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by the sun of York”- 





Воотн




Come, butterfly, if I should blow a candle out 
Could you blow out another? 
 Tell Atzerodt to come in here. 


(Exit Herold.) 
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 This shallow boy will ape me to the last; 
And like the monkey, shaving as his master, 
 The poor thing, ere long, may vent his windpipe. 
Vain of my friendship, he would die to serve me, 
While Atzerodt, for money, would encounter h-ll; 
And yet I scarcely fancy thus with murders 
 To conspire. What is conscience after all? 
Perhaps the ghost of early training throws 
 Its shadow on the path of desperate deeds, 
Or creeps behind to hold the elbow back. 
 O coward conscience, trembling at a nightmare! 
Poor spaniel, pawing at thy master's door! 
Vile shadow, cast by some obtrusive light- 
Ah, yes, a light! and that is what we dread- 
 A light more piercing than th' unpupiled eye 
Of day—burning like phosphorus in bones- 
Unseen and covered by the womb of darkness, 
 Yet giving keenness to the stings of memory, 
And penetrating every chamber of the soul, 
Let him who boasts his freedom bawl with fools; 
But all of us are slaves and cowards from the start! 


(Enter Herold and Atzerodt-Booth abstracted.) 




                       ATZERODT 
Vell Master Booth, vy did you send for me? 





Воотн




Not now, not now, eh; some other time will do. 
For I, eh, am going; but both of you, eh, remember 
 I'll need your services some other time- 
Yours, Atzerodt, for money–Herold, yours 
For love. Both meet me here to-morrow night. 










ATZERODT




Vell, de best time for anyting is now.




Воотн




No, no; not now; some other time; some other time.




ATZERODT




Vell, shentlemens, mit money you can buy me, 
For I can cut dem throats as good as any man. 





Воотн




Why do you speak of cutting throats?




HEROLD




He takes us both for murderers.




ATZERODT




 Yes, shentlemens, I listened mit de key-hole 
Ven you and Payne vas fightin' fur de last; 
Mine Got, I knows it all-give me de monish, 
Tells me vat fur do-gives me de knife, 
An' tells me who, fur dead mens tells no tales. 





Воотн




Begone, base cut-throat. Go! begone, begone!




(Aside.) 




O how the villain freezes up my blood.

ATZERODT—Going Vell, you sent fur me, and I can go;









But if I tells de policeman, vat fur den? 
And Dr. Mary Trotter-vat for her? 
She listens mit de key-hole, too! ha, ha; 
Vat if she tell de President! vot den! 
Sometings, you bet I don't likes pretty vell. 





(Going.) 




BOOTH




Stay, stay; my blood was frozen by your villainy; 
But meet me, in the green-room, when the play 
Shall warm it. Then will I cast your several parts. 
      (Exit H. and A. As they go out John Brown rises with ser- 


pents over Booth's head. Booth looking at his watch.) 'Tis just an hour ere the play begins; But Richard shall be aped as ne'er before on earth. For I will fit the deep intents of his dark soul So nicely to mine own, that all shall cry “ 'Tis he! 'tis he!” My father's ghost once more. Shall put the buskin on his father's too, Shall stride the stage, and fill my soul With all the fiery vengeance of our race.

                                               (Enter Dr. Mary Trotter.) 
What, again obtruding! Woman, go, go, 
 Take back your letter with its sickening vows- 
 Its baby-puking of immodest love. 





DR. MARY—(Snatching it.) Then give it me, and learn that woman's wrath Hath ten-fold fury for her love.

(Reads aside.) Mary E. Surratt, aha!-a pretty thing to love!

(Aside, reads.) 









Remember your promise to write or come early; 
John will be off to Richmond in the morning. 
Aha! From home. The widow there? 


(To Booth.) And you to

                          wrinkled hag! 
The strumpet; I'll tear her very eyes out; 
 The Rebel wench; I'll hang her on a gibbet, 
And you shall dangle by your lady love. 
The hag! I'll give you both a swinging hammock 
For your marriage bed! I'll—I'll — 





spurn me for




а.




Воотн




 I cannot bear your costume, and your face 
Pecks like a hawk, into my very soul. 
Whether man or woman, whate'er thou art, 
Monster-I cannot brook your presence-go! 





DR. MARY




Now mark me, Traitor, I will have your heart. 
Since beauty cannot win it, fury can; 
For I will clutch it in these polycarpal bones, 
And hurl it down, and stamp it in the dust, 
Or snatch it on my cane, and swing it high, 
 Then will I hang it in the marketplace, 
To be pecked at by hawks, and vultures tamed 
To loyal citizens, since men have turned to beasts. 
Go, Traitor; scheme with Atzerodt and Payne; 
But I will put detectives on your track. 
Ha! ha! I'll have your heart, ha! ha! ha! 
And her's—her eyes—her heart—her neck with yours. 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 


(Exit.) 









Воотн




Poor double-sexed, and most unnatural thing- 
Essence of Yankee impudence and guile; 
 I'll play my part so boldly, and with art 
So like to Tarquin Brutus, that your charge 
Shall fly to chaff. A pretty thing to love! 
Crow-footed Time now clawing at her temples; 
The shadow of his wing upon her cheek, 
And his black beak bent down between her eyes- 
That forkéd costume, too. O hideous! 
But I am wasting gaslight on too poor a thing. 


                                                         (Turns off the gas.) 
 Richard now waits to don me with his hump, 
 To breath his fiery vengeance in my soul, 
And I will lead his ghastly crowd to crimes 
Unaudited in these most Christian times; 
When Tyrants, in the gorgon mask of law, 
Our kindred slay, to hold the world in awe, 
We, too—without a mask-on Freedom's heights 
Will strike them down, and perish with our rights! 


(Exit Booth.) 




SCENE IV-Booth's Room—Beall's and Lilly's portraits on the 

wall-Enter Conger and Baker, detectives. 




BAKER




Are you quite sure that this is his room?




CONGER




No, not sure.









BAKER




Well, I am sure of one thing.




CONGER




What's that?




BAKER




Why, that we detectives might be shot 
 As well as any other men. 





CONGER




And Booth is a dead shot with a pistol.




BAKER




Let's be sure-strike a light.




CONGER




O no danger-his play won't be out for two hours yet. He plays

Richard the Third to-night; and that's a long play. Besides, 
Dr. Mary brought us to the door, and of course she knows his 
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That's his picture there, and there's the picture of Lieut. Beall.









And that's Beall's sister, the girl we saw at Madame Surratt's 
-Now be quick; this is his room; 


let's

            go through it. 
(Pulling open the table drawer.) 





BAKER




Hold on; these pictures might give some clue. Tell me again.

Who is this Beall?




CONGER




Why, he's the fellow they captured raiding on St. Albans. A cap

tain of artillery. First with Stonewall Jackson—now a lieutenant in the Confederate Navy.




BAKER Lieutenant Beall, you say? The same our dispatches spoke of?




CONGER The very same condemned to be shot or hanged next Friday.

That's his sister. Both infernal rebels.




BAKER




But tell me what of this Booth?




CONGER




Why, he's the great actor.




BAKER Fool! I know that; but what about his antecedents. You can't shadow a man properly till you know all about him.









CONGER




His forefathers, for generations past, 
Have been the greatest actors on the stage. 
 Descended from the Jews, they still inherit 
 Those gifts of genius, energy and thrift 
Which make Judea's name a proverb thro' the world! 
And notwithstanding England's cruel prejudice, 
 She cradles them in old Westminister Abbey. 
 His father was a wonder on the stage- 
And J. Wilkes Booth inherits all his genius. 





                       BAKER 
What kin is he to Edwin Booth? 


                       CONGER 
 I'll take that back, for Edwin is his brother; 
And both stars of the first magnitude. 
The glory of our stage. 


                       BAKER 
0 I know Edwin Booth, and he knows me; 
But I always took him for an Englishman. 


CONGER No, not he; they're all to the manor born; All born in Maryland. Their mother still Presides in the old homestead and they have Sisters, and another brilliant brother, named I think his name is Junius Brutus BoothAnd, on their mother's side, they claim affinities With General Lee—the Powels, Bealls and Madisons All families of great note in old VirginiaBut Edwin is a Union man.









BAKER Now, I see it all—be quick. Let's go through the papers. (They rummage in drawers, and scatter letters on floor

Baker at bureau, and Conger reads letters at table.) Here are a thousand letters from the women.




CONGER Yes, they are all crazy for him, ha! ha! ha! Hear this. Ha! ha! ha! ha! Reads. “I have read of Gods in history, but never saw one till you played

last night.” ha! ha! ha! “Let me but bow down and kiss your footprints They make the very ground burn with glory. Then spurn me, if you can. This will be my last letter. If you

should not answer it, I will call at your hotel this evening, to demand it.” Ha! ha! ha!




BAKER (Reading letter left on table, during Conger's reading.) I knew it! Hell's to pay! (Reads:) "To J. S. Clark, Theatrical Manager, Philadelphia.” 

CONGER Clark is his brother-in-law.




BAKER (Reads.) “Dear Clark, our once bright stripes look like bloody gashes on

the face of Heaven.” 









CONGER




That sounds like craziness.









BAKER (Reading on.) “I know how foolish I shall be deemed for taking such a step as

this, where on one side I have many friends, and everything to make me happy, where my profession alone has gained me an income of more than $20,000 a year, and where my personal ambition in my profession has such a great field of labor. On the other hand, the South has never bestowed upon me one kind word-a place where now I have no friends, except beneath the sod, a place where I must either become a private soldier or a beggar. To give up all the former for the latter, besides my mother and sisters, whom I love so dearly, (although they differ from me so widely in opinion) seems insane; but God is my judge. For be my motive good or bad, of one thing I am sure, the lasting condemnation of the North. I love peace more than life. Have loved the Union beyond expression. For four years have I waited, hoped, prayed for the dark clouds to break and for a restoration of our former sunshine. To wait longer would be a crime. All hope for peace is dead. My prayers have proved as idle as my hopes. God's will be done. I go to see and share the bitter end."*




CONGER




You can't make anything out of that.




BAKER




I can't, eh?




                       CONGER 
No, he talks the same way to Lincoln himself. 





* This letter is preserved in Townsend's letters to the New York Sun. 
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BAKER




Then Lincoln's a fool that's all.

(Exeunt. Enter Miss Agnes Booth.) 




AGNES BOOTH Alas! this news falls heavily. My brother Almost sank beneath it; and Lilly Beall Poor child! her moaning haunts me still.

(Enter Edwin Booth.) Edwin, Edwin; where is Wilkes?




E. BOOTH




Not yet returned.




A. BOOTH




Not yet, Edwin? have you seen him since?




                     E. BOOTH 
Only a moment, when he rushed out from the stage. 


 This acting Richard always make him mad- 
More reckless than father, when he played his Brutus; 
But I never saw him half so wild before- 
And then to make the matter worse, that news 
From poor Lieutenant Beall affects him sorely. 
 You must to bed, Agnes; I shall find him soon. 


                                                                    (Exeunt.) 
(Same scene-Booth’s room—Enter Wilkes Booth-Glances 


at letters on the floor.) 




W. BOOTH Well, the play is ended, and ended well.









 Richard no longer now affects the stage, 
 And vanished like a dream, are all his actors. 
 Yet still on many a weary couch, where sleep 
 Begets fantastic images, more real, 
 They play the King, and those unhappy children- 
 Their auditors, whose just applause inspired, 
Gone with them to mysterious and oblivious realms, 
Now play unconsciously their several parts 
Mere mimicry of that eternal sleep, 
When the great closing scenes shall be adjusted, 
 And the last curtain falls! 
 O that I, too, could sleep! but I cannot. 
 Thou, Lieutenant Beall, condemned to die. 
 Thou canst not sleep, and why should I! 
 But the current of war must have its course, 
And we poor pismires can only peep up 
At the spurs of our booted and brave masters. 
 They call it liberty, and yet invade 
 All that is sacred in the rights of man. 
Home is no longer private, and even love's whispers 
 Are blown through trumpets to the giggling crowd. 
 'Tis not the people of that mighty nation, 
 For whom our fathers took Cornwallis' sword 
On old Virginia's soil—and paid her blood. 
No; the people are ever friends to liberty; 
 But base politicians—both North and South- 
 Have driven us to this verge of ruin. 
 Black weeds of mourning darken all the land; 
 Millions of orphans, wailing thro' the night, 
 Ask for their fathers, to be answered by a tear. 
 And other millions, born to purple, now 
 To poverty reduced, shiver with cold, 
While low-born insolence rides over them. 










 O my country! land of the free, farewell! 
And thou, my Maryland, O my Maryland! 
 Thy hearthstones shattered and thy children slain- 
 Farewell! (Turning to Beall's picture.) 
'Twas a fond impulse to return to thee, 
 Poor shadow of a thousand manly virtues! 
Who would not stand abashed before such majesty! 
And all the more in this room with its memories. 
Aye; this chamber, graceless as that garden 
Where the vile serpent coiled our mother Eve, 
And slimed those flowers fresh from God's own hand- 
 This chamber, shiftless as a country stage, 
Where revellers drank down the beaded hours, 
 Sparkling for better purposes, and where 
 Bright eyes and swimming forms, like th' unfrocked wind, 
Unheralded and unattended, came and went. 
 O conscience, conscience; would that I could slay thee! 
 O for some talisman to conjure back 
 Thy clattering horses, unrelenting time! 


                                 (Enter young girl richly attired.) 
What, so young, so fair, so beautiful! 
Perhaps high-born and to some mother tied 
By sunbeams, twisted from a father's brow. 
Poor child! are these thy letters? Take them back. 


(Gives letters.) Go, go! Go to some cloister, child, and wed With your imagination, Heaven's sweet PrinceNot Richard-he's an arrant rake, a murderer. Go throw thyself upon that mother's heart again, And suck once more the flowers of Paradise; But fly those painted men you see upon the stage. We are not formed to love as angels love. I have a sister, tooma mother-go, go!









Methought those letters came from some enthusiast 
 Tutored in the world's arts, and fit for me. 
But now I quake to find thee on that crater; 
 Fly! or hell will suck thy childish feet. 


                               (Exit girl. Turning to Beall's picture.) 
O my brave friend! From thee I learned such lessons, 
As high-born souls and chivalry impart. 


                                        (Turning to Lilly's picture.) 
And thou, sweet angel, shining on my soul, 
As lilies that sup up the riplets of the lake, 
 To shed their sweetness o'er its garnished waters, 
 So thou did'st drink some surface of my better self, 
Unconscious of the horrid depths that lie beneath! 
 0 I must fly this chamber with its memories. 
 I'll seek again the midnight stage 
Which suits the purpose of my darkened soul- 
 The midnight stage! So like to death itself! 
 Perhaps my murdered friends might meet me there; 
And other spirits, cutting through the curtain, 
May gleam upon me like ten thousand swords. 
Why not? They walked from Paradise to Calvary! 
 All ages—all great intellects beheld them. 
Even Socrates, earth’s prime Philosopher, 
Had a familiar spirit; tho’ fools laughed. 
So hucksters in Jerusalem, and Athens, 
Giggled in the temples, as now they do. 
 Devils have made assaults on human souls, 
 And shaped themselves to every form- 
 From writhing serpent, up to man's estate. 
 Angels in Gethsemane, 'tis said, 
 Appeared to Christ, and bore a cup to strengthen him. 
 The Devil, too, once hurled him high in air, 
 And placed him on a pinnacle of God's temple- 
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 Thence to a lofty mountain, and arrayed 
Before him all the kingdoms of the world! 
Was every age made up of knaves and villains? 
Or is our little span the only one 
Unworthy visits from th’ unseen world? 
Or are we such pedlers, and base shopkeepers, 
 That like the meaner sort of olden time 
We see no spirits-our noses stuck in samples. 
No, no; mere hucksters never saw the stars- 
Much less th' invisible host which they portend. 
Stars are but shadows, cast by spirits close to God; 
And such are serpents, too, by Devils formed. 
Ah! yes, great goblins of the ancient globe 
Do walk about this world, and I will meet them 
On that same stage where Richard fell to-night- 
 Thither my steps! and you, ye spirits impalpable, 
 Scorned by the vulgar-known to lofty souls- 
 Ye ghosts angelic-pure and sanctified, 
 And you, ye devils, visible in darkness, 
 Rise at my bidding! follow to the midnight stage! 


(Exit. Enter John Brown's ghost.) 




JOHN BROWN




Aye! follow thee we will—to hell begone, 
And tell them there, “John Brown is marching on.” (Exit.) 





SCENE V-Scene in street, by gaslight-Conger and Baker in dumb 

show—Dr. Mary explaining a letter. 




                        BAKER 
 I see nothing in that letter--nothing- 
Madame Surratt could surely ask a friend 
 To visit her; and what more could you make of it? 










DR. MARY




True, the letter, taken by itself, is nothing- 
But like the occipital and ginglemus bones, 
It links together high and lower parts. 
You shadow Booth, and leave his friends to me. 
Herold and Atzerodt have rooms adjoining his; 
And I'll consult the key-hole for their secrets, 
 Till the vile plot comes to view. 





BAKER




Good! Good! Eavesdrop the villains while they drink, 
 But when they bubble over, note it down. 





                  DR. MARY 
 O Captain, I've a glorious mission now; 
Leave all to me; I'll send them up some beer, 
And never plummet sank into the sea 
As I will plunge into their seething souls. 





                       BAKER 
 A good beginning! but the fox must wait, 
Often to watch his chickens at the gate. 
Keep to your post, and make that key-hole hear 
 The very whispers of their foaming beer. 





(Exeunt.) 




SCENE VI–Atzerodt and Herold drinking-Atzerodť s room. 




                      ATZERODT 
Now dot is de best beer you ever drinks. 
Dot's no bottled beer, but fresh from de keg- 
Beer, you see, he gits flat no time at all 
De gas all fly away! 










                      HEROLD 
Then drink before it flies. 
 I'm tight already; but you're a fine fellow, 
And I'll do anything in the world for you. 
 I'll even drink your beer. 


(Enter Dr. Mary Trotter.) Why, Dr. Mary, as I live! Come, Come! You spinster-bottle! let me fill you up.




                    DR. MARY 
I hate you men; your whiskey and tobacco; 
But diagnosis argues 


each necessity; And my diaphragm demands some beer.




                      HEROLD 
The world demands that you shall have a bier. 





                 DR. MARY 
Give me a drink. (Drinks.) 
My pleura argues pleurisy; 
 And my pneuma indicates pneumonia. 
Have 


      you read my book on bulls and horses yet? 
It 
  maps 
         the conjugations of 


you men.




                      HEROLD 
I never read such books; they shock my piety. 
Come drink again, you wormy shrimp; 
 There's nothing like good lager for the bots. 


(Offering bottle.) You bottle fly, with wings upon your hips! No mouth, but this, would ever touch your lips.









                 DR. MARY 
If bottle flies delight in carrion, I 
Should drink with you, whenever I am dry. 





                       HEROLD 
You centipede—you little rattlesnake! 
You pitchfork! Do you take me for a rake! 





                  DR. MARY 
If snakes have rattles in their tails—egad! 
Your rattles all are in your head. 
If I am forked, so are other folk. 
Then, where's the marrow of your joke? 





HEROLD You forked thing! Not see it! Why, When meadows kiss the dusky sky Pitchforks and rakes together lie.

(She boxes him, and dances out, singing Shoo Fly.) Well, now to business. Where is Johnson's room.




                      ATZERODT 
Just under us, and mit de shootin'- 
I drops de pistol here, den runs away. 


(Uncovers hole in the floor.) 




HEROLD Great God! there's Johnson in his bed!




                      ATZERODT 
Ja, he'sh been drunk all day—last night. 










Sh! sh! sh! (Listen and takes broom.) 
Vot if she listens mit de keyhole, now! 
Sh! sh! sh! Vait! vait! 


(Slips to the door and opens suddenly-In falls Dr. Mary.) Mine God! Vot am dot? Vot is it? Murder! Murder! Vot is it?

(Beats Dr. Mary with a broom.) 









ACT III




SCENE I–Theatre-Enter John Brown's Ghost, and Devils with 

Snakes. 




                      John BROWN 
He bade us follow, to the midnight stage- 
And doing our own will, we humor his. 
When first I crept into his soul at Arlington 
He trembled like an aspen; and conceived 
The poison, which I smeared upon his liver, 
 Pregnant now, with raw heads and bloody bones; 
But as I urge him onward to the deed, 
His soul recoils and plunges to and fro, 
 Like waters dashing to Ontario, 
Just ere they reach Niagara's rock, 
 To clear it with an earthquake shock! 
Seel see! he comes! ye waters boil; 
 And Hell's red serpents 'round him coil. 


(Enter Booth.) 




Воотн




 Their costumes all in base confusion, 
Like leaves of Autumn, scattered here and there, 
 Proclaim the last act finished, and the players gone. 
So we who wear our bodies for the cast 
Must soon sling them down, or hang them up- 
An ugly thought! and yet, a welcome one; 
 For every actor whether great or small- 
Whether on this stage, or the big world 










Contaminated by its loathsome fumes, 
Bemoans some secret ill, and sighs for rest. 
 O that I too, could fly this fishless brook 
And meet, on yonder green celestial hill, 
My kindred, and the friends of youth. 
Alas! how changed, at midnight, is the stage! 
 Its music, actors, beauty, gone so soon- 
 In one short hour! Ah, yes; the stage is sad, 
When those we played with have all gone to rest! 


(John Brown holds a serpent over him.) God! can I stand it? My brain reels!

 They will not-shall not shoot Lieutenant Beall! 
My very heart-strings burst, and my mind wanders! 
 'Twill make me mad. They dare not shoot him! 
Perhaps a song might soothe me. I'll try it. (Sings.) 





“I feel like one who treads alone 
 Some banquet hall deserted, 
 Whose lights are gone, whose guests are flown, 
 And all but he departed.” 





No, it soothes me not. O for some sweet minstrel! 
Could Lilly but be here, with her sad harp- 
 The same she struck in yonder happy home 
For her brave brother-doomed to die so soon, 
Could she but bring that wilderness of song, 
 This evil spirit instantly would fly, 
As Merodach from Saul, when David played. 





John BROWN (Aside) Tell Merodach to come in here. (Laughs.) 

(Booth holds his head, as in agony, sitting.) 









BOOTH




'Twere better far to spare

the 
    poor 


                                           fool's life- 
 For after all, he's not the worst of men. 
 In sooth he's a good man, and has a kind heart; 
But good is as good doth; and not doing well- 
Gives the lie to simulation and punches 
 In its teeth. I'll try his goodness for a pardon; 
And if he leave Lieutenant Beall to perish, 
 This dagger then shall probe his rottenness, 
 And let its filth flow, to knock men's noses up- 
 Tho' all the hypocrites from Hell shout murder! 





(Exit.)




                      BROWN 
Still, on the dreadful brink, his soul 
Recoils—too cowardly to plunge; 
Next he'll be praying—then farewell 
To all my conjurations. See, he comes again. 
                (Enter Merodach- 


                                                            -a. serpent with baboon's head.) 
Go Merodach, and climb to his imagination- 
Climb to its very heights, and coil about them, 
Lashing with fiery tail each lofty peak, 
And from its pinnacles spit fire to heaven. 


(Enter Booth.) 




(Sings.) 




                         Воотн 
I'll try another song 


from 
     poor 


                         Tom Moore. 
"When true hearts lie withered, 
 And fond ones are flown; 
   O who would inhabit 
  This bleak world alone." 





Then dearest of angels—(Kneels-Devils fly-Snakes run off.) 









all;




No longer delay! 
Come spread your bright pinions, 
And bear me away! (Rising.) 
Who knows but that one single prayer 
Might throw all Hell into confusion! 
 But was it prayer! or Tom Moore's spirit 
 Falling on my heart! 'Tis the poet's gift, 
 To weave mysterious measures for the soul; 
And make calamity a cup of consolation. 
Perhaps this was and yet I do feel 
As though a serpent had uncoiled my heart, 
And dropped back to Hell. 
 I'd pray again, but prayers are mere wind- 
 The big winds only bump about the world; 
 Then why should smaller ones puff up to Heaven! 


(Angels vanish and devils steal back exulting.) No-I'll wrestle with these devils all alone. “Go, tell your masters of Corioli That, like an eagle in a dove cote, I fluttered your Volscians. Alone I did it!”

(Enter Conger on balcony, unseen by Booth.) Poor Lilly! when that message came to-nightAll tears and agony-she fell upon my knees, Clung to her Prince, and bathed his robes in tears. O that the Prince could save him! Yes, sweet Lilly, Fairest flower of the field! to die for him Would lead ambition to a nobler stage, And make a tragedy to suit me well! She reminds me of the "Last Rose of Summer". For other sisters blossomed in that garden then, When Beall was radiant as the noon-day sun, And gave those blossoms half their beauty. I'll sing that song for her sake. (Sings.) 









“Thus kindly I scatter thy leaves o'er the bed, 
 Where thy mates of the garden lie scentless and dead.” 





By heavens! I'll scatter the leaves o'er his bed! 'Twould be a charity to send her with him, And nothing could please the poor child now. (Drawing dagger.)-I'd send her sweet spirit to the skies, And lay her lily form upon

his

                             grave 
Then would I slay their enemies, and follow them 
 To play this tragedy on some mysterious stage! 
Who goes there? I saw them passing—all in red- 
Lincoln and Johnson; Seward and his crew. 
Now they climb up the masts, like monkeys- 
Red jackets on them-red caps too, ha! ha! ha! 


(Clasping his head.) O that this too billowy brain unheaving Would let the ships down that prance upon

't! Their giddy masts are tickling the big clouds, To make them laugh loud thunder, and poor

Lincoln Tells anecdotes to the man i' the moon.

(Conger gives great attention.) Good natured soul, I'll help him up higher,

 To ride on Pegasus, or Capricorn thro' Heaven. 
Give us your foot, boy, bounce! Away he flies! ha! ha! ha! 





CONGER




Mad! Mad as a March hare!




BOOTH




And now, if I know myself, the king trembled. 
How he leaped down from his lofty throne 










When those players probed him to the quick. 
Laughs. , "How did the galled jade wince! ha! ha! ha! 
Yes, the rulers of this most wicked world, 
 Tho' riding on the heads of groaning millions, 
Are tenfold weaker than a coward's knees, 
While justice, even when hanging on a cross, 
Can shake the universe. 
But was it Hamlet, or King Lear we played? 
Upon my soul, I do forget what play was acted- 
Or was it Richard, shouting to the clouds, 
“A horse, a horse, my kingdom for a horse!” 
And was it real? or a mimic scene? 
Waits the buskin, with its pompous lie? 
Or was it what I seemed to be-a King? 
Or only Booth descended from Westminster, 
Where now in Poet's Corner sleep my fathers! 
Where Shakespeare twirls his small moustache and smiles, 
When th' elder Booth, at midnight plays again, 
 To Sheridan and Burke, and rare old Ben- 
Moving sometimes as Brutus on the stage, 
 And raising such a tempest in his wrath 
 That the Ghosts all tremble, and their great kings 
 Run back, like mice, into their crypts. 
Ha! ha! how I would like to see them run- 
 Those blind old mice, the Kings of England! ha! ha! 
No, no; I am not Booth-'Twas all a dream- 
And yet it must be so—for never did King Lear 
Eat oysters with Lieutenant Beall, 
As I did often at Delmonico's- 
 Sometimes at Harvey's, on the Avenue. 
 And must he die so soon?-he, my best friend! 
 The lightning rushed to tell me of his fate! 
 And fainted—zig-zig marks upon her cheek. 










                         CONGER 
He needs a doctor more than a detective, 
 I'll try to find his brother Edwin. 





(Exit.)




                          BOOTH 
God! and must he stand alone! 
His brave arms defiant, folded on his breast! 
No, he shall have an escort. Yes, brave Prince! 
King Lear is all deserted by his court; 
 The tempest breaks and cracks upon his cheek- 
“Only fifty attendants for a King!” 
 But thou shall have an escort. I will send 
 The whole Cabinet; who took part against me 
Here to-night, with those ungrateful daughters- 
 Lincoln and Johnson, Seward-all; I saw them. 
 Laughing with those devils—black, and blue, and red- 
 Base plebeians, tricked wi' power, to mock a King! 
Ha! ha! (Picks ир 


                     Richard's crown, puts it on.) 
King Lear shall wear his power again, 
And his sceptre for the moment hidden thus (Draws dagger.) 
Shall spring upon them, like the venomed snake, 
Whose hissing tongue and horny rattles shake 
Such notes of war, that all the world shall quake. (Exit.) 
      (Enter John Brown and Devils, burning brimstone in a caul- 


         dron—all singing.) 
 Stir the brimstone; stir it well- 
We brought it from the pits of Hell! 
 Stir the brimstone, let him smell 
Stir the brimstone, stir the snake, 
 The price of blood—the stink of Hell! 
We brought him from the Stygian lake. 
 Stir his rattles, let him shake 
Such notes of war, that all the world shall quake! 










BOOTH (Behind scenes) Such notes of war, that all the world shall quake!




              Brown (Last in procession) 
See him standing there, 
The picture of despair; 
How his eyeballs glare! 
 Then, do your duty well. 
And drag him down to Hell- 
Drag him down, all red with blood, 
 Then plunge him in the Stygian flood, 
And let not mercy shed a tear, 
For the blood-stained murderer! 





(Enter Edwin Booth.) 




                     E. BOOTH 
Surely 'twas his voice! Wilkie, brother, speak! 
No, 'twas but the loud wind, too fondly echoed 
 From a brother's heart, and coined into his accents. 
Weird, unearthly sounds, that seemed to mock him! 


                                                               (Enter Baker.) 
Hello, Baker! why, my brave boy, 
You play the fishmonger splendidly. 
But why do you detectives follow me? 
You know that I am loyal. 





                        BAKER 
Yes, that is so; we know that you are loyal, 
But your brother either plays fantastic tricks 
From madness, or from hatching deep designs. 
Come, Booth; can you account for his strange conduct? 










                   E. Booth 
Well, 'tis no easy matter to explain, 
But listen and you'll get, at least, a glimpse. 
 'Tis the sad fate of actors, when o'er wrought- 
 Especially in tragedy—that losing the helm, 
And staggering on the deck, like sailors 
When a ship goes down, they drink too deeply! 
Poor fellow! he can't last long at this rate. 
When finishing his part to-night—his eyes 
 Did glow like two great balls of fire. 
Even his sister stood amazed, 
And his best friends fled from him. 


                       BAKER 
But does acting make a man disloyal? 
Or does it put him on the scent of blood? 


                     E. BOOTH 
Listen, and you may partly understand: 
 'Tis a lonely life that actors lead- 
 Too often from society excluded 
Like birds of evil omen, by the sea, 
 They seem to meditate some tragic act; 
Or more like gas-pipes, waiting for the darkness, 
 Their very nature takes a hue of sadness. 
 Their disappointments too, are manifold, 
And like those other birds, that follow ships, 
 Players, upheld on agile wings of genius, 
 Diversions render to an idle crew, 
 For tossing them a few crumbs. 
 And yet in this my brother was most fortunate, 
 Clearing, in one year, twenty thousand dollars; 
 Then coining ten for one by speculation. 


(Enter Valco.)









                       VALCO 
I have been to his room-he had not yet returned. 


                 E. Booth (aside) 
Go quick, Valcoput him on his guard 
Detectives now are on his track- 
Warn him of the danger-I will hold them here. 


                        BAKER 
Well, I must go—you can't explain him—eh? 


       E. BOOTH (Taking his buttonhole, confidingly) 
Stay for a moment; I can soon explain. 
 Yes, he acquired suddenly a large fortune; 
And yet it is the saddest thing of all, 
 That actors, like humming birds on flowers feeding, 
Subsist upon imagination's marrow, 
Whose subtle essence so can change the brain, 
 That truth and falsehood, in its conformation, 
Play, for awhile, bopeep—then bed together. 
 Conspiracies and lusts and stooping murder 
Would thence be born, but for our pride and breeding- 
Or to speak more properly, but for grace 
Which Heaven supplies, to them who need it most. 


                BAKER (Pulling away.) 
Well, all of that to me, Booth 
 Is just about as clear as mud. 


         E. Booth (Clinging to his buttonhole.) 
Would you but listen, I could well explain him; 
 For th' imagination, like an angel, 
Leaps from the sky all redolent of incense, 
But our perversity of will doth taint it-- 










And low born Lust, upon his belly creeping, 
Can dream of angels, and would coil them to his scales- 
All crimes are cradled in th' imagination; 
And hence the great actor plays a dangerous rôle. 





BAKER




Damn’d if I don't believe you are all crazy.




                     E. BOOTH 
To be above the common sort of men 
Is after all but Midas played upon the stage; 
The Gods might turn our very brains to gold, 
But who would eat them? Do swine munch pearls? 
Festus, or Agrippa-I forget which- 
But one of them called Paul a madman. 
Now listen, for I'm coming to the point, 
And will tell my brother's secret, if you'll keep it. 





BAKER Yes, I'll keep anything; but d—n it! Tell me in plain language.




E. Воотн




 I will; but recall what I have just said- 
That the great actor plays a dangerous rôle; 
For acting, would it move the soul, must lose 
 Its own conception and become reality. 
'Tis a transient madness—mikra mania, 
 The Greeks believed; and when it drops the mask. 
Or seems to pass away, still in the brain 
 Its eggs lie buried, to hatch the cocatrice. 
 That dangerous rôle long hath my brother played; 
Nor can you judge him as a common man, 
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For he was ever Fancy's star-born child, 
With agile step, to climb her flying wheels, 
 To snatch, with easy hand, the silken reins, 
And guide her coursers thro' th’sky! 





(Exit.) 




           BAKER (Pulling away and escaping.) 
I must go. I can't understand you. 


            E. BOOTH (Looking after him.) 
No; and as little will this huckstering world. 
 The waywardness of genius, to the end of time! 
 Its greatest crimes are often but misfortunes; 
And its petty follies like spots upon the sun! 
And so the little things about us judge, 
As children, gazing at a firefly- 
 To them more splendid than a distant star- 
 The one, an insect-one, a glorious world- 
Sometimes a world in ruins flying from its sphere 
 To the great mass of men a gilded rag- 
Imposture finery, fading at a touch- 
Or smiling sycophants lipped up to power, 
Mere coin-struck images for head and tail, 
Or glittering equipages for some preposterous fool, 
More glorious than the majesty of mind! 





(Exit.)




SCENE II–Street in Washington, near Madame Surratt's–Enter 

W. Booth cloaked. 




             W. BOOTH 
Yon weary stars, now fading one by one, 
Dying, salute their Cæsar in the sky. 
So these proud States, though sovereign from their birth, 










Must yield to one great Federal power. 
 The very brutes have joined our brutish foes, 
 And seem to triumph as the stars go down. 
 Yon clamorous cock, impatient of the dawn, 
 Rings his shrill clarion to the morning air- 
 A proclamation to the feathered tribes 
 That Federal power is armed with spurs, 
 And the loud clapping of his stormy wings 
 Shuts to the door of mercy on his kind, 
Or like some Beecher-publican, he smites 
 His breast, to wake yon harem from its slumbers- 
 All covetous of light, that they may run once more 
 Attentive to his cluck, albeit he gobbles down 
 The luscious worm, indifferent to their presence. 
 But they can gaze upon his cockish neck, 
 Admire his feathers glittering in the sun, 
 And stoop, obedient to the sultan's will! 
 Alas! poor States—the harem of a President! 
 Down, down vile thoughts, that mix my country's glory 
 With dunghills, and the meanest of mankind. 
 For day is breaking, and his gray Confederate robe 
 Moves like a ghost about the Capitol. 
 Yon twittering birds, impatient of the chain 
 Which tyrant sleep had woven thro’ the night, 
 Dart forth exulting from each parapet. 
 Yon revelers, returning, heel the pavements, 
 And Echo, far away, from Arlington replies: 
  O glorious Arlington—tomb of a nation! 
 Thou head-board at my country's grave! 
 Ye marble-hearted columns, hear my vow! 
My venerated sires, Virginia's sons! 
 And all ye great and venerable memories attest! 
  (Enter Lilly behind, and laying her hand upon him.) 










Why, Lilly, you have cut my vow off just 
Above its shoulders—how came you here, child? 





                         LILLY 
Not for an instant have I slept all night, 
But prayed incessantly for my poor brother; 
And when I heard your voice—those silvery tones- 
Which I depend upon to plead with Lincoln, 
No longer could I keep my bed, but ran down 
 To urge you forward-O my brave friend, 
Plead for his life, lose not a single moment- 
Lincoln has a good heart, and you can move it. 





Воотн Just as you came, I had built up a vow; The purport was, that should he not pardon him I'd strike this dagger to his heart! (Draws dagger.)




                         LILLY 
 O terrible! May God forgive such madness! 
The President is not a private citizen, 
And acting in th' affairs of State, is but 
 A servant of the people; for his heart- 
As I have just urged—is tender, and no woman 
Has kinder heart than Mr. Lincoln's. 
Yet Stanton and the Cabinet must be consulted; 
One factor cannot cancel all, and I 
Would rather see my brother perish 
By the laws of war, than that his friend 
Should stoop to such a purpose! 





BOOTH 'Tis well for women to talk thus, but I know









All the necessities of this occasion; 
And shall bear myself as Brutus, when he rose 
“Refulgent from the stroke of Cæsar's fate”; 
But 
     you 


have not answered me—how came you here?




                         LILLY 
Madame Surratt, my friend, and this her home. 
She gives her hospitality to all Confederates, 
 And indeed to any mortal in distress; 
 For her charity is boundless—how came you here? 





Воотн




Perplexed all night, I wandered thro' the streets, 
Acting sometimes King Lear, and sometimes Richard; 
But that is past, with much quite horrible; 
The dawn returns me to myself once more- 
To this too real world, and your brave brother's fate. 
Let me away to Lincoln—I'll demand his pardon. 


(Flourishing a dagger-Going.) 




                           LILLY 
O my brave friend, use all your eloquence, 
But do not harm, for my poor brother's sake. 
Remember, he dies to-morrow! 





                        Воотн 
If he must die to-morrow, mark my words: 
Like some great Prince, from foreign lands attended, 
He shall enter the courts of the Celestial King, 
Followed by dignitaries, clad in purple- 
Aye, in purple shall they stand before him! 


(Flourishing dagger-Exit-Enter Madame Surratt.) 
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M. SURRATT 0

 my pretty Lilly, what can all this mean? 
It seemed to be your voice, you pretty sinner! 
 And whose, dear, were those heavier silvery chords, 
 That made night so musical? 
 You must come into the house, child, come, come in; 
'Twill never do; for e'en in virtuous love 
Proprieties must be observed, or scandal, 
Quick and keen as vultures on the scent, 
Will pluck the pupils of your reputation. 
For lilies, child, are peerless in their purity; 
And though their cheeks may turn up to the stars, 
 They dare not trust their pearly bosoms 
Even to the glances of the moon. 
For this St. Joseph bears them thro' the world, 
While at his side the Virgin-mother stands- 
 Then remember your name, child, come, come in, 
And let me plant my Lilly in her bed. 





                         LILLY 
 This mystery first to be explained: 
 All night long had I been praying for my brother, 
When Booth, his bosom friend, came wandering by, 
With wild soliloquies, and lured me thither. 
Gone to beseige the President, he turned 
 Yon corner as you came. 





M. SURRATT () my pretty Lilly, 'tis too sad! What can be done? I'll go myself to Lincoln; For well he knows me, and many favors, too, Hath granted me—a Rebel—for her Rebel friends. The poor, good-natured man-Heaven's blessings on him!









Once wept like a child, when I plead the cause 
Of a deserter, whose mother was my guest. 





LILLY




A Union soldier? His mother your guest?




               M. SURRATT 
Start not, my child, for tho' this humble roof 
Gives heartier welcome to Confederate friends, 
 Yet Union people come to me as well. 
 For in the deeper sorrows of the human heart, 
No party spirit ever yet could move me. 
 These hands would help the meanest thing that breathes; 
My tears would always flow, perhaps too foolishly, 
And some have mocked me for my childish heart. 
But I would rather die the vilest death 
 Than 
      spurn 


             the poorest creatures from my door. 
At any rate, I plead for this deserter. 
At first, when I would justify the boy, 
And tried some learned precedent of law, 
His excellence put on a solemn air, 
And told an anecdote, in ridicule. 
At this I took another turn, and asked him thus: 
Do you remember, Mr. President, your mother? 
“Yes,” he said, “and when I used to go to mill, 
Or plowed among the daisies in the field, 
 I never saw a pretty flower but what 
 I thought of her; and when I came from school or work 
 She always met me with her blessing, saying: 
 'Ab’ram, you'll one day be President! 
 I seized the cue, and, aiming quick, exclaimed: 
 Suppose that mother, kneeling at your feet, should say: 
 "Spare the poor boy; O spare him for his mother's sake!” 
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At this I paused. The magistrate seemed struggling 
With his filial heart. The strong man trembled 
And I added: "Could you spurn your mother 
 From your feet? I am a mother, too, and know 
 A mother's heart!” At this the tears rushed down 
His rugged face, and rising hastily, he said, 
 Placing meanwhile his hand upon his heart: 
 “Go tell his mother, madam, that my mother 
Pleads for the boy—that I have pardoned him.' 


           LILLY—(Clasping Madame Surratt.) 
 O madam, we have a loving mother, too, 
Go plead for her—for me-for all of us, 
And save my brother if you can! 





M. SURRATT Hark! hark! 'tis the Angelus. Now angels sing, And I have learned thro' life, that God most honors Th’ enterprise that early honors Him. 'Tis the Angelus of St. Dominic. That island Once a den of thieves, has risen thro’ this Saint, And thro' the sweet lives of his hooded monks, To eminence in all good works—see, see! With misty caps upon their venerable heads Yon hills of Maryland salute the morn; Let us salute the real sun, of whom Yon fiery orb is but a passing shade. Perhaps the shadow of his crown-we'll first Prefer our suit before the King of Kings!




LILLY




Stay, stay! my rosary yet in bed, 
Keeps company with tears upon it shed, 










Where all night long I counted, one by one, 
 Those bloody drops in mem'ry of God's Son, 
And paid to every bead a tear-ah, me! 
From Bethlehem to Calvary! 
 Then wait one moment till my rosary brings 
 Its mournful tribute to the King of Kings! (Exit.) 





               M. SURRATT 
 O charming child, those beads, methinks, in Heaven 
Will plead upon thy cheek, O thou Immaculate! 
 Then Lincoln cannot halt, for thou didst give 
 Thy precious tears to mingle in the font 
Which brought him to the gate of Paradise 


 That font was water, and that water blood- 
Gushing for all mankind! 
What tho' ambition shattered his pure faith, 
 Still from its crevices do flowers spring, 
And o'er the desert waste an influence fling. 
He loves his mother, and her God-like faith; 
 It must come back to him, thro’ life and death, 
Nor can he spurn us, when we plead for one, 
 Baptized with him—our Holy Mother's son! 


(Enter Annie Surratt, who runs to her mother and kisses her.)




ANNIE




Kiss me again, sweet mother dear, O mother, 
Such a dream as I had last night! 
'Twas but a dream, but O so terrible! 
Methought some soldiers dragged you to a cell, 
Where vermin crawlid about your precious form, 
And all the while they mocked you for your faith 
And loaded 


you with chains, and then, O God! A dismal scaffold rose up to my view,
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To which you tottered with a crucifix, 
Oft kissing it and bathing with your tears. 
Good Father Walters, too, was at your side, 
Sustained your tottering step and comfort gave; 
 I shrieked and woke-kiss me again, mother! 





MRS. SURRATT Our stomachs, over-gorged, may nightmares breed More numerous than the mares of Thessaly; Yet dreams, my child, do sometimes come to pass. Prophets and priest have often been forewarned While dreams ran up and down on Jacob's ladderWarned by a dream, St. Joseph took the child And fled with him to Egypt, that same land Where Joseph plucked from Pharaoh's mystic dream The coming corn, to stay the direful famine.




                       ANNIE 
Ah, yes; and in that very dream, to Joseph given 
 A gibbet rose to view, such as I saw. 


                M. SURRATT 
 The very mornings of this world are sad, 
And come to us each day, subdued by tears, 
As a sweet mother gazing on her prodigals. 
 The very crosses on our foreheads, child, 
Draw blood—and hence those ashes to remind us- 
Traced by our mother church-Ash Wednesday. 
What wonder then, if 


you

and I should suffer? Suffering must come, but dreams can never bring them.




                        ANNIE 
O mother, what I saw was real; 
No language could express it—it was real. 










M. SURRATT More dreams, my child, than moons have been fulfilled; But prophets only-such as Joseph wasCan pluck the beard of coming Time, ere yet The morning wets it with her tears, or hold Him to account, while in the bosom of his God, Cheer up-forget it all—'twas but a dreamSome fairy fancy tickling with a straw, And playing on the tendrils of your

                                    heart! 
Why do you weep-ha! ha! ha-you little goose? 
Go, get your wrapping; we are late for Mass 


              ANNIE-(Going returns.) 
One moment more; I had another dream; 
 I thought that Lilly, pale and sad, 
Stood moaning by the sea with J. Wilkes Booth. 
Some soldiers fired, and her brother fell. 
Booth clasped her in his arms, and all was silent; 
 Silent as death-the very air stood still. 
 Then a ghost rose—her brother's ghost. 
Ah, mel it was a horrid sight-most horrible! (Exit) 


                M. SURRATT 
How strange! 'Tis more than strange! 'Tis wonderful! 
For Lilly's history-to her unknown- 
Her brother's, too—it seems prophetical. 
 The very winds are full of prophecies, 
And God asserts himself in 


                             every 
As well as in the thunder storm; 
But most of all, doth He delight to dwell 
In human hearts by suffering sanctified! 
 Then give me sufferings and make this heart 
An humble palace for the Prince of Peace! 


(Enter John Surratt, excited.)




breeze









JOHN SURRATT Well, mother, I have the whole plot complete.




M. SURRATT




Plot?




                     JOHN SURRATT 
Yes, plot; no plot in the grave-yard, mother; 
No plot to burn the Capitol; no villainy; 
But simply, (if you please to call it so,) 
 A purpose, and a good one, too-a plan 
To seize the President and take him South. 





M. SURRATT Oh! oh! for Heaven's sake, my son, desist! 'Twould cost your life. O listen to your mother!




JOHN SURRATT 'Twas ever thus. "Oh!" "oh!" "aw!" "aw!" whenever Fortune beckons me, and bids me move. You interpose. “Aw!" "oh!” what splendid reasoning! Then, not convincing me, you run to church, And thwart me by your prayers—they always balk me, Drive me back, and turn my hopes to ashes!




M. SURRATT Well, son, your

mother

                 may be a great fool; 
But fools can sometimes give advice 
And if ever my prayers prevailed in Heaven, 
To thwart your purpose, Heaven is foolish, too. 





                    JOHN SURRATT 
I don't mean that. Our plan is simply this: 










To seize the President, but not to harm him; 
To take him prisoner of war, and save the South. 
All has been arranged, and I must do my part, 
But promise you this, mother, to shed no blood. 
To seize the President and keep him safe; 
And this I will do, cost what it may. 





(Exit.) 




              M. SURRATT 
A woman's reasoning, fruitless as her tears! 
But not so vain, a weeping mother's prayers- 
They must prevail, for God hath wedded here, 
(Hand on her heart.) Eternal sentiments of love and prayer. 
 A mother's love, a mother's prayers were given, 
To plead like angels at the Gate of Heaven. (Exit.) 


(Enter Annie, Lilly, following her from the stage.) 




SCENE III–President's Mansion-Lincoln alone-Reading. 




                        LINCOLN 
 I would rather split rails in Illinois 
 For fifty cents a day than run this Government; 
For who can tell, in these great waves of state, 
As brand-new questions press him to the chin, 
Where the next step might sink him? 
Now when I practiced law out West, 
 The judge and jury always took a part; 
 But here, as President, I stand alone; 
For Cabinets and counsellors are nothing. 
Great causes were entrusted to me then- 
 Partly because I knew some law; but more, 
 (As country people often have expressed it,) 
 Because “old Abe could never be bought off.” 
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But there's one bribe, and only one, that tempts me- 
 That's when a poor mother pleads with her tears; 
 For when I read the wrinkles of her face, 
 That book of books, telling its mournful tale, 
My own dear mother rises from the ground. 
By Heavens! She always turns me to a baby. 
 I was her first and only child, and do believe 
 I'll be a baby to the last! My mother's booby! 
 A President should be made of better grit; 
And I was never fit for such an office. (Enter Page.) 
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Our office, please your Excellence, is delicate, 
And you have charged us never to arrest 
 In doubtful cases. Now, one of your friends- 
Whom we have often seen in these apartments- 
 Is either crazy or your direst foe. 
We found him in the streets last night; a dagger 
Oft he brandished in the air, and cursed you bitterly. 
'Twas Booth, the actor, coming now to see you, 
And I hastened up to put you on your guard. 


                        LINCOLN 
O don't mind him. He was only acting tragedy. 
True, he's a Rebel, for he tells me so; 
But men who talk loudly are never dangerous. 










Now, when a Rebel tries to lead a crowd, 
 I slap the law 


upon

him quick as lightning; And that's the way I snatched Vallandingham; But men like Booth-mere talkers-do no harm. My motto from the first has been, “Malice to none, but charity for all.” 




BAKER




Well, your Excellence, I've nothing more to say.




(Exit.)




                         LINCOLN 
Well, certain it is that I have done my best. 
 In cases of doubt, I lean to mercy's side, 
 That when I come to die mercy may lean to me; 
But when I know the law, laid down in precedent, 
Or growing up from roots of truth and justice, 
 I'll execute it certain as a gun! 


                                                           (Reading.) 
Now here's a brand-new case-Lieutenant Beall's. 
Captured with letters of marque and reprisal, 
He claims that they protect him in our lines, 
But whether such letters hold on the lakes 
 (Even if our lakes are great inland seas.) 
As well as on the ocean—"that is the question.” 
 If on the lakes, then on the rivers, too; 
 If on the rivers, then within our lines; 
And so a spy-covered up by foolscap- 
Might claim exemption and demand exchange. 


(Enter Booth-Lincoln shakes hands.) Why, Booth, can you afford to play all night, And then get up before the chickens?




BOOTH Thus early do I come, your Excellence,









 To plead for justice and Lieutenant Beall. 
Glow-worms are not so plentiful of late, 
And he who hopes to find them must rise early, 
Resplendent do they sparkle on the robes of night, 
But hide their radiance from the garish day; 
So justice shines, perhaps, in other lands; 
But in this land of light 'tis rarely found. 
Preachers are plentiful, and piety a drug; 
But even-handed justice, where is she? 
Scarcer than glow worms, muffling up their faces! 
Or, since you speak of chickens 'scarcer than hens' teeth;" 
And yet she sometimes springs forth like a serpent. 


(Clutching his dagger.) Th' avenging Nemesis may

be at hand. Rome had a Brutus—England a CromwellMark

my

words.




LINCOLN Well, Booth, that reminds me of a coon-hunt That I once had in Illinois. Jim DouglasCousin, you know, to Stephe Douglas-not Fred; O no, not Fred, I never hunt with himHe clomb a tree, where we had treed the coon, And crawled out on a limb to catch him. What did the coon do, but make a dash at Douglas. Under the limb he went, and the coon passedAs Jim would say when he played poker. Now, cypress limbs, you know, are very slick, And Jim could never get on top again. He tried hard to chin it-full thirty feet Above the ground, ha! ha! ha!—and giving up at last cried out: “Hold the dogs, Abe, for God's sake hold the dogs!” But could I hold some twenty dogs or more?









So down he fell, and the dogs piled on him, ha! ha! ha! 
Now, Booth, if I should pardon everybody, 
The dogs would pile on me. But there's no coon 
That ever scared me yet. I'll keep on top o' the limb. 





BOOTH O the hard-hearted villain! One argument—(Clutches dagger.) And one only can reach him; But that must be the last!

(To Lincoln.) 




Letters of marque and reprisal should protect him, 
And, in the name of justice, I demand his pardon! 





                        LINCOLN 
’Pon my word I'm sorry for the young man; 
But, Booth, you don't know what I have to contend with, 
Nor my responsibilities. 


            BOOTH-(Clutching dagger.) 
Then I suppose he dies to-morrow. 





LINCOLN




Yes; for in my heart-true to this great country, 
I can find no place for pardon. 





                 BOOTH-(Aside.) 
 I'll try once more. 
What if you yourself were on the scaffold. 
Condemned unjustly to a cruel death- 
Suppose- 





LINCOLN The fact is, if the sentence was unjust
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And I could see it, in that light, I'd pardon him- 
But, as you say in Hamlet—“that is the question.” 





                         BOOTH 
Hear me once more. When I was playing Richelieu, 
 You swore that I had taught you statesmanship; 
 And when I played Pescara the Apostate, 
 You promised me whatever I might ask. 
Beall is my bosom friend, and has a sister, 
Weeping-praying-almost dying of her grief, 
He stands between us, hinged upon this breast, 
And like the lintel of some fair palace door, 
 She meets him ever, and her kisses bring- 


             LINCOLN—(Interrupting him.) 
 That kind of talk, Booth, always reminds me 
Of a small ear of corn, in a big shuck; 
And if you expect my lip to hang down like it, 
 Then you mistake the stalk. 
Old Davy Crockett was the man for me. 
His motto was: 
“Be sure you're right, then go ahead." 
 I'll tell you an anecdote about old Davy: 
'Twas said, you know that he could grin a coon down 
From the tallest tree in the wild cat bottom; 
So, another chap, he tried to cry one down, 
 But he didn't. Now, I'm like those coons, 
As long as I do right, they can't cry me down, 
No, nor grin me down neither. They may make faces; 
 Call me baboon; old fool, or what they please; 
But, as my old mother used to say: 
Abram, do right, and the whole world can't hurt you! 
But Booth, as I said before if I knew 
 The sentence to be unjust, I'd pardon him. 










BOOTH-(Scornfully.) If you knew the sentence to be unjust? Rather

say,

                if I did know it to be just, 
Then would I summon every man-of-war, 
And every monitor that rides the wave- 
 That they should thunder to the clouds 
And shake this continent, or save him! 
Scornfully—“If you knew the sentence to be unjust!” 
Then know another sentence to be just! 


                     (Advances towards him with dagger clutched.) 
And learn that nature, sovereign from her birth, 
And all her children, sovereign from their birth, 
Disdain and spit upon an unjust government- 
With thunder hath she clad the patriot's arm, 
And mine—(Advancing. Enter little Tad, kissing his father.) 





TAD




O Papa, I had a dreadful dream last night! 'Twas awful, awful! O’twas awful!




                  BOOTH-(Aside.) 
 Angels and saints do walk about this world, 
And take ten thousand forms, to shape our lives! 
Men are but children, children in disguise- 
We need our nurses, till we reach the skies. 


                                    (Exit.) 
(Enter Madame Surratt and Lilly.) 





M. SURRATT




Behold the sister of Lieutenant Beall, 
Condemned, your Excellence, to die to-morrow, 
His poor old mother, too, is on her knees, 
Imploring Heaven to bless your Excellence, 
And spare her boy. 
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                 LILLY-(Kneeling.) 
 O spare my brother, good, kind sir. 
O spare him for his mother's sake; 
For mine! O spare him! spare him! 


                 LINCOLN—(Aside.) 
The very name of mother makes a child of me 


(Wiping his eyes.) And I hate to look like a fool. Ladies you must excuse me for a moment. I'll-eh!—I'll, eh!— (Madame Surratt falls at his feet.) 




M. SURRATT




Behold in me, good sir, the poor boy's mother- 
Your mother, too, will bless you from the skies! 





LILLY




Pray don't leave us—say, good sir; 
Say, will you pardon him!-do kind sir, 
For me-my mother's—your mother's sake! 





LINCOLN




I will-I pardon him-go tell his mother.




LILLY




 Thanks! thanks! ten thousand thanks! May 
Heaven bless your Excellence! 


                         LINCOLN 
Go child, and be a good girl, for women- 
Say what you will about their weaknesses, 
Do leave, in sending out great armies to the world, 










 A something, in the heart of every man, 
To which, as boatmen say out West! 
“'Twill do to tie to!"-ha! ha! ha! 
And they know d d well how to fix the ropes, ha! ha! (Aside) 


     To Ladies. 
Now go home, and use your power with discretion; 
 For power you have, although you may not know it, 
 Yes; every home is but a miniature of State, 
 And woman there, tho' dressed in homespun checks, 
 Is God's own Angel, sent to guard the gate. 
Ah, yes; I know, and well remember one 
My mother--more than all the world to me- 
And tho’ her destiny was obscure, 
Her grave forgot-without a stone to mark 
 That lowly bed—yet still she rules the State- 
Great armies do her bidding; and her mercy 
 Falls to-day on you, my child! 
 But ladies you'll excuse me now; 
 For I must write the pardon. 





                      (Exeunt, except Lincoln-Writes pardon.) 
Yes; woman's mission is indeed sublime, 
Tho' self-approving man may thumb his pits, 
And ape the peacock, when he spreads his tail, 
Yet woman, less obtrusive, guides his feet; 
For woman, at the cradle, rocks the world, 
And plants with every lullaby, some germ 
 To ripen for the future man-his plow 
To guide, to rule the Senate by his tongue, 
Or plant on flaming battlements his banner; 
'Tis hers to teach, in every sphere—her tears 
Have won great battles, and her frown subdued 
The mightiest Kings—while more than these, 
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Her smile lights up the ruins of a fallen world; 
Her prayers, more potent still, can burst 
 The gates of Heaven, and climb the throne of God! 
Patient in grief-in fortitude sublime, 
When man becomes the weaker vessel and despairs, 
She hooks him, from the billow, with her faith, 
 Puts back his drowning locks, and points him to the stars! 


                                                          (Enter Seward.) 
Seward, I wish I was out of this business. 
I'd rather plow, split rails, or keep a doggery, 
Anything, by Heavenl is better than President. 
Jeff Davis and his crew keep up this fight, 
But I'd make peace to-morrow if I could. 





SEWARD




Would

you allow secession, Mr. President?




LINCOLN




No; I don't mean that—I'd sink every ship 
 That floats our flag upon the waves 
Bury our last army with its banners, 
And then go down into the gulf myself, 
Or save this Union! 





SEWARD




What then is the trouble?




LINCOLN




 These women bother me sisters and mothers, 
By Heavens! Seward, I can't see a woman cry. 
Your heart is cold as ice; but mine wilts 
Whenever I see a mother in distress. (Wipes his eyes.) 










They have all been pleading here for that young Beall, 
And I have pardoned him. 





SEWARD




Impossible! You cannot—must not pardon him.




             LINCOLN—(Handing pardon.) 
Well, there 'tis—I have pardoned him already. 
Give it to Stanton he will send it forward. 
 I take the responsibility. 





(Exit.) 




SEWARD




I, too, will take responsibility. 
Your woman's heart would rend this Union thus. 


(Tears up pardon. Enter Wilkes Booth.) 




BOOTH




I come to thank his Excellence and you 
For your gracious pardon of Lieutenant Beall. 
It brings me back, once more, to happier thoughts, 
And stifles in 


my 
    heart a dreadful 


                                purpose; 
For this one act of justice to my friend, 
Presages justice to my native land. 
Upon my soul, I thank ye both most heartily! 





SEWARD




 The pardon is revoked—I would not have it, 
And the felon dies to-morrow. 





Воотн




Villain, you lie! He is no felon.

(Seizes Seward—Shaking him violently.) 
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But a soldier, every inch—thou the felon- 
Your own sons felons, to be dragged, ere long, 
Before their country's bar for peculation- 
 That George your model thief, and Fred 
Spawned from the same serpent. 0 I would tear you 
Limb from limb, to save my suffering friend— 
 A man—a soldier-born to be your master- 
Cold-hearted villain go! 


(Hurls him off. Exeunt.) 









ACT IV




SCENE I-Scene near the Fort on Governor's Island, New York. 

Night-Thunder and Lightning. Enter Booth. 




Mysterious powers! whose lightning spurs drive on 
 Th' unsaddled winds—whose plumes of light touch Heaven 
But vanish ere our tongues can bid ye halt! 
If ever ye to mortals in distress stoop down- 
 To shipwrecked mariner, or to hearts more wrecked, 
 To bring them Heaven's pitying love, or covenants 
From Hell, to make a compact for their souls; 
Behold in me your vassal, thro' all time, 
For this one benison—to burst yon gates 
And guide me to the dungeon of my friend. 


(Enter John Brown's ghost.) 
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BROWN




 That's a bargain; give us your bone, old boy; 
Don't try that gate, but come along with me. 
 I know a sentinel-a poor, soft fool - 
 In love with a girl down South; just talk your nonsense 
For awhile to him, and he'll let you pass. 
But Yanks, you know, mean business when they trade. 
 Then swear by every sacred thing in Heaven, 
 To ratify this bargain for your soul. 





Воотн




Aye, Heaven and earth I barter-lead me on! (Exeunt.) 
SCENE II–Sentinel pacing at door of prison. 
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SENTINEL




Halt!




Воотн




Soldier, I have a friend imprisoned here; 
He dies to-morrow, and I come to bear 
His dying message to his home. 





SOLDIER




My orders are most positive-you cannot.

BOOTH-(Giving pocketbook.) Then this is yours—’tis all I have on earth; Checks, well endorsed, and on your greatest banks. 'Twill make you rich and bless your friends!




SOLDIER




No; not for all the money in New York.




BOOTH




Soldier, have you a mother, brother, child? 
Hast any friend or home, wife or betrothed, 
To whom your soul, in death, would turn? 





SOLDIER




Nor wife, nor children, scarce a friend on earth; 
Perhaps one heart, but only one, regards me. 
 That far away, and in the ruined South. 
My poor mother pined away and died, 
When I was wounded at Manassas Junction, 
Or rather died embracing me when I returned; 
And never, while life lasts, can I forget 










A Rebel enemy, who passed me through their lines, 
T embrace that mother on the bed of death. 





BOOTH




Behold in me a pilgrim from that land 
Whose generous son was thus your friend! 
Dying, you say, she pressed you to her heart! 
To that same breast on which your cheek reclined, 
 Dimpled and painted by the life she gave. 
 Soldier, suppose that you were doomed to die, 
And that a comrade came the night before, 
 To bear your dying message to that mother; 
 Take this with all—a fortune in your grasp! 


                           SOLDIER 
Take back your purse—I would not have it-pass. 
This very night the watchword is “Manassas!" (Walks off.) 


                          Воотн 
 O generous nature, thou didst urge my prayer; 
And rugged hearts, whose adamantine walls 
Had scorned the thunder from a thousand battlements, 
Grow weak as infancy at thy sweet voice! 


                                                                  (Exit.) 
SCENE III—Beall's Prison—Beall sleeping-Enter Booth. 
 O generous nature, here we meet again, 
For thou doth soothe and hold him to thy heart; 
Sweet mother of us all, keep horrid dreams 
And the dread to come, far from his lonely pillow; 
 O nerve him for the conflict; and his soul, 
Cast in thy noblest and most generous mould, 
 O gently lead it to the sacrifice! 
No flowers to deck the victim's brow; but fame 
Shall hang her golden locks about his temples, 
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While beauty, far away, in Southern clime, 
Shall render tears unbidden to his name; 
And e'en the generous foeman shall exclaim 
“Alas! for so much manly beauty lost- 
“Such bravery and worth to perish in the storm!” 
See! See! he smiles. 





             BEALL—(Laughing in sleep.) 
Run, children, run to the other side, 
Come, Lilly, let me see-O you little rogue, 
You've slipped the bandage from your eye. 
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BOOTH




'Tis blind-man's buff. He plays it with his sister, 
And dreams have borne him back to childhood's shore. 
How strangely do they mix our lives! 
Now roses mount upon his pallid cheek 
Like flowers that hang upon a precipice, 
Unconscious of the gulf beneath. Seel see! 


                                            (Beall starts and trembles.) 
Some great o'er-mastering thought convulses him— 
Perhaps the gibbet rises to his view- 
I'll call him from the dreadful dream. 





BEALL




Run, children, run, th' Indians are coming down. 
 I see Tecumseh, with ten thousand braves; 
 O run, my pretty Lilly-run! run! run! 
 I'll hold them back until you reach the barn! 
Backl back! you painted villains-back, I say! 


(Springing from his couch, grappling for his sword.) Where! Where is

Where is my sword?









BOOTH




Your sword, brave boy, surrendered to the foe, 
Now leaves you quite defenceless—take this dagger! 


(Throws cloak over him.) 




BEALL




Why, Booth! how came you here?




(Embracing him.) 




Воотн




I come to take your place—have won the guard. 
The password is “Manassas”-take this dagger, fly- 
For I would kiss the bony cheeks of death, 
To give you back once more to life and liberty. 





BEALL




Et tu Brute! And has it come to this? 
Am I so poor-so fallen in your esteem! 
What, skulk from death, and leave my friend to die? 





Воотн




 Forgive me—no—’tis only for a moment-fly! 
Go meet your sister, weeping in yon cove. 
 Close to the rock, and nearest to the wave. 
Be quick, and go, for you can soon return; 
Her lantern rocks on yonder dancing boat, 
 To guide your feet and beckons you to come. 





BEALL




Ten thousand thanks, my good, brave friend! 
 That will I do—keep ward till my return, 
And prove yourself a soldier at my post, 
Once more liberty—to the fresh air and skies, 










To thee sweet Lilly, for one parting word! 
One 
    message 


to 
 my 
     home, then all farewell! 


                         Воотн 
 The last of Paradise for him on earth! 
'Twas a great folly so to wound his soul, 
And yet, to take his place and bid them fire, 
Had been ambition's loftiest pinnacle 
My heart's supreme delight. But let it pass, 
 The future still is mine, and they shall know it, 
For I will strike them in their lecherous beds, 
Or midst their revelries and pleasures smiling; 
With all their sins full cankered to the green; 
 To start a wrinkle on the nose of Hell! 





SCENE IV-On seashore-Lilly with lantern by a shed, and great 

rocks—Boat anchored. 




LILLY




 0 I do tremble so! Perhaps those signs 
 In Heaven and earth, which fright the chirping birds 
And moaning beasts, just ere an earthquake's shock 
Are given to human souls, before calamity! 
But let it come, earthquake, tempest, I 
Have cast in Heaven the anchor of my bark- 
 In Heaven shall find it opened to a cross, 
 There twined wi' flowers, and brighter than the sun! 
 Yet, О he was so brave and manly beautiful! 
So far above the common sort of men; 
 That when he passed, all hearts did give him reverence! 
Such gentleness and power in concert joined, 
Such majesty in one exalted mind- 
He seemed an angel, stooping to mankind! 
Heavens! joy! joy !—but do I dream?—’tis he, 'tis he! 










(Enter Lieutenant Beall-Flies to his arms, weeping.) But how is this? Your pardon was revoked! (Kisses him.) 




BEALL




Alas! no pardon granted me.

                                                  I came, 
 Paroled in honor, by a generous friend, 
 To send a parting message to our home, 
And first to her, my mother, O my mother! 
Kiss me again. Tell her that I died a soldier. 
 O tell her, for her bruised heart's consolation, 
 That with all my waywardness no mortal sin 
Was left unshriven on my parting soul; 
 That never did I shed one drop of blood 
But in the fair and open field of war. 
 To my superiors have obedient been, 
And condescending to the poorest soldier; 
 To prisoners, in my power, was always kind — 
More gentle to the fallen foe than friends; 
 Surrendered when no valor could avail, 
And died, at last, as she would have me die! 


                                        (Taking locket from his neck.) 
This give to her whose precious name it bears, 
And 
     say 
        that I will wear her image in my soul. 


                                             (Kisses her, parting.) 
Farewell forever, love. (Lilly swoons.) 
Farewell! Farewell! (Exit.) 


                LILLY—(Recovering.) 
Gone, gone; O never to return; gone, gone! 
Ye Heavens, let your loudest thunders peal! 
 In thunders, 0 ye saints—thou queen of Heaven, 
 O plead with God, that He may strike them down- 
Plead that yon sun may never rise again, 
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Too glorious signal for a deed so foul! 
Let darkness swallow Heaven and earth; 
While Calvary groans again, and angels weep! 


(Kneels. Enter Booth.) 




Воотн




Come Lilly, we must hasten from this place.




LILLY




In such an hour as this, I dare not stir. 
Down! Down upon your knees! 





BOOTH




Your brother sends, by me, his last request; 'Tis that you hasten from this place.




LILLY




O tell me his sweet words-speak them again.

BOOTH (Aside.) Should she remain and hear the signal gun, 'Twould drive her to madness. Let me try once more!

(To Lilly.) My life is now at stake, and we must fly; The baited dogs are on my track-come, come! (Seizes her hand, when she snatches away, and runs up the rocks.) 

LILLY




See, see, the sun is rising! 
     Covers her eyes-Dead March in the distance-Long silence- 


Signal gun fires—Booth supports her-Beall's ghost in 
Confederate uniform—blood on his face.) 










                LILLY—(as Ophelia.) 
I knew that you would come to me again. 
You pretty bloodhound! Come, come, catch the fox! 
Foxes have holes, and birds have nests-ha! ha! ha! 
And we poor Southern birds—come, let's fly. 
 The mocking-birds await us, and magnolias throw 
 Their censers up to Heaven-ha! ha! ha! 
 Those grand old priests, in temples of the Sun! 
Come, come, my love, go home! 


go 
  home! 


go

home! (Weeps—Kneels to Beall—Booth weeping.) Don't stay from mamma, boy; home! home! home! SCENE V-Confederate Camp-Moonlight-Enter Beall's Ghost. 

                     GHOST 
Once more my spirit walks Virginia's hills, 
Once more thy voices, O my native land- 
More musical than waves and winds salute me! 
Ye warblers of the night-sweet mocking-birds 
Long had I lost your melodies, unknown 
To yonder frozen clime; but now we meet again; 
Ye whippoorwills—my childhood's wonder, hail! 
Sing on, O sing a requiem to the past. 
Hail, hail, Confederate camp! Ye heroes hail! 
My tentless comrades, sleeping on the ground; 
Undaunted Lee! a falling nation's pride! 
Confederate arms, still gleaming unsubdued, 
My native land-ye hills and mountains hail! (Exit.) 


(Enter lame Confederate sentinel.) 

                        SENTINEL 
 I'd rather fight all day than keep this watch; 
What if I fall asleep, they could but shoot me. 
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No, by Jupiter, I'll be a soldier to the last; 
But my wound pains me; let me ride this log. 
Who goes there! Halt! Halt! 





(Straddles a log.) 




VOICE




Hello, Johnny Reb, will you give me some tobacco for a drink?




SENTINEL




Yes, if you'll tote fair—come in. (Enter Union scout.) 
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Do you fellows get anything to eat down here?




                        SENTINEL 
Yes, plenty of it—where's your whiskey? 


                       SCOUT 
Here. (Gives canteen, and sentinel drinks.) 


SENTINEL




That's what old Stonewall used to take from Banks. 
Here's your tobacco. (Gives it, drinks again.) 





Now go.




SCOUT—(Going.) And you go to sleep, you d-d old Reb.

SENTINEL Hold on—what's your hurry?




SCOUT




 I have to travel twenty miles before daylight. 
Good-night, good-night. 










               SENTINEL—(Drinks again.) 
By Jupiter, he's a good soldier; 
 That's the kind of powder I like to smell. (Smells.) 
 It makes me feel good all over-ha! ha! ha! 


(Drinks—Stretches out and sleeps. Enter ghost of Beall.) 




GHOST




 O that this hollow tree of spirit life 
Could put once more its antlered branches on! 
 Then would I make them knock at Heaven's gate 
To call sweet mercy down to my poor sister. 
How did she flutter like a bird upon the ground, 
Smit by the gun that told my doom. 


(Exit. Enter Captain Powel.)




POWEL




What, soldier, sleeping at your post?

SENTINEL—(Staggering.) Why, Captain Powel—Thornton Powel-yes. Well, Cap, you see how it is-my leg hurts me; I was wounded, you know, at Fredericksburg, And it got so stiff that I had to lie down.




POWELL




Your legs both seem limber enough now.




SENTINEL




Now, none of your game—now Cap—now Thornton, 
 Thor-Thor-Thornton Powel, I'm your friend, 
And if you have me shot, ha! ha! ha! 
 You'll disgrace our family. Hal ha! ha! 










POWEL




You're too brave a soldier to be shot; 
Go, I'll not report you-go back to camp, 
And let me take 


your

watch.




                  SENTINEL—(Going.) 
That's all right, ha ha! ha! O you're the soldier for me. (Exit.) 


                                                              (Staggers back.) 
Let me tell you, captain; either I saw 
Lieutenant Beall to-night, or dreamt it, 
He came up in Confederate gray, a rope 
Around his neck, and talked about his sister. 
Cap, I do believe he was drunk-ha! ha! ha! 
Dream, or reality-it makes me skittish-ha! ha! ha! 


(Whistles-Looks down road—Exit.) D-d if I'm afraid of ghosts. (Whistles “Dixie.”)




POWEL




Alas! it might be true, for he was captured, 
And the villains may have shot him, 
Hanged him for aught, we know-infernal thieves! 
 But as the world goes nowadays, 'tis questioned 
Whether they who live, or they who die are happiest. 


(Re-enter drunken soldier.) Go, go to camp!




SENTINEL




Well, Cap, I came back to tell you—now, Cap, 
 I'm not so drunk, for down in yonder shade, 
 In the white blossoms of a dog-wood tree, 
 That same gray form appeared; and more than that- 
 A Yankee scout was here to-night, 










And I came back to put you on your guard, 
 The villain might be prowling for your scalp. 
Good-night-0 I am not afraid of ghosts! 


(Whistles and staggers off. Exit.) 




POWEL




The full round orb of

                       yon descending moon, 
Looks down upon the grave of Stonewall Jackson; 
 Perhaps the grave of these Confederate States- 
Hark, the sad sweet poet of the lonely whippoorwill! 
Like some sweet poet of the sunny South, 
He flings himself despairing on the ground, 
 To sing my requiem. O my native land! 
 The very air seems heavy, and I sometimes think 
 That we mysterious mortals leap the wall, 
 Reared by a jealous future, 'gainst our noses. 
 For aught I know, the universe itself, 
 All peopled and piled up, looks down upon us, 
As does the audience of a great theatre, 
Which tears out one wall from every edifice, 
 To peep in on our most domestic scenes. 
 For aught I know, spirits might robe themselves, 
When great events come trooping on the heels of time! 
Who 
      goes 


           there! Halt! halt! 'Twas like a man, 
Yet vanished in an instant; and by Heaven! 
'Twas very like some one whom I have seen! 
“In such a place, in such an hour as this, 
Descending spirits have conversed with men, 
And told the secrets of the dread unknown.” 
See! see! It comes again-halt, soldier, halt! 
But one step more, and on thy peril-halt! 


(Ghost waves him back.) It halts, but seems to motion with its hand









As tho’’twould bid me hold my fire-then speak!

(Ghost advances.) Whate'er thou art—if sentinel or spyWhether messenger from heaven or hellWhate'er thy mission-spy or devil—halt! (Fires.) Yet, there it stands-stone still-struck by my ball. For blood comes oozing from its gray Confederate coatBlotches of blood on that familiar face! Would God I had not fired-speak, soldier-speak!




                      GHOST 
When nations fall, their crash wakes up the dead; 
And I have left my grave for a short term, 
 To walk my native hills, and on the crumbling edge 
Of these Confederate States—a crater vast- 
Would point you to a gulf most horrible. 
Ere yet yon moon proclaim the paschal feast, 
 And on the day that Christ was crucified, 
 The powers of Hell shall blacken all this land; 
 For dignitaries great shall roll in blood, 
While Ruin drives her ebon car abroad. 
Not womanhood nor helpless age, 
Nor infancy can walk this world secure. 
But ere that hour, I come to ask one boon- 
 The friendship of a soldier for a soldier's sister. 





POWEL




Whate'er thou wilt; my life is in thy hand; 
But tell me, thou impalpable, august- 
And most mysterious thing; say, what thy name? 
And what the great event you prophesy? 
What dignitaries, they to roll in blood, 
My friends or foes? 










GHOST Both friends and foes, commingling in the storm Shall fly like leaves of Autumn to yon gulf, And leave both Federal and Confederate States Beheaded, and their trunks, a gory mass Thrown at the foot of Calvary on that day Which saw the crucifix-ask no more.




POWELL




But tell me, who art thou? and who thy sister?




GHOST




 I was thy comrade-once Lieutenant Beall; 
But now this helpless ghost, without my sword; 
Or I would strike and strike them to the last- 
 Disarmed, defenceless, prisoner of war, 
Hanged in cold blood, in hearing of my sister, 
Who by the signal gun was so afflicted 
 That reason tottered from its throne-her mind, 
 That fairest place of the world, fell down- 
And now a maniac, lost and wretched in her woe, 
She seeks my grave and often calls for you. 
Go friend, console her if you can, and Heaven 
May graciously restore the fairest flower, 
 That ever offered incense to the skies. 
 Farewell! farewell! 





POWEL




Stay, stay. Where shall I find her? Speak!









GHOST




Go to the tomb of Washington. His grave 
 She decks with flowers, and bids him make 
 A little room for me. Farewell! farewell! 





POWEL




Then all is lost! My homem

-my

love -my country gone! Heaven and earth farewell! (Enter Sentinel.) 




                        SENTINEL 
What, soldier; no watchword? 
 You're a pretty sentinel. 





POWEL




Stand to your watch, soldier-good-night-good-night!




SENTINEL




But I heard a gun fire hereabouts.




POWEL




'Twas I that fired-good-night-good-night!




SENTINEL




But stay. What was it? Why did you




fire?




POWEL




'Twas very strange, a most prodigious thing- 
'Twas monstrous-most astonishing-good-night! 





(Exit.)









SENTINEL




 By Hoakie, he must have seen a ghost, 
For soldiers have told me-men of good faith- 
 That they had often seen old Stonewall Jackson 
Walking among these tents, straight as an arrow 
And looking very sad; but his last words were- 
"Let's cross over the river and rest in the shade," 
 So if the grand old Captain comes back now, 
He must have changed his mind. (Whistles “Dixie.") 
 I'm not afraid of ghosts—not I. (Whistles.) 
 There's no such thing as ghosts, but what our fancies make. 
 I'd rather fight a regiment than meet one. (Whistles.) 
What a cloud is rising—is it rain? (Rain begins to fall.) 
Rain, rain by Jupiter! It hides the moon. 
 O! I'm not afraid-moonlight or dark. 
Whoo-00-00- goes 


there? Halt! halt! But, b-b-bt, what's the password?




VOICE




"By the waters of Babylon.”




SENTINEL




Well, that'll do—come in out of the rain- 
But 


     you are d d slow getting it up. (Enter General Lee.) 
What, General Lee? Why, General I catch my breath, 
 A moment more and you as Stonewall Jackson, 
Would have fallen by your own soldier. 





GEN. LEE




Had it been so, perhaps it were as well.
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SENTINEL




What, General; no bad news, I trust!

GEN. LEE No; but I have walked about the camp all night, And watched my tentless soldiers on the ground; All worn and weary with incessant fight, Tho' born to luxury, in beds of down; Time hastens on, and with to-morrow's sun The last battle shall be lost or won. Keep to your watch—be ready for the fight, Perhaps we'll meet no more-good-night! good-night! (Exit.) 




SCENE VI–Wood–Thunder and lightning-Near Mount Vernon 

-Enter Payne-Storms and lightning. 




PAYNE




No road-no path-no light but the storm's lightning. 
 Alas! how many, nursed in downy beds 
 In palaces and princely homes, now cry 
“No road—no path-no light but the storm's lightning!” 
No voice to cheer them, and no taper's ray, 
With long and level beams, from home. 
How many a boy with down upon his cheek. 
Stands sentinel to-night, and braves this storm! 
Would God that I could lay me down; 
But I cannot dare not even now 
 This war of heaven may beat upon her head. 
Mount Vernon must be hereabout. Halloo! halloo! 
                   (Enter Beall's ghost-Payne drawing sword.) 


                     GHOST 
Make haste to follow; for my time is short- 










One hour remains for me to walk this earth, 
And then the fires of yonder coiled Heaven 
Shall spit upon me with their sulphurous storms 
 Till boyhood's follies, and my grosser sins 
Shall all be purged away-one hour remains, 
 Then follow thou—till this Confederate gray 
Dissolves in morning light. (Exeunt.) 





SCENE VII—They go around the scenes—Mount Vernon opens 

and reveals Lilly scattering flowers and singing-Storm passed and moon going down—Tableaux to suit the song. 




LILLY-(Singing.) 




I




Now an angel flies, from the field of blood 
All glorious to yonder mound- 
Mount Vernon groans—'tis the great and the good- 
Old Virginia's heroes around- 
Lee's father sheds a tear, while he smiles on his son, 
And Stonewall is kneeling by a moss-covered gun, 
And freedom lies pale on the ground. 





II




Yon moon sinks down over land and wave, 
And the fallen lie cold in her beams- 
Not a funeral gun-no honors for the brave; 
But each brow with glory gleams- 
Nor the hooting of the owl over yonder hill, 
Nor the melancholy song of the whip-poor-will, 
Can disturb their glorious dreams. 










Whip-poor-will, when sinks the day- 
Whip-poor-will, in your twilight gray, 
Whip-poor-will, when the hermits pray, 
We'll pray for the souls far away! (Enter Ghost and Powel.) 





LILLY




O my pretty boy, come homel come home! And you, my pretty Powel come home! come home! (As they approach, she eludes them, scattering flowers as be

fore. Exeunt.)




SCENE VIII–Madame Surratt's House-Parlor-Enter John 

Brown and Dr. Mary, and hide under curtains—Booth standing by a window. 




            BOOTH—(Standing at window.). 
'Tis now the gloaming hour, and all abroad, 
Spirits of darkness beetle on the air, 
Some to gay follies lead the thoughtless crowd, 
And some go dancing down to dens of shame. 
While other devils, older than the flood, 
 Sail out to dip their bat-like wings in blood. 
Avaunt, ye devils! leave me all alone- 
With whom? Myself! a murderer! God forbid ! 
More than ten thousand times have I relented, 
And making up this cost, would fain have spared 
 That poor buffoon—worthiest of all his Cabinet; 
For, like the thistle flower, true goodness wears 
 A regiment of 


cry

“hold off;" And but for this I would have slain him thrice. "If it were done, when 'tis done, then 'twere well




spears, to









It were done quickly; if the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch 
With his surcease, success—besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, 'gainst 
 The deep damnation of his taking off ; 
 Ind pity, like a naked new-born babe, 
 Striding the blast, or Heaven's cherubim, horsed 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 
 Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye.” 


(Enter John Brown's ghost.)




JOHN BROWN




Beware! Beware! 
Aye, had I but sworn as you have sworn, 
Nor Heaven, nor earth, nor hell could hold me back, 
Nor fright me from my purpose. 
Had I but sworn to do 't. 
 I'd pluck my grey-haired sire from the gate of Heaven, 
And drag him thro’ the sulphurous fumes of hell- 
Choking with brimstone firebrands the voice 
 That whilom called me son--still beating down 
His withered hands, lest Heaven should heed his 


                                              prayer. 
 You swore to me, amidst the lightning's glare, 
And Hell's deep cavern echoed back your vow! 
 That bargain, for your soul, was clinched in hell; 
And all the powers of heaven did ratify- 
My will, now thine, my bidding thou shalt do; 
 Then go; prepare thee for thy sulphurous bed 
Put shards upon thee like the beetle's mail; 
Harden thy soul wi' crime; smear it wi' blood, 
 And so prepare thee for thy home of fire! (Exit.) 










Воотн




Poor helpless mortals we! Once sunk to crime, 
Down do we fall, with devils, in their slime 
And then grow palsied-helpless for all time! 
What, tho' we struggle back and cry "begone!” 
 They whisper to our souls, “march on, march on!” 
       (Enter John Surratt, high top-boots, and spattered with mud, 


riding whip, and in rollicking mood.) Welcome, Surratt-most welcome at this hour, For I need your strong arm and desperate will.




SURRATT




Well, Booth, I've found the very place to cage him- 
Fit for a President, and secret as the grave. 


BOOTH
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Th' old Van Ness mansion, on the river bank 
South of the White House, garnished for the bird. 
 Its deep wine cellars make a lovely cage, 
And three strong men could drag him to its doors. 
Once being captured, we could hold him there 
 Till Mosby and his men came up the river bank. 
 O th' old gorilla, ha! ha! ha! what a splendid specimen, ha! ha! ha! 
How he himself would laugh at such a joke! 
'Twould be a funny anecdote for him to tell 
Jeff Davis when we get to Richmond-ha! ha! ha! 





BOOTH




What if we put him in a cellar six feet long! 
 A coffin for his 


cage, and worms for company!









SURRATT




Great God! you're talking like a madman. Heavens! 
Lincoln is not a bad man, though led by demagogues, 
For he means well, and has a good, kind heart. 





BOOTH




 Those purblind sisters, trundling at their wheel, 
Have put the scissors to his navel cord. 
You too must help them turn, for being in, 
And now suspected, how could you escape? 
Go, throw away your catechism, boy, 
Come, take to tragedy and be a man. 
 There's something grand and beautiful in tragedy. 
Think of it, John-just think-Good Friday, John; 
Earth's greatest tragedy was acted on this day, 
And the whole world repeats it to the sun, 
On myriad altars rising to salute him! 
 O glorious tragedy, that cannot end, 
'Til Heaven's lightnings set the stage on fire; 
Angels and patriarchs and saints for auditors, 
And the Lamb slain, stands up amid the falling stars, 
King of all Kings, and brighter than the sun. 
 O that I, too, could act in such a play! 





SURRATT




In that play must we all act.




Воотн




Why, John, to kill a common man—a thing- 
 A President—that's a mere episode! 
Go throw away your catechism, bay! 
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SURRATT




I love the South; but love still more 
The catechism which 


my

                     mother taught me; 
Nor less on this day-saddest of all days! 
True, I would take him prisoner of war; 
But further not a step will follow you. 
Release me, then, and let me fly to Canada, 
Not to betray you, for I scorn a traitor, 
But t escape your toils, and save my life! 





Воотн




 You prattle like a child-come, be a man; 
Give up your faith and strike for liberty. 





SURRATT




My faith? Ah, little do you understand it! 
That unpretending, simple, childlike faith! 
It scatters blossoms even upon the grave, 
And robes the very air with immortality! 
Bad as I am, and foolish in 


my

weaknesses, To do ten thousand things, when suddenly assailed, Which faith reproves, and memory weeps upon. Yet wilfully I would not yield one precept Of the grand old faith my mother taught me, For yon Confederate States and all the world besides! (Exit.) 




BOOTH




 There's a divinity in that boy's dream, 
Which boastful reasons cannot emulate- 
 Inscrutable, mysterious, divine! 
More splendid than the rainbow-tempest born; 
 Born of the sun, begot in falling tears- 










In tears that fell about the gate of Paradise 
On Calvary—alas! wherever man sojourns! 
 The rainbow, but a symbol of that dream, 
For aught I know, the shadow of that faith. 
 O that I could fling these knotted serpents 
Up to the stars, or down to Hell! 
Could I but see their fiery flakes 
All trailing down the sky, 
Then would I run to Calvary and cling 
 To God; but that is past, and all is lost! lost! lost! 
      (Window curtains drop and conceal him—John Brown's ghost 


crosses the stage.) 




JOHN BROWN




 Poor, struggling insect, now we part! 
My web is woven round your heart; 
My work well done, to Hell begone! 
 And tell them there John Brown is marching on. 


(Exit. Enter Herold and Atzerodt.) 




HEROLD




Come, Atzerodt, tell me what do 
You think of this whole business? 





ATZERODT




Vel, if de shentlemens will pay de 
Monish, I can cut de wires, and den 
Dey can all runs away. 





HEROLD




But what if they should kill the whole 
Cabinet, would that save the South? 










ATZERODT




Ef dey kills one, dot makes no good; 
But if dey kills all, den I say ja. 
For mit de killin', Europe stop de war, and 
De South go free-dot's it, dot's it, my baby! 


(Slapping him on the shoulder.)-ha! ha! ha!




HEROLD I could understand it much better if Booth would talk to us, and ex

plain it. Sometimes I think he must be crazy. D—d if I do anything but hold his horse at the theatre. He intends I think to kill them all in the midst of the play; for this evening, at Spotswood's Hotel, he sent a note up to Johnson, and directly after told me to stand in the rear of the theatre, at nine o'clock, to hold his horse. I asked him a question, and he left me gaping like a fool.

ATZERODT




Seward never goes to theatre.




HEROLD




Then who kills him?




ATZERODT




Vy, Payne, dat big vellow from de South; 
He kill Seward, den, you see, I cuts all de wires mit de telegraph. 


                      HEROLD 
Cut the wires? Why, you were to kill Johnson. 





ATZERODT




O ja, ja! (Enter Payne.) 









PAYNE




What of Booth? He promised to be here.

                      HEROLD 
Don't you think him crazy? What good 
Would come of it, even if his plans succeeded? 


                      PAYNE 
He has assurances from Canada- 
 From men well-posted in the current of events, 
 That intervention soon would follow, 
And the South be saved. His vengeance, too, 
With mine, cries out for blood. Our ruined homes, 
Our native land, and every 


sacred memory Shout to the patriot soul, “revengel revenge!”

                      HEROLD 
How could we justify such wholesale slaughter? 


                      PAYNE 
By precedent. Full thirty Kings in France; 
 In Germany a score and in Great Britain, ten, 
 Th' assassin's dagger punched down to Hell- 
From Brutus, of th' olden time, when Ta 
Reeking with Lucretia's shame, fell headlong, 
 To the younger Brutus, red with Cæsar's blood, 
From him to beastly Heliogabalus 
And all those Emperors, slain amidst their pleasures, 
Such was the last resort of Freedom. 
O'er-topping insolence, and hired minions drive 
 The people to despair, then lightning leaps 
Upon the patriot's blade, and tyrants fall. (Enter Booth.) 


                         Воотн 
They call this day Good Friday! Good! Most excellent! 
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Beware of treachery-beware! for soon 
The Judas of our tribes may hear from me, 
 That curse of Richard-hear it now: 
“When I was mortal-mine anointed body 
By you was punched full of deadly holes; 
Think on that hour, and me, despair, and die.” 
Should one arm falter or one heart fail, 
Not one of us would live to tell the tale. 





(Exit.)




HEROLD




Now, what does all that mean? Don't 
You see that the man's crazy? 


                      PAYNE 
By no means. 
Warns you and Atzerodt-suspects your courage, 
Knowing full well that, should our venture fail 
 Through craft or cowardice, or treachery, 
 The South must then be lost forever. (Enter Lilly.) 





LILLY




Ah, ha! I thought to find you here, 
And jumped over the moon from yon asylum. 
All the stars ran after me and cried 
“Come back, sweet Lilly, come and marry us!" 
“No, no," quoth I, “first come and fight 
With Sisera, and slay mine enemies. 
 Then will I wed the stars, and all 
Our children pretty little stars and flowers!” 
Stay, stay, I'll sing to Stonewall Jackson. 
 There, there he goes !-poor Stonewall Jackson! 
 Yon moon sinks down over Stonewall's grave, 
 And the soldiers are sleeping around; 
No tents are spread, no cover for the brave, 










 But they sleep on freedom's ground. 
Nor the hooting of the owl over yonder hill, 
Nor the melancholy song of the whippoorwill, 
Can disturb their slumbers sound; (Spoken.) 
But Lee could wake them, and his voice 
Was like a trumpet on the morning air. (Sings.) 
Rise, rise, brave boys once more for the fight, 
 'Tis the last to be lost or won. 
 Then arm brave boys, by the dawning of the light, 
 And charge to the foeman's gun! 
 Tho' few, and bleeding now, we must win for the right, 
Or sleep upon the field with Stonewall to-night- 
 'Tis the last to be lost or won. 
Once more, brave boys! tho' the shot fall fast 
And your comrades are lying low- 
Hark! hark! yon shout, and the trumpet blast, 
'Tis Stonewall charging below. 
He charges up the hill! See! see how they run! 
He mounts upon the fort and captures every gun- 
And now he turns them on the foe! 
Once more, brave boys, and the battle shall be won, 
 Tho' the millions are pressing around; 
Lo, Grant comes up at the setting of the sun 
And a thousand thunders resound. 
 Ah! few and bleeding now—'tis done—'tis done! 
 The banner of the brave goes down with the sun, 
And trails at last on the ground! (Enter nurse from asylum.) 
 O ye are my brave keepers. I am glad to see ye. 
Have you come to my wedding with the stars? 





DR. NICHOLS




Yes Lilly, the stars are all in waiting. 
Come, we must go without delay. 










LILLY




could—nay,




But will they fight with Sisera, to slay mine enemies? 
And you, my Payne, my pretty Payne, will you fight, too?” 


                 DR. NICHOLS 
Yes; all will fight—are waiting for the war. 
Come let us hence haste! haste! 
                (They drag her out. Payne in agony of grief.) 


                       HEROLD 
By Heavens, she was a splendid girl! 
But having placed her in th’ Asylum, 
You have done the best 


you

all That could be done. Come, cheer up, Payne, Be a man. I know it's a hard case, cheer up!

                                                  (Slaps him on shoulder.) 
O that the lagging hours would fly, 
And bring me to the tyrant's bed, 
To make another Robespierre, broken-jawed 
And cursing as he plunged into hell! 
His curses inarticulate himself a hell! 
His guilty heart, the hell of hells! (Enter Booth.) 


                        Воотн 
Come, let's be going. Each one to his post, 
In this great drama, to be played with Tyrants. 
For when they fall, a universal strife 
Like nature fighting in the womb of Time, 
Shall heave volcanoes from a fiery sea, 
To blast us all, or make our country free! (Exeunt. Dr. Mary 
    skipping after them.) 


                   DR. MARY 
Ah, ha! I'll have his head, his heart, ha! ha! (Exit.) 










ACT V




SCENE I-Street—Dr. Mary, Conger and Baker under lamp post 

in dumb show_three conspirators pass them. 




                        BAKER 
Which one's Payne? 


                  DR. MARY 
That desperate-looking devil, with a slouched hat. 





BAKER




And that one?




DR. MARY




That's Atzerodt.




BAKER




And that one?




DR. MARY




His name is Herold.




CONGER




Did you not say that Booth was with them? 
Your tale don't hang together. 





DR. MARY




Hang together or not, I tell you truly 
As I have often urged before, these men 
Are bent on mischief; and this very night 
You'll find that I have told the truth. 










Come, we have no time to lose. (Exeunt.) SCENE II–President's Mansion-President Alone-Room Darkened. 

PRESIDENT We promised to attend the play to-night, But this is Good Friday. Heavens! it looks badly; A comedy to celebrate the Crucifixion! Christ to be mocked and spit upon once moreBuffoons to buffet him! Pontius Pilate, Washing his hands, and whining, “I am innocent Of the blood of this just person!" yet the people, Eager to swell the pæan of our victories, Propose a grand ovation to the Cabinet; O how their brave hands will clap! No, no, 'twould never do to disappoint them; But where now are the hands that clapped on Calvary? There was one there, who could not clap his hands! Great God! He made the thunder clap! (Enter Booth, drawing pistol.) 

                        Воотн 
This is 


    my chance. I find him all alone! 
Most kind and humorous, dear, good natured man! 
 Alas! poor Yorick! with his quip and quids, 
 And merriment and anecdote. Alas! alas! 
Great Cæsar, too, was merciful and kind; 
 But Casca held his gown, while Brutus punched; 
 For good is, as good doth. What hast thou done? 
 O perjured wretch—to promise him a pardon: 
 Yet break that promise on poor Lilly's heart; 
 Thou lying tongue. Shall I not pluck thee out 
 Thou heart of rottenness, to break her heart! 
 Shall I not pierce thee with requiting steel? 










 O brain accursed! Shall I not punch thee thro'? 
O cursed fiend, to blast my land of flowers! 
To slay her sons, and drive her daughters to despair! 
Behold her fallen! Behold her fallen cross- 
No longer flashing thro' the battle storm, 
But flat upon the ground, her form outstretched 
Upon it, mocked, despised and spit upon! 
 O time most fortunatel most opportune! 
To find him all alone-alone with Death! 
Revenge and hate come flapping on the air- 
 Their dragon wings make twilight; and the stage 
 Is aptly darkened for effect. (Aims pistol and then lowers it.) 
But where my audience. Where th' unborn applause? 


                                                    (Puts pistol down.) 
 Bah! such a play would fall like vinted wine, 
 Insipid and without a beaded gallery 
 To clap the climax of a bloody gash. 
 Those other vultures, too, marked out for slaughter, 
Would all fly away at the first smell of powder. 
Oh, no; I'll first arm him, then, forewarned, 
He too can join the cast with preparation. (Puts up his pistol 


    and advances.) 
We'll meet again, at ten o'clock, your Excellence. 
 The public all expect you—now prepare; 
For you must play your part in this great drama. 
 Ten o'clock, your Excellence! remember ten o'clock. 





LINCOLN




Yes, tell them we shall keep our promise; 
But Booth I thought it nine o'clock. 





Воотн




Aye, nine, and half-past nine; but ten o'clock









The climax of the play will punch thro' Heaven, 
Like some volcano spouting to the sky, 
And drawing to it every heart and eye! 
Remember: ten o'clock! 





LINCOLN




 Yes; I'll remember; we shall all be there. (Exit Booth.) 
'Twas on this very day our Saviour died; 
And something warns me-psha! presentiments 
 Are more absurd than dreams; and yet one dream 
 I never had but that some great event 
Came fast upon 't. That dream I dreamt last night 
 A stately ship was sailing 'gainst the wind 
And struck a rock-my wife cried out 
And waking, vowed that she had dreamt the same. 
 Then going to the window, I beheld 
On the heights of Arlington, a shooting star, 
Red as the setting sun, and a huge owl, 
As tho' some warning hand were laid upon me, 
 A something strange, that comes to press me down- 
For aught I know, my mother might return, 
To lay once more her hand upon my head; 
For well do I remember those sweet hands, 
And how they fell, like gentle dews from Heaven, 
When on her patient lap my prayer was breathed. 
 This night, for aught I know, may be the last; 
And she who loved me then, must love me still, 
Wise fools may ridicule such thoughts, 
But mysteries, never yet by them explored, 
Do rock our cradle first—then dig our graves! 
 The whence we came! The why we linger here? 
And whither when our spirits take eternal flight- 
 All this, and more than volumes could express 










then go




their way.




They know not; neither can they tell why dreams, 
Like couriers, come upon the midnight air, 
To bring us messages, then 
One thing I know, that something makes me sad. (Rings a bell- 


    Enter servant.) 
Albert, bring in the children, Tad and Fred. (Exit servant.) 
This very day some eighteen hundred years ago, 
 The sun grew dark and graves gave up their dead. 
At such a time, I have no heart for comedy; 
And yet, our promise must be kept. 


(Enter Major Lincoln and Tad.) Come, Taddy; tell me what is Easter day?




TAD




Our Saviour rose on Easter day. O Papa, 
Won't you buy us some Easter eggs? 
 I'm going to the Capitol that day. 
 Say, Papa; will you buy us some Easter eggs? 


                       LINCOLN 
Yes; if you'll tell me why they call this Good Friday. 


                            TAD 
Because our Saviour died to-day; but Papa, 
Did he die sure 'nough this very day? 
But Mr. Beecher says he didn't. 





LINCOLN




 Yes, my son; our Saviour died on Friday. (Enter Colfax.) 
Well, Colfax; they say that Grant has gone. 





COLFAX




Gone, your Excellence—to Burlington, New Jersey,
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Quite unexpectedly, for Mrs. Grant. 
He begged me to excuse him to your 


                                    Excellence; 
Also to Laura Keene--for he had promised 
To be present at her play to-night. 





LINCOLN




I do wish we had not promised.




COLFAX




You are expected with your whole Cabinet- 
At least the morning papers have it so, 
And the whole city will be on tiptoe 
To greet your Excellence. 





LINCOLN




I wish I had not promised them. (Enter Mrs. Lincoln.) 




MRS. LINCOLN




Shall we go to the theatre or not? 
Come, Mr. Colfax; cheer him up; 
He has the blues. 





LINCOLN Well, get ready; I'll go. (Bands playing. Great shouting with

out-Lincoln and all go to the window. Lincoln: reading a 
dispatch to the people.) 


                                        “Mobile, Ala., April 14, 1865. 
Dick Taylor has surrendered. Our 
Soldiers are in good spirits, and the 
Rebels have abandoned every hope. 


E. R. S. Canby.” (Great shouting.) 









LINCOLN




 This was their last army. The South surrenders, 
And the Union is restored! (Shouting.) 
Let us remember to-night, my old motto: 
“Malice to none, but Charity for all!” 
Come, boys, play us Dixie, and then give us 
The Star Spangled Banner! (Band plays.) 





MRS. LINCOLN




Well, it is nearly our time.

TAD-(To Lincoln.) What does mother mean by “our time”?




                       LINCOLN 
O we promised to be there by nine o'clock- 
That's what your mother means, my boy; 
But there are times in all our lives 
Of which 


you children know but little. Our Saviour said to his disciples once: "My hour is come;" and all day long those words Keep ringing in my ear—'twas on the night Before Good Friday, and about this hour. Come, we must go—'tis nearly nine o'clock. (Exit.) SCENE III–Street near Guard House, Washington-Clock strikes ten-Sentinel pacing. 

                        SENTINEL 
Halt! Who goes there? (Presents. Enter Conger.) 


                         CONGER 
Hold! hold! 










                        SENTINEL 
Why Conger, you should have given the 
 Password—some other sentinel might 
Have shot you. 


                        CONGER 
 I knew it was your watch; besides 
 The password has been changed 
 The last half-hour-for a strange 
Rumor is afloat. 
 Take for your password now, “Conspiracy.” 
Have you seen Baker? 


                         SENTINEL 
No, not to-night. 


CONGER Nor Dr. Mary Trotter?

SENTINEL No.




CONGER




He was to meet me here; and she was with him.




SENTINEL




What was the rumor? and why have they 
Changed the password? 





                        CONGER 
O nothing! nothing; but Baker should 
Be here. I sent him to the theatre. 





SENTINEL




For what?









CONGER




Hush! hush! sh! (Drums beating-Shouts in the distance.) 
Hear those clattering horses—how they run! 
The drums and shouting-what can all this mean? (Enter Baker, 
    running.) 


BAKER




I was just in time to be too late. 
The President is shot! 





CONGER




Great God! killed?




BAKER




Killed, and several others with him. I left in the confusion. It

verified the last report, And all that Dr. Mary told us. Wilkes Booth entered the President's box; was met by Major

Rathbone, who stabbed him with his sword. Booth, with a 
dagger, struck him down, shot the President, wounded several 
others and sprang from the box down to the stage, waving a 
bloody knife, and shouting, “Sic Semper Tyrannis, Virginia is 
Avenged!” Then something about Lieutenant Beall. 
the shrieks of the women drowned his voice. In leaping from 
the box to the stage he seemed to break his leg, for it gave way 
every step, and his boot dragged after him. 





CONGER




What course did he take?




BAKER




 I followed close upon his track; saw 
Him mount a horse behind the theatre. 
 I fired three times, and must have hit him. 










.




CONGER




Strike the telegraph, set all the bells to ringing; 
Call every man to arms! (Bells ring. Enter Dr. Mary Trotter, 


breathless.) 




DR. MARY




All hell to pay-I told you so— 
Seward is killed-cut all to pieces. 





CONGER




Heavens! was he there, too? Did Booth 
Kill both? Was he at the theatre? 





DR. MARY




'Twas at his house. A tall man 
Cut his way into his chamber-killed 
Fred Seward first. I saw the wound, 
The dorsal muscle of his belly cut in twain- 
 A cut across the abdomen. The villain 
Knocked down two other men, then sprang 
On Seward like a tiger, stabbed him 
Six times, broke his jawbone with 
 The butt of his pistol, as it failed to 
 Fire, cut his way out, mounted a 
Horse—all quicker than I've been telling 
You. They say that Johnson, too, and 
Several others have been killed- 
Hell let loose! (Cries of fire-Enter number of Police and sol- 
     diers.) 


                        CONGER 
'Tis a vast conspiracy. The rebels are upon us! 










 They've set the town on fire! 
Every man to arms— 
Kill every rebel dog you meet, 
Whether at home or in the street! (Exeunt.) 





SCENE IV–Madame Surratt's House-Enter Conger, Dr. Mary, 

Soldiers, and Surratt. 




[image: [blocks in formation]]


Open the door-surrender! (Kicks it open.)

      MADAME SURRATT (Entering in nightgown.) 
In the name of Heaven, what can all this mean? 
How dare you, man—not man, but brute-how dare you 
Thus to insult a widow in her bed? 
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O mother, mother! what can all this mean? (To soldiers.) 




-









You mongrels, blackguards! out of this house! 
How dare you thus insult my 


mother?

                        CONGER 
She's arrested for the murder of Mr. Lincoln. 


            BOTH-(Annie and mother.) 
O Heavens! Heavens!! Heavens!!! (Annie rushes to her arms.) 
O mother! mother, dear! that fatal dream! that fatal dream! 





MADAME SURRATT




Soft, soft, my child. God's will be done. (Enter soldier.) 

                           SOLDIER 
Seward is sinking rapidly. Frederick, 
His son, was cut across the belly, 
And two men servants wounded mortally. 
Here's a description of the murderer. (Giving paper.) 


                        CONGER 
Take this, Baker; take a squad of men; 
Scour the city; bring him in; 
By Heavens, we'll hang them high as Haman. (Exit Baker.) 
Come, madame, tell the truth; 
Reveal the plot, and I'll secure your pardon. 


                M. SURRATT 
I knew no plot that looked to murder—none! 
               (Re-enter Baker with Powel covered with mud.) 


                       BAKER 
We found this fellow knocking at the door; 
Alarmed at meeting us, and taken by surprise, 
He said that he had come to dig a ditch. 










CONGER




For whom?




BAKER




For Madame Surratt.




CONGER—(To Madame Surratt.) Do you

know this man?




M. SURRATT




No, sir; I know nothing of him whatever; 
Never saw the man before. Cheer up, Annie; 
God sent these soldiers to protect us. 
What a Providence! The ruffian might have killed us both. 





ANNIE (A side.) O mother, that is Powel!




M. SURRATT




What? Powel?




ANNIE




Yes, Thornton Powel-Payne.




M. SURRATT 'Pon my word, I do believe it is. (Officers searching him.)




CONGER—(Reading note taken from Payne's pocket.) My dear Captain, we expect you by four o'clock; Have a message from my son John Be sure to come. M. Surratt.









DR. MARY




Do you remember the note from her 
 To Booth, found on his table? Ah! ha! 
You said it was nothing. Now you see, 
Th' occipital and -bones! aha! 
I told you they would -Ha! ha! ha! 





CONGER—(To Madame Surratt.) And so you never saw this man before? 

               M. SURRATT 
 I did not know him in the dark; 
 That mud upon his face disguised him more; 
’Pon the honor of a lady, I did not know him! 





                        CONGER 
O I guess not. Come, my pretty cut-throat, 
How came your hands so soft? 
Indeed, you are a dainty ditcher. 





                      PAYNE 
I am no ditcher-I told your bloodhounds 
At the door, that I came to dig a ditch, 
And I have dug it for my mortal foes! 





CONGER What do you know of this woman? What's your name?




PAYNE




My name is what my father gave me - 
 A name well-known in patriotic song- 










 And you may call it, if so please you, Payne; 
For this ordeal is a painful one- 
Not for myself, but for this generous lady, 
Whose hospitalities I once enjoyed, 
And which, by accident, I now abuse. 
My horse had thrown me, just across the bridge, 
And I returned for shelter to her house; 
But more, to get a pass hence to her farm, 
On pretext of employment there, to reach our lines. 





CONGER




What lines?




PAYNE Confederate lines, of course.

(Soldiers advancing with bayonets, threatening.)




                        CONGER 
Hold! hold! Await my orders! 
 This woman-is she one of your conspirators? 





                      PAYNE 
This lady is a most generous soul, 
Thro’ whom I hoped to get the pass; 
But, as the babe unborn, is she most innocent. 





CONGER




Innocent of what?




PAYNE




Of what? And do you think to trap me? Fool!

(Soldiers about to bayonet him.) Back, villains, if you wish to know what I have done!









CONGER




Stand back, soldiers, and await my orders- 
He wishes to confess. 


                      PAYNE 
But not from fear of death or hope of pardon, 
I scorn alike your menace and your mercy, 
To vindicate this lady, I proclaim, 
And hurl it on your pointed bayonets, 
That all without her knowledge or connivance, 
I slew the dog—your Seward-in his bed. (Soldiers start at him.) 


CONGER Hold! hold! Let him confess.




                       PAYNE 
'Twas I, and I alone, that gave his blood 
 To that great ocean, shed from better veins, 
Which he had poured upon the ground- 
Some men, grown fat wi' power, forget 
 That they are mortal, and themselves secure, 
Send you soldiers like cattle to the shambles. 
 Then if a patriot bares his arm to strike, 
All eyes wall up to Heaven, and fools shout murder! 
Hell shouts “murder,” too, for millions they had slain; 
But Nemesis hath been abroad to-night! 
'Twas I, and I alone, that slew the tyrant. 


                        CONGER 
Having escaped so far beyond the bridge, 
Wherefore return to seek this woman's house? 


                       PAYNE 
For her sake, and hers alone, I deign to answer you; 










 Then hear the truth, and learn her innocence. 
 A Rebel, undisguised, she always gave 
Her hospitality to true Confederates. 
Well-knowing this, I came to ask employment, 
 Forsooth, upon her farm, to pass your lines, 
Expecting to get the proper pass. 





CONGER




And would she play into your hands?




PAYNE




Doubtless, to aid a soldier in distress. 
But had she been a party to our plot 
Would I, a sane man, have sought her house? 
None but an idiot could have ventured so! 
Her innocence my own destruction, for I came 
 To ask employment, as I told you, 
Only a pretext to elude your guards; 
But that fatality, which seems to follow blood, 
Engaged her innocence to trap me thus. 





CONGER




Then wherefore fly, or why disguise your face with mud?




PAYNE




You lie; I never fled; but as a soldier 
Went to report me at the common rendezvous, 
And when your watchful guards had intercepted me, 
And when my horse, ere I had reached it, fell 
And left me powerless to attain the spot, 
Still rejoicing that the tyrants had been slain, 
 I placed my ear upon the muddy ground 










To hear the shrieks of their infernal souls Landing in Hell. Then strike me, villains! strike! (Great confusion-Soldiers dash at him—Payne snatches a 

sword-Exeunt, fighting.)




SCENE V.-Mount Vernon-Moonlight-Enter Booth. 




Воотн




All hail Mount Vernon! Freedom's holiest shrine! 
More than a Mecca thou to Earth's bowed millions! 
 O sacred mound, and you ye skies that clasp it! 
 Bend down ye Heavens that kiss my native land, 
 Blue-domed and beautiful. Once more look down 
And clasp the ashes of my blasted heart! 
 O look upon me with your soft blue eyes, 
And judge me kindly. Judge my cruel foes! 
As Hannibal who struck for Carthage, but in vain! 
As Brutus when in vain he struck th' ambitious Cæsar! 
As Cromwell when he slew the guilty Charles ! 
As Henry when he roused Virginia's wrath! 
 So I have struck the Tyrant; and would wake 
 The land of Washington, to guard his dust! 
 O sacred shade of him who trampled on a crown 
Offered by sycophants—arise and speak! 
 If ever spirits in the dusky shades return, 
 Or when the torn elements, in fiery combat, 
 Shake Heaven and Earth-or when devoted nations 
Do tremble and dissolve-then hear my prayer. 
 Amidst th' upheaving of these mighty States- 
 Immortal Washington come forth! come forth! 
       (Ghosts of Washington and other heroes as in Act 1st, 
         Scene II.) 










                    WASHINGTON 
Infatuated and unhappy man! 
Already Abel hath been here to tell the tale. 
He brought his wounds for me to bind them up, 
And piteously complaining thro' Eternity, 
Reveals to trembling ghosts his agonizing grief- 
Cut off by your abortive act, he sees 
 A host of northmen gathering up their strength, 
Like Judas bent upon the scent of gold, 
 To make a war more dire than that surceased! 
But for your tragic deed, Abel had brought 
  A sacrifice of corn and wine and oil 
 To stay the maddening flood and save your country! 


                         Воотн 
O “useless, useless" * -worse than useless all 


my

                                          work! 
 Deceived by cowards and by traitors foiled- 
My vast conspiracy now dwindles down 
 To one poor victim, while my foes survive! 
 To take off only one, and he the best- 
 Could bring no benedictions to my native land. 
And yet, had I as many hands as wrongs, 
As many hearts, and firm as this one proved, 
 The whole Cabinet had fallen at my feet, 
While overhead the Southern cross had waved 
My name immortal, and my country free! 
           (Lincoln's Ghost enters, bloody. Booth hides his face.) 


                        LINCOLN 
Your deadly ball, shot through my skull 
Went through the South as well, and pierced her heart. 
Now driven to despair, she well might covet 
 This earthy smell of coffins and of bones, 





* Booth's last words.









Which I, shut out from day, am doomed to snuff. 
Had you but left me still the scented flowers, 
Your flowers in the South had bloomed afresh, 
Savannahs would have yielded golden fruits- 
And fiery blasts return to peaceful songs. 
 A happy people had rejoiced in Union. 
Your statesmen, too, had then returned to Washington, 
But not for punishment. My motto was— 
“Malice to none; but Charity for all.” 
 Then fly unhappy man-fly from yourself- 
 For vain your flight from them who loved me well- 
 Ten thousand swords are now upon your track; 
And like a fiery tempest, sweep the world. 
Repent, and be 


you

                 washed in Jesus' blood, 
Or soon we'll meet again in sulphurous flames, 
 To which your cruel deed consigns me-go!- 
Go cry for mercy, ere it be too late. 
Poor man, I pity you. Aye, and forgive you, too! 


                         Воотн 
Alas! poor soul, thy words, like sulphurous fires, 
Consume the very marrow of my bones, 
And burn into my heart-a new-born hell. 
O pluck it out and cast it on your tomb, 
 A vain, but earnest sacrifice to liberty. (Ghost going.) 
Stay, stay! and strike me if thou canst. 
O stay! thou gory thing, or I will follow thee. 


                          (Ghost motions him back-Booth following.) 
 Thou canst not fright me back-I fear thee not; 
Tho' Heaven should thunder "no,” and hell gape wide- 
Still would I follow thee. O world, farewell! 
Foul deeds will up—we follow them to hell! (Exeunt.) 
SCENE VI-A Road-Enter Conger and Baker and Soldiers. 










                        BAKER 
Here let us halt; for though we be upon his track, 
Our men are weary, and the day far spent. 
 I doubt if we are on his track at all; 
 For Herold should be with him, and our guide 
Declares this man to be alone. 
Perhaps she might mistake some other man. 


                        CONGER 
What, Dr. Mary not know Booth? 
'Twas she who put us first upon his track, 
 Brought us his plans, an hour before th' assassination, 
And ever since has hung upon his flight, 
As vultures following up the wounded deer. 
She swears she saw him on this very road, 
And would have killed him but her gun missed fire. 


                        BAKER 
Perhaps her heart missed fire, for once she loved 
 The villain; and these women change with every moon. 
Her flood of hate might staunch its bloody course, 
And even now may lure us from his track. 


                       CONGER 
O never do you fret-I know 'twas he. 
She swears she saw him limping up yon hill, 
Pale from exhaustion, and his broken leg 
Trailing behind, without a splint to brace it- 
Doubtless from pain, he tore the splints away. 
 A hundred thousand dollars the reward! 





BAKER Had Mary got it-heavens! the boys Would now be crazy for her.









CONGER




Crazy for a bag of bones.




BAKER




Ten thousand men have scoured the Peninsula- 
But if we get him—the money will all be ours. 
By heavens, we must have it. Forward march! 





(Exeunt.) 




SCENE VII—Scene in a barn-Booth and Herold on the hay and 

fodder with a lantern. 




                          Воотн 
Go back, my faithful boy, to yonder house. 
 Bring me some water, for I parch with thirst; 
My wound keeps up a fever, and my eyes 
 Are almost bursting from their sockets. 
 There, take that money, get some brandy, too. 
 The people here are kind; but very poor; 
 Force them to take the change, or leave it at their door. 





HEROLD




I know that they are close upon us now. 
Can you not go further? 


                         BOOTH 
No, 'tis impossible—I must have rest. 
Go quickly and return. (Exit Herold.) 
Yon clamorous cock, impatient of the dawn 
Stretches his neck to pip the coming morrow; 
So they would have me stand a tip-toe too, 
To pip that mightier globe-Eternity! 
But I will disappoint them—not as Brutus- 
 Thief-like, breaking into my mother's casket, no! 












But like the tiger, followed to his den. (Examines his carbine.) 
First let me shoot these loads off, to prepare 
Fresh 
      supper 


               for my coming guests. (Fires and lays it down.) 
Now sleep my last, best, only friend! 
 But when I call thee up, to meet them, speak! 
And make such arguments, in curt replies, 
As Randolph would have made their Shermans. 
'Twas hereabouts that Patrick Henry's tongue, 
Unconscious of his prophecy, proclaimed 
 The forging of our chains—the clash of arms 
Upon the northern wind, and cried indignantly: 
“I care not, sirs, what other men may choose, 
 But give me liberty; or give me death!” 
Hark! hark! yon lonely whip-poor-will admonishes 
 That they who live without companionship 
Must die, at last, on some deserted heather, 
 Forgotten e'en by those who listened to their songs. 
 O that I had his broad flapping wings for one short hour! 
 I'd waltz my broken leg thro' Southern skies, 
 And sing to-night a merrier song than his. 
Alas! such thoughts comport not with his song; 
 For lifted to the skies he never sings, 
 But flat 


upon

               the ground, and in the darkness, 
As I am now. For nature's last account 
Must soon be audited, and struck against me. 
 These eyes no more shall gaze on Beauty's mould, 
On the bright sun, nor on my native land; 
 This night shall close them with her sable fingers, 
 In that sleep which morning cannot drive away. 
 I know it-feel it-see it as reality- 
Aye; hear it in that monitor, whose voice 
Grows audible, as time and passion cease. 
 The bloodhounds could not miss me, if they would; 










And the next sun shall rise upon my corse. 
Let them come on: I will not budge; but fight- 
And they shall perish with me. (Enter Herold.) 





                      HEROLD 
Can you not go further? I'm sure they'll find us. 
A man just passed, who says that they are coming. 


                         Воотн 
No, I cannot-my leg hurts worse and worse. 
 You go, but as for me, it matters not 
Whether I die in battle, or on beds of down. (Sleeps Herold 


snivels and prays.) 




SCENE VIII–Road near barn-Enter Baker, Conger, Dr. Mary and Soldiers. 

DR. MARY The barn is just out there—look sharp!

CONGER—(To Baker.) Surround it quickly. (Exit Baker, with a squad of men. Booth's 

voice in the distance.) List! list! I know the villain's voice.

BOOTH “O coward conscience, how thou dost afflict me! Give me another horse; bind

up my

wound.”

                   DR. MARY 
Hush! hush! ’tis Richard, acted in his sleep! 
Oft have I heard him thus upon the stage. 
'Tis Richard's dream—that horrid dream again 
O can we not spare him?-yes; spare his life? 
For he was always generous and brave! (Enter soldiers.) 










CONGER Forward march! That way, soldiers-double quick. (Going. Exeunt all but Dr. Mary.) 

DR. MARY Alas! poor

         woman's heart-its anger flies, 
And turns to pity, when the false one dies. (Exit.) 
SCENE IX–Scene in the barn-Booth and Herold sleeping. 


                          Воотн 
 Take down that banner-take it down, I say! 
Once did I love it, but its bloody stripes 
 Are now like great red gashes in the sky. 
 “O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me! 
Give me another horse! bind up my wounds! 
 It is now dread midnight- 
 The lights burn blue- 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear? myself! there's none else here. 
 Is there a murderer here? No; yes—I am. 
 Then fly! What, from myself? 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale. 
Murder! stern murder in the direst degree! 
 Throng to the bar crying-guilty! guilty! (Leaps up.) 
Have mercy Jesus! Soft, soft; I did but dream.” 
 Thank God, 'twas all a dream! a fearful dream! 
Or, rather, Richard played upon my sleep. 
 I am no murderer, but the South's red arm 
 Thrown up in anguish, as her great heart broke! 
 Then let me perish with my native land, 
 And as she fell on Patrick Henry's grave, 
 So let me fall, to mingle with his dust, 










Still gasping those immortal words: “Give me liberty, or give me death!” (Knocking and voice without.) 

VOICE Open this door.

(Booth and Herold listen-Booth examines carbine and pistol 
and dagger.) 


                         Воотн 
I should have loaded it before we slept. (Loading.) 





                 BAKER—(Without.) 
Surrender, or I'll set the barn on fire. (Dead silence.) 
Open this door. Surrender or I'll set the 
 Barn on fire. Open, I say! 





Воотн




Who the devil are you? What do you wish?




BAKER




You are my prisoner; fifty men surround you; 
There's no chance for escape; be quick, surrender! 


(Booth levels his carbine on Baker.),




Воотн




No, I'll spare his life, for that he comes obedient 
To the same tyrant, whose heavy hand I feel. 





BAKER




Come surrender instantly-here goes the match! 
 I'll set the barn on fire. Will you surrender? 










                        LINCOLN 
 The South is conquered, and the Union saved- 
 A mad but generous valor led them on, 
And there was greatness in their fiery zeal. 
 Put out these flames, and let us all forgive! 
My motto from the first hath been: 
Malice to none, but Charity for all! 





SCENE X-Street in Washington-Enter Citizen. 

FIRST CITIZEN There they come with Wirz.

SECOND CITIZEN Hell! there's a rope around his neck.

FIRST CITIZEN Yes; d-n him; he starved our boys at Andersonville. (Enter Beau Hickman, a decayed Virginia gentleman, whose 

gracious manners always secured him friends and money.) 




[image: [blocks in formation]]


No one should be hanged, for war means ruin; 
And now that war is over peace means peace 
After such sufferings I would not harm a fly- 
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But more than that, three in the North, 
For every captive in the South, have perished! 
 The North had everything to cherish life; 
While the South was ruined and her sons starving. 





FIRST CITIZEN




Martyrs I suppose! Was Booth a martyr, too? 
 Shot in a barn and murdered like a dog! 





BEAU H.




 Alas! poor man; I knew him long and well; 
And many a favor has he granted me- 
Was always kind, when other friends grew cold 
And condescendingly would sometimes play 
My subject, in that kingdom of my own, 
Which levied contributions on mankind- 
 A five or ten or twenty he would pay 
 In lowly reverence to my Majesty. 
 By Heaven! he played 't so well, I thought myself a king! 
 Poor Lincoln's blood must ever soil his fame, 
 But still his dread misfortunes touch my heart- 
And gratitude can palliate his crime. 
No Christian man could justify the deed- 
 The fault of madness, rather than his own. 
  A cold and creeping horror thrills my heart! 
 And sane, his generous soul had shuddered too; 
 For he was cast in nature's finest mould 
 True to his friendship; for a friend would die; 
But scorn’d the faithless with a burning hate! 
With love inordinate, he may have loved 
 The very mountains of his native land- 
 Once loved the Union and her rainbow flag- 
He loved yon Capitol, his fathers built; 










                        LINCOLN 
 The South is conquered, and the Union saved- 
 A mad but generous valor led them on, 
And there was greatness in their fiery zeal. 
Put out these flames, and let us all forgive! 
My motto from the first hath been: 
Malice to none, but Charity for all! 





SCENE X-Street in Washington—Enter Citizen. 

FIRST CITIZEN There they come with Wirz.

SECOND CITIZEN Hell! there's a rope around his neck.

FIRST CITIZEN Yes; d-n him; he starved our boys at Andersonville. (Enter Beau Hickman, a decayed Virginia gentleman, whose 

gracious manners always secured him friends and money.) 
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No one should be hanged, for war means ruin; 
And now that war is over peace means peace 
After such sufferings I would not harm a fly- 










But more than that, three in the North, 
For every captive in the South, have perished! 
 The North had everything to cherish life; 
While the South was ruined and her sons starving. 





FIRST CITIZEN




Martyrs I suppose! Was Booth a martyr, too? 
Shot in a barn and murdered like a dog! 


                       BEAU H. 
 Alas! poor man; I knew him long and well; 
And many a favor has he granted me- 
Was always kind, when other friends grew cold 
And condescendingly would sometimes play 
My subject, in that kingdom of my own, 
Which levied contributions on mankind- 
 A five or ten or twenty he would pay 
 In lowly reverence to my Majesty. 
 By Heaven! he played 't so well, I thought myself a king! 
 Poor Lincoln's blood must ever soil his fame, 
 But still his dread misfortunes touch my heart- 
And gratitude can palliate his crime. 
No Christian man could justify the deed- 
 The fault of madness, rather than his own. 
 A cold and creeping horror thrills my heart! 
And sane, his generous soul had shuddered too; 
 For he was cast in nature's finest mould- 
 True to his friendship; for a friend would die; 
But scorn’d the faithless with a burning hate! 
With love inordinate, he may have loved 
 The very mountains of his native land- 
 Once loved the Union and her rainbow flag- 
He loved yon Capitol, his fathers built; 










And 'gainst the tempest vainly struggled there; 
A shattered rainbow, bending to its dome, 
His spirit rose and vanished in the storm! (Enter Policemen.) 





POLICEMAN




Stand back! stand back! the funeral is coming.




FIRST CITIZEN




 It's not the funeral, boss; they are only 
Moving the President's remains- 
He's off for Springfield. 





POLICEMAN




It's all the same-funeral or no funeral- 
Clear the streets! 


(Enter soldiers, dragging Wirz, rope around his neck. 

Funeral Procession-Exeunt.) SCENE XI-President's Mansion-President Johnson and Gen

eral Mussy drinking. 




JOHNSON




What of the murderers?




MUSSY




They've all been tried and convicted.

                        JOHNSON 
What proof against Atzerodt? 
What does he say of Madame Surratt? 





MUSSY




That she is innocent.









JOHNSON




And Herold; what does he say of her?

                     MUSSY 
Protests her innocence—so do they all; 
Yet known to be a Rebel, and so linked 
With many enterprises of disloyalty, 
No power but your own could save her; 
And I implore your Excellence, to interpose. 


                        JOHNSON 
Why, Mussy, should I pardon her, the mob 
Would sweep us all away. 
 They thirst for blood; their vengeance must be slaked; 
 Let no petition come to me, for God's sake! 
 Keep the preachers all away, and the women. 
 But Payne-of course he'll swing. 


                     MUSSY 
True, he's guilty—but his frank confession 
And defiant port—his fierce encounter, too, 
With Seward's sons, and then his desperate fight- 
Disputing every inch and courting death, 
Excites the sympathy of all our soldiers. 
 I saw him pass the Market house, in chains- 
Like Bryant's hero—even more sublime; 
“Upon the market-place he stood, 
 A man of giant frame; 
Amid the gathering multitude, 
 That shrank to hear his name; 
All proud of step and firm of limb; 
His dark eye on the ground, 
And silently they gazed on him, 
As on a lion bound.” 










JOHNSON




 That reminds me of some po'try I made 
When pushing my tailor's goose, in Tennessee: 
 “If you want the gals to love you, 
 If you want 'em to love you true, 
Come down to Andy's tailor shop, 
And git a long-tail blue”-ha! ha! ha! (Enter page.) 





                     PAGE 
A lady, please, your Excellence, at the door. 
She weeps and trembles; wrings her hands, and moans 
So piteously we could not keep her back. 
Annie Surratt, your Excellence. 





JOHNSON For God's sake, Mussy, keep them all away. (Exit. Enter Annie 

Surratt.)




MUSSY You cannot see his Excellence.




                        ANNIE 
 O sir if you have mercy in your heart; 
If e'er you had a mother, and remember 
How she loved you more than life itself, 
And how, when sickness perilous dire 
Had laid her darling at the gate of death, 
Forgetful of herself, she lingered there, 
Supplied your wants and dried your parched tongue; 
How by your couch, the livelong night, she watched, 
And watered with her briny tears your pillow, 
Oft lifting up her streaming eyes to Heaven, 
 To bring all Heaven down about her child; 










 O then be pitiful—be generous to me- 
Implore the President, that I may fall 
Upon his very feet, to plead for her, 
For my poor mother, O so sweet and innocent! 


                  Mussy (Aside.) 
 This ordeal is most terrible, 
And I can scare go through ’t. 
Poor girl! already have I plead in vain. 
It is impossible—you cannot see him. (Sternly.) 


                        ANNIE 
O 


my mother! mother! (Exit, sobbing.) 




SCENE XII–At Door of arsenal-Sentinels pacing to and from 

Enter Soldiers and Preacher with Atzerodt-Heavy chains- 
Also Herold—snivelling and sobbing. 


                      ATZERODT 
O shentlemens! shentlemens! 
Take warel take ware! O pity me! 


                        FIRST SOLDIER 
 I'll preach your funeral-keep a stiff 
Upper lip, brother, you'll soon be in 
Heaven! All you rascals go up happy! 


ATZERODT O mine Got! mine Got! dat is not Vat I vants-0 mine Got! (They thrust him in prison door

Thrust Herold in, sobbing.)




                       FIRST SOLDIER 
Go now, first to your blindfold warning—then to death; 










No law's delay-no lawyers with their tricks, 
But martial law, to speed the felons' doom! 


                     SECOND SOLDIER 
As high as Haman shall they swing. 
For all who enter that dark door, leave hope behind! 


            FIRST SOLDIER (Hammering within.) 
Hark! hark! Those scaffold-builders hammer down 
The voice of lawyers and proclaim the law. 
O glorious martial law, that ere it mocks 
The culprit with a trial builds his jumping board! 
All other courts would pull the scaffold down, 
Or let it rot between the sluggish terms; 
But martial law delights in expedition-ha! ha! ha! 


                    SECOND SOLDIER 
When did the court convene? Were all tried? 


FIRST SOLDIER Tried in a horn, ha! ha! A drum-head for the judgment seat, A quick decision, and a winding sheet, ha! ha! (Enter Madame Surratt with soldiers-F'ather Walters at her side-She bears a crucifix.)

               MADAME SURRATT 
 0 I do tremble so, yet innocence should give 
My poor knees firmness and sustain my heart. 
Why, Father, should I tremble like some guilty thing? 
You know that I am innocent? 


                  FATHER WALTERS 
Yes, child; yes, yes! Be calm, my child! 
Our Divine Lord fell beneath his cross. (She staggers. Father 
   Walters sustains her, and presents the crucifix—Madame Sur- 
          ratt kisses it.) 










MADAME SURRATT Yes! Thou canst strengthen me, for, all alone, Thy precious feet did climb to Calvary, And three times didst thou fall beneath thy cross. What wonder then, that I should tremble so, With all my sins to weigh me down! O glorious honor, thus to follow Thee. (Enter Annie Surratt, sobbing. Enter Payne with heavy chains.) 

ANNIE Mother! (Soldiers holding her back-Weeping and sobbing of mother and child.) 

                      PAYNE 
God hath no thunder left in Heaven; 
And Hell no power to gape her ebon jaws, 
Or earth would open wide, for yonder dome, 
With all this martial power to topple down, 
And save this woman from her doom! 


                MADAME SURRATT 
Soft! soft! There is a judgment yet to come, 
And God withholds his thunderbolts one by one till then; 
Meanwhile, my murderers one by one shall fall, 


 Till suicide and misery engulf them all. 
May Heaven forgive! They know not what they do. 
Farewell, my friends! To all farewell- 
And thou, my child, a last and long farewell! 
Heaven's blessing on the child-farewell, farewell! 
      (They thrust her in prison-Push Payne with bayonets-He 
         sweeps them off with his chains.) 


PAYNE Stand back, villains ! Let me walk to

my

tomb! 
  (Curtain falls.) 





FINIS
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book (what are the headers and footers, where images are placed, whether text
is verse or prose, and so forth). Getting this right allows us to render the
book in a way that follows the format of the original book.




Despite our best efforts you may see spelling mistakes, garbage characters,
extraneous images, or missing pages in this book. Based on our estimates, these
errors should not prevent you from enjoying the content of the book. The
technical challenges of automatically constructing a perfect book are daunting,
but we continue to make enhancements to our OCR and book structure extraction
technologies.




We hope you'll enjoy these books as much as we do.
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Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain
materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong
to the public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this
work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we
have taken steps to prevent abuse by commercial parties, including
placing technical restrictions on automated querying.
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	 Make non-commercial use of the files: We designed Google Book
Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files
for personal, non-commercial purposes.



	 Refrain from automated querying: Do not send automated queries
of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on
machine translation, optical character recognition or other areas
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us. We encourage the use of public domain materials for these purposes
and may be able to help.



	 Maintain attribution: The Google "watermark" you see on
each file is essential for informing people about this project and
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Please do not remove it.
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just because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in
the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for
users in other countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies
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specific use of any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume
that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used
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Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make
it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers
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new audiences.
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