

	Comic History of the U.S.A.
	




The Advance of the Republic




The  administration now began to suffer at the hands of the people, many of whom criticised the
conduct of the war and that of the President also. People met at Hartford and spoke so harshly that
the Hartford Federalist obtained a reputation which clung to him for many years.



There being no cable in those days, the peace by Treaty of Ghent was not heard of in time to prevent
the battle of New Orleans, January 8, 1815, there having been two weeks of peace as a matter of fact
when this hot and fatal battle was fought.



General Pakenham, with a force of twelve thousand men by sea and land, attacked the city. The land
forces found General Jackson intrenched several miles below the city. He had used cotton for
fortifications at first, but a hot shot had set a big bunch of it on fire and rolled it over towards
the powder-supplies, so that he did not use cotton any more.



General Pakenham was met by the solid phalanx of Tennessee and Kentucky riflemen, who
 reserved their fire, as usual, until the loud uniform of the English could be distinctly heard,
when they poured into their ranks a galling fire, as it was so tersely designated at the time.
General Pakenham fell mortally wounded, and his troops were repulsed, but again rallied, only to be
again repulsed. This went on until night, when General Lambert, who succeeded General Pakenham,
withdrew, hopelessly beaten, and with a loss of over two thousand men.



The United States now found that an honorable peace had been obtained, and with a debt of
$127,000,000 started in to pay it up by instalments, which was done inside of twenty years from the
ordinary revenue.



In the six years following, one State per year was added to the Union, and all kinds of manufactures
were built up to supply the goods that had been cut off by the blockade during the war. Even the
deluge of cheap goods from abroad after the war did not succeed in breaking these down.



James Monroe was almost unanimously elected. He was generally beloved, and his administration was,
in fact, known as the original "era of good feeling," since so successfully reproduced especially by
the Governors of North and South Carolina. (See Appendix.)



Through the efforts of Henry Clay, Missouri
 was admitted as a slave State in 1821, under the compromise that slavery should not be admitted
into any of the Territories west of the Mississippi and north of parallel 36 deg. 30' N.



Clay was one of the greatest men of his time, and was especially eminent as an eloquent and magnetic
speaker in the days when the record for eloquence was disputed by the giants of American oratory,
and before the Senate of the United States had become a wealthy club of men whose speeches are
rarely printed except at so much per column, paid in advance.



Clay was the original patentee of the slogan for campaign use.



Lafayette revisited this country in 1819, and was greeted with the greatest hospitality. He visited
the grave of Washington, and tenderly spoke of the grandeur of character shown by his chief.



He was given the use of the Brandywine, a government ship, for his return. As he stood on the deck
of the vessel at Pier 1, North River, his mind again recurred to Washington, and to those on shore
he said that "to show Washington's love of truth, even as a child, he could tell an interesting
incident of him relating to a little new hatchet given him at the time by his father." As he reached
this point in his remarks, Lafayette noted with surprise that some one had slipped his cable
 from shore and his ship was gently shoved off by people on the pier, while his voice was drowned in
the notes of the New York Oompah Oompah Band as it struck up "Johnny, git yer Gun."



Florida was ceded to the United States in the same year by Spain, and was sprinkled over with a
light coating of sand for the waves to monkey with. The Everglades of Florida are not yet under
cultivation.



Mr. Monroe became the author of what is now called the "Monroe doctrine,"—viz., that the
effort of any foreign country to obtain dominion in America would thereafter and forever afterwards
be regarded as an unfriendly act. Rather than be regarded as unfriendly, foreign countries now
refrain from doing their dominion or dynasty work here.



The Whigs now appeared, and the old Republican party became known as the Democratic party. John
Quincy Adams and Henry Clay were Whigs, and John C. Calhoun and Andrew Jackson were Democrats. The
Whigs favored a high protective tariff and internal improvement. The Democrats did not favor
anything especially, but bitterly opposed the Whig measures, whatever they were.



In 1825, John Quincy Adams, son of John Adams, was elected President, and served one term. He was a
bald-headed man, and the 
country was given four years of unexampled prosperity. Yet this experience has not been regarded by the
people as it should have been. Other kinds of men have repeatedly been elected to that office, only
to bring sorrow, war, debt, and bank-failures upon us. Sometimes it would seem to the thinking mind
that, as a people, we need a few car-loads of sense in each school-district, where it can be used at
a moment's notice.
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BALD-HEADED MEN NOT APPRECIATED.



Adams was not re-elected, on account of his tariff ideas, which were not popular at the South. He
was called "The old man eloquent," and it is said that during his more impassioned passages his
head, which was round and extremely smooth, became flushed, so that, from resembling the cue-ball on
the start, as he rose to more lofty heights his dome of thought looked more like the spot ball on a
billiard-table. No one else in Congress at that time had succeeded in doing this.



John Quincy Adams was succeeded in 1829 by Andrew Jackson, the hero of New Orleans. Jackson was the
first to introduce what he called "rotation in office." During the forty years previous there had
been but seventy-four removals; Jackson made seven hundred. This custom has been pretty generally
adopted since, giving immense satisfaction to those who thrive upon the excitement of offensive
partisanship and their wives' relations, while those who have legitimate employment and pay taxes
support and educate a new official kindergarten with every change of administration.



The prophet sees in the distance an eight-year term for the President, and employment thereafter as
"charge-d'affaires" of the United States, with permission to go beyond the seas. Thus the vast sums
of money and rivers of rum used in the intervening campaigns at present will be used for the relief
of the widow and orphan. The ex-President then, with the portfolio of International Press Agent for
the United States, could go abroad and be feted by foreign governments, leaving dyspepsia everywhere
in his wake and crowned heads with large damp towels on them.



Every ex-President should have some place where he could go and hide his shame. A trip around the
world would require a year, and by that time the voters would be so disgusted with
 the new President that the old one would come like a healing balm, and he would be permitted to die
without publishing a bulletin of his temperature and showing his tongue to the press for each
edition of the paper.



South Carolina in 1832 passed a nullification act declaring the tariff act "null and void" and
announcing that the State would secede from the Union if force were used to collect any revenue at
Charleston. South Carolina has always been rather "advanced" regarding the matter of seceding from
the American Union.



President Jackson, however, ordered General Scott and a number of troops to go and see that the laws
were enforced; but no trouble resulted, and soon more satisfactory measures were enacted, through
the large influence of Mr. Clay.



Jackson was unfriendly to the Bank of the United States, and the bank retaliated by contracting its
loans, thus making money-matters hard to get hold of by the masses.



"When the public money," says the historian, "which had been withdrawn from the Bank of the United
States was deposited in local banks, money was easy and speculation extended to every branch of
trade. New cities were laid out; fabulous prices were charged for building-lots which existed only
on paper" etc. And in Van Buren's time the
 people paid the violinist, as they have in 1893, with ruin and remorse.



Speculation which is unprofitable should never be encouraged. Unprofitable speculation is only
another term for idiocy. But, on the other hand, profitable speculation leads to prosperity, public
esteem, and the ability to keep a team. We may distinguish the one from the other by means of
ascertaining the difference between them. If one finds on waking up in the morning that he
experiences a sensation of being in the poor-house, he may almost at once jump to the conclusion
that the kind of speculation he selected was the wrong one.
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SCALPING A MAN BETWEEN THE SOUP AND THE REMOVE.


The Black Hawk War occurred in the Northwest Territory in 1832. It grew out of
 the fact that the Sacs and Foxes sold their lands to the United States and afterwards regretted
that they had not asked more for them: so they refused to vacate, until several of them had been
used up on the asparagus-beds of the husbandman.



The Florida War (1835) grew out of the fact that the Seminoles regretted having made a dicker with
the government at too low a price for land. Osceola, the chief, regretted the matter so much that he
scalped General Thompson while the latter was at dinner, which shows that the Indian is not
susceptible to cultivation or the acquisition of any knowledge of table etiquette whatever. What
could be in poorer taste than scalping a man between the soup and the remove? The same day Major
Dade with one hundred men was waylaid, and all but four of the party killed.



Seven years later the Indians were subdued.



Phrenologically the Indian allows his alimentiveness to overbalance his group of organs which show
veneration, benevolence, fondness for society, fetes champetres, etc., hope, love of study, fondness
for agriculture, an unbridled passion for toil, etc.



France owed five million dollars for damages to our commerce in Napoleon's wars, and, Napoleon
himself being entirely worthless, having said every time that the bill was presented that he would
settle it as soon as he got back from St. Helena, Jackson ordered reprisals to be made, but England
acted as a peacemaker, and the bill was paid. On receiving the money a trunk attached by our
government and belonging to Napoleon was released.



Space here, and the nature of this work, forbid an extended opinion regarding the course pursued by
Napoleon in this matter. His tomb is in the basement of the Hotel des Invalides in Paris, and you
are requested not to fumer while you are there.






The Discovery of America
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It  was a beautiful evening at the close of a warm, luscious day in old Spain. It was such an evening
as one would select for trysting purposes. The honeysuckle gave out the sweet announcement of its
arrival on the summer breeze, and the bulbul sang in the dark vistas of olive-trees,—sang of
his love and his hope, and of the victory he anticipated in the morrow's bulbul-fight, and the
plaudits of the royal couple who would
 be there. The pink west paled away to the touch of twilight, and the soft zenith was sown with
stars coming like celestial fire-flies on the breast of a mighty meadow.



Across the dusk, with bowed head, came a woman. Her air was one of proud humility. It was the air of
royalty in the presence of an overruling power. It was Isabella. She was on her way to confession.
She carried a large, beautifully-bound volume containing a memorandum of her sins for the day. Ever
and anon she would refer to it, but the twilight had come on so fast that she could not read it.
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ISABELLA AT CONFESSIONAL.


Reaching the confessional, she kneeled, and, by the aid of her notes, she told off to the good
Father and receptacle of the queen's trifling sins, Fernando de Talavera, how wicked she had been.
When it was over and the queen had risen to go,
 Fernando came forth, and with a solemn obeisance said,—



"May it please your Majesty, I have to-day received a letter from my good friend the prior of the
Franciscan convent of St. Mary's of Rabida in Andalusia. With your Majesty's permission, I will read
it to you."



"Proceed," exclaimed Isabella, gravely, taking a piece of crochet-work from her apron and seating
herself comfortably near the dim light.



"It is dated the sixth month and tenth day of the month, and reads as follows:




	
"DEAR BROTHER
"This letter will be conveyed unto your hands by the bearer hereof. His name is Christopher
Columbus, a native of Genoa, who has been living on me for two years. But he is a good man, devout
and honest. He is willing to work, but I have nothing to do in his line. Times, as you know, are
dull, and in his own profession nothing seems to be doing.



"He is by profession a discoverer. He has been successful in the work where he has had
opportunities, and there has been no complaint so far on the part of those who have employed him.
Everything he has ever discovered has remained that way, so he is willing to let his work show for
itself.



"Should you be able to bring this to the notice of her Majesty, who is tender of heart, I would be
most glad; and should her most gracious Majesty have any discovering to be done, or should she
contemplate a change or desire to substitute another in the place of the present discoverer, she
will do well to consider the qualifications of my friend.



"Very sincerely and fraternally thine,


"Etc., etc."





The queen inquired still further regarding Columbus, and, taking the letter, asked Talavera to send
him to the royal sitting-room at ten o'clock the following day.



When Columbus arose the next morning he found a note from the royal confessor, and, without waiting
for breakfast, for he had almost overcome the habit of eating, he reversed his cuffs, and, taking a
fresh handkerchief from his valise and putting it in his pocket so that the corners would coyly
stick out a little, he was soon on his way to the palace. He carried also a small globe wrapped up
in a newspaper.



The interview was encouraging until the matter of money necessary for the trip was touched upon. His
Majesty was called in, and spoke sadly of the public surplus. He said that there were one hundred
dollars still due on his own salary, and
 the palace had not been painted for eight years. He had taken orders on the store till he was tired
of it. "Our meat bill," said he, taking off his crown and mashing a hornet on the wall, "is sixty
days overdue. We owe the hired girl for three weeks; and how are we going to get funds enough to do
any discovering, when you remember that we have got to pay for an extra session this fall for the
purpose of making money plenty?"
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COLUMBUS AT COURT.


But Isabella came and sat by him in her winning way, and with the moistened corner of her
handkerchief removed a spot of maple syrup from the ermine trimming of his reigning gown. She patted
his hand, and, with her
gentle voice, cheered him and told him that if he would economize and go without cigars or wine, in
less than two hundred years he would have saved enough to fit Columbus out.



A few weeks later he had saved one hundred and fifty dollars in this way. The queen then went at
twilight and pawned a large breastpin, and, although her chest was very sensitive to cold, she went
without it all the following winter, in order that Columbus might discover America before
immigration set in here.



Too much cannot be said of the heroism of Queen Isabella and the courage of her convictions. A man
would have said, under such circumstances, that there would be no sense in discovering a place that
was not popular. Why discover a place when it is so far out of the way? Why discover a country with
no improvements? Why discover a country that is so far from the railroad? Why discover, at great
expense, an entirely new country?



But Isabella did not stop to listen to these croaks. In the language of the Honorable Jeremiah M.
Rusk, "She seen her duty and she done it." That was Isabella's style.



Columbus now began to select steamer-chairs and rugs. He had already secured the Nina, Pinta, and
Santa Maria, and on the 3d of August, 1492, he sailed from Palos.



Isabella brought him a large bunch of beautiful flowers as he was about to sail, and Ferdinand gave
him a nice yachting-cap and a spicy French novel to read on the road.



He was given a commission as viceroy or governor of all the lands he might discover, with hunting
and shooting privileges on same.
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COLUMBUS'S STEAMER-CHAIR.


He stopped several weeks at the Canary Islands, where he and his one hundred and twenty men rested
and got fresh water. He then set out sailing due west over an unknown sea to blaze the way for
liberty.



Soon, however, his men began to murmur. They began also to pick on Columbus and occupy his
steamer-chair when he wanted to use it himself. They got to making chalk-marks on the deck and
compelling him to pay a shilling before he could cross them. Some claimed that they were lost and
that they had been sailing around for over a week in a circle, one man stating that he recognized a
spot in the sea that they had passed eight times already.



Finally they mutinied, and started to throw the great navigator overboard, but he told them that
 if they would wait until the next morning he would tell them a highly amusing story that he heard
just before he left Palos.



Thus his life was saved, for early in the morning the cry of "Land ho!" was heard, and America was
discovered.



A saloon was at once started, and the first step thus taken towards the foundation of a republic.
From that one little timid saloon, with its family entrance, has sprung the magnificent and majestic
machine which, lubricated with spoils and driven by wind, gives to every American to-day the right
to live under a Government selected for him by men who make that their business.



Columbus discovered America several times after the 12th of October, 1492, and finally, while
prowling about looking for more islands, discovered South America near the mouth of the Orinoco.



He was succeeded as governor by Francisco de Bobadilla, who sent him back finally in chains. Thus we
see that the great are not always happy. There is no doubt that millions of people every year avoid
many discomforts by remaining in obscurity.
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COLUMBUS HAVING TROUBLE WITH HIS SAILORS.


The life of Columbus has been written by hundreds of men, both in this country and abroad, but the
foregoing facts are distilled from this great biographical mass by skilful hands, and,
 like the succeeding pages, will stand for centuries unshaken by the bombardment of the critic,
while succeeding years shall try them with frost and thaw, and the tide of time dash high against
their massive front, only to recede, quelled and defeated.







The Dutch at New Amsterdam




Soon  after the discovery of the Hudson, Dutch ships began to visit that region, to traffic in furs
with the Indians. Some huts were erected by these traders on Manhattan Island in 1613, and a
trading-post was established in 1615. Relics of these times are frequently turned up yet on Broadway
while putting in new pipes, or taking out old pipes, or repairing other pipes, or laying plans for
yet other pipes, or looking in the earth to see that the original pipes have not been taken away.



Afterwards the West India Company obtained a grant of New Netherland, and New Amsterdam was fairly
started. In 1626, Minuit, the first governor, arrived, and, as we have stated, purchased the entire
city of New York of the Indians for twenty-four dollars.



Then trouble sprang up between the Dutch and the Swedes on the Delaware over the possession of
Manhattan, and when the two tribes got to conversing with each other over their rights, using the
mother-tongue on both sides, it reminded one
 of the Chicago wheat market when business is good. The English on the Connecticut also saw that
Manhattan was going to boom as soon as the Indians could be got farther west, and that property
would be high there.
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STUYVESANT'S VISION


Peter Stuyvesant was the last Dutch governor of New York. He was a relative of mine. He disliked the
English very much. They annoyed him with their democratic ideas and made his life a perfect hell to
him. He would be sorry to see the way our folks have since begun to imitate the English. I can
almost see him rising in his grave to note how the Stuyvesants in full cry pursue the affrighted
anise-seed bag, or with their coaching outfits go tooling along 'cross country, stopping at the inns
on the way and unlimbering their portable bath-tubs to check them with the "clark."



Pete, you did well to die early. You would not have been happy here now.



While Governor Stuyvesant was in hot water with the English, the Swedes, and the Indians, a fleet
anchored in the harbor and demanded the surrender of the place in the name of the Duke of York, who
wished to use it for a game preserve. After a hot fight with his council, some of whom were willing
even then to submit to English rule and hoped that the fleet might have two or three suits of tweed
which by mistake were a fit and therefore useless to the owners, and that
 they might succeed in swapping furs for these, the governor yielded, and in 1664 New York became a
British possession, named as above.



The English governors, however, were not popular. They were mostly political hacks who were pests at
home and banished to New York, where the noise of the streets soon drove them to drink. For nine
years this sort of thing went on, until one day a Dutch fleet anchored near the Staten Island
brewery and in the evening took the town.



However, in the year following, peace was restored between England and Holland, and New Amsterdam
became New York again, also subject to the Tammany rule.



Andros was governor for a time, but was a sort of pompous tomtit, with a short breath and a large
aquiline opinion of himself. He was one of the arrogant old pie-plants whose growth was fostered by
the beetle-bellied administration at home. He went back on board the City of Rome one day, and did
not return.



New York had a gleam of hope for civil freedom under the rule of the Duke of York and the county
Democracy, but when the duke became James II. he was just like other people who get a raise of
salary, and refused to be privately entertained by the self-made ancestry of the American.



He was proud and arrogant to a degree. He
 forbade legislation, and stopped his paper. New York was at this time annexed to the New England
Colony, and began keeping the Sabbath so vigorously that the angels had great difficulty in getting
at it.
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DUKE OF YORK



Nicholson, who was the lieutenant tool of iniquity for Andros, fled with him when democracy got too
hot for them. Captain Leisler, supported by Steve Brodie and everything south of the Harlem, but
bitterly opposed by the aristocracy, who were distinguished by their ability to use new goods in
making their children's clothes, whereas the democracy had to make vests for the boys from the
cast-off trousers of their fathers, governed the province until Governor Sloughter arrived.



Sloughter was another imported Smearkase in official life, and arrested Leisler at the request of an
aristocrat who drove a pair of bang-tail horses up and down Nassau Street on pleasant afternoons and
was afterwards collector of the port. Having arrested Leisler for treason, the governor was a little
timid about executing him, for he had never really killed a man in his life, and he hated the sight
of blood; so Leisler's enemies got the governor to take dinner with them,
 and mixed his rum, so that when he got ready to speak, his remarks were somewhat heterogeneous, and
before he went home he had signed a warrant for Leisler's immediate execution.
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GOVERNOR SLOUGHTER'S PAINFUL AWAKENING.



When he awoke in the morning at his beautiful home on Whitehall Street, the sun was gayly glinting
the choppy waves of Buttermilk Channel, and by his watch, which had run down, he saw that it was one
o'clock, but whether it was one o'clock A.M. or P.M. he did not know, nor whether it was next
Saturday or Tuesday before last. Oh, how he must have felt!



His room was dark, the gas having gone out to get better air. He attempted to rise, but a chill, a
throb, a groan, and back he lay hastily on the bed just as it was on the point of escaping him.
Suddenly a thought came to him. It was not a great thought, but it was such a thought as comes to
those who have been thoughtless. He called for a blackamoor slave from abroad who did chores for
him, and ordered a bottle of cooking brandy, then some club soda he had brought from London with
him. Next he drank a celery-glass of it, and after that he felt better. He then drank another.



"Keep out of the way of this bed, Julius," he said. "It is coming around that way again. Step to one
side, Julius, please, and let the bed walk around and stretch its legs. I never saw a bed spread
itself so," he continued, seeming to enjoy his own Lancashire humor. "All night I seemed to feel a
great pain creeping over me, Julius," he said, hesitatingly, again filling his celery-glass, "but I
see now that it was a counterpane."



Eighty years after that, Sloughter was a corpse.



We should learn from this not to be too hasty in selecting our birthplaces. Had he been born in
America, he might have been alive yet.



From this on the struggles of the people up to the time of the Revolution were enough to mortify the
reader almost to death. I will not go over
 them again. It was the history of all the other Colonies; poor, proud, with large masses of
children clustering about, and Indians lurking in the out-buildings. The mother-country was
negligent, and even cruel. Her political offscourings were sent to rule the people. The
cranberry-crops soured on the vines, and times were very scarce.



It was during this period that Captain William Kidd, a New York ship-master and anti-snapper from
Mulberry Street, was sent out to overtake and punish a few of the innumerable pirates who then
infested the high seas.



Studying first the character, life, and public services of the immoral pirate, and being perfectly
foot-loose, his wife having eloped with her family physician, he determined to take a little whirl
at the business himself, hoping thereby to escape the noise and heat of New York and obtain a
livelihood while life lasted which would maintain him the remainder of his days unless death
overtook him.
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NYE AS A BOY READING ABOUT KIDD.



Dropping off at Boston one day to secure a supply of tobacco, he was captured while watching the
vast 
number of street-cars on Washington Street. He was taken to England, where he was tried and ultimately
hanged. His sudden and sickening death did much to discourage an American youth of great brilliancy
who had up to 1868 intended to be a pirate, but who, stumbling across the "Life and Times of Captain
Kidd, and his Awful Death," changed his whole course and became one of the ablest historians of the
age in which he lived.
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CAPTAIN KIDD ARRESTED.



This should teach us to read the papers instead of loaning them to people who do not subscribe.


* * * * *



 Since the above was written, the account of the death of Governor Andros is flashed across the
wires to us. Verbum sap. Also In hoc signo vinces.



 The author wishes to express by this means his grateful acknowledgments to his friends and the
public generally for the great turn-out and general sympathy bestowed upon his relative, the late
Peter B. Stuyvesant, on the sad occasion of his funeral, which was said to be one of the best
attended and most successful funerals before the war. Should any of his friends be caught in the
same fix, the author will not only cheerfully turn out himself, but send all hands from his place
that can be spared, also a six-seated wagon and a side-bar buggy.






Appendix




The  idea of an appendix to this work was suggested by a relative, who promised to prepare it, but
who has been detained now for over a year in one of the public buildings of Colorado on the
trumped-up charge of horse-stealing. The very fact that he was not at once hanged shows that the
charge was not fully sustained, and that the horse was very likely of little value. 


THE AUTHOR.



The Early Aristocracy




Lord Clarendon  and several other noblemen in 1663 obtained from Charles II. a grant of lands lying
south of Virginia which they called Carolina in honor of the king, whose name was not really
Carolina. Possibly that was his middle name, however, or his name in Latin.



The Albemarle Colony was first on the ground. Then there was a Carteret Colony in 1670. They
"removed the ancient groves covered with yellow jessamine" on the Ashley, and began to build on the
present site of Charleston.



The historian remarks that the growth of this Colony was rapid from the first. The Dutch,
dissatisfied with the way matters were conducted in New York, and worn out when shopping by the
ennui and impudence of the salesladies, came to Charleston in large numbers, and the Huguenots in
Charleston found a hearty Southern welcome, and did their trading there altogether.



We now pass on to speak of the Grand Model which was set up as a five-cent aristocracy by Lord
Shaftesbury and the great philosopher John Locke.
 The canebrakes and swamps of the wild and snake-infested jungles of the wilderness were to be
divided into vast estates, over which were proprietors with hereditary titles and outing flannels.



This scheme recognized no rights of self-government whatever, and denied the very freedom which the
people came there in search of. So there were murmurings among those people who had not brought
their finger-bowls and equerries with them.
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ARISTOCRACY SNUBBED.



In short, aristocracy did not do well on this soil. Baronial castles, with hot and cold water in
them, were often neglected, because the colonists would not forsake their own lands to the thistle
and 
blue-nosed brier in order to come and cook victuals for the baronial castles or sweep out the baronial
halls and wax the baronial floors for a journeyman juke who ate custard pie with a knife and drank
tea from his saucer through a King Charles moustache.



Thus the aristocracy was forced to close its doors, and the arms of Lord Shaftesbury were so
humiliated that he could no longer put up his dukes (see Appendix).



There had also been a great deal of friction between the Albemarle or Carteret and the Charleston
set, the former being from Virginia, while the latter was, as we have seen, a little given to
kindergarten aristocracy and ofttimes tripped up on their parade swords while at the plough. Of
course outside of this were the plebeian people, or copperas-culottes, who did the work; but Lord
Shaftesbury for some time, as we have seen, lived in a baronial shed and had his arms worked on the
left breast of his nighty.



So these two Colonies finally became separate States in the Union, though there is yet something of
the same feeling between the people. Wealthy people come to the mountains of North Carolina from
South Carolina for the cool summer breezes of the Old North State, and have to pay two dollars per
breeze even up to the past summer.



Thus there was constant irritation and disgust
 up to 1729 at least, regarding taxes, rents, and rights, until, as the historian says, "the
discouraged Proprietors ceded their rights to the crown."
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TWO DOLLARS PER BREEZE.


It will be noticed that the crown was well ceded by this time, and the poet's remark seems at this
time far grander and more apropos than any language of the writer could be: so it is given
here,—viz., "Uneasy lies the head that wears a seedy crown." (See Appendix.)



The year of Washington's birth, viz., 1732, witnessed the birth of the baby colony of Georgia. James
Oglethorpe, a kind-hearted man, with a wig
 that fooled more than one poor child of the forest, conceived the idea of founding a refuge for
Englishmen who could not pay up. The laws were very arbitrary then, and harsh to a degree. Many were
imprisoned then in England for debt, but those who visit London now will notice that they are at
liberty.
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OGLETHORPE'S WIG.



Oglethorpe was an officer and a gentleman, and this scheme showed his generous nature and
philanthropic disposition. George II. granted him in trust for the poor a tract of land called, in
honor of the king, Georgie, which has recently been changed to Georgia. The enterprise prospered
remarkably, and generous and charitable people aided it in every possible way. People who had not
been able for years to pay their debts came to Georgia and bought large tracts of land or began
merchandising with the Indians. Thousands of acres of rich cotton-lands were exchanged by the
Indians for orders on the store, they giving 
warranty deeds to same, reserving only the rights of piscary and massacre.
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NOT PAID THEIR DEBTS FOR YEARS.



Oglethorpe got along with the Indians first-rate, and won their friendship. One great chief, having
received a present from Oglethorpe consisting of a manicure set, on the following Christmas gave
Oglethorpe a beautiful buffalo robe, on the inside of which were painted an eagle and a portable
bath-tub, signifying, as the chief stated, that the buffalo was the emblem of strength, the eagle of
swiftness, and the bath-tub the advertisement of cleanliness. "Thus," said the chief, "the English
are strong as the buffalo, swift as the eagle, and love to convey the idea that they are just about
 to take a bath when you came and interrupted them."



The Moravians also came to Georgia, and the Scotch Highlanders. On the arrival of the latter, the
Georgia mosquitoes held a mass meeting, at which speeches were made, and songs sung, and resolutions
adopted making the Highland uniform the approved costume for the entire coast during summer.
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THE MOSQUITOES LIKED THE COSTUME.


George Whitefield the eloquent, who often addressed audiences (even in those days, when advertising
was still in its infancy and the advance agent was unheard of) of from five thousand to forty
thousand people, founded an orphan asylum. One audience consisted of sixty thousand people. The
money from this work all went to help and sustain the orphan asylum. While reading of him we are
reminded of our own Dr. Talmage, who is said to be the wealthiest apostle on the road.



The trustees of Georgia limited the size of a man's farm, did not allow women to inherit land, and
forbade the importation of rum or of slaves. Several of these rules were afterwards altered, so that
as late as 1893 at least a gentleman from Washington, D.C., well known for his truth
 and honesty, saw rum inside the State twice, though Bourbon whiskey was preferred. Slaves also were
found inside the State, and the negro is seen there even now; but the popularity of a negro baby is
nothing now to what it was at the time when this class of goods went up to the top notch.



Need I add that after a while the people became dissatisfied with these rules and finally the whole
matter was ceded to the crown? From this time on Georgia remained a royal province up to the
Revolution. Since that very little has been said about ceding it to the crown.



North Carolina also remained an English colony up to the same period, and, though one of the
original thirteen Colonies, is still far more sparsely settled than some of the Western States.



Virginia Dare was the first white child born in America. She selected Roanoke, now in North
Carolina, in August, 1587, as her birthplace. She was a grand-daughter of the Governor, John White.
Her fate, like that of the rest of the colony, is unknown to this day.



 * * * * *



The author begs leave to express his thanks here for the valuable aid furnished him by the
following works,—viz.: "The Horse and his Diseases," by Mr. Astor; "Life and Times of John
Oglethorpe," by Elias G. Merritt; "How to Make the Garden Pay," by Peter Henderson; "Over the Purple
Hills," by Mrs. Churchill, of Denver, Colorado, and "He Played on the Harp of a Thousand Strings,
and the Spirits of Just Men Made Perfect," by S. P. Avery.





Befo' The Wah—Causes Which Led to It


Masterly Grasp of the Subject Shown by the Author




A man  named Lopez in 1851 attempted to annex Cuba, thus furnishing for our Republican wrapper a
genuine Havana filler; but he failed, and was executed, while his plans were not.



Franklin Pierce was elected President on the Democratic ticket, running against General Scott, the
Whig candidate. Slavery began to be discussed again, when Stephen A. Douglas, in Congress, advocated
squatter sovereignty, or the right for each Territory to decide whether it would be a free or a
slave State. The measure became a law in 1854.



That was what made trouble in Kansas. The two elements, free and slave, were arrayed against each
other, and for several years friends from other States had to come over and help Kansas bury its
dead. The condition of things for some time was exceedingly mortifying to the citizen who went out
to milk after dark without his gun.



Trouble with Mexico arose, owing to the fact that the government had used a poor and unreliable map
in establishing the line: so General Gadsden made a settlement for the disputed ground, and we paid
Mexico ten millions of dollars. It is needless to say that we have since seen the day when we wished
that we had it back.
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EXCEEDINGLY MORTIFYING TO THE CITIZEN WHO WENT TO MILK WITHOUT HIS GUN.



Two ports of entry were now opened to us in Japan by Commodore Perry's Expedition, and cups and
saucers began to be more plentiful in this country, many of the wealthier deciding at that time not
to cool tea in the saucer or drink it vociferously from that vessel. This custom and the Whig party
passed away at the same time.



The Republican or Anti-Slavery party nominated for President John C. Fremont, who received
 the vote of eleven States, but James Buchanan was elected, and proved to the satisfaction of the
world that there is nothing to prevent any unemployed man's applying for the Presidency of the
United States; also that if his life has been free from ideas and opinions he may be elected
sometimes where one who has been caught in the very act of thinking, and had it proved on him, might
be defeated.



Chief Justice Taney now stated that slaves could be taken into any State of the Union by their
owners without forfeiting the rights of ownership. This was called the Dred Scott decision, and did
much to irritate Abolitionists like John Brown, whose soul as this book goes to press is said to be
marching on. Brown was a Kansas man with a mission and massive whiskers. He would be called now a
crank; but his action in seizing a United States arsenal at Harper's Ferry and declaring the slaves
free was regarded by the South as thoroughly representative of the Northern feeling.



The country now began to be in a state of restlessness. Brown had been captured and hanged as a
traitor. Northern men were obliged to leave their work every little while to catch a negro, crate
him, and return him to his master or give him a lift towards Canada; and, as the negro was
replenishing the earth at an astonishing rate, general alarm broke out.



Douglas was the champion of squatter sovereignty, John C. Breckinridge of the doctrine that slaves
could be checked through as personal baggage into any State of the Union, and Lincoln of the
anti-slavery principle which afterwards constituted the spinal column of the Federal Government as
opposed to the Confederacy of the seceded States.
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OBLIGED TO LEAVE THEIR WORK EVERY LITTLE WHILE TO CATCH A NEGRO.



Lincoln was elected, which reminded him of an anecdote. Douglas and several other candidates were
defeated, which did not remind them of anything.



South Carolina seceded in December, 1860, and soon after Mississippi, Florida, Alabama, Georgia,
Louisiana, and Texas followed suit.



The following February the Confederacy was organized at Montgomery, Alabama, and Jefferson Davis was
elected President. Long and patient effort on the part of the historian to ascertain how he liked it
has been entirely barren of results. Alexander H. Stephens was made Vice-President.



Everything belonging to the United States and not thoroughly fastened down was carried away by the
Confederacy, while President Buchanan looked the other way or wrote airy persiflage to tottering
dynasties which slyly among themselves characterized him as a neat and cleanly old lady.



Had Buchanan been a married man it is generally believed now that his wife would have prevented the
war. Then she would have called James out from under the bed and allowed him to come to the table
for his meals with the family. But he was not married, and the war came on.



Major Anderson was afraid to remain at Fort Moultrie in Charleston Harbor, so crossed over to Fort
Sumter. The South regarded this as hostility, and the fort was watched to see if any one should
attempt to divide his lunch with the garrison, which it was declared would be regarded as an act of
defiance. The reader will see by this that a deaf and dumb asylum in Northern Michigan was about the
only safe place for a peaceable man at that time.



President Lincoln found himself placed at the
 head of a looted government on the sharp edge of a crisis that had not been properly upholstered.
The Buchanan cabinet had left little except a burglar's tool or two here and there to mark its
operations, and, with the aged and infirm General Scott at the head of a little army, and no
encouragement except from the Abolitionists, many of whom had never seen a colored man outside of a
minstrel performance, the President stole incog. into Washington, like a man who had agreed to
lecture there.



Southern officers resigned daily from the army and navy to go home and join the fortunes of their
several States. Meantime, the Federal government moved about like a baby elephant loaded with shot,
while the new Confederacy got men, money, arms, and munitions of war from every conceivable point.



Finding that supplies were to be sent to Major Anderson, General Peter G. T. Beauregard summoned
Major Anderson to surrender. General Beauregard, after the war, became one of the good, kind
gentlemen who annually stated over their signatures that they had examined the Louisiana State
Lottery and that there was no deception about it. The Lottery felt grateful for this, and said that
the general should never want while it had a roof of its own.



Major Anderson had seventy men, while General
 Beauregard had seven thousand. After a bombardment and a general fight of thirty-four hours, the
starved and suffocated garrison yielded to overwhelming numbers.



President Lincoln was not admired by a class of people in the North and South who heard with horror
that he had at one time worked for ten dollars a month. They thought the President's salary too much
for him, and feared that he would buy watermelons with it. They also feared that some day he might
tell a funny story in the presence of Queen Victoria. The snobocracy could hardly sleep nights for
fear that Lincoln at a state dinner might put sugar and cream in his cold consomme.



Jefferson Davis, it was said, knew more of etiquette in a minute than Lincoln knew all his life.



The capture of Sumter united the North and unified the South. It made "war
Democrats"—i.e.,  Democrats who had voted against Lincoln—join him in the
prosecution of the war. More United States property was cheerfully appropriated by the Confederacy,
which showed that it was alive and kicking from the very first minute it was born.



Confederate troops were sent into Virginia and threatened the Capitol at Washington, and would have
taken it if the city had not, in summer, been regarded as unhealthful.



The Sixth Massachusetts Regiment, hurrying to the capital, was attacked in Baltimore and several men
were killed. This was the first actual bloodshed in the civil war which caused rivers and lakes and
torrents of the best blood of North and South to cover the fair, sweet clover fields and blue-grass
meadows made alone for peace.



The general opinion of the author, thirty-five years afterwards, is that the war was as unavoidable
as the deluge, and as idiotic in its incipiency as Adam's justly celebrated defence in the great
"Apple Sass Case."



Men will fight until it is educated out of them, just as they will no doubt retain rudimentary tails
and live in trees till they know better. It's all owing to how a man was brought up.



Of course after we have been drawn into the fight and been fined and sent home, we like to maintain
that we were fighting for our home, or liberty, or the flag, or something of the kind. We hate to
admit that, as a nation, we fought and paid for it afterwards with our family's bread-money just
because we were irritated. That's natural; but most great wars are arranged by people who stay at
home and sell groceries to the widow and orphan and old maids at one hundred per cent. advance.



Arlington Heights and Alexandria were now seized and occupied by the Union troops for the
 protection of Washington, and mosquito-wires were put up in the Capitol windows to keep the largest
of the rebels from coming in and biting Congress.



Fort Monroe was garrisoned by a force under General Benjamin F. Butler, and an expedition was sent
out against Big Bethel. On the way the Federal troops fired into each other, which pleased the
Confederates very much indeed. The Union troops were repulsed with loss, and went back to the fort,
where they stated that they were disappointed in the war.



West Virginia was strongly for the Union in sentiment, and was set off from the original State of
Virginia, and, after some fighting the first year of the war over its territory, came into line with
the Northern States. The fighting here was not severe. Generals McClellan and Rosecrans (Union) and
Lee (Confederate) were the principal commanders.



The first year of the war was largely spent in sparring for wind, as one very able authority has it.



In the next chapter reference will be made to the battle of Bull Run, and the odium will be placed
where it belongs. The author reluctantly closes this chapter in order to go out and get some odium
for that purpose.





The Beginning of the End



The  British army now numbered thirty thousand troops, while Washington's entire command was not over
seven thousand strong. The Howes, one a general and the other an admiral, now turned their attention
to New York. Washington, however, was on the ground beforehand.



Howe's idea was to first capture Brooklyn, so that he could have a place in which to sleep at nights
while engaged in taking New York.



The battle was brief. Howe attacked the little army in front, while General Clinton got around by a
circuitous route to the rear of the Colonial troops and cut them off. The Americans lost one
thousand men by death or capture. The prisoners were confined in the old sugar-house on Liberty
Street, where they suffered the most miserable and indescribable deaths.



The army of the Americans fortunately escaped by Fulton Ferry in a fog, otherwise it would have been
obliterated. Washington now fortified Harlem Heights, and later withdrew to White Plains.
 Afterwards he retired to a fortified camp called North Castle.



Howe feared to attack him there, and so sent the Hessians, who captured Fort Washington, November
16.



It looked scaly for the Americans, as Motley says, and Philadelphia bade fair to join New York and
other cities held by the British. The English van could be seen from the Colonial rear column. The
American troops were almost barefooted, and left their blood-stained tracks on the frozen road.



It was at this time that Washington crossed the Delaware and thereby found himself on the other
side; while Howe decided to remain, as the river was freezing, and when the ice got strong enough,
cross over and kill the Americans at his leisure. Had he followed the Colonial army, it is quite
sure now that the English would have conquered, and the author would have been the Duke of Sandy
Bottom, instead of a plain American citizen, unknown, unhonored, and unsung.
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NYE AS THE DUKE OF SANDY BOTTOM.



Washington decided that he must strike a daring blow while his troops had any
 hope or vitality left; and so on Christmas night, after crossing the Delaware as shown elsewhere,
he fell on the Hessians at Trenton in the midst of their festivities, captured one thousand
prisoners, and slew the leader.



The Hessians were having a symposium at the time, and though the commander received an important
note of warning during the Christmas dinner, he thrust it into his pocket and bade joy be
unconfined.



When daylight came, the Hessians were mostly moving in alcoholic circles trying to find their guns.
Washington lost only four men, and two of those were frozen to death.



The result of this fight gave the Colonists courage and taught them at the same time that it would
be best to avoid New Jersey symposiums till after the war was over.



Having made such a hit in crossing the Delaware, Washington decided to repeat the performance on the
3d of January. He was attacked at Trenton by Cornwallis, who is known in history for his justly
celebrated surrender. He waited till morning, having been repulsed at sundown. Washington left his
camp-fires burning, surrounded the British, captured two hundred prisoners, and got away to
Morristown Heights in safety. If the ground had not frozen, General Washington could not have moved
his forty can
non; but, fortunately, the thermometer was again on his side, and he never lost a gun.



September 11 the English got into the Chesapeake, and Washington announced in the papers that he
would now fight the battle of the Brandywine, which he did.
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THE COLONIAL SURPRISE-PARTY AT TRENTON.



Marie Jean Paul Roch Yves Gilbert Motier, Marquis de La Fayette, fought bravely with the Americans
in this battle, twice having his name shot from under him.



The patriots were routed, scoring a goose-egg and losing Philadelphia.



October 4, Washington attacked the enemy at Germantown, and was beaten back just as victory was
arranging to perch on his banner. Poor Washington now retired to Valley Forge, where he put in about
the dullest winter of his life.



The English had not been so successful in the North. At first the Americans could only delay
Burgoyne by felling trees in the path of his eight thousand men, which is a very unsatisfactory sort
of warfare, but at last Schuyler, who had borne the burden and heat of the day, was succeeded by
Gates, and good luck seemed to come slowly his way.



A foolish boy with bullet-holes cut in his clothes ran into St. Leger's troops, and out of breath
told them to turn back or they would fill a drunkard's grave. Officers asked him about the numbers
of the enemy, and he pointed to the leaves of the trees, shrieked, and ran for his life. He ran
several days, and was barely able to keep ahead of St. Leger's troops by a neck.



Burgoyne at another time sent a detachment under Colonel Baum to take the stores at Bennington,
Vermont. He was met by General Stark and the militia. Stark said, "Here come the redcoats, and we
must beat them to-day, or Molly Stark is a widow." This neat little remark made an instantaneous
hit, and when they counted up
 their string of prisoners at night they found they had six hundred souls and a Hessian.



Burgoyne now felt blue and unhappy. Besides, his troops were covered with wood-ticks and had had no
washing done for three weeks.



He moved southward and attacked Gates at Bemis Heights, or, as a British wit had it, "gave Gates
ajar," near Saratoga. A wavering fight occupied the day, and then both armies turned in and
fortified for two weeks. Burgoyne saw that he was running out of food, and so was first to open
fire.



Arnold, who had been deprived of his command since the last battle, probably to prevent his wiping
out the entire enemy and getting promoted, was so maddened by the conflict that he dashed in before
Gates could put him in the guard-house, and at the head of his old command, and without authority or
hat, led the attack. Gates did not dare to come where Arnold was, to order him back, for it was a
very warm place where Arnold was at the time. The enemy was thus driven to camp.



Arnold was shot in the same leg that was wounded at Quebec; so he was borne back to the extreme
rear, where he found Gates eating a doughnut and speaking disrespectfully of Arnold.



A council was now held in Burgoyne's tent, and on the question of renewing the fight stood
 six to six, when an eighteen-pound hot shot went through the tent, knocking a stylographic pen out
of General Burgoyne's hand. Almost at once he decided to surrender, and the entire army of six
thousand men was surrendered, together with arms, portable bath-tubs, and leather hat-boxes. The
Americans marched into their camp to the tune of Yankee Doodle, which is one of the most impudent
compositions ever composed.
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KNOCKING A STYLOGRAPHIC PEN OUT OF BURGOYNE'S HAND.



During the Valley Forge winter (1777-78) Continental currency depreciated in value so that an
officer's pay would not buy his clothes. Many, having also spent their private funds for the
prosecution of the war, were obliged to resign and hire out in the lumber woods in order to get food
for their families. Troops had no blankets,
 and straw was not to be had. It was extremely sad; but there was no wavering. Officers were
approached by the enemy with from one hundred to one thousand pounds if they would accept and use
their influence to effect a reconciliation; but, with blazing eye and unfaltering attitude, each
stated that he was not for sale, and returned to his frozen mud-hole to rest and dream of food and
freedom.



Those were the untitled nobility from whom we sprung. Let us look over our personal record and see
if we are living lives that are worthy of such heroic sires.



Five minutes will now be given the reader to make a careful examination of his personal record.



* * * * *



In the spring the joyful news came across the sea that, through the efforts of Benjamin Franklin,
France had acknowledged the independence of the United States, and a fleet was on the way to assist
the struggling troops.



The battle of Monmouth occurred June 28. Clinton succeeded Howe, and, alarmed by the news of the
French fleet, the government ordered Clinton to concentrate his troops near New York, where there
were better facilities for getting home.



Washington followed the enemy across New Jersey, overtaking them at Monmouth. Lee was
 in command, and got his men tangled in a swamp where the mosquitoes were quite plenty, and, losing
courage, ordered a retreat.



Washington arrived at that moment, and bitterly upbraided Lee. He used the Flanders method of
upbraiding, it is said, and Lee could not stand it. He started towards the enemy in preference to
being there with Washington, who was still rebuking him. The fight was renewed, and all day long
they fought. When night came, Clinton took his troops with him and went away where they could be by
themselves.



An effort was made to get up a fight between the French fleet and the English at Newport for the
championship, but a severe storm came up and prevented it.



In July the Wyoming Massacre, under the management of the Tories and Indians, commanded by Butler,
took place in that beautiful valley near Wilkes Barre, Pennsylvania.



This massacre did more to make the Indians and Tories unpopular in this country than any other act
of the war. The men were away in the army, and the women, children, and old men alone were left to
the vengeance of the two varieties of savage. The Indians had never had gospel privileges, but the
Tories had. Otherwise they resembled each other.



In 1779 the English seemed to have Georgia
 and the South pretty well to themselves. Prevost, the English general, made an attack on
Charleston, but, learning that Lincoln was after him, decided that, as he had a telegram to meet a
personal friend at Savannah, he would go there. In September, Lincoln, assisted by the French under
D'Estaing, attacked Savannah. One thousand lives were lost, and D'Estaing showed the white feather
to advantage. Count Pulaski lost his life in this fight. He was a brave Polish patriot, and his body
was buried in the Savannah River.



The capture of Stony Point about this time by "Mad Anthony Wayne" was one of the most brilliant
battles of the war.
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THE ONLY THING WAYNE WAS AFRAID OF.


Learning the countersign from a negro who sold strawberries to the British, the troops passed the
guard over the bridge that covered the marsh, and, gagging the worthy inside guard, they marched up
the hill with fixed bayonets and fixed the enemy to the number of six hundred.



The countersign was, "The fort is won," and so it was, in less time than it takes to ejaculate the
word "scat!" Wayne was wounded at the outset, but was carried up the hill in command, with a bandage
tied about his head. He was a brave man, and never knew in battle what fear was. Yet, strange to
say, a bat in his bed would make him start up and turn pale.





Still More Fraternal Bloodshed, on Principle




	
Outing Features Disappear, and Give Place to Strained Relations Between Combatants, Who Begin to Mix Things.







On  December 13 the year's business closed with the battle of Fredericksburg, under the management of
General Burnside. Twelve thousand Union troops were killed before night mercifully shut down upon
the slaughter.



The Confederates were protected by stone walls and situated upon a commanding height, from which
they were able to shoot down the Yankees with perfect sang-froid and deliberation.



In the midst of all these discouragements, the red brother fetched loose in Minnesota, Iowa, and
Dakota, and massacred seven hundred men, women, and children. The outbreak was under the management
of Little Crow, and was confined to the Sioux Nation. Thirty-nine of these Indians were hanged on
the same scaffold at Mankato, Minnesota, as a result of this wholesale murder.



This execution constitutes one of the green spots in the author's memory. In all lives now
 and then an oasis is liable to fall. This was oasis enough to last the writer for years.



In 1863 the Federal army numbered about seven hundred thousand men, and the Confederates about three
hundred and fifty thousand. Still it took two more years to close the war.



It is held now by good judges that the war was prolonged by the jealousy existing between Union
commanders who wanted to be President or something else, and that it took so much time for the
generals to keep their eyes on caucuses and county papers at home that they fought best when
surprised and attacked by the foe.



General Grant moved again on Vicksburg, and on May 1, defeated Pemberton at Fort Gibson. He also
prevented a junction between Joseph E. Johnston and Pemberton, and drove the latter into Vicksburg,
securing the stopper so tightly that after forty-seven days the garrison surrendered, July 4. This
fight cost the Confederates thirty-seven thousand prisoners, ten thousand killed and wounded, and
immense quantities of stores. It was a warm time in Vicksburg; a curious man who stuck his hat out
for twenty seconds above the ramparts found fifteen bullet-holes in it when he took it down, and
when he wore it to church he attracted more attention than the collection.



The North now began to sit up and take notice.
 Morning papers began to sell once more, and Grant was the name on every tongue.



The Mississippi was open to the Gulf, and the Confederacy was practically surrounded.
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ATTRACTED MORE ATTENTION THAN THE COLLECTION.



Rosecrans would have moved on the enemy, but learned that the foe had several head of cavalry more
than he did, also a team of artillery. At this time John Morgan made a raid into Ohio. He surrounded
Cincinnati, but did not take it, as he was not keeping house at the time and hated to pay storage on
it. He got to Parkersburg, West Virginia, and was captured there with almost his entire force.



On September 19 and 20 occurred the battle of Chickamauga. Longstreet rushed into a breach in the
Union line and swept it with a great big besom of wrath with which he had wisely provided himself on
starting out. Rosecrans felt mortified when he came to himself and found that his horse had been so
unmanageable that he had carried him ten miles from the carnage.



But the left, under Thomas, held fast its position, and no doubt saved the little band of sixty
thousand men which Rosecrans commanded at the time.



His army now found itself shut up in intrenchments, with Bragg on the hills threatening the Union
forces with starvation.



On November 24-25 a battle near Chattanooga took place, with Grant at the head of the Federal
forces. Hooker came to join him from the Army of the Potomac, and Sherman hurried to his standard
from Iuka. Thomas made a dash and captured Orchard Knob, and Hooker, on the following day, charged
Lookout Mountain.



This was the most brilliant, perhaps, of Grant's victories. It is known as the "battle of Missionary
Ridge." Hooker had exceeded his prerogative and kept on after capturing the crest of Lookout
Mountain, while Sherman was giving the foe several varieties of fits, from the north, when Grant
discovered that before him the line was
 being weakened in order to help the Confederate flanks. So with Thomas he crossed through the first
line and over the rifle-pits, forgot that he had intended to halt and reform, and concluded to wait
and reform after the war was over, when he should have more time, and that night along the entire
line of heights the camp-fires of the Union army winked at one another in ghoulish glee.



The army under Bragg was routed, and Bragg resigned his command.



Burnside, who had been relieved of the command of the Army of the Potomac, was sent to East
Tennessee, where the brave but frost-bitten troops of Longstreet shut him up at Knoxville and
compelled him to board at the railroad eating-house there.



Sherman's worn and weary boys were now ordered at once to the relief of Burnside, and Longstreet,
getting word of it, made a furious assault on the former, who repulsed him with loss, and he went
away from there as Sherman approached from the west.
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WHERE AM I?



Hooker had succeeded Burnside in the command of the Army of the Potomac, and he judged that, as Lee
was now left with but sixty thousand men, while the Army of the Potomac contained one hundred
thousand who craved out-of-door exercise, he might do well to go and get Lee, returning in the cool
of the evening. Lee,
however, accomplished the division of his army while concealed in the woods and sent Jackson to fall on
Hooker's rear. The close of the fight found Hooker on his old camping-ground opposite
Fredericksburg, murmuring to himself, in a dazed sort of way, "Where am I?" Lee felt so good over
this that he decided to go North and get something to eat. He also decided to get catalogues and
price-lists of Philadelphia and New York while there. Threatening Baltimore in order to mislead
General Meade, who was now in command of the Federals, Lee struck into Pennsylvania and met with the
Union cavalry a little west of Gettysburg on the Chambersburg road. It is said that Gettysburg was
not intended by either army as the site for the battle, Lee hoping to avoid a fight, depending as he
did on the well-known hospitality of the Pennsylvanians, and Meade intending to have the fight at
Pipe Creek, where he had some property.



July 1-2-3 were the dates of this memorable battle. The first day was rather favorable to Lee, quite
a number of Yankee prisoners being taken while they were lost in the crowded streets of Gettysburg.



The second day was opened by Longstreet, who charged the Union left, and ran across Sickles, who had
by mistake formed in the way of Meade's intended line of battle. They outflanked him, but, as they
swung around him, Warren met them with a diabolical welcome, which stayed them. Sickles found
himself on Cemetery Ridge, while the Confederates under Ewell were on Culp's Hill.



On the third day, at one P.M., Lee opened with one hundred and fifty guns on Cemetery Ridge. The air
was a hornet's nest of screaming shells with fiery tails. As it lulled a little, out of the woods
came eighteen thousand men in battle-array extending over a mile in length. The Yankees knew a good
thing when they saw it, and they
 paused to admire this beautiful gathering of foemen in whose veins there flowed the same blood as
in their own, and whose ancestors had stood shoulder to shoulder with their own in a hundred battles
for freedom.



Their sentiment gave place to shouts of battle, and into the silent phalanx a hundred guns poured
their red-hot messages of death. The golden grain was drenched with the blood of men no less brave
because they were not victorious, and the rich fields of Pennsylvania drank with thirsty eagerness
the warm blood of many a Southern son.



Yet they moved onward. Volley after volley of musketry mowed them down, and the puny reaper in the
neglected grain gave place to the grim reaper Death, all down that unwavering line of gray and
brown.



They marched up to the Union breastworks, bayoneted the gunners at their work, planted their flags
on the parapets, and, while the Federals converged from every point to this, exploding powder burned
the faces of these contending hosts, who, hand to hand, fought each other to death, while far-away
widows and orphans multiplied to mourn through the coming years over this ghastly folly of civil
war.



Whole companies of the Confederates rushed as prisoners into the arms of their enemies, and
 the shattered remnant of the battered foe retreated from the field.



While all this was going on in Pennsylvania, Pemberton was arranging terms of surrender at
Vicksburg, and from this date onward the Confederacy began to wobble in its orbit, and the President
of this ill-advised but bitterly punished scheme began to wish that he had been in Canada when the
war broke out.



In April of the same year Admiral Dupont, an able seaman with massive whiskers, decided to run the
fortifications at Charleston with iron-clads, but the Charleston people thought they could run them
themselves. So they drove him back after the sinking of the Kennebec and the serious injury of all
the other vessels.



General Gillmore then landed with troops. Fort Wagner was captured. The 54th Regiment of colored
troops, the finest organized in the Free States, took a prominent part and fought with great
coolness and bravery. By December there were fifty thousand colored troops enlisted, and before the
war closed over two hundred thousand.



It is needless to say that this made the Yankee unpopular at the time in the best society of the
South.



General Gillmore attempted to capture Sumter, and did reduce it to a pulp, but when he went to
gather it he was met by a garrison still concealed
 in the basement, and peppered with volleys of hot shingle-nails and other bric-a-brac, which forced
him to retire with loss.



He said afterward that Fort Sumter was not desirable anyhow.
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PRICE OF LIVING RUNNING UP TO EIGHT HUNDRED AND NINE HUNDRED DOLLARS PER DAY.



This closed the most memorable year of the war, with the price of living at the South running up to
eight hundred and nine hundred dollars per day, and currency depreciating so rapidly that one's
salary had to be advanced every morning in order to keep pace with the price of mule-steaks.





Bull Run and Other Battles




On  the 21st of July, 1861, occurred the battle of Bull Run, under the joint management of General
Irwin McDowell and General P. G. T. Beauregard. After a sharp conflict, the Confederates were
repulsed, but rallied again under General T. J. Jackson, called thereafter Stonewall Jackson. While
the Federals were striving to beat Jackson back, troops under Generals Early and Kirby Smith from
Manassas Junction were hurled against their flank.
McDowell's men retreated, and as they reached
the bridge a shell burst among their crowded and chaotic numbers. A caisson was upset, and a panic
ensued, many of the troops continuing at a swift canter till they reached the Capitol, where they
could call on the sergeant-at-arms to preserve order.



As a result of this run on the banks of the Potomac, the North suddenly decided that the war might
last a week or two longer than at first
 stated, that the foe could not be killed with cornstalks, and that a mistake had been made in
judging that the rebellion wasn't loaded.
Half a million men were called for and five hundred
million dollars voted. General George B. McClellan took command of the Army of the Potomac.



The battle of Ball's Bluff resulted disastrously to the Union forces, and two thousand men were
mostly driven into the Potomac, some drowned and others shot. Colonel Baker, United States Senator
from Oregon, was killed.



The war in Missouri now opened. Captain Lyon reserved the United States arsenal at St. Louis, and
defeated Colonel Marmaduke at Booneville. General Sigel was defeated at Carthage, July 5, by the
Confederates: so Lyon, with five thousand men, decided to attack more than twice that number of the
enemy under Price and McCulloch, which he did, August 10, at Wilson's Creek. He was killed while
making a charge, and his men were defeated.



General Fremont then took command, and drove Price to Springfield, but he was in a short time
replaced by General Hunter, because his war
 policy was offensive to the enemy. Hunter was soon afterwards removed, and Major-General Halleck
took his place. Halleck gave general satisfaction to the enemy, and even his red messages from
Washington, where he boarded during the war, were filled with nothing but kindness for the misguided
foe.



Davis early in the war commissioned privateers, and Lincoln blockaded the Southern ports. The North
had but one good vessel at the time, and those who have tried to blockade four or five thousand
miles of hostile coast with one vessel know full well what it is to be busy. The entire navy
consisted of forty-two ships, and some of these were not seaworthy. Some of them were so pervious
that their guns had to be tied on to keep them from leaking through the cracks of the vessel.



Hatteras Inlet was captured, and Commodore Dupont, aided by General Thomas W. Sherman, captured Port
Royal Entrance and Tybee Island. Port Royal became the depot for the fleet.



It was now decided at the South to send Messrs. Mason and Slidell to England, partly for change of
scene and rest, and partly to make a friendly call on Queen Victoria and invite her to come and
spend the season at Asheville, North Carolina. It was also hoped that she would give a few readings
from her own works at the South, while her retinue
 could go to the front and have fun with the Yankees, if so disposed.



[image: [Illustration]]


HOPPED SHE WOULD GIVE A FEW READINGS FROM HER OWN WORKS.



These gentlemen, wearing their nice new broadcloth clothes, and with a court suit and suitable
night-wear to use in case they should be pressed to stop a week or two at the castle, got to Havana
safely, and took passage on the British ship Trent; but Captain Wilkes, of the United States steamer
San Jacinto, took them off the Trent, just as Mr. Mason had drawn and fortunately filled a hand
 with which he hoped to pay a part of the war-debt of the South and get a new overcoat in London.
Later, however, the United States disavowed this act of Captain Wilkes, and said it was only a bit
of pleasantry on his part.



The first year of the war had taught both sides a few truths, and especially that the war did not in
any essential features resemble a straw-ride to camp-meeting and return. The South had also
discovered that the Yankee peddlers could not be captured with fly-paper, and that although war was
not their regular job they were willing to learn how it was done.



In 1862 the national army numbered five hundred thousand men, and the Confederate army three hundred
and fifty thousand. Three objects were decided upon by the Federal government for the Union army and
navy to accomplish,—viz., 1, the opening of the Mississippi; 2, the blockade of Southern
ports; and 3, the capture of Richmond, the capital of the Southern Confederacy.



The capture of Forts Henry and Donelson was undertaken by General Grant, aided by Commodore Foote,
and on February 6 a bombardment was opened with great success, reducing Fort Henry in one hour. The
garrison got away because the land-forces had no idea the fort would yield so soon, and therefore
could not get up there in time to cut off the retreat.



Fort Donelson was next attacked, the garrison having been reinforced by the men from Fort Henry. The
fight lasted four days, and on February 16 the fort, with fifteen thousand men, surrendered.



Nashville was now easily occupied by Buell, and Columbus and Bowling Green were taken. The
Confederates fell back to Corinth, where General Beauregard (Peter G. T.) and Albert Sidney Johnston
massed their forces.



General Grant now captured the Memphis and Charleston Railroad; but the Confederates decided to
capture him before Buell, who had been ordered to reinforce him, should effect a junction with him.
April 6 and 7, therefore, the battle of Shiloh occurred. Whether the Union troops were surprised or
not at this battle, we cannot here pause to discuss. Suffice it to say that one of the Federal
officers admitted to the author in 1879, while under the influence of koumys, that, though not
strictly surprised, he believed he violated no confidence in saying that they were somewhat
astonished.



It was Sunday morning, and the Northern hordes were just considering whether they would take a bite
of beans and go to church or remain in camp and get their laundry-work counted for Monday, when the
Confederacy and some other men burst upon them with a fierce, rude yell. In a few
 moments the Federal troops had decided that there had sprung up a strong personal enmity on the
part of the South, and that ill feeling had been engendered in some way.
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SOME OTHER MEN BURST UPON THEM WITH A FIERCE, RUDE YELL.



All that beautiful Sabbath-day they fought, the Federals yielding ground slowly and reluctantly till
the bank of the river was reached and Grant's artillery commanded the position. Here a stand was
made until Buell came up, and shortly afterwards the Confederates fell back; but they had captured
the Yankee camp entire, and many a boy in blue lost the nice warm woollen pulse-warmers crocheted
for him by his soul's idol. It is said that over thirty-five hundred needle-books and three thousand
men were captured by the Confederates,
 also thirty flags and immense quantities of stores; but the Confederate commander, General A. S.
Johnston, was killed. The following morning the tide had turned, and General P. G. T. Beauregard
retreated unmolested to Corinth.



General Halleck now took command, and, as the Confederates went away from there, he occupied
Corinth, though still retaining his rooms at the Arlington Hotel in Washington.



The Confederates who retreated from Columbus fell back to Island No. 10 in the Mississippi River,
where Commodore Foote bombarded them for three weeks, thus purifying the air and making the enemy
feel much better than at any previous time during the campaign. General Pope crossed the
Mississippi, capturing the batteries in the rear of the island, and turning them on the enemy, who
surrendered April 7, the day of the battle of Shiloh.



May 10, the Union gun-boats moved down the river. Fort Pillow was abandoned by the Southern forces,
and the Confederate flotilla was destroyed in front of Memphis. Kentucky and Tennessee were at last
the property of the fierce hordes from the great coarse North.



General Bragg was now at Chattanooga, Price at Iuka, and Van Dorn at Holly Springs. All these
generals had guns, and were at enmity with the United States of America. They very
 much desired to break the Union line of investment extending from Memphis almost to Chattanooga.



Bragg started out for the Ohio River, intending to cross it and capture the Middle States; but Buell
heard of it and got there twenty-four hours ahead, wherefore Bragg abandoned his plans, as it
flashed over him like a clap of thunder from a clear sky that he had no place to put the Middle
States if he had them. He therefore escaped in the darkness, his wagon-trains sort of drawling over
forty miles of road and "hit a-rainin'."



September 19, General Price, who, with Van Dorn, had considered it a good time to attack Grant, who
had sent many troops north to prevent Bragg's capture of North America, decided to retreat, and,
General Rosecrans failing to cut him off, escaped, and was thus enabled to fight on other occasions.



The two Confederate generals now decided to attack the Union forces at Corinth, which they did. They
fought beautifully, especially the Texan and Missouri troops, who did some heroic work, but they
were defeated and driven forty miles with heavy loss.



October 30, General Buell was succeeded by General Rosecrans.



The battle of Murfreesboro occurred December 31 and January 2. It was one of the bloodiest battles
of the whole conflict, and must have made
 the men who brought on the war by act of Congress feel first-rate. About one-fourth of those
engaged were killed.



An attack on Vicksburg, in which Grant and Sherman were to co-operate, the former moving along the
Mississippi Central Railroad and Sherman descending the river from Memphis, was disastrous, and the
capture of Arkansas Post, January 11, 1863, closed the campaign of 1862 on the Father of Waters.



General Price was driven out of Missouri by General Curtis, and had to stay in Arkansas quite a
while, though he preferred a dryer climate.



General Van Dorn now took command of these forces, numbering twenty thousand men, and at Pea Ridge,
March 7 and 8, 1863, he was defeated to a remarkable degree. During his retreat he could hardly
restrain his impatience.



Some four or five thousand Indians joined the Confederates in this battle, but were so astonished at
the cannon, and so shocked by the large decayed balls, as they called the shells, which came
hurtling through the air, now and then hurting an Indian severely, that they went home before the
exercises were more than half through. They were down on the programme for some fantastic and
interesting tortures of Union prisoners, but when they got home to the reservation and had picked
the briers out of themselves they said that
war was about as barbarous a thing as they were ever to, and they went to bed early, leaving a call
for 9.30 A.M. on the following day.
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WENT HOME BEFORE THE EXERCISES WERE MORE THAN HALF THROUGH.



The red brother's style of warfare has an air about it that is unpopular now. A common stone
stab-knife is a feeble thing to use against people who shoot a distance of eight miles with a gun
that carries a forty-gallon caldron full of red-hot iron.






The War with Canada




October 13,  General Van Rensselaer crossed the Niagara River and attacked the British at Queenstown
Heights. The latter retreated, and General Brock was killed. General Van Rensselaer went back after
the rest of his troops, but they refused to cross, on the ground that the general had no right to
take them out of the United States, and thus the troops left in charge at the Heights were compelled
to surrender.



These troops who refused to go over and accept a victory already won for them, because they didn't
want to cross the Canadian line, would not have shied so at the boundary if they had been boodlers,
very likely, in later years.



August 19 occurred the naval fight between the Constitution and Guerriere, off the Massachusetts
coast. The Constitution, called "Old Ironsides," was commanded by Captain Isaac Hull. The Guerriere
was first to attack, but got no reply until both vessels were very close together, when into her
starboard Captain Hull poured such a
 load of hardware that the Guerriere was soon down by the head and lop-sided on the off side. She
surrendered, but was of no value, being so full of holes that she would not hold a cargo of
railroad-trestles.
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IF THEY HAD BEEN DOODLERS.


The economy used by the early American warriors by land and sea regarding their ammunition, holding
their fire until the enemy was at arm's length, was the cause of more than one victory. They were
obliged, indeed, to make every bullet count in the days when even lead was not produced here, and
powder was imported.



October 13, the naval fight between the Frolic and Wasp took place, off the North Carolina coast.
The Frolic was an English brig, and she wound up as most frolics do, with a severe pain
 and a five-dollar fine. After the Wasp had called and left her R. S. V. P. cards, the decks of the
Frolic were a sight to behold. There were not enough able-bodied men to surrender the ship. She was
captured by the boarding-crew, but there was not a man left of her own crew to haul down the colors.



Other victories followed on the sea, and American privateers had more fun than anybody.



Madison was re-elected, thus showing that his style of administration suited one and all, and the
war was prosecuted at a great rate. It became a sort of fight with Canada, the latter being
supported by English arms by land and sea. Of course the Americans would have preferred to fight
England direct, and many were in favor of attacking London: but when the commanding officer asked
those of the army who had the means to go abroad to please raise their right hands, it was found
that the trip must be abandoned. Those who had the means to go did not have suitable clothes for
making a respectable appearance, and so it was given up.



Three divisions were made of the army, all having an attack on Canada as the object in
view,—viz., the army of the Centre, the army of the North, and the army of the West. The
armies of the Centre and North did not do much, aside from the trifling victory at York, and
President
 Madison said afterwards in a letter to the writer's family that the two armies did not accomplish
enough to pay the duty on them. The army of the West managed to stand off the British, though the
latter still held Michigan and threatened Ohio.
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BUILDING THE FLEET, MEANTIME BOARDING HIMSELF.



September 10, Perry's victory on Lake Erie occurred, and was well received. Perry was twenty-seven
years old, and was given command of a flotilla on Lake Erie, provided he would cut the timber and
build it, meantime boarding himself. The British had long been in possession of Lake Erie, and when
Perry got his scows afloat they issued invitations for a general display of carnage. They bore down
on Perry and killed all the men on his flag-ship but eight. Then he helped them fire the last gun,
and with the flag they jumped into a boat which they paddled for
 the Niagara under a galling fire. This was the first time that a galling fire had ever been used at
sea. Perry passed within pistol-shot of the British, and in less than a quarter of an hour after he
trod the poop of the Niagara he was able to write to General Harrison, "We have met the enemy, and
they are ours."



Proctor and Tecumseh were at Malden, with English and Indians, preparing to plunder the frontier and
kill some more women and children as soon as they felt rested up. At the news of Perry's victory,
Harrison decided to go over and stir them up. Arriving at Malden, he found it deserted, and followed
the foe to the river Thames, where he charged with his Kentucky horsemen right through the British
lines and so on down the valley, where they reformed and started back to charge on their rear, when
the whole outfit surrendered except the Indians. Proctor, however, was mounted on a tall fox-hunter
which ran away with him. He afterwards wrote back to General Harrison that he made every effort to
surrender personally, but that circumstances prevented. He was greatly pained by this.



The Americans now charged on the Indians, and Johnson, the commander of the Blue Grass Dragoons,
fired a shot which took Tecumseh just west of the watch-pocket. He died, he said,
 tickled to death to know that he had been shot by an American.
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PROCTOR ON A TALL FOX-HUNTER WHICH RAN AWAY WITH HIM.



Captain Lawrence, of the Hornet, having taken the British brig Peacock, was given command of the
Chesapeake, which he took to Boston to have repaired. While there, he got a challenge from the
Shannon. He put to sea with half a crew, and a shot in his chest—that is, the arm-chest of the
ship—burst the whole thing open and annoyed every one on board. The enemy boarded the
Chesapeake and captured her, so Captain Lawrence, her brave commander, breathed his last, after
begging his men not to give up the ship.



However, the victories on the Canadian border
 settled the war once more for the time, and cheered the Americans very much.



The Indians in 1813 fell upon Fort Mimms and massacred the entire garrison, men, women, and
children, not because they felt a personal antipathy towards them, but because they—the red
brothers—had sold their lands too low and their hearts were sad in their bosoms. There is
really no fun in trading with an Indian, for he is devoid of business instincts, and reciprocity
with the red brother has never been a success.



General Jackson took some troops and attacked the red brother, killing six hundred of him and
capturing the rest of the herd. Jackson did not want to hear the Indians speak pieces and see them
smoke the pipe of peace, but buried the dead and went home. He had very little of the romantic
complaint which now and then breaks out regarding the Indian, but knew full well that all the
Indians ever born on the face of the earth could not compensate for the cruel and violent death of
one good, gentle, patient American mother.



Admiral Cockburn now began to pillage the coast of the Southern States and borrow communion services
from the churches of Virginia and the Carolinas. He also murdered the sick in their beds.



Perhaps a word of apology is due the Indians
 after all. Possibly they got their ideas from Cockburn.



The battle of Lundy's Lane had been arranged for July 25, 1814, and so the Americans crossed Niagara
under General Brown to invade Canada. General Winfield Scott led the advance, and gained a brilliant
victory, July 5, at Chippewa. The second engagement was at Lundy's Lane, within the sound of the
mighty cataract. Old man Lundy, whose lane was used for the purpose, said that it was one of the
bloodiest fights, by a good many gallons, that he ever attended. The battle was, however, barren of
results, the historian says, though really an American victory from the stand-point of the tactician
and professional gore-spiller.



In September, Sir George Prevost took twelve thousand veteran troops who had served under
Wellington, and started for Plattsburg. The ships of the British at the same time opened fire on the
nine-dollar American navy, and were almost annihilated. The troops under Prevost started in to
fight, but, learning of the destruction of the British fleet on Lake Champlain, Prevost fled like a
frightened fawn, leaving his sick and wounded and large stores of lime-juice, porridge, and
plum-pudding. The Americans, who had been living on chopped horse-feed and ginseng-root, took a week
off and gave themselves up to the false joys of lime-juice and general good feeling.
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HIS RAINBOW SMILE.


Along the coast the British destroyed everything they could lay their hands on; but perhaps the
rudest thing they did was to enter Washington and burn the Capitol, the Congressional library, and
the smoke-house in which President Madison kept his hams. Even now, when the writer is a guest of
some great English dignitary, and perhaps at table picking the "merry-thought" of a canvas-back
duck, the memory of this thing comes over him, and, burying his face in the costly napery, he gives
himself up to grief until kind words and a celery-glass-full of turpentine, or something, bring back
his buoyancy and rainbow smile. The hospitality and generous treatment of our English brother to
Americans now is something beautiful, unaffected, and well worth a voyage across the qualmy sea to
see, but when Cockburn burned down the Capitol and took the President's sugar-cured hams he did a
rude act.





The Episode of the Charter Oak




The  Colonies of Maine and New Hampshire were so closely associated with that of Massachusetts that
their history up to 1820 was practically the same.



Shortly after the landing of the Pilgrims, say two years or thereabouts, Gorges and Mason obtained
from England the grant of a large tract lying between the Merrimac and Kennebec Rivers. This patent
was afterwards dissolved, Mason taking what is now New Hampshire, and Gorges taking Maine. He
afterwards sold the State to Massachusetts for six thousand dollars. The growth of the State may be
noticed since that time, for one county cost more than that last November.



In 1820 Maine was separated from Massachusetts. Maine is noted for being the easternmost State in
the Union, and has been utilized by a number of eminent men as a birthplace. White-birch spools for
thread, Christmas-trees, and tamarack and spruce-gum are found in great abundance.
 It is the home of an industrious and peace-loving people. Bar Harbor is a cool place to go to in
summer-time and violate the liquor law of the State.
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SEDUCTIONS OF BAR HARBOR.



The Dutch were first to claim Connecticut. They built a trading-post at Hartford, where they swapped
bone collar-buttons with the Indians for beaver-and otter-skins. Traders from Plymouth who went up
the river were threatened by the
 Dutch, but they pressed on and established a post at Windsor.



In 1635, John Steele led a company "out west" to Hartford, and Thomas Hooker, a clergyman, followed
with his congregation, driving their stock before them. Hartford thus had quite a boom quite early
in the seventeenth century. The Dutch were driven out of the Connecticut Valley, and began to look
towards New York.
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PEQUOD INDIAN ON THE WAR-PATH.



Soon after this the Pequod War broke out. These Indians had hoped to form an alliance with the
Narragansetts, but Roger Williams prevented this by seeing the Narragansett chief personally. Thus
the Puritans had coals of fire heaped on their heads by their gentle pastor, until the odor of
burning hair could be detected as far away as New Haven.



The Pequods were thus compelled to fight alone, and Captain Mason by a coup d'etat surrounded
their camp before daylight and entered the palisades with the Indian picket, who cried out "Owanux!
Owanux!" meaning "Englishmen. Englishmen."
 Mason and his men killed these Pequods and burned their lodges to the ground. There has never been
a prosperous Pequod lodge since. Those who escaped to the forest were shot down like jack-rabbits as
they fled, and there has been no Pequoding done since that time.



The New Haven Colony was founded in 1638 by wealthy church members from abroad. They took the Bible
as their standard and statute. They had no other law. Only church members could vote, which was
different from the arrangements in New York City in after-years.
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GOVERNOR ANDROS.



The Connecticut Colony had a regular constitution, said to have been the first written constitution
ever adopted by the people, framed for the people by the people. It was at once prosperous, and soon
bought out the Saybrook Colony.



In 1662 a royal charter was obtained which united the two above colonies and guaranteed
 to the people the rights agreed upon by them. It amounted to a duly-authenticated independence. A
quarter of a century afterwards Governor Andros, in his other clothes and a reigning coat of red and
gold trimmings, marched into the Assembly and demanded this precious charter.



A long debate ensued, and, according to tradition, while the members of the Assembly stood around
the table taking a farewell look at the charter, one of the largest members of the house fell on the
governor's breast and wept so copiously on his shirt-frill that harsh words were used by his
Excellency; a general quarrel ensued, the lights went out, and when they were relighted the charter
was gone.



Captain Wadsworth had taken it and concealed it in a hollow tree, since called the Charter Oak.
After Andros was ejected from the Boston office, the charter was brought out again, and business
under it was resumed.



Important documents, however, should not be, as a general thing, secreted in trees. The author once
tried this while young, and when engaged to, or hoping to become engaged to, a dear one whose pa was
a singularly coarse man and who hated a young man who came as a lover at his daughter's feet with
nothing but a good education and his great big manly heart. He wanted a son-in-law with a brewery;
and so he bribed the boys
 of the neighborhood to break up a secret correspondence between the two young people and bring the
mail to him. This was the cause of many a heart-ache, and finally the marriage of the sweet young
lady to a brewer who was mortgaged so deeply that he wandered off somewhere and never returned.
Years afterwards the brewery needed repairs, and one of the large vats was found to contain all of
the missing man that would not assimilate with the beer,—viz., his watch. Quite a number of
people at that time quit the use of beer, and the author gave his hand in 
marriage to a wealthy young lady who was attracted by his gallantry and fresh young beauty.
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NYE'S CHARTER OAK.



Roger Williams now settled at Providence Plantation, where he was joined by Mrs. Hutchinson, who
also believed that the church and state should not be united, but that the state should protect the
church and that neither should undertake to boss the other. It was also held that religious
qualifications should not be required of political aspirants, also that no man should be required to
whittle his soul into a shape to fit the religious auger-hole of another.



This was the beginning of Rhode Island. She desired at once to join the New England Colony, but was
refused, as she had no charter. Plymouth claimed also to have jurisdiction over Rhode Island. This
was very much like Plymouth.



Having banished Roger Williams and Mrs. Hutchinson to be skinned by the Pequods and Narragansetts
over at Narragansett Pier, they went on about their business, flogging Quakers, also ducking old
women who had lumbago, and burning other women who would not answer affirmatively when asked, "Be
you a witch?"



Then when Roger began to make improvements and draw the attention of Eastern capital to Rhode Island
and to organize a State or Colony with a charter, Plymouth said, "Hold on, Roger: religiously we
have cast you out, to live on wild
 strawberries, clams, and Indians, but from a mercantile and political point of view you will please
notice that we have a string which you will notice is attached to your wages and discoveries."
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DUCKING OLD WOMEN.


Afterwards, however, Roger Williams obtained the necessary funds from admiring friends with which to
go to England and obtain a charter which united the Colonies yet gave to all the first official
right to liberty of conscience ever granted in Europe or America. Prior to that a man's conscience
had a brass collar on it with the royal arms engraved thereon, and was kept picketed out in the
king's grounds. The owner could go and look at it on Sundays, but he never had the use of it.



With the advent of freedom of political opinion, the individual use of the conscience has become
 popularized, and the time is coming when it will grow to a great size under our wise institutions
and fostering skies. Instead of turning over our consciences to the safety deposit company of a
great political party or religious organization and taking the key in our pocket, let us have
individual charge of this useful little instrument and be able finally to answer for its growth or
decay.
 

* * * * *



 The author wishes to extend his thanks for the use of books of reference used in the collection of
the foregoing facts; among them, How to Pay Expenses though Single, by a Social Leper, How to
Keep Well, by Methuselah, Humor of Early Days, by Job, Dangers of the Deep, by Noah, General
Peacefulness and Repose of the Dead Indian, by General Nelson A. Miles, Gulliver's Travels, and
Life and Public Services of the James Boys.
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NYE IN HIS FAMILY GALLERY.






Closing Chronicles




In  1876 the peaceful Sioux took an outing, having refused to go to their reservation in accordance
with the treaty made with the Great Father at Washington, D. C., and regular troops were sent
against them.
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MOVE ON, MAROON BROTHER, MOVE ON!


General Custer, with the 7th Regiment, led the advance, and General Terry aimed for the rear of the
children of the forest up the Big Horn. Here, on the 25th of June, without assistance, and with
 characteristic courage, General Custer attacked the enemy, sending Colonel Reno to fall on the rear
of the village.



Scarcely enough of Custer's own command with him at the time lived long enough to tell the story of
the battle. General Custer, his two brothers, and his nephew were among the dead. Reno held his
ground until reinforced, but Custer's troops were exterminated.



It is said that the Sioux rose from the ground like bunch-grass and swarmed up the little hill like
a pest of grasshoppers, mowing down the soldiers with the very newest and best weapons of warfare,
and leaving nothing at last but the robbed and mutilated bodies lying naked in the desolate land of
the Dakotah.



The Fenimore Cooper Indian is no doubt a brave and highly intellectual person, educated abroad,
refined and cultivated by foreign travel, graceful in the grub dance or scalp walk-around, yet
tender-hearted as a girl, walking by night fifty-seven miles in a single evening to warn his white
friends of danger. The Indian introduced into literature was a bronze Apollo who bathed almost
constantly and only killed white people who were unpleasant and coarse. He dressed in new and fresh
buckskins, with trimming of same, and his sable hair hung glossy and beautiful down the coppery
billows of muscles on his back.



The real Indian has the dead and unkempt hair of a busted buggy-cushion filled with hen feathers. He
lies, he steals, he assassinates, he mutilates, he tortures. He needs Persian powder long before he
needs the theology which abler men cannot agree upon. We can, in fact, only retain him as we do the
buffalo, so long as he complies with the statutes. But the red brother is on his way to join the
cave-bear, the three-toed horse, and the ichthyosaurus in the great fossil realm of the historic
past. Move on, maroon brother, move on!
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ON HIS WAY TO JOIN THE CAVE-BEAR, THE THREE-TOED HORSE, AND THE ICHTHYOSAURUS.


Rutherford B. Hayes and William A. Wheeler were nominated in the summer of 1876, and so close
 was the fight against Samuel J. Tilden and Thomas A. Hendricks that friends of the latter to this
day refer to the selection of Hayes and Wheeler by a joint Electoral Commission to whom the
contested election was referred, as a fraud and larceny on the part of the Republican party. It is
not the part of an historian, who is absolutely destitute of political principles, to pass judgment.
Facts have crept into this history, it is true, but no one could regret it more than the author; yet
there has been no bias or political prejudice shown, other than that reflected from the historical
sources whence information was necessarily obtained.



Hayes was chosen, and gave the country an unruffled, unbiased administration, devoid of frills, and
absolutely free from the appearance of hostility to any one. He was one of the most conciliatory
Presidents ever elected by Republican votes or counted in by a joint Electoral Commission.



He withdrew all troops from the South, and in several Southern States things wore a Democratic air
at once.



In 1873 Congress demonetized silver, and quite a number of business-men were demonetized at the same
time; so in 1878 silver was made a legal tender for all debts. As a result, in 1879 gold for the
first time in seventeen years sold at par.



Troubles arose in 1878 over the right to fish in the northeast waters, and the treaty at 
Washington resulted in an award to Great Britain of five million five hundred thousand dollars, with the
understanding that wasteful fishing should cease, and that as soon as either party got enough for a
mess he should go home, no matter how well the fish seemed to be biting.



The right to regulate Chinese immigration was given by treaty at Pekin, and ever since the Chinaman
has entered our enclosures in some mysterious way, made enough in a few years to live like a
potentate in China, and returned, leaving behind a pleasant memory and a chiffonnier here and there
throughout the country filled with scorched shirt-bosoms, acid-eaten collars, and white vests with
burglar-proof, ingrowing pockets in them.



The next nominations for President and Vice-President were James A. Garfield, of Ohio, and Chester
A. Arthur, of New York, on the Republican ticket, and Winfield S. Hancock, of Pennsylvania, and
William H. English, of Indiana, on the Democratic ticket. James B. Weaver was connected with this
campaign also. Who will tell us what he had to do with it? Can no one tell us what James B. Weaver
had to do with the campaign of 1881? Very well; I will tell you what he had to do with the campaign
of 1881.



He was the Presidential candidate on the Greenback ticket, but it was kept so quiet that
 I am not surprised to know that you did not hear about it.



After the inauguration of Garfield the investigation and annulling of star-route contracts
fraudulently obtained were carried out, whereby two million dollars' worth of these corrupt
agreements were rendered null and void.



On the morning of July 2, President Garfield was shot by a poor, miserable, unbalanced, and abnormal
growth whose name will not be discovered even in the appendix of this work. He was tried, convicted,
and sent squealing into eternity.



The President lingered patiently for two months and a half, when he died.
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A PERSON JUMPING FROM IT IS NOT ALWAYS KILLED.



After the accession of President Arthur, there occurred floods on the lower Mississippi, whereby one
hundred thousand people lost their homes. The administration was not in any way to blame for this.



In 1883 the Brooklyn Bridge across East River was completed and ready for jumping purposes. It was
regarded as a great engineering success at the time, but it is now admitted that it is not high
enough. A person jumping from it is not always killed.



The same year the Civil Service Bill became a law. It provides that competitive examinations shall
be made of certain applicants for office, whereby mail-carriers must prove that they know how to
teach school, and guards in United States penitentiaries are required to describe how to navigate a
ship.



Possibly recent improvements have been made by which the curriculum is more fitted to the crime, but
in the early operations of the law the janitor of a jail had to know what length shadow would be
cast by a pole 18 feet 6-1/4 inches high on the third day of July at 11 o'clock 30 min. and 20 sec.
standing on a knoll 35 feet 8-1/8 inches high, provided 8 men in 9 days can erect such a pole
working 8 hours per day.



In 1883 letter postage was reduced from three cents to two cents per half-ounce, and in 1885 to two
cents per ounce.



In 1884 Alaska was organized as a Territory, and after digging the snow out of Sitka, so that the
governor should not take cold in his system, it was made the seat of government.



Chinese immigration in 1882 was forbidden for ten years, and in 1884 a treaty with Mexico was made,
a copy of which is on file in the State Department, but not allowed to be loaned to the author for
use in this work.



Grover Cleveland and Thomas A. Hendricks were nominated and elected at the end of President Arthur's
term, running against James G. Blaine and John A. Logan, the Republican candidates, also Benjamin F.
Butler and A. M. West, of Mississippi, on the People's ticket, and John P. St. John and William
Daniel on the Prohibition ticket. St. John went home and kept bees, so that he could have honey to
eat on his Kansas locusts, and Daniel swore he would never enter the performing cage of immoral
political wild beasts again while reason remained on her throne.



In 1886 a Presidential succession law was passed, whereby on the death of the President and the
Vice-President the order of succession shall be the Secretary of State, the Secretary of the
Treasury, the Secretary of War, the Attorney-General, the Postmaster-General, and the Secretaries of
the Navy and of the Interior. This gives the Secretary of Agriculture an extremely remote and
rarefied chance at the Presidency. Still, he should be just as faithful to his trust as he would be
if he were nearer the throne.



May 4, 1886, occurred a terrible outbreak of
 Chicago Anarchists, whereby seven policemen sent to preserve order were killed by the bursting of
an Anarchist's bomb. The Anarchists were tried and executed, with the exception of Ling, who ate a
dynamite capsule and passed into rest having had his features, and especially his nose, blown in a
swift and earnest manner. Death resulted, and whiskers and beer-blossoms are still found embedded in
the stone walls of his cell. Those who attended the funeral say that Ling from a scenic point of
view was not a success.



Governor Altgeld, of Illinois, an amateur American, in the summer of 1893 pardoned two of the
Anarchists who had escaped death by imprisonment.



August 31, 1886, in Charleston, occurred several terrible earthquake shocks, which seriously damaged
the city and shocked and impaired the nerves and health of hundreds of people.



The noted heroism and pluck of the people of Charleston were never shown to greater advantage than
on this occasion.



Mr. Cleveland was again nominated, but was defeated by General Benjamin Harrison. Hon. James G.
Blaine, of Maine, was made Secretary of State, and Wm. Windom, a veteran financier, Secretary of the
Treasury. Secretary Windom's tragic death just as he had finished a most brilliant address to the
great capitalists of New York after
 their annual dinner and discussion at Delmonico's is, and will ever remain, while life lasts, a
most dramatic picture in the author's memory.



Personally, the administration of President Harrison will be long remembered for the number of
deaths among the families of the Executive and those of his Cabinet and friends.



Nebraska, the thirty-seventh State, was admitted March 1, 1867. The name signifies "Water Valley."
Colorado, the Centennial State, was the thirty-eighth. She was admitted July 1, 1876. Six other
States have been since admitted when the political sign was right. Still, they have not always stuck
by the party admitting them to the Union. This is the kind of ingratitude which sometimes leads to
the reformation of politicians supposed to have been dead in sin.



President Harrison's administration was a thoroughly upright and honest one, so far as it was
possible for it to be after his party had drifted into the musty catacombs of security in office and
the ship of state had become covered with large and expensive barnacles.



As we go to press, his successor, Grover Cleveland, in the first year of his second administration,
is paying a high price for fleeting fame, with the serious question of what to do with the relative
coinage of gold and silver, and the Democrats in Congress, for the first time in the history of the
 world, are referring each other with hot breath and flashing eye to the platform they adopted at
the National Convention.



Heretofore among the politicians a platform, like that on the railway cars, "is made for the purpose
of helping the party to get aboard, but not to ride on."



The Columbian Exposition and World's Fair at Chicago in the summer of 1893 eclipsed all former
Exhibitions, costing more and showing greater artistic taste, especially in its buildings, than
anything preceding it. Some gentle warfare resulted from a struggle over the question of opening the
"White City" on Sunday, and a great deal of bitterness was shown by those who opposed the opening
and who had for years favored the Sunday closing of Niagara. A doubtful victory was obtained by the
Sunday openers, for so many of the exhibitors closed their departments that visitors did not attend
on Sunday in paying quantities.



Against a thousand odds and over a thousand obstacles, especially the apprehension of Asiatic
cholera and the actual sudden appearance of a gigantic money panic, Chicago, heroic and victorious,
carried out her mighty plans and gave to the world an exhibition that won golden opinions from her
friends and stilled in dumb wonder the jealousy of her enemies.



In the mean time, the author begs leave to
 thank his readers for the rapt attention shown in perusing these earnest pages, and to apologize
for the tears of sympathy thoughtlessly wrung from eyes unused to weep, by the graphic word-painting
and fine education shown by the author.



It was not the intention of the writer to touch the fountain of tears and create wash-outs
everywhere, but sometimes tears do one good.



In closing, would it be out of place to say that the stringency of the money market is most
noticeable and most painful, and for that reason would it be too much trouble for the owner of this
book to refuse to loan it, thereby encouraging its sale and contributing to the comfort of a
deserving young man?



THE END.



The Close of the Revolution




The  atrocities introduced into this country by the Tories and Indians caused General Sullivan to go
out against the measly enemy, whip him near Elmira, and destroy the fields of corn and villages in
the Genesee country, where the Indian women were engaged in farming while their men-folks attended
to the massacre industry.



The weak point with the Americans seemed to be lack of a suitable navy. A navy costs money, and the
Colonists were poor. In 1775 they fitted out several swift sailing-vessels, which did good service.
Inside of five years they captured over five hundred ships, cruised among the British isles, and it
is reported that they captured war-vessels that were tied to the English wharves.
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GENERAL GATES'S PROPER CAREER.



Paul Jones had a method of running his vessel alongside the enemy's, lashing the two together, and
then having it out with the crew, generally winning in a canter. His idea in lashing the two ships
together was to have one good ship to ride home on. Generally it was the one he captured, while his
own, which was rotten, was allowed to go down. This was especially the case in the fight between the
Richard and the Serapis, September 23, 1779.



In 1780 the war was renewed in South Carolina. Charleston, after a forty days' siege, was forced to
surrender. Gates now took charge of the South, and also gave a sprinting exhibition at Camden, where
he was almost wiped off the face of the earth. He had only two troops left at the close of the
battle, and they could not keep up with Gates in the retreat. This battle and the retreat overheated
Gates and sowed the seeds of heart-disease, from which he never recovered. He should have chosen a
more peaceful life, such as the hen-traffic, or the growth of asparagus for the market.



Benedict Arnold has been severely reproached in history, but he was a brave soldier, and possibly
serving under Gates, who jealously kept him in the background, had a good deal to do with the little
European dicker which so darkened his brilliant career as a soldier.
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ARNOLD'S RECEPTION IN ENGLAND.


Unhappy man! He was not well received in England, and, though a brilliant man, was forced to sit in
a corner evening after evening and hear the English tell his humorous stories as their own.



The Carolinas were full of Tories, and opposition to English rule was practically abandoned in the
South for the time, with the exception of that made in a desultory swamp-warfare by the partisan
bands with such leaders as Marion, Sumter, and Pickens.



Two hundred thousand dollars of Continental money was the sum now out. Forty dollars of it would buy
one dollar's worth of groceries; but the grocer had to know the customer pretty well, and even then
it was more to accommodate than anything else that he sold at that price.



The British flooded the country with a counterfeit that was rather better-looking than the genuine:
so that by the time a man had paid six
 hundred dollars for a pair of boots, and the crooked bills had been picked out and others
substituted, it made him feel that starting a republic was a mighty unpopular job.



General Arnold had married a Tory lady, and lived in Philadelphia while recovering from his wounds
received at Quebec and Saratoga. He was rather a high roller, and ran behind, so that it is
estimated that his bills there per month required a peach-basket-full of currency with which to pay
them, as the currency was then quoted. Besides, Gates had worried him, and made him think that
patriotism was mostly politics. He was also overbearing, and the people of Philadelphia mobbed him
once. He was reprimanded gently by Washington, but Arnold was haughty and yet humiliated. He got
command of West Point, a very important place indeed, and then arranged with Clinton to swap it for
six thousand three hundred and fifteen pounds and a colonelcy in the English army.



Major Andre was appointed to confer with Arnold, and got off the ship Vulture to make his way to the
appointed place, but it was daylight by that time, and the Vulture, having been fired on, dropped
down the river. Andre now saw no way for him but to get back to New York; but at Tarrytown he was
met by three patriots, who caught his horse by the reins, and, though Andre
 tried to tip them, he did not succeed. They found papers on his person, among them a copy of
Punch,  which made them suspicious that he was not an American, and so he was tried and
hanged as a spy. This was one of the saddest features of the American Revolution, and should teach
us to be careful how we go about in an enemy's country, also to use great care in selecting and
subscribing for papers.



In 1781, Greene, who succeeded Gates, took charge of the two thousand ragged and bony troops.
January 17 he was attacked at Cowpens by Tarleton. The militia fell back, and the English made a
grand charge, supposing victory to be within reach. But the wily and foxy troops turned at thirty
yards and gave the undertaking business a boom that will never be forgotten.



Morgan was in command of the Colonial forces. He went on looking for more regulars to kill, but soon
ran up against Cornwallis the surrenderer.



General Greene now joined Morgan, and took charge of the retreat. At the Yadkin River they crossed
over ahead of Cornwallis, when it began for to rain. When Cornwallis came to the river he found it
so swollen and restless that he decided not to cross. Later he crossed higher up, and made for the
fords of the Dan at thirty miles a day, to head off the Americans. Greene beat him, however, by a
length, and saved his troops.



The writer has seen the place on the Yadkin where Cornwallis decided not to cross. It was one of the
pivotal points of the war, and is of about medium height.



A fight followed at Guilford Court-House, where the Americans were driven back, but the enemy got
thinned out so noticeably that Cornwallis decided to retreat. He went back to Washington on a Bull
Run schedule, without pausing even for feed or water. Cornwallis was greatly agitated, and the coat
he wore at the time, and now shown in the Smithsonian Institution, shows distinctly the marks made
where the Colonists played checkers on the tail.



The battle of Eutaw Springs, September 8, also greatly reduced the British forces at that point.



Arnold conducted a campaign into Virginia, and was very brutal about it, killing a great many people
who were strangers to him, and who had never harmed him, not knowing him, as the historian says,
from "Adam's off ox."



Cornwallis in this Virginia and Southern trip destroyed ten million dollars' worth of property, and
then fortified himself at Yorktown.



Washington decided to besiege Yorktown, and, making a feint to fool Clinton, set out for that place,
visiting Mount Vernon en route after an absence of six and a half years, though only
 stopping two days. Washington was a soldier in the true sense, and, when a lad, was given a little
hatchet by his father. George cut down some cherry-trees with this, in order to get the cherries
without climbing the trees. One day his father discovered that the trees had been cut down, and
spoke of it to the lad.



"Yes," said George, "I did it with my little hatchet; but I would rather cut down a thousand
cherry-trees and tell the truth about it than be punished for it."



"Well said, my brave boy!" exclaimed the happy father as he emptied George's toy bank into his
pocket in payment for the trees. "You took the words right out of my mouth."
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GEORGE'S FATHER TAKING PAY FOR THE CHERRY-TREES.


In speaking of the siege of Yorktown, the historian says, "The most hearty good will prevailed."
What more could you expect of a siege than that?



Cornwallis capitulated October 19. It was the most artistic capitulation he had ever given. The
troops were arranged in two lines facing each other, British
 and American with their allies the French under Rochambeau.



People came from all over the country who had heard of Cornwallis and his wonderful genius as a
capitulator. They came for miles, and brought their lunches with them; but the general, who felt an
unnecessary pique towards Washington, refused to take part in the exercises himself, claiming that
by the advice of his physicians he would have to remain in his tent, as they feared that he had
over-capitulated himself already. He therefore sent his sword by General O'Hara, and Washington
turned it over to Lincoln, who had been obliged to surrender to the English at Charleston.
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CORNWALLIS SENDING HIS SWORD BY GENERAL O'HARA.


The news reached Philadelphia in the night, and when the watchman cried, "Past two o'clock, and
Cornwallis is taken!" the people arose and went and prayed and laughed like lunatics, for they
regarded the war as virtually ended. The old door-keeper of Congress died of delight. Thanks were
returned to Almighty God, and
 George Washington's nomination was a sure thing.



England decided that whoever counselled war any further was a public enemy, and Lord North, then
prime minister, when he heard of the surrender of Cornwallis through a New York paper, exclaimed,
"Oh, God! it is all over!"



Washington now showed his sagacity in quelling the fears of the soldiers regarding their back pay.
He was invited to become king, but, having had no practice, and fearing that he might run against a
coup d'etat or faux pas,  he declined, and spoke kindly against taking violent
measures.



In 1783, September 3, a treaty of peace was signed in Paris, and Washington, delivering the most
successful farewell address ever penned, retired to Mount Vernon, where he began at once to enrich
his farm with the suggestions he had received during his absence, and to calmly take up the life
that had been interrupted by the tedious and disagreeable war.



The country was free and independent, but, oh, how ignorant it was about the science of government!
The author does not wish to be personal when he states that the country at that time did not know
enough about affairs to carry water for a circus elephant.



It was heavily in debt, with no power to raise money. New England refused to pay her poll-tax,
 and a party named Shays directed his hired man to overturn the government; but a felon broke out on
his thumb, and before he could put it down the crisis was averted and the country saved.
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WASHINGTON BEGAN AT ONCE TO ENRICH HIS FARM.



Contrasts with the Present Day



Here  it may be well to speak briefly of the contrast between the usages and customs of the period
preceding the Revolution, and the present day. Some of these customs and regulations have improved
with the lapse of time, others undoubtedly have not.



Two millions of people constituted the entire number of whites, while away to the westward the red
brother extended indefinitely. Religiously they were Protestants, and essentially they were "a
God-fearing people." Taught to obey a power they were afraid of, they naturally turned with delight
to the service of a God whose genius in the erection of a boundless and successful hell challenged
their admiration and esteem. So, too, their own executions of Divine laws were successful as they
gave pain, and the most beautiful features of Christianity,—namely, love and
charity,—according to history, were not cultivated very much.



There were in New England at one time twelve offences punishable with death, and in Virginia
 seventeen. This would indicate that the death-penalty is getting unpopular very fast, and that in
the contiguous future humane people will wonder why murder should have called for murder, in this
brainy, charitable, and occult age, in which man seems almost able to pry open the future and catch
a glimpse of Destiny underneath the great tent that has heretofore held him off by means of death's
prohibitory rates.
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THE TOWN WATCHMAN


In Hartford people had to get up when the town watchman rang his bell. The affairs of the family,
and private matters too numerous to mention, were regulated by the selectmen. The catalogues of
Harvard and Yale were regulated according to the standing of the family as per record in the old
country, and not as per bust measurement and merit, as it is to-day.



Scolding women, however, were gagged and tied to their front doors, so that the populace could bite
its thumb at them, and hired girls received fifty dollars a year, with the understanding that they
were not to have over two days out each week, except Sun
day and the days they had to go and see their "sick sisters."



Some cloth-weaving was indulged in, and homespun was the principal material used for clothing. Mrs.
Washington had sixteen spinning-wheels in her house. Her husband often wore homespun while at home,
and on rainy days sometimes placed a pair of home-made trousers of the barn-door variety in the
Presidential chair.



Money was very scarce, and ammunition very valuable. In 1635 musket-balls passed for farthings, and
to see a New England peasant making change with the red brother at thirty yards was a common and
delightful scene.



The first press was set up in Cambridge in 1639, with the statement that it "had come to stay."
Books printed in those days were mostly sermons filled with the most comfortable assurance that the
man who let loose his intellect and allowed it to disbelieve some very difficult things would be
essentially——well, I hate to say right here in a book what would happen to him.
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BOOKS FILLED WITH ASSURANCES OF FUTURE DAMNATION.


The first daily paper, called The Federal Orrery,  was issued three hundred years after
Columbus discovered America. It was not popular, and
killed off the news-boys who tried to call it on the streets: so it perished.



There was a public library in New York, from which books were loaned at fourpence ha'penny per week.
New York thus became very early the seat of learning, and soon afterwards began to abuse the site
where Chicago now stands.



Travel was slow, the people went on horseback or afoot, and when they could go by boat it was
regarded as a success. Wagons finally made the trip from New York to Philadelphia in the wild time
of forty-eight hours, and the line was called The Flying Dutchman, or some other euphonious name.
Benjamin Franklin, whose biography occurs in Chapter XV., was then Postmaster-General.



He was the first bald-headed man of any prominence in the history of America. He and his daughter
Sally took a trip in a chaise, looking over the entire system, and going to all offices. Nothing
pleased the Postmaster-General like quietly slipping into a place like Sandy Bottom and catching the
postmaster reading over the postal cards and committing them to memory.



Calfskin shoes up to the Revolution were the exclusive property of the gentry, and the rest wore
cowhide and were extremely glad to mend them themselves. These were greased every week with tallow,
and could be worn on either
 foot with impunity. Rights and lefts were never thought of until after the Revolutionary War, but
to-day the American shoe is the most symmetrical, comfortable, and satisfactory shoe made in the
world. The British shoe is said to be more comfortable. Possibly for a British foot it is so, but
for a foot containing no breathing-apparatus or viscera it is somewhat roomy and clumsy.
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CAUGHT BY FRANKLIN READING POSTAL CARDS.



Farmers and laborers of those days wore green or red baize in the shape of jackets, and their
breeches were made of leather or bed-ticking. Our ancestors dressed plainly, and a man who
 could not make over two hundred pounds per year was prohibited from dressing up or wearing lace
worth over two shillings per yard. It was a pretty sad time for literary men, as they were thus
compelled to wear clothing like the common laborers.



Lord Cornwallis once asked his aidy kong why the American poet always had such an air of listening
as if for some expected sound. "I give it up," retorted the aidy kong. "It is," said Lord
Cornwallis, as he took a large drink from a jug which he had tied to his saddle, "because he is
trying to see if he cannot hear his bed-ticking." On the following day he surrendered his army, and
went home to spring his bon-mot on George III.



Yet the laws were very stringent in other respects besides apparel. A man was publicly whipped for
killing a fowl on the Sabbath in New England. In order to keep a tavern and sell rum, one had to be
of good moral character and possess property, which was a good thing. The names of drunkards were
posted up in the alehouses, and the keepers forbidden to sell them liquor. No person under twenty
years of age could use tobacco in Connecticut without a physician's order, and no one was allowed to
use it more than once a day, and then not within ten miles of any house. It was a common thing to
see large picnic-parties going out into the backwoods of Connecticut to smoke.



(Will the reader excuse me a moment while I light up a peculiarly black and redolent pipe?)
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LORD CORNWALLIS'S CONUNDRUM.



Only the gentry were called Mr. and Mrs. This included the preacher and his wife. A friend of mine
who is one of the gentry of this century got on the trail of his ancestry last spring, and traced
them back to where they were not allowed to be called Mr. and Mrs., and, fearing he would fetch up
in Scotland Yard if he kept on, he slowly unrolled the bottoms of his trousers, got a job on the
railroad, and since then his friends are gradually returning to him. He is well pleased now,
 and looks humbly gratified even if you call him a gent.



The Scriptures were literally interpreted, and the Old Testament was read every morning, even if the
ladies fainted.



The custom yet noticed sometimes in country churches and festive gatherings of placing the males and
females on opposite sides of the room was originated not so much as a punishment to both, as to give
the men an opportunity to act together when the red brother felt ill at ease.



I am glad the red brother does not molest us nowadays, and make us sit apart that way. Keep away,
red brother; remain on your reservation, please, so that the pale-face may sit by the loved one and
hold her little soft hand during the sermon.



Church services meant business in those days. People brought their dinners and had a general
penitential gorge. Instrumental music was proscribed, as per Amos fifth chapter and twenty-third
verse, and the length of prayer was measured by the physical endurance of the performer.



The preacher often boiled his sermon down to four hours, and the sexton up-ended the hourglass each
hour. Boys who went to sleep in church were sand-bagged, and grew up to be border murderers.



New York people were essentially Dutch.
 New York gets her Santa Claus, her doughnuts, crullers, cookies, and many of her odors, from the
Dutch. The New York matron ran to fine linen and a polished door-knocker, while the New England
housewife spun linsey-woolsey and knit "yarn mittens" for those she loved.



Philadelphia was the largest city in the United States, and was noted for its cleanliness and
generally sterling qualities of mind and heart, its Sabbath trance and clean white door-steps.



The Southern Colonies were quite different from those of the North. In place of thickly-settled
towns there were large plantations with African villages near the house of the owner. The proprietor
was a sort of country squire, living in considerable comfort for those days. He fed and clothed
everybody, black or white, who lived on the estate, and waited patiently for the colored people to
do his work and keep well, so that they would be more valuable. The colored people were blessed with
children at a great rate, so that at this writing, though voteless, they send a large number of
members to Congress. This cheers the Southern heart and partially recoups him for his chickens. (See
Appendix.)



The South then, as now, cured immense quantities of tobacco, while the North tried to cure those who
used it.



Washington was a Virginian. He packed his
 own flour with his own hands, and it was never inspected. People who knew him said that the only
man who ever tried to inspect Washington's flour was buried under a hill of choice watermelons at
Mount Vernon.



Along the James and Rappahannock the vast estates often passed from father to son according to the
law of entail, and such a thing as a poor man "prior to the war" must have been unknown.
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NOT RICH BEFORE THE WAR.


Education, however, flourished more at the North, owing partly to the fact that the people lived
more in communities. Governor Berkeley of Virginia was opposed to free schools from the start, and
said, "I thank God there are no free schools nor printing-presses here, and I hope we shall not have
them these hundred years." His prayer has been answered.
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The Critical Period




Ethan Allen  and Benedict Arnold on the 10th of May led two small companies to Ticonderoga, a strong
fortress tremendously fortified, and with its name also across the front door. Ethan Allen, a brave
Vermonter born in Connecticut, entered the sally-port, and was shot at by a guard whose musket
failed to report. Allen entered and demanded the surrender of the fortress.



"By whose authority?" asked the commandant.



"By the authority of the Great Jehovah and the Continental Congress," said Allen, brandishing his
naked sword at a great rate.



"Very well," said the officer: "if you put it on those grounds, all right, if you will excuse the
appearance of things. We were just cleaning up, and everything is by the heels here."



"Never mind," said Allen, who was the soul of politeness. "We put on no frills at home, and so we
are ready to take things as we find them."



The Americans therefore got a large amount of munitions of war, both here and at Crown Point.



General Washington was now appointed commander-in-chief of all the troops at the second session of
the Continental Congress. On his arrival at Boston there were only fourteen thousand men. He took
command under the historic elm at Cambridge. He was dressed in a blue broadcloth coat with flaps and
revers of same, trimmed with large beautiful buttons. He also wore buff small-clothes, with openings
at the sides where pockets are now put in, but at that time given up to space. They were made in
such a way as to prevent the naked eye from discovering at once whether he was in advance or
retreat. He also wore silk stockings and a cocked hat.



The lines of Dryden starting off "Mark his majestic fabric" were suggested by his appearance and
general style. He always dressed well and rode a good horse, but at Valley Forge frosted his feet
severely, and could have drawn a pension, "but no," said he, "I can still work at light employment,
like being President, and so I will not ask for a pension."



Each soldier had less than nine cartridges, but Washington managed to keep General Gage penned up in
Boston, and, as Gage knew very few people there, it was a dull winter for him.



The boys of Boston had built snow hills on the Common, and used to slide down them to the ice below,
but the British soldiers tore down their
 coasting-places and broke up the ice on the pond.



They stood it a long time, rebuilding their playground as often as it was torn down, until the
spirit of American freedom could endure it no longer. They then organized a committee consisting of
eight boys who were noted for their great philosophical research, and with Charles Sumner Muzzy, the
eloquent savant from Milk Street, as chairman, the committee started for General Gage's
head-quarters, to confer with him regarding the matter.



[image: [Illustration]]


INTELLECTUAL TRIUMPH OF THE YOUTH OF BOSTON OVER GENERAL GAGE.


In the picture Mr. Muzzy is seen addressing General Gage. The boy in the centre with the colored
glasses is Marco Bozzaris Cobb, who discovered and first brought into use the idea of putting New
Orleans molasses into Boston brown bread. To the left of Mr. Cobb is Mr. Jehoab Nye, who afterwards
became the Rev. Jehoab Nye and worked with heart and voice for over eight of the best years of his
life against the immorality of the codfish-ball, before he learned of its true relations towards
society.



Above and between these two stands Whomsoever J. Opper, who wrote "How to make the Garden Pay" and
"What Responsible Person will see that my Grave is kept green?" In the background we see the tall
form of Wherewithal G. Lumpy, who introduced the Pompadour hair-cut into Massachusetts and grew up
to be a great man with enlarged joints but restricted ideas.



Charles Sumner Muzzy addressed General Gage at some length, somewhat to the surprise of Gage, who
admitted in a few well-chosen words that the committee was right, and that if he had his way about
it there should be no more trouble.



Charles was followed by Marco Bozzaris Cobb, who spoke briefly of the boon of liberty, closing as
follows: "We point with pride, sir, to the love of freedom, which is about the only excitement we
have. We love our country, sir, whether we
 love anything else much or not. The distant wanderer of American birth, sir, pines for his country.
'Oh, give me back,' he goes on to say, 'my own fair land across the bright blue sea, the land of
beauty and of worth, the bright land of the free, where tyrant foot hath never trod, nor bigot
forged a chain. Oh, would that I were safely back in that bright land again!'"



Mr. Wherewithal G. Lumpy said he had hardly expected to be called upon, and so had not prepared
himself, but this occasion forcibly brought to his mind the words also of the poet, "Our country
stands," said he, "with outstretched hands appealing to her boys; from them must flow her weal or
woe, her anguish or her joys. A ship she rides on human tides which rise and sink anon: each giant
wave may prove her grave, or bear her nobly on. The friends of right, with armor bright, a valiant
Christian band, through God her aid may yet be made, a blessing to our land."



[image: [Illustration]]


GENERAL GAGE THINKING IT OVER.


General Gage was completely overcome, and asked for a moment to go apart and think it over, which he
did, returning
 with an air which reminded one of "Ten Nights in a Bar-Room."



"You may go, my brave boys; and be assured that if my troops molest you in the future, or anywhere
else, I will overpower them and strew the Common with their corses.



"Of corse he will," said the hairy boy to the right of Whomsoever J. Opper, who afterwards became
the father of a lad who grew up to be editor of the Persiflage column of the Atlantic
Monthly.



Thus the boys of America impressed General Gage with their courage and patriotism and grew up to be
good men.



An expedition to Canada was fitted out the same winter, and an attack made on Quebec, in which
General Montgomery was killed and Benedict Arnold showed that he was a brave soldier, no matter how
the historian may have hopped on him afterwards.



The Americans should not have tried to take Canada. Canada was, as Henry Clay once said, a persimmon
a trifle too high for the American pole, and it is the belief of the historian, whose tears have
often wet the pages of this record, that in the future Canada will be what America is now, a free
country with a national debt of her own, a flag of her own, an executive of her own, and a regular
annual crisis of her own, like other nations.



In 1776 Boston was evacuated. Washington, in order to ascertain whether Lord Howe had a call to
fish, cut bait, or go ashore, began to fortify Dorchester Heights, March 17, and on the following
morning he was not a little surprised to note the change. As the weather was raw, and he had been
in-doors a good deal during the winter, Lord Howe felt the cold very keenly. He went to the window
and looked at the Americans, but he would come back chilly and ill-tempered to the fire each time.
Finally he hitched up and went away to Halifax, where he had acquaintances.
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LORD HOW FELT THE COLD VERY KEENLY.


On June 28 an attack was made by the English on Fort Moultrie. It was built of palmetto logs, which
are said to be the best thing in the world to shoot into if one wishes to recover the balls and use
them again. Palmetto logs accept and retain balls for many years, and are therefore good for forts.



When the fleet got close enough to the fort so that the brave Charlestonians could see the
expression on the admiral's face, they turned loose
 with everything they had, grape, canister, solid shot, chain-shot, bar-shot, stove-lids,
muffin-irons, newspaper cuts, etc., etc., so that the decks were swept of every living thing except
the admiral.
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JEFFERSON DICTATING THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE.


General Clinton by land tried to draw the attention of the rear gunners of the fort, but he was a
poor draughtsman, and so retired, and both the land and naval forces quit Charleston and went to New
York, where board was not so high.



July 4 was deemed a good time to write a Declaration of Independence and have it read in the grove.



Richard Henry Lee, of Virginia, moved that "the United Colonies are, and of right ought to be, free
and Independent states." John Adams, of Massachusetts, seconded the resolution. This was passed July
2, and the report of the committee appointed to draw up a Declaration of Independence was adopted
July 4.




The Declaration was dictated by Thomas Jefferson, who wrote the most melodious English of any
American of his time.



Jefferson had a vocabulary next to Noah Webster, with all the dramatic power of Dan. He composed the
piece one evening after his other work. We give a facsimile of the opening lines.



Philadelphia was a scene of great excitement. The streets were thronged, and people sat down on the
nice clean door-steps with perfect
 recklessness, although the steps had just been cleaned with ammonia and wiped off with a
chamois-skin. It was a day long to be remembered, and one that made George III. wish that he had
reconsidered his birth.



In the steeple of the old State-House was a bell which had fortunately upon it the line "Proclaim
liberty throughout all the land unto all the inhabitants thereof." It was rung by the old man in
charge, though he had lacked faith up to that moment in Congress. He believed that Congress would
not pass the resolution and adopt the Declaration till after election.
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RINGING THE LIBERTY BELL.


Thus was the era of good feeling inaugurated both North and South. There was no North then, no
South, no East, no West; just one common country, with Washington acting as father of same. Oh, how
nice it must have been!



Washington was one of the sweetest men in the United States. He gave his hand in marriage to a widow
woman who had two children and a dark red farm in Virginia.





More Difficulties Straightened Out




Van Buren,  the eighth President, was unfortunate in taking the helm as the financial cyclone struck
the country. This was brought about by scarcity of funds more than anything else. Business-men would
not pay their debts, and, though New York was not then so large as at present, one hundred million
dollars were lost in sixty days in this way.
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FITTED IN PARIS AT GREAT EXPENSE.


The government had required the payments for public lands to be made in coin, and so the Treasury
had plenty of gold and silver, while business had nothing to work with. Speculation also had
 made a good many snobs who had sent their gold and silver abroad for foreign luxuries, also some
paupers who could not do so. When a man made some money from the sale of rural lots he had his hats
made abroad, and his wife had her dresses fitted in Paris at great expense. Confidence was
destroyed, and the air was heavy with failures and apprehension of more failures to come.



The Canadians rebelled against England, and many of our people wanted to unite with Canada against
the mother-country, but the police would not permit them to do so. General Scott was sent to the
frontier to keep our people from aiding the Canadians.
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LORD ASHBURTON AND DANIEL WEBSTER.



There was trouble in the Northeast over the boundary between Maine and New
 Brunswick, but it was settled by the commissioners, Daniel Webster and Lord Ashburton. Webster was
a smart man and a good extemporaneous speaker.



Van Buren failed of a re-election, as the people did not fully endorse his administration.
Administrations are not generally endorsed where the people are unable to get over six pounds of
sugar for a dollar.



General Harrison, who followed in 1841, died soon after choosing his Cabinet, and his
Vice-President, John Tyler, elected as a Whig, proceeded to act as President, but not as a Whig
President should. His party passed a bill establishing the United States Bank, but Tyler vetoed it,
and the men who elected him wished they had been as dead as Rameses was at the time.



Dorr's justly celebrated rebellion in Rhode Island was an outbreak resulting from restricting the
right of suffrage to those who owned property. A new Constitution was adopted, and Dorr chosen as
Governor. He was not recognized, and so tried to capture the seat while the regular governor was at
tea. He got into jail for life, but was afterwards pardoned out and embraced the Christian religion.



In 1844 the Anti-Rent War in the State of New York broke out among those who were tenants of the old
"Patroon Estates." These men, dis
guised as Indians, tarred and feathered those who paid rent, and killed the collectors who were sent
to them. In 1846 the matter was settled by the military.
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TARRED AND FEATHERED FOR PAYING RENT.



In 1840 the Mormons had settled at Nauvoo, Illinois. They were led by Joseph Smith, and not only
proposed to run a new kind of religion, but introduced polygamy into it. The people who lived near
them attacked them, killed Smith, and drove the Mormons to Iowa, opposite Omaha.



In 1844 occurred the building of the magnetic telegraph, invented by Samuel F. B. Morse. The line
was from Baltimore to Washington, or vice versa, —authorities failing to agree on this
matter. It cost thirty thousand dollars, and the boys who
 delivered the messages made more out of it then than the stockholders did.



Fulton having invented and perfected the steamboat in 1805 and started the Clermont on the North
River at the dizzy rate of five miles per hour, and George Stephenson having in 1814 made the first
locomotive to run on a track, the people began to feel that theosophy was about all they needed to
place them on a level with the seraphim and other astral bodies.
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THE MESSENGER-BOYS MADE MORE OUT OF IT THAN THE STOCK-HOLDERS.



Texas had, under the guidance of Sam Houston, obtained her independence from Mexico, and asked for
admission to the Union. Congress at first rejected her, fearing that the Texas people lacked
cultivation, being so far away from the thought-ganglia of the East, also fearing a war with Mexico;
but she was at last admitted, and now every one is glad of it.



The Whigs were not in favor of the admission of Texas, and made that the issue of the following
campaign, Henry Clay leading his party to a hospitable grave in the fall. James K. Polk, a Democrat,
was elected. His rallying cry was, "I am a Democrat."



The Mexican War now came on. General Taylor's army met the enemy first at Palo Alto, where he ran
across the Mexicans six thousand strong, and, though he had but two thousand men, drove them back,
only losing nine men. This was the most economical battle of the war.



The next afternoon he met the enemy at Resaca de la Palma, and whipped him in the time usually
required to ejaculate the word "scat!"



Next General Taylor proceeded against Monterey, September 24, and with six thousand men attacked the
strongly-fortified city, which held ten thousand troops. The Americans avoided the heavy fire as
well as possible by entering the city and securing rooms at the best hotel, leaving word at the
office that they did not wish to be disturbed by the enemy. In fact, the soldiers did dig their way
through from house to house to avoid the volleys from the windows, and thus fought to within a
square of the Grand Plaza, when the city surrendered. The Grand Plaza is generally a sandy vacant
lot, where Mexicans sell tamales made of the highly-peppered but tempting cutlets of the
Mexican hairless dog.



The battle of Buena Vista took place February 23, 1847, General Santa Anna commanding the Mexicans.
He had twenty thousand men, and General Taylor's troops were reduced in numbers. The fight was a hot
one, lasting all day,
 and the Americans were saved by Bragg's artillery. Bragg used the old Colonial method of rolling
his guns up to the nose of the enemy and then discharging an iron-foundry into his midst. This
disgusted the enemy so that General Santa Anna that evening took the shreds of his army and went
away.
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THE FIGHT WAS A HOT ONE.



General Kearney was sent to take New Mexico and California. His work consisted mainly in marching
for General Fremont, who had been surveying a new route to Oregon, and had with sixty men been so
successful that on the arrival of Kearney, with the aid of Commodores Sloat and Stockton, California
was captured, and has given general satisfaction to every one.



In March, 1847, General Scott, with twelve thousand men, bombarded Vera Cruz four days,
 and at the end of that time the city was surrendered.



At Cerro Gordo, a week later, Scott overtook the enemy under General Santa Anna, and made such a
fierce attack that the Mexicans were completely routed. Santa Anna left his leg on the field of
battle and rode away on a pet mule named Charlotte Corday. The leg was preserved and taken to the
Smithsonian Institute. It is made of second-growth hickory, and has a brass ferrule and a rubber
eraser on the end. General Taylor afterwards taunted him with this incident, and, though greatly
irritated, Santa Anna said there was no use trying to kick.



Puebla resisted not, and the army marched into the city of Mexico August 7. The road was rendered
disagreeable by strong fortifications and thirty thousand men who were not on good terms with Scott.
The environments and suburbs one after another were taken, and a parley for peace ensued, during
which the Mexicans were busy fortifying some more on the quiet.



September 8 the Americans made their assault, and carried the outworks one by one. Then the castle
of Chapultepec was stormed. First the outer works were scaled, which made them much more desirable,
and the moat was removed by means of a stomach-pump and blotting-pad, and then the escarpment was
up-ended, the Don John
 tower was knocked silly by a solid shot, and the castle capitulated.



Thus on the 14th of September the old flag floated over the court-house of Mexico, and General Scott
ate his tea in the palace of the Montezumas. Peace was declared February 2, 1848, and the United
States owned the vast country southward to the Gila (pronounced Heeler) and west to the Pacific
Ocean.



The Wilmot Proviso was invented by David Wilmot, a poor, struggling member of Congress, who moved
that in any territory acquired by the United States slavery should be prohibited except upon the
advice of a physician. The motion was lost.



Gold was discovered in the Sacramento Valley in August, 1848, by a workman who was building a
mill-race. A struggle ensued over this ground as to who should own the race. It threatened to
terminate in a race war, but was settled amicably.



In eighteen months one hundred thousand people went to the scene. Thousands left their skeletons
with the red brother, and other thousands left theirs on the Isthmus of Panama or on the cruel
desert. Many married men went who had been looking a long time for some good place to go to. Leaving
their wives with ill-concealed relief, they started away through a country filled with death, to
reach a country they knew not of.
 Some died en route,  others were hanged, and still others became the heads of new families.
Some came back and carried water for their wives to wash clothing for their neighbors.
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SOME CAME BACK AND CARRIED WATER FOR THEIR WIVES TO WASH CLOTHING.



It was a long hard trip then across the plains. One of the author's friends at the age of thirteen
years drove a little band of cows from the State of Indiana to Sacramento. He says he would not do
it again for anything. He is now a man, and owns a large prune-orchard in California, and people
tell him he is getting too stout, and that he ought to exercise more, and that he ought to walk
every day several miles; but he shakes his head, and says, "No, I will not walk any to-day, and
possibly not to-morrow or the day following. Do not come to me and refer to taking a walk: I have
tried
that. Possibly you take me for a dromedary; but you are wrong. I am a fat man, and may die suddenly
some day while lacing up my shoes, but when I go anywhere I ride."



When he got to Sacramento, where gold was said to be so plentiful, he was glad to wash dishes for
his board, and he went and hired himself out to a citizen of that country, and he sent him into the
fields for to feed swine, and he would fain have filled his system with the California peaches which
the swine did eat, and he began to be in want, and no man gave unto him, and if he had spent his
substance in riotous living, he said, it would have been different.



About thirty years after that he arose and went unto his father, and carried his dinner with him,
also a government bond and a new suit of raiment for the old gentleman.



I do not know what we should learn from this.





Last Year of the Disagreeable War




General Grant  was now in command of all the Union troops, and in 1864-5 the plan of operation was to
prevent the junction of the Confederates,—General Grant seeking to interest the army in
Virginia under General Lee, and General Sherman the army of General Joseph E. Johnston in Georgia.



Sherman started at once, and came upon Johnston located on almost impregnable hills all the way to
Atlanta. The battles of Dalton, Resaca, Dallas, Lost Mountain, and Kenesaw Mountain preceded
Johnston's retreat to the intrenchments of Atlanta, July 10, Sherman having been on the move since
early in May, 1864.



Jefferson Davis, disgusted with Johnston, placed Hood in command, who made three heroic attacks upon
the Union troops, but was repulsed. Sherman now gathered fifteen days' rations from the neighbors,
and, throwing his forces across Hood's line of supplies, compelled him to evacuate the city.



The historian says that Sherman was entirely
 supplied from Nashville via railroad during this trip, but the author knows of his own
personal knowledge that there were times when he got his fresh provisions along the road.



[image: [Illustration]]


GETTING FRESH PROVISIONS ALONG THE ROAD.



This expedition cost the Union army thirty thousand men and the Confederates thirty-five thousand.
Besides, Georgia was the Confederacy, so far as arms, grain, etc., were concerned. Sherman
attributed much of his success to the fact that he could repair and operate the railroad so rapidly.
Among his men were Yankee machinists and engineers, who were as necessary as courageous fighters.



"We are held here during many priceless hours," said the general, "because the enemy has spoiled
this passenger engine. Who knows any thing about repairing an engine?"



"I do," said a dusty tramp in blue. "I can repair this one in an hour."



"What makes you think so?"



"Well, I made it."



This was one of the strong features of Sherman's army. Among the hundred thousand who composed it
there were so many active brains and skilled hands that the toot of the engine caught the heels of
the last echoing shout of the battle.



Learning that Hood proposed to invade Tennessee, Sherman prepared to march across Georgia to the
sea, and if necessary to tramp through the Atlantic States.



Hood was sorry afterwards that he invaded Tennessee. He shut Thomas up in Nashville after a battle
with Schofield, and kept the former in-doors for two weeks, when all of a sudden Thomas exclaimed,
"Air! air! give me air!" and came out, throwing Hood into headlong flight, when the Union cavalry
fell on his rear, followed by the infantry, and the forty thousand Confederates became a scattered
and discouraged mob spread out over several counties.



The burning of Atlanta preceded Sherman's march, and, though one of the saddest features of
 the war, was believed to be a military necessity. Those who declare war hoping to have a summer's
outing thereby may live to regret it for many bitter years.



On November 16, Sherman started, his army moving in four columns, constituting altogether a column
of fire by night, and a pillar of cloud and dust by day. Kilpatrick's cavalry scoured the country
like a mass meeting of ubiquitous little black Tennessee hornets.



In five weeks Sherman had marched three hundred miles, had destroyed two railroads, had stormed Fort
McAllister, and had captured Savannah.



On the 5th and 6th of May, 1864, occurred the battle of the Wilderness, near the old battleground of
Chancellorsville. No one could describe it, for it was fought in the dense woods, and the two days
of useless butchery with not the slightest signs of civilized warfare sickened both armies, and,
with no victory for either, they retired to their intrenchments.



Grant, instead of retreating, however, quietly passed the flank of the Confederates and started for
Spottsylvania Court-House, where a battle occurred May 8-12.



Here the two armies fought five days without any advantage to either. It was at this time that Grant
sent his celebrated despatch stating that he
 "proposed to fight it out on this line if it took all summer."



Finally he sought to turn Lee's right flank. June 8, the battle of Cold Harbor followed this
movement. The Union forces were shot down in the mire and brush by Lee's troops, now snugly in out
of the wet, behind the Cold Harbor defences. One historian says that in twenty minutes ten thousand
Yankee troops were killed; though Badeau, whose accuracy in counting dead has always been perfectly
marvellous, admits only seven thousand in all.



Grant now turned his attention towards Petersburg, but Lee was there before him and intrenched, so
the Union army had to intrench. This only postponed the evil day, however.



Things now shaped themselves into a siege of Richmond, with Petersburg as the first outpost of the
besieged capital.



On the 30th of July, eight thousand pounds of powder were carefully inserted under a Confederate
fort and the entire thing hoisted in the air, leaving a huge hole, in which, a few hours afterwards,
many a boy in blue met his death, for in the assault which followed the explosion the Union soldiers
were mowed down by the concentrated fire of the Confederates. The Federals threw away four thousand
lives here.



On the 18th of August the Weldon Railroad
 was captured, which was a great advantage to Grant, and, though several efforts were made to
recapture it, they were unsuccessful.
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PAUSING TO GET LAUNDRY-WORK DONE.



General Early was delegated to threaten Washington and scare the able officers of the army who were
stopping there at that time talking politics and abusing Grant. He defeated General Wallace at
Monocacy River, and appeared before Fort
 Stevens, one of the defences of Washington, July 11. Had he whooped right along instead of pausing
a day somewhere to get laundry-work done before entering Washington, he would easily have captured
the city.



Reinforcements, however, got there ahead of him, and he had to go back. He sent a force of cavalry
into Pennsylvania, where they captured Chambersburg and burned it on failure of the town trustees to
pay five hundred thousand dollars ransom.



General Sheridan was placed in charge of the troops here, and defeated Early at Winchester, riding
twenty miles in twenty minutes, as per poem. At Fisher's Hill he was also victorious. He devastated
the Valley of the Shenandoah to such a degree that a crow passing the entire length of the valley
had to carry his dinner with him.



It was, however, at the battle of Cedar Creek that Sheridan was twenty miles away, according to
historical prose. Why he was twenty miles away, various and conflicting reasons are given, but on
his good horse Rienzi he arrived in time to turn defeat and rout into victory and hilarity.



Rienzi, after the war, died in eleven States. He was a black horse, with a saddle-gall and a
flashing eye.



He passed away at his home in Chicago at last
 in poverty while waiting for a pension applied for on the grounds of founder and lampers brought on
by eating too heartily after the battle and while warm, but in the line of duty.



The Red River campaign under General Banks was a joint naval and land expedition, resulting in the
capture of Fort de Russy, March 14, after which, April 8, the troops marching towards Shreveport in
very open order, single file or holding one another's hands and singing "John Brown's Body," were
attacked by General Dick Taylor, and if Washington had not been so far away and through a hostile
country, Bull Run would have had another rival. But the boys rallied, and next day repulsed the
Confederates, after which they returned to New Orleans, where board was more reasonable. General
Banks obtained quite a relief at this time: he was relieved of his command.



August 5, Commodore Farragut captured Mobile, after a neat and attractive naval fight, and on the
24th and 25th of December Commodore Porter and General Butler started out to take Fort Fisher. After
two days' bombardment, Butler decided that there were other forts to be had on better terms, and
returned. Afterwards General Terry commanded the second expedition, Porter having remained on hand
with his vessels to assist. January 15, 1865, the most heroic 
fighting on both sides resulted, and at last, completely hemmed in, the brave and battered garrison
surrendered; but no one who was there need blush to say so, even to-day.



At the South at this time coffee was fifty dollars a pound and gloves were one hundred and fifty
dollars a pair. Flour was forty dollars a barrel; but you could get a barrel of currency for less
than that.



Money was plenty, but what was needed seemed to be confidence. Running the blockade was not
profitable at that time, since over fifteen hundred head of Confederate vessels were captured during
the war.



The capture of Fort Fisher closed the last port of the South, and left the Confederacy no show with
foreign Powers or markets.



The Alabama was an armed steam-ship, and the most unpleasant feature of the war to the Federal
government, especially as she had more sympathy and aid in England than was asked for or expected by
the Unionists. However, England has since repaid all this loss in various ways. She has put from
five to eight million dollars into cattle on the plains of the Northwest, where the skeletons of
same may be found bleaching in the summer sun; and I am personally acquainted with six Americans now
visiting England who can borrow enough in a year to make up all the losses 
sustained  through the Alabama and other neutral vessels.
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PERSONALLY ACQUAINTED WITH SIX AMERICANS.



Captain Semmes commanded the Alabama, and off Cherbourg he sent a challenge to the Kearsarge,
commanded by Captain Winslow, who accepted it, and so worked his vessel that the Alabama had to move
round him in a circle, while he filled her up with iron, lead, copper, tin, German silver, glass,
nails, putty, paint, varnishes, and dye-stuff. At the seventh rotation the Alabama ran up the white
flag and sunk with a low mellow plunk. The crew was rescued by Captain Winslow and the English yacht
Deerhound, the latter taking Semmes and starting for England.



This matter, however, was settled in after-years.



The care of the sick, the dying, and the dead in the Union armies was almost entirely under the eye
of the merciful and charitable, loyal and loving members of the Sanitary and Christian
 Commissions, whose work and its memory kept green in the hearts of the survivors and their children
will be monument enough for the coming centuries.



In July, 1864, the debt of the country was two billion dollars and twenty cents. Two dollars and
ninety cents in greenbacks would buy a reluctant gold dollar.



Still, Abraham Lincoln was re-elected against George B. McClellan, the Democratic candidate, who
carried only three States. This was endorsement enough for the policy of President Lincoln.



Sherman's army of sixty thousand, after a month's rest at Savannah, started north to unite with
Grant in the final blow. "Before it was terror, behind it ashes."



Columbia was captured February 17, and burned, without Sherman's authority, the night following.
Charleston was evacuated the next day. Johnston was recalled to take command, and opposed the march
of Sherman, but was driven back after fierce engagements at Bentonville and Averysboro. On March 25
Lee decided to attack Grant, and, while the latter was busy, get out of Richmond and join Johnston,
but when this battle, known as the attack on Fort Steadman, was over, Grant's hold was tighter than
ever.



Sheridan attacked Lee's rear with a heavy
 force, and at Five Forks, April 1, the surprised garrison was defeated with five thousand captured.
The next day the entire Union army advanced, and the line of Confederate intrenchments was broken.
On the following day Petersburg and Richmond were evacuated, but Mr. Davis was not there. He had
gone away. Rather than meet General Grant and entertain him when there was no pie in the house, he
and the Treasury had escaped from the haunts of man, wishing to commune with nature for a while. He
was captured at Irwinsville, Georgia, under peculiar and rather amusing circumstances.



He was never punished, with the exception perhaps that he published a book and did not realize
anything from it.



Lee fled to the westward, but was pursued by the triumphant Federals, especially by Sheridan, whose
cavalry hung on his flanks day and night. Food failed the fleeing foe, and the young shoots of trees
for food and the larger shoots of the artillery between meals were too much for that proud army,
once so strong and confident.



Let us not dwell on the particulars.



As Sheridan planted his cavalry squarely across Lee's path of retreat, the worn but heroic tatters
of a proud army prepared to sell themselves for a bloody ransom and go down fighting, but Grant had
demanded their surrender, and, seeing back
 of the galling, skirmishing cavalry solid walls of confident infantry, the terms of surrender were
accepted by General Lee, and April 9 the Confederate army stacked its arms near Appomattox
Court-House.



The Confederate war debt was never paid, for some reason or other, but the Federal debt when it was
feeling the best amounted to two billion eight hundred and forty-four million dollars. One million
men lost their lives.



Was it worth while?



In the midst of the general rejoicing, President Lincoln was assassinated by John Wilkes Booth at
Ford's Theatre, April 14. The assassin was captured in a dying condition in a burning barn, through
a crack in the boarding of which he had been shot by a soldier named Boston Corbett. He died with no
sympathetic applause to soothe the dull, cold ear of death.



West Virginia was admitted to the Union in 1863, and Nevada in 1864.



The following chapters will be devoted to more peaceful details, while we cheerfully close the
sorrowful pages in which we have confessed that, with all our greatness as a nation, we could not
stay the tide of war.




Drawbacks of Being a Colonist





It  was at this period in the history of our country that the colonists found themselves not only
banished from all civilization, but compelled to fight an armed foe whose trade was war and whose
music was the dying wail of a tortured enemy. Unhampered by the exhausting efforts of industry, the
Indian, trained by centuries of war upon adjoining tribes, felt himself foot-loose and free to shoot
the unprotected forefather from behind the very stump fence his victim had worked so hard to erect.



King Philip, a demonetized sovereign, organized his red troops, and, carrying no haversacks,
knapsacks, or artillery, fell upon the colonists and killed them, only to reappear at some remote
point while the dead and wounded who fell at the first point were being buried or cared for by rude
physicians.



What an era in the history of a country! Gentlewomen whose homes had been in the peaceful hamlets of
England lived and died in the face of
 a cruel foe, yet prepared the cloth and clothing for their families, fed them, and taught them to
look to God in all times of trouble, to be prayerful in their daily lives, yet vigilant and ready to
deal death to the general enemy. They were the mothers whose sons and grandsons laid the huge
foundations of a great nation and cemented them with their blood.
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PRAYERFUL YET VIGILANT.


At this time there was a line of battle three hundred miles in length. On one side the white man
went armed to the field or the prayer-meeting, shooting an Indian on sight as he would a panther; on
the other, a foe whose wife did the chores and hoed the scattering crops while he made war and
extermination his joy by night and his prayer and life-long purpose by day.



Finally, however, the victory came sluggishly to the brave and deserving. One thousand Indians were
killed at one pop, and their wigwams were burned. All their furniture and curios were burned in
their wigwams, and some of their valuable dogs were holocausted. King Philip was shot by a follower
as he was looking under the
 throne for something, and peace was for the time declared.
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AN OVATION IN THE WAY OF EGGS AND CODFISH.


About 1684 the Colony of Massachusetts, which had dared to open up a trade with the West Indies,
using its own vessels for that purpose, was hauled over the coals by the mother-country for
violation of the Navigation Act, and an officer sent over to enforce the latter. The colonists
defied him, and when he was speaking to them publicly in a tone of reprimand, he got an ovation in
the way of eggs and codfish, both of which had been set aside for that purpose when the country was
new, and therefore had an air of antiquity which cannot be successfully imitated.



As a result, the Colony was made a royal appendage, and Sir Edmund Andros, a political hack under
James II., was made Governor of New England. He reigned under great difficulties for three years,
and then suddenly found himself in jail. The jail was so arranged that he could not get out, and so
the Puritans now quietly resumed their old form of government.



This continued also for three years, when Sir William Phipps became Governor under the crown, with
one hundred and twenty pounds per annum and house-rent.



From this on to the Revolution, Massachusetts, Maine, and Nova Scotia became a royal province. Nova
Scotia is that way yet, and has to go to Boston for her groceries.
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OPENING OF THE WITCH-HUNTING SEASON.


The year 1692 is noted mostly for the Salem excitement regarding witchcraft. The children of Rev.
Mr. Parris were attacked with some peculiar disease which would not yield to the soothing blisters
and bleedings administered by the physicians of the old school, and so, not knowing exactly what to
do about it, the doctors concluded that they were bewitched. Then it was, of course, the
 duty of the courts and selectmen to hunt up the witches. This was naturally difficult.



Fifty-five persons were tortured and twenty were hanged for being witches; which proves that the
people of Salem were fully abreast of the Indians in intelligence, and that their gospel privileges
had not given their charity and Christian love such a boom as they should have done.



One can hardly be found now, even in Salem, who believes in witchcraft; though the Cape Cod people,
it is said, still spit on their bait. The belief in witchcraft in those days was not confined by any
means to the colonists. Sir Matthew Hale of England, one of the most enlightened judges of the
mother-country, condemned a number of people for the offence, and is now engaged in doing road-work
on the streets of the New Jerusalem as a punishment for these acts done while on the woolsack.



Blackstone himself, one of the dullest authors ever read by the writer of these lines, yet a skilled
jurist, with a marvellous memory regarding Justinian, said that, to deny witchcraft was to deny
revelation.



"Be you a witch?" asked one of the judges of Massachusetts, according to the records now on file in
the State-House at Boston.



"No, your honor," was the reply.



"Officer," said the court, taking a pinch
 of snuff, "take her out on the tennis-grounds and pull out her toe-nails with a pair of hot
pincers, and then see what she says."



It was quite common to examine lady witches in the regular court and then adjourn to the
tennis-court. A great many were ducked by order of the court and hanged up by the thumbs, in
obedience to the customs of these people who came to America because they were persecuted.
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IRISHMEN WHO, WHEN POOR, WAS DOWN ON RICH PEOPLE.


Human nature is the same even to this day. The writer grew up with an Irishman who believed that
when a man got wealthy enough to keep a carriage and coachman he ought to be assassinated and all
his goods given to the poor. He now hires a coachman himself, having succeeded in New York city as a
policeman; but the man who comes to assassinate him will
 find it almost impossible to obtain an audience with him.
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IRISHMAN WHO, WHEN RICH, WAS PROUD AND HAUGHTY.


If you wish to educate a man to be a successful oppressor, with a genius for introducing new horrors
and novelties in pain, oppress him early in life and don't give him any reason for doing so. The
idea that "God is love" was not popular in those days. The early settlers were so stern even with
their own children that if the Indian had not given the forefather something to attract his
attention, the boy crop would have been very light.



Even now the philosopher is led to ask, regarding the boasted freedom of America, why some measures
are not taken to put large fly-screens over it.




Benjamin Franklin, Ll.D., Ph.G., F.R.S., Etc.




It  is considered advisable by the historian at this time to say a word regarding Dr. Franklin, our
fellow-townsman, and a journalist who was the Charles A. Dana of his time.
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FRANKLIN'S MORNING HUNT FOR HIS SHOES.


Franklin's memory will remain green when the names of the millionaires of to-day are forgotten.
Coextensive with the name of E. Rosewater of the Omaha Bee we will find that of Benjamin
Franklin, whose bust sits above the fireplace of the writer at this moment, while a large Etruscan
hornet is making a phrenological examination of same.




But let us proceed to more fully mark out the life and labors of this remarkable man.



Benjamin Franklin, formerly of Boston, came very near being an only child. If seventeen children had
not come to bless the home of Benjamin's parents they would have been childless. Think of getting up
in the morning and picking out your shoes and stockings from among seventeen pairs of them!



Imagine yourself a child, gentle reader, in a family where you would be called upon every morning to
select your own cud of spruce gum from a collection of seventeen similar cuds stuck on a
window-sill! And yet Benjamin Franklin never murmured or repined. He desired to go to sea, and to
avoid this he was apprenticed to his brother James, who was a printer.



It is said that Franklin at once took hold of the great Archimedean lever, and jerked it early and
late in the interests of freedom.
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THE PRINTER'S TOWEL.



It is claimed that Franklin, at this time, invented the deadly weapon known as the printer's towel.
He found that a common crash towel could be saturated with glue, molasses, antimony, concentrated
lye, and roller-composition, and that after a few years of time and perspiration it would
 harden so that "A Constant Reader" or "Veritas" could be stabbed with it and die soon.



Many believe that Franklin's other scientific experiments were productive of more lasting benefit to
mankind than this, but I do not agree with them.



His paper was called the New England Courant.  It was edited jointly by James and Benjamin
Franklin, and was started to supply a long-felt want.



Benjamin edited it a part of the time, and James a part of the time. The idea of having two editors
was not for the purpose of giving volume to the editorial page, but it was necessary for one to run
the paper while the other was in jail.



In those days you could not sass the king, and then, when the king came in the office the next day
and stopped his paper and took out his ad., put it off on "our informant" and go right along with
the paper. You had to go to jail, while your subscribers wondered why their paper did not come, and
the paste soured in the tin dippers in the sanctum, and the circus passed by on the other side.



How many of us to-day, fellow-journalists, would be willing to stay in jail while the lawn festival
and the kangaroo came and went? Who of all our company would go to a prison-cell for the cause of
freedom while a double-column ad. Of
sixteen aggregated circuses, and eleven congresses of ferocious beasts, fierce and fragrant from
their native lair, went by us?



At the age of seventeen Ben got disgusted with his brother, and went to Philadelphia and New York,
where he got a chance to "sub" for a few weeks and then got a regular "sit."



Franklin was a good printer, and finally got to be a foreman. He made an excellent foreman, sitting
by the hour in the composing-room and spitting on the stove, while he cussed the make-up and
press-work of the other papers. Then he would go into the editorial rooms and scare the editors to
death with a wild shriek for more copy.



He knew just how to conduct himself as a foreman so that strangers would think he owned the paper.
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FRANKLIN AS FOREMAN.


In 1730, at the age of twenty-four, Franklin married, and established the Pennsylvania
Gazette.  He was then regarded as a great man, and almost every one took his paper.



Franklin grew to be a great journalist, and spelled hard words with great fluency. He never
 tried to be a humorist in any of his newspaper work, and everybody respected him.



Along about 1746 he began to study the habits and construction of lightning, and inserted a local in
his paper in which he said that he would be obliged to any of his readers who might notice any new
or odd specimens of lightning, if they would send them in to the Gazette office for
examination.
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FRANKLIN EXPERIMENTING WITH LIGHTNING.


Every time there was a thunderstorm Franklin would tell the foreman to edit the paper, and, armed
with a string and an old door-key, he would go out on the hills and get enough lightning for a mess.
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FRANKLIN VISITING GEORGE III.


In 1753 Franklin was made postmaster of the Colonies. He made a good Postmaster-General, and people
say there were fewer mistakes in distributing their mail then than there have ever been since. If a
man mailed a letter in those days, old Ben Franklin saw that it went to where it was addressed.



Franklin frequently went over to England in those days, partly on business and partly to shock the
king. He liked to go to the castle with his breeches tucked in his boots, figuratively speaking, and
attract a great deal of attention.



It looked odd to the English, of course, to see him come into the royal presence, and, leaning his
wet umbrella up against the throne, ask the king, "How's trade?"



Franklin never put on any frills, but he was not afraid of a crowned head. He used to say,
frequently, that a king to him was no more than a seven-spot.



He did his best to prevent the Revolutionary War, but he couldn't do it. Patrick Henry had said that
the war was inevitable, and had given it permission to come, and it came.



He also went to Paris, and got acquainted with a few crowned heads there. They thought a good deal
of him in Paris, and offered him a corner lot if he would build there and start a paper. They also
promised him the county printing; but he
 said, No, he would have to go back to America or his wife might get uneasy about him. Franklin
wrote "Poor Richard's Almanac" in 1732 to 1757, and it was republished in England.



Franklin little thought, when he went to the throne-room in his leather riding-clothes and hung his
hat on the throne, that he was inaugurating a custom of wearing groom clothes which would in these
days be so popular among the English.
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FRANKLIN ENTERING PHILADELPHIA.


Dr. Franklin entered Philadelphia eating a loaf of bread and carrying a loaf under each arm, passing
beneath the window of the girl to whom he afterwards gave his hand in marriage.



Nearly everybody in America, except Dr. Mary Walker, was once a poor boy.
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