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PREFACE

The wr�ter has heretofore produced �n the ve�n of f�ct�on, after the
manner of the Mühlbach �nterpretat�ons, several books wh�ch were
anecdotal narrat�ves of the cr�ses �n the l�ves of publ�c men. Wh�le
they were f�ct�on, they largely conf�ded to the reader what was truth
and what the conveyance of f�ct�on for the sake of narrat�ve form. It
was the purpose of such a book to p�cture by folk-lore and local
stor�es the early l�fe of the man.

The folk-lore of a per�od usually �nterprets the man of the per�od �n
a very atmospher�c way. Jonathan Trumbull, Wash�ngton’s “Brother
Jonathan,” who had a part �n help�ng to save the Amer�can army �n
nearly every cr�s�s of the Revolut�onary War, and who gave the
popular name to the nat�on, led a remarkable l�fe, and came to be
held by Wash�ngton as “among the f�rst of the patr�ots.” The book �s a
folk-lore narrat�ve, w�th a thread of f�ct�on, and seeks to p�cture a
per�od that was dec�s�ve �n Amer�can h�story, and the home and
ne�ghborhood of one of the most del�ghtful characters that Amer�ca
has ever known—the Roger de Coverley of colon�al l�fe and
Amer�can kn�ghthood; very human, but very noble, always true; the
f�ne old Amer�can gentleman—“Brother Jonathan.”

It has been sa�d that a story of the l�fe of Jonathan Trumbull would
furn�sh mater�al for pen-p�ctures of the most hero�c ep�sodes of the
Revolut�onary War, and br�ng to l�ght much secret h�story of the t�mes
when Lebanon, Conn., was �n a sense the h�dden cap�tal of the
pol�t�cal and m�l�tary counc�ls that �nfluenced the greatest events of
the Amer�can struggle for l�berty. The v�ew �s �n part true, and a son
of Governor Trumbull so felt that force of the s�tuat�on that he pa�nted
the scenes of wh�ch he f�rst ga�ned a knowledge �n h�s father’s
farmhouse, beg�nn�ng the work �n that pla�n old home on the sanded
floor.



From Governor Trumbull’s war off�ce, wh�ch �s st�ll stand�ng at
Lebanon, went the post-r�ders whose secret messages determ�ned
some of the great events of the war. Thence went forth recru�ts for
the army �n t�mes of per�l, as from the forests; thence suppl�es for the
army �n fam�ne, thence droves of cattle, through w�lderness ways.

Governor Trumbull was the heart of every need �n those terr�ble
days of sacr�f�ce.

H�s w�fe, Fa�th Trumbull, a descendant of the P�lgr�m Pastor
Rob�nson of Leyden, was a hero�c woman to whom the Daughters of
the Revolut�on should erect a monument. The p�cture wh�ch we
present of her �n the cloak of Rochambeau �s h�stor�cally true.

The em�nent people who v�s�ted the secret town of the war dur�ng
the great Revolut�onary events were many, and the�r �nfluence had
dec�s�ve results.

Look at some of the names of these v�s�tors: Wash�ngton,
Lafayette, Samuel Adams, Putnam, Jefferson, Frankl�n, Sull�van,
John Jay, Count Rochambeau, Adm�ral T�ernay, Duke of Lauzun,
Marqu�s de Castellax, and the off�cers of Count Rochambeau and
many others.

The post-r�ders from Governor Trumbull’s pla�n farmhouse on
Lebanon H�ll (called Lebanon from �ts cedars) represented the secret
serv�ce of the war.

When the �nfluence of th�s cap�tal among the Connect�cut h�lls
became known, Governor Trumbull’s person was �n danger. A secret
and perhaps self-appo�nted guard watched the w�lderness roads to
h�s war off�ce.

One of these, were he l�v�ng, m�ght �nterpret events of the h�dden
h�story of the struggle for l�berty �n a very dramat�c way.

Such an �nterpreter for the purpose of h�stor�c f�ct�on we have
made �n Denn�s O’Hay, a jolly Ir�shman of a l�berty-lov�ng heart.

In a br�ef f�ct�on for young people we can only �llustrate how
�nterest�ng a larger study of th�s subject of the secret serv�ce of the
Revolut�on at th�s place m�ght be made. We shall be glad �f we can



so �nterest the young reader �n the top�c as to lead h�m to follow �t �n
sol�d h�stor�c read�ng �n h�s maturer years.

H������� B����������.
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BROTHER JONATHAN



CHAPTER I
TWO QUEER MEN MEET

Denn�s O’Hay, a young Ir�shman, and a sh�pwrecked mar�ner, had
been landed at Norw�ch, Conn., by a schooner wh�ch had come �nto
the Thames from Long Island Sound. A lusty, hearty, clear-souled
sa�lor was Denn�s; the sun seemed to sh�ne through h�m, so open to
all people was h�s free and transparent nature.

“The top of the morn�ng to everybody,” he used to say, wh�ch
feel�ng of un�versal brotherhood was qu�te �n harmony w�th the new
country he had unexpectedly found, but of wh�ch he had heard much
at sea.

Denn�s looked around h�m for some person to whom he m�ght go
for adv�ce �n the strange country to wh�ch he had been brought. He
d�d not have to look far, for the town was not large, but presently a
man whose very ga�t bespoke �mportance, came walk�ng, or rather
march�ng, down the street. Denn�s went up to h�m.

“An’ �t �s somebody �n part�cular you must be,” sa�d Denn�s. “You
seem to me l�ke some h�gh off�cer that has lost h�s reg�ment, cornet,
horse, drum-major, and all; no, I beg your pardon. I mean—well, I
mean that you seem to me l�ke one who m�ght be more than you are;
I beg your pardon aga�n; you look l�ke a mag�strate �n these new
parts.”

“And who are you w�th your blunder�ng honesty, my fr�end? You
are ev�dently new to these parts?”

“And �t �s an Ir�shman that I am.”
“The Lord forb�d, but I am an Engl�shman.”
“Then we are half brothers.”



“The Lord forb�d. What br�ngs you here?”
“Storms, storms, and �t �s a sh�pwrecked mar�ner that I am. And I

am as poor as a coot, and you have ruffles, and laces, and buckles,
but you have a b�t of heart. I can see that �n your face. Your blood
don’t flow through a muscle. Have you been long �n these parts?”

“Longer than I w�sh to have been. Th�s �s the land of blue-laws, as
you w�ll f�nd.”

“And �t �s noth�ng that I know of the color of the laws, whether they
be blue, or red, or wh�te. Can you tell me of some one to whom a
sh�pwrecked sa�lor could go for a roof to shelter h�m, and some
fr�endly adv�ce? You may be the very man?”

“No, no, no. I am not your man. My name �s Peters, Samuel
Peters, and I am loyal to my k�ng and my own country, and here the
people’s hearts are turn�ng away from both. I am one too many here.
But there �s one man �n these parts to whom every one �n trouble
goes for adv�ce. If a goose were to break her leg she would go to
h�m to set �t. The very hens go and cackle before h�s door. Ch�ldren
carry h�m arbutuses and wh�te lady’s-sl�ppers �n the spr�ng, and w�ld
grapes �n the fall, and the very Ind�ans double up so when they pass
h�s house on the way to school. H�s house �s �n the perpend�cular
style of arch�tecture, I th�nk. Close by �t �s a store where they talk
Lat�n and Greek on the gr�st barrels, and they tell such stor�es there
as one never heard before. He settles all the church and colony
troubles, wh�ch are many, doctors the s�ck, and keeps unfacul�zed
people, as they call the poor here, from becom�ng an expense to the
town. He looks solemn, and wears d�gn�f�ed clothes, but he has a
heart for everybody; the very dogs run after h�m �n the street, and the
l�ttle Ind�an ch�ldren do the same. He �s a k�nd of Solomon. What
other people don’t know, he does. But he has a susp�c�ous eye for
me.”

“That �s my man, sure,” sa�d Denn�s. “Ch�ldren and dogs know
what �s �n the human heart. What may that man’s name be? Tell me
that, and you w�ll be do�ng me a favor, your Honor.”



“H�s name �s Jonathan Trumbull. They call h�m ‘Brother Jonathan,’
because he helps everybody, h�nders nobody, and tr�es to make
broken-up people over new.”

“And where does he l�ve, your Honor?”
“At a place called Lebanon, there are so many cedars there. I do

not go to see h�m, because I d�d so once, but wh�le he sm�led on
every one else, he scowled th�s way on me, as �f he thought that I
was not all that I ought to be. He �s a mag�strate, and everybody �n
the colony knows h�m. He marr�es people, and goes to the funerals
of people who go to heaven.”

“That �s my man. What are the blue-laws?”
“One of the blue-laws reads that marr�ed people must l�ve together

or go to ja�l. If a man and woman who were not marr�ed were to go to
h�m to settle a d�spute, he would say to them—‘Jo�n your r�ght
hands.’ When he r�ses up to speak �n church, the earth stands st�ll,
and the hour glass stops, and the sun on the d�al. But he has no use
for me.”

“That �s my man, sure,” sa�d Denn�s. “Trumbull, Trumbull, but �t
was h�s sh�p on wh�ch I sa�led from Derry, and that was lost.”

“He has lost two sh�ps before. It �s strange that a man whose
meal-chest �s open to all should be so unfortunate. It don’t seem to
accord w�th the laws of Prov�dence. I somet�mes doubt that he �s as
good as all the people th�nk h�m to be.”

“But the fru�ts of l�fe are not money-mak�ng, your Honor. A man’s
�nfluence on others �s the fru�t of l�fe, and what he �s and does. A
man �s worth just what h�s soul �s worth, and not less or more. He �s
the man that I am after, for sure. How does one get to h�s house?”

“The open road from Norw�ch leads stra�ght by h�s house, all the
way to Boston, through W�ndham County, where lately the frogs had
a great battle, and m�ll�ons of them were sla�n.”

Denn�s opened h�s eyes.
“Fa�x?”



“Fa�x, stranger. Yes, yes; I have just wr�tten an account of the
battle, to be publ�shed �n England. After the frogs had a battle, the
caterp�llars had another, and then the h�lls at a place called Moodus
began to rumble and quake, and become col�cky and cough. Th�s �s
a strange country.

“But these th�ngs,” he added, “are of l�ttle account �n compar�son to
the fact that the heart of the people �s turn�ng aga�nst the laws that
the good k�ng and h�s m�n�ster make for the welfare of the colony.
They allow the people here to be one w�th the home government by
bear�ng a part of the taxes. And the people’s hearts are becom�ng
al�en. I do not wonder that frogs f�ght, and caterp�llars, and that the
h�lls groan and shake and upset m�lk-pans, and make the ma�ds run
they know not where.”

“I must seek that man they call ‘Brother Jonathan.’ Someth�ng �n
me says I must. That way? Well, Denn�s O’Hay w�ll start now; �t �s a
sorry story that I w�ll have to tell h�m, but �t �s a true heart I w�ll have
to take to h�m.”

“I am go�ng back to England,” sa�d Mr. Peters.
“Well, good-by �s �t to you,” sa�d Denn�s, and the young Ir�shman

set h�s face toward Lebanon of the cedars, on the road from Boston
to Ph�ladelph�a by way of New York. He stopped by the way to talk
w�th the people he met about the warl�ke t�mes, and th�ngs
happen�ng at Boston town.

H�s m�nd was f�lled w�th wonder at what he heard. What a cur�ous
man the same Brother Jonathan m�ght be! Who were the Ind�an
ch�ldren? What was the story of the battle of the frogs, and of the
caterp�llars; what was the cause of the cough�ng mounta�ns at
Moodus; why d�d Brother Jonathan, a man of such great heart, scowl
at the same Mr. Peters, and who was th�s same Mr. Peters?

Denn�s took off h�s hat as he went on toward Lebanon, turn�ng
over �n h�s m�nd these quest�ons. He swung h�s hat as he went
along, and the blue jays peeked at h�m and laughed, and the
conqu�ddles (bobol�nks) seemed to catch the wonder �n h�s m�nd,



and to fly off to the hazel coverts. Rabb�ts stood up �n the h�ghway,
then shook the�r paws and ran �nto the berry bushes by the brooks.

Everyth�ng seemed strange, as he hurr�ed on, p�ck�ng berr�es
when he stopped to rest.

At noon the sun glared; f�sh�ng hawks, or ospreys, wheeled �n the
a�r, scream�ng. A bear, w�th her cubs, stopped at the turn of the way.
The bear stood up. Denn�s stood st�ll.

The bear looked at Denn�s, and Denn�s at the bear. Then the bear
seemed to speak to the cubs, and she and her fam�ly bounded �nto
the cedars.

Th�s was not Londonderry. Everyth�ng was fresh, sh�n�ng and new.
At n�ght the a�r was full of the w�ngs of b�rds, as the morn�ng had
been of songs of b�rds.

The sun of the long day fell at last, and the tw�l�ght shone red
beh�nd the gray rocks, oaks and cedars.

Denn�s sat down on the p�ne needles.
“It �s a sorry tale that I w�ll have to tell Brother Jonathan to-

morrow,” sa�d he. “It w�ll hurt my heart to hurt h�s heart.”
Then the wh�ppoorw�lls began to s�ng, and Denn�s fell asleep

under the moon and stars.
If the reader would know more about Mr. Peters, Samuel Peters,

let h�m consult any colon�al l�brary, and he w�ll f�nd there a collect�on
of stor�es of early Connect�cut, such as would tend to make one run
home after dark. The same Mr. Peters was an Ep�scopal clergyman,
who d�d not l�ke the Connect�cut ma�n or the “blue-laws.”[1]

[1] See Append�x for some of Rev. Samuel Peters’ queer stor�es.

Denn�s came to the farm�ng town on the h�lls among the green
cedars; he banged on the door of the Governor’s house w�th h�s hard
knuckles, �n real Ir�sh v�gor.

The Governor’s w�fe answered the startl�ng knock.



“And fa�th �t �s a sh�pwrecked sa�lor. I am from the north of ould
Ireland, �t �s now, and would you be after a man of all work, or any
work? There �s lots of days of work now �n these two f�sts, lady, and
that you may well bel�eve.” He bowed three t�mes.

“The Governor �s away from home,” sa�d my lady. “He has gone to
New Haven by the sea. What �s your name?”

“My name �s Denn�s O’Hay, an honest name as ever there was �n
Ireland of the north countr�e, and I am an honest man.”

“You look �t, my good fr�end. You have an honest face, but there �s
f�re �n �t.”

“And there are t�mes, lady, when the coals should burn on the
hearth of the heart, and flame up �nto one’s cheeks and eyes. A
storm �s com�ng, lady, a land storm; there are hawks �n the a�r. I
would serve you well, lady. It �s a true heart that you have. I can see
�t �n your face, lady.”

“And what can you do, Denn�s O’Hay? You were bred to the sea.”
“And �t �s l�ttle that I can not do, that any man can do w�th h�s two

f�sts. You have bra�ns up here among the h�lls, lady, but there may
come a day that you w�ll need f�sts as well as bra�ns, and w�ts more
than all, for I am a peaceable man; I can work, and I could suffer or
d�e for such people as you all seem to be up here. The heart of
Denn�s O’Hay �s full of th�s new cause for l�berty. I could throw up my
hat over the sun for that cause, lady. I would enl�st �n that cause, and
drag the guns to the battle-f�eld l�ke a packhorse. Oh, I am full of
Amer�ca, honest now, and no blarney.”

“I do not meddle w�th my husband’s affa�rs, but I can not turn you
away from these doors. How could I send away any man who �s
w�ll�ng to enl�st for a cause l�ke ours? Denn�s O’Hay, go to the tavern
over there, and ask for a meal �n the name of Fa�th Trumbull. Then
come back here and I w�ll g�ve you the keys to the store �n the war
off�ce, for I can trust you w�th the keys, and when my goodman
comes back I w�ll send h�m to you.”

“Lady, th�s �s the t�me to say a word to you. Ask about me among
the other sa�lors, �f they come here, so that you may know that I have



l�ved an honest l�fe. Does not your goodman need a guard?”
“I had never thought of such a th�ng.”
“You are send�ng sold�ers and food and cattle to the camps, I hear;

who knows what General Gage m�ght be led to do? They have
secret guards �n fore�gn parts, men of the ‘secret serv�ce,’ as they
call them. Lady, there are th�ngs that come to one, down from the
sk�es, or up from the soul. It �s all l�ke the ‘pattern on the mount of
v�s�on’ that they preach about. A vo�ce w�th�n me has been say�ng,
‘Go and work for the Governor among the h�lls, and watch out for
h�m.’ But you must test me f�rst, lady. I would keep you from harm;
there �s noth�ng that should ever stand between these two f�sts of
Denn�s O’Hay and such as you. But that day w�ll come. I w�ll go to
the tavern now, and God and all the sa�nts bless you, and your
goodman forever, and make a great nat�on of th�s green land of
Amer�ca, and keep the same Denn�s O’Hay, wh�ch I am that, �n the
way of h�s duty.”

The tavern, wh�ch became an h�stor�c �nn, where some of the most
notable people of Amer�ca and of France were enterta�ned dur�ng the
days of the Revolut�on, stood at a l�ttle d�stance from the Governor’s
house. Denn�s O’Hay went there so elated that he tossed h�s sa�lor’s
hat �nto the a�r.

“It �s l�ttle that I would not do for a lady l�ke that,” he sa�d. “The sea
tossed me here on purpose. N�ght, thou mayest have my serv�ce;
watch me, ye stars! L�berty, thou mayest have my blood; call me, ye
f�fe and drum. Let me but get at the heart of the Governor, and h�s
l�fe and home shall be secure from all harm under the clear eye of
Denn�s O’Hay. Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! and �t �s here I am �n
Amer�ca!”

The landlord stood �n the door.
“And who are you, my fr�end?”
“Denn�s, your Honor.”
“And what br�ngs you here?”



“Not the sh�p; for the sh�p went down. What br�ngs me here? My
two legs—no——”

He paused, and looked reverent.
“The Hand Unseen. I came to enl�st �n the struggles for the

freedom of Amer�ca. G�ve me a b�te �n the name of the lady down the
road.”

“My whole table �s at your serv�ce, my fr�end. I l�ke your sp�r�t. We
need you here.”

“And here I am—how I got here I do not know, but I am here, and
my name �s Denn�s O’Hay.”

He wa�ted long for the return of the Governor to the war off�ce, or
country store, look�ng out of the w�ndow over the tops of the green
h�lls.

“An’ fa�x, I do bel�eve,” he sa�d at last, “I m�nds me that th�s �s the
day when the world stands st�ll. But, O my eyes, what �s �t that you
see now?”

A l�ght form of a l�ttle one came out of the door of the Governor’s
house and walked to the war off�ce. It was a g�rl, beaut�ful �n f�gure,
w�th a sens�t�ve face, full of sympathy and benevolence.

She opened the door.
“My name �s Fa�th,” sa�d she. “I am Mr. Trumbull’s daughter. I keep

store somet�mes when my father, the Governor, �s away late. I
thought I would open the store th�s afternoon. Customers are l�kely to
come, near n�ghtfall.”

“I would help you tend store,” sa�d Denn�s O’Hay, “�f I only knew
how. It �s not handy at a barga�n that I would be now, and barter
people, �f you call them that here, would all get the best of me. But I
may be able to do such th�ngs some day.”

He looked out of the w�ndow, and suddenly excla�med—“Look!”
A man on a noble horse was com�ng, fly�ng as �t seemed, down

the Lebanon road from the W�ndham County h�lls. H�s horse leaped
�nto the a�r at t�mes, as full of h�gh sp�r�t, and dashed up to the store.



Fa�th, the beaut�ful g�rl, went to the door.
The r�der gasped—“Where �s your father, Fa�th?”
“He �s gone to New Haven, Mr. Putnam.”
“I want to see h�m at once; there �s secret news from Boston. But I

must see h�m. I must not leave here unt�l he returns. I w�ll go over to
the tavern and wa�t.”

Denn�s came out and stood �n front of the store.
“Stranger,” sa�d the r�der, “and who are you? You do not look l�ke a

farmer.”
“Who am I? I am myself, sure, a fore�gner among fore�gners,

Denn�s O’Hay, a castaway, from the north of Ireland.”
“And what br�ngs you here?”
“I came to enl�st,” sa�d Denn�s.
“You w�ll be wanted,” sa�d Mr. Putnam. “You have shoulders as

broad as Atlas, who carr�ed the world on h�s back.”
“The world on h�s back? What d�d he walk upon?”
“That �s a quest�on too much,” sa�d the r�der. “I’ll leave my horse �n

your hands, Denn�s O’Hay, and go to the tavern and see what I can
f�nd out about the Governor’s movements there.”

He strode across the green.
The sun was go�ng down, send�ng up red and golden lances, as �t

were, over the dark shades of the cedars. On the h�lls lay great
farms half �n gl�tter�ng sunl�ght, half �n dark shadows.

“Have you any thought when the Governor w�ll return?” asked the
r�der of the tavern-keeper.

“No, Israel, I have not—but I hear that there �s �mportant news
from Boston—that �t �s suspected that the Br�t�sh are about to make a
move to capture the stores of Amer�can powder at Concord. The
Governor, I m�nd me, knows someth�ng about the secrets of powder
h�d�ng, but of that I can not be sure.”



“Great events are at hand,” sa�d Putnam. “I can feel them �n the
a�r. I had the same feel�ng before the northern campa�gn. I must stay
here unt�l the Governor arr�ves.”

“You shall have the best the tavern affords,” sa�d the �nnkeeper.
The sun went down blaz�ng on the h�lls, seem�ng l�ke a far gate of

heaven, as �ts sem�c�rcular splendors f�lled the sky. Then came the
hour of shadows w�th the advent of the early stars, and then the
grand process�on of the n�ght march of the hosts of heaven that
looks br�ght �ndeed over the dark cedars.

The a�r was s�lent, as though the world were dead. The taverners
l�stened long �n front of the tavern for the sound of horses’ feet on the
Lebanon road.

“W�ll the Governor come alone?” asked Denn�s O’Hay of Israel
Putnam, the r�der.

“Yes, my sa�lor fr�end; who �s there to harm h�m?”
“But there w�ll be danger. There ought to be a guard on the

Lebanon road. D�d not the Governor save the powder, ammun�t�on,
and stores, �n the northern war? So they sa�d at Norw�ch. Some day
General Gage w�ll put a long eyes on h�m.”

“S�lence!”
The taverners went �nto the tavern and sat down �n the common

room.
“I w�ll wa�t unt�l m�dn�ght before I go to my room. My message to

the Governor must be del�vered as soon as he returns.”
The publ�c room was l�ghted w�th candles, and a f�re was k�ndled

on the hearth. It was spr�ng, but a hearth f�re had a cheerful glow
even then.

The taverners talked of the m�l�tary events around Boston town,
then told stor�es of adventure. Denn�s came from the store, and sat
down w�th the rest.

“Mr. Putnam,” sa�d one of them, “the story of your hunt�ng the she-
wolf �s told �n all the houses of the new towns, but we have never



heard �t from yourself. The clock we�ghts s�nk low, and we w�sh to
keep awake. Tell us about that w�ly wolf, and how you felt when your
eyes met hers �n the cave.”

THE WITCH-WOLF

“I never boast of the happen�ngs of my l�fe,” sa�d Israel Putnam. “It
�s my nature to dash and do, and I but g�ve po�nt to the plans of
others. That �s noth�ng to boast of. Put on cedar wood and I w�ll tell
the tale of that cunn�ng an�mal, a ‘w�tch-wolf,’ as some call her, as
well as I can. The people at the taverns often ask me to k�ll t�me for
them �n that way.

“I came to Pomfret �n 1749. For some years I was a busy man,
to�l�ng early and late, as you may know. I ra�sed a house and barn;
some of you were at the ra�s�ng. I chopped down trees, made
fences, planted apple-trees, sowed and reaped.

“My farm grew. I had a grow�ng herd of cattle, but my pr�de was �n
my flock of sheep.

“One morn�ng, as I went out to the h�ll meadows, I found that some
of my f�nest sheep had d�sappeared. I called them, and I wandered
the woods search�ng for them, but they were not to be found. Then a
herdman came to me and sa�d that he had found blood and wool �n
one place, and sheep bones �n another, and that he felt sure that the
m�ss�ng sheep had been destroyed by powerful wolves.

“In a few days other sheep were m�ss�ng. Day by day passed, and
I lost �n a few months a great number of sheep.

“One morn�ng I went out to the sheepfolds, and found that some
an�mal had k�lled a whole flock of sheep.

“‘It �s a she-wolf that �s the destroyer’ sa�d a herdman, ‘a w�tch-
wolf, �t may be. Would you dare to attack her?’

“My bra�n was f�red. There lay my sheep k�lled w�thout a purpose,
by some an�mal �n wh�ch had grown a th�rst for blood.



“‘Yes, yes—’ sa�d I, ‘wolf or demon, whatever �t be, I w�ll g�ve my
feet no rest unt�l I hold �ts tongue �n my own hands, and that I w�ll do.
I have force �n my head, and �ron �n my hands. Call the ne�ghbors
together and let us have a wolf hunt.’

“The ne�ghbors were called together, and the conch shell was
blown. We tracked the wolf and got s�ght of her. She was no w�tch,
but a long, gaunt, powerful she-wolf, a great frame of bones, w�th a
sneak�ng head and ev�l eyes.

“We pursued her, but she was gone. She seemed to van�sh. ‘She
�s a w�tch,’ sa�d the herdman. ‘She �s no w�tch,’ sa�d I, ‘and �f she
were, �t �s my duty to put her out of ex�stence, and I w�ll!’

“We hunted her aga�n and aga�n, but she was too cunn�ng for us.
She d�sappeared. She would be absent dur�ng the summer, but �n
the fall she would return, and br�ng her summer whelps w�th her. She
fed her brood not only on my flocks but on those of the farms of the
country around. We gathered new bands to hunt her; the people
rose �n arms aga�nst her—aga�nst that one cunn�ng an�mal.—Put
cedar wood on the f�re.

“I formed a new plan. We would hunt her cont�nuously, two at a
t�me.

“She lost a part of one foot �n a steel trap at last. Then the people
came to know that she was no w�tch. We could track her now by the
mark of the three feet �n the snow. She l�mped, and her three sound
feet could not make the qu�ck sh�fts that her four feet had made of
old.

“One day we set out on a cont�nuous hunt. We followed her from
our farms away to the Connect�cut R�ver. Then the three-footed
an�mal came back aga�n, and we followed her back to the farms.

“But the bloodhounds now knew her and had got scent of her, and
they led us to a den �n the woods. Th�s den was only about three
m�les from my house. She may have h�dden �n �t many t�mes before.

“We gathered before the den, and l�ghted straw and pushed �t �nto
the den to dr�ve her out. But she d�d not appear.



“Then we put sulphur on the straw and forced �t �nto the den, so
that �t m�ght f�ll the cavern w�th the fumes. But the three-footed wolf
d�d not come out of the den. The cave m�ght be a large one; �t m�ght
have an open�ng out some other way.

“We called a huge dog, and bade h�m to enter the cave. He dove
down through the open�ng. Presently we heard h�m cry; he soon
backed out of the open�ng, bleed�ng. The wolf was �n the cave.

“Another dog, and another were forced to enter the cave, both
return�ng wh�n�ng and bleed�ng. Ne�ther smoke nor dogs were able to
destroy that an�mal that had made herself a terror of the country
round.

“I called my negro herder.
“‘Sam,’ sa�d I, ‘you go �nto the cave and end that an�mal.’
“‘Not for a thousand pounds, nor for all the sheep on the h�lls of

the Lord. What would become of Sam? Look at the dogs’ noses.
Would you send me where no dog could go?’

“‘Then I shall go myself,’ sa�d I, for noth�ng can stop me from
anyth�ng when my resolut�on has gathered force; there are t�mes
when I must l�ghten.

“I took off my coat and prepared to go down �nto the cave. My
ne�ghbors held me back. I took a torch, and plunged down the
entrance to the cave, head f�rst, w�th the torch blaz�ng.

“Had I made the effort w�th a gun, the wolf m�ght have rushed at
me, but she crouched and s�dled back before the f�re.

“The entrance was sl�ppery, but my w�ll forced me on.
“I could r�se up at last. The cave was s�lent; the darkness m�ght be

felt. I doubt that any human be�ng had ever entered the place before.
“I walked slowly, then turn�ng as�de my torch, peered �nto the th�ck

darkness.
“Two f�erce eyes, l�ke balls of f�re, confronted me. The she-wolf

was there, wa�t�ng for some advantage, but cowed by the torch.



“Presently I heard a growl and a gnash�ng of teeth.
“I had drawn �nto the cave a rope t�ed around my body, so that I

m�ght be drawn out by my ne�ghbors �f I should need help. I gave the
s�gnal to pull me out. I understood the s�tuat�on.

“I was drawn up �n such a way that my upper cloth�ng was pulled
over my body, and my flesh was torn. I grasped my gun and crawled
back aga�n.—Put more cedar wood on the f�re.

“I saw the eyes of the wolf aga�n. I heard her snap and growl. I
leveled my gun.

“Bang! The no�se seemed to deafen me. The smoke f�lled the
cave.

“I gave a s�gnal to my ne�ghbors to draw me out. I l�stened at the
mouth of the cave. All was s�lent. The smoke must have found vent. I
went �nto the cave aga�n.

“It was s�lent.
“I found the body of the wolf. It was st�ff and was grow�ng cold. I

took hold of her ears and gave a s�gnal to those outs�de to draw me
out.

“As I was drawn from the mouth of the cave I dragged the wolf
after me.

“Then my fr�ends set up a great shout. My eyes had met those of
the she-wolf but once, then there was l�v�ng f�re �n them, terr�ble but
p�t�ful. Hark—what �s that?”

There was a sound of horses’ feet.
“The Governor �s com�ng,” sa�d one of the taverners.
Israel Putnam ran out to meet h�m, and spoke to h�m a few words.
“Let us go to the war off�ce at once, and shut the door and be by

ourselves,” sa�d the Governor.
They hurr�ed to the war off�ce, and the Governor shut the door, not

to open �t aga�n unt�l morn�ng.



Denn�s O’Hay went back to the tavern, and wondered and
wondered.

“Fa�x, and th�s �s a quare country, and no m�stake,” sa�d he. What
would the Governor say to h�m?

Would he be the f�rst to tell h�m that the sh�p had gone down?
He talked w�th taverners about the subject.
“I must break the news, gently l�ke,” he sa�d. “I would hate to hurt

h�s heart.”
“He has lost sh�ps before,” sa�d one.
“H�s losses have made h�m a poor man,” sa�d another. “But he

marches r�ght on �n the way of duty, as though he owned the stars.”
Denn�s fell asleep on the settle, wonder�ng, and he must have

dreamed wonderful dreams.



CHAPTER II
THE JOLLY FARMER OF WINDHAM HILLS AND

HIS FLOCK OF SHEEP

There was an old manor �n sunny England to wh�ch Lord
Cornwall�s used to resort, and a certa�n Capta�n Blackwell purchased
a terr�tory �n W�ndham, Conn., among the green h�lls and called �t
Mortlake Manor, after the Engl�sh demesne. Here Israel Putnam
purchased a farm of some 500 acres, at what �s now Pomfret, Conn.,
and began to ra�se great herds of cattle and flocks of sheep, and to
plant apple-trees.

He was made a major �n the northern campa�gn, afterward a
colonel, then �n the Ind�an War he became a general. They called
h�m “Major Putnam,” for the t�tle bef�tted h�s character, and he w�shed
to be spar�ng of t�tles among the farmers of W�ndham.

Israel Putnam was born a hero. He had �n h�m the sp�r�t of a
Hann�bal. He had character as well as dar�ng; h�s soul rose above
everyth�ng, and he never feared a face of day.

He had the soul of C�nc�nnatus, and not of a Cæsar. He could
leave the plow, and return to �t aga�n.

H�s conduct �n the northern campa�gn had shown the unself�sh
character of h�s hero�sm. A jolly farmer was he, and as thr�fty as he
was jolly. He could str�ke hard blows for just�ce and l�berty, and l�ke a
truly brave man he could forg�ve h�s enem�es and help them to r�se �n
a r�ght sp�r�t aga�n.

Why had he come here at th�s t�me?
Let us go �nto the store, or, as �t was beg�nn�ng to be called, the

“war off�ce,” w�th these two men of dest�ny.



“Governor Trumbull,” he sa�d, “I am about to go to Boston, and I
want your approval. Boston �s be�ng ru�ned by Br�t�sh oppress�on.
She �s almost fam�ne-str�cken, and why? Because her people are
true to the�r r�ghts.

“Governor, I can not sleep. Th�nk of the s�tuat�on. Here I am on my
farm, w�th hundreds of sheep around me, and the men of l�berty of
Boston town are s�tt�ng down to half-empty tables. Some of my
sheep must be dr�ven away.

“They must be started on the�r way to Worcester, and to
Newtowne, and to Boston, and, Governor, the flock must grow by the
way.

“I am go�ng to ask the farmers to swell the number of the flock as I
start w�th my own. Boston Common �s a Br�t�sh m�l�tary post now—
but I am go�ng to Boston Common w�th my sheep, and my flock w�ll
grow as I go, and I w�ll appear there at the head of a company of
sheep, and �f the Br�t�sh Government does not l�ft �ts hand from
Boston town, I w�ll go there w�th a company of sold�ers. Have I your
contentment �n the matter?”

“Yes, go, hero of Lake George and of T�conderoga, go w�th your
sheep and your flock, �ncrease �t as �t goes; but as for that other
matter you suggest, let us talk of that, the matter of what �s to be
done �f Br�t�sh oppress�on �s to �ncrease.”

They talked all n�ght, and Putnam sa�d that the l�bert�es of the
colon�es were more than l�fe to h�m, and that he stood ready for any
duty. He rode away �n the l�ght of the morn�ng.

As he passed the tavern, Denn�s O’Hay went to the war off�ce,
where the Connect�cut m�l�t�a used to appear, to meet the Governor.

“The top of the morn�ng to you, Governor,” sa�d Denn�s, hold�ng h�s
cap �n h�s hand above h�s head.

“My good fr�end, I do not know you,” sa�d the Governor, “but that
you are here for some good purpose, I can not doubt. What �s your
bus�ness w�th me?”



“I was a sa�lor, s�r, and our sh�p went down, s�r, but I came up, s�r,
and am st�ll on the top of the earth. I am an Ir�shman, s�r, from
Ireland of the North, that breeds the lo�kl�est men on the other s�de of
the world, s�r, among wh�ch, please your Honor, I am one.

“I have heard about the stamp act, s�r. England has taxed Ireland
�nto the earth, s�r. We l�ve �n hovels, s�r, that the Engl�sh may dwell �n
castles, s�r. I wouldn’t be taxed, s�r, were I an Amer�can w�thout any
vo�ce �n the government, s�r. That would be noth�ng but slavery.

“I would l�ke to enl�st, s�r. I have heard of the m�nutemen, s�r, and �t
�s a half-a-m�nute man that I would l�ke to become.”

“I see, I see, my good fellow; I read the truth of what you say �n
your looks. Let me go to my breakfast, and I w�ll talk over your case
w�th my w�fe, Fa�th, and my daughters, and my son John. In the
meant�me, go and get your breakfast �n the tavern.”

“The top of th�s earth and all the planets to you, s�r.”
After breakfast the Governor summoned Denn�s to the store,

wh�ch came to be called the “war off�ce.” The back room �n the store
was the counc�l room.

“D�d you not�ce that man who rode away �n the morn�ng?” he
asked.

“Sure, I d�d, s�r. I heard h�m tell a story last n�ght �n the tavern. The
flesh was gone from one of h�s hands.”

“It was torn from h�s hand wh�le pour�ng water on a f�re wh�ch was
burn�ng the barracks near a magaz�ne wh�ch conta�ned 300 barrels
of powder. That was �n the north.”

“D�d he save the magaz�ne?”
“Yes, my good fr�end. He �s a brave man, and he �s soon go�ng

w�th a drove of sheep to Boston.
“You ask for work,” cont�nued the Governor. “I want you to go w�th

that man, Major, Colonel, General Putnam, and h�s drove of sheep to
Boston, and to keep your eye out on the way, so, �f needed, you
m�ght go over �t aga�n. I w�sh to tra�n a few men to learn a sw�ft way



to Boston town. You may be one of them. I w�ll have a horse saddled
for you at once; follow that man to Pomfret, to the manor farm at
W�ndham. I w�ll wr�te you a note to h�m, a secret note, wh�ch you
must not open by the way.”

“Never you fear, Governor; I couldn’t read �t �f I d�d, but I can read
l�fe �f I can not read messages.”

In a few m�nutes he was �n the saddle, w�th h�s face turned toward
the W�ndham h�lls.

He found General Putnam, the “Major,” on h�s farm.
“It �s the top of the morn�ng that I sa�d to the Governor th�s

morn�ng, and �t �s the top of the even�ng that I say to you now. I am
Denn�s O’Hay, from the north of Ireland, and �t �s th�s message—
wh�ch may ask that I be rel�eved of my head for aught I know—that
the Governor he asked me to put �nto your hand. He wants me to
learn all the way to Boston town, so that I may be able to dr�ve cattle
there, �t may be. I am ready to do anyth�ng to make th�s country the
land of l�berty. After all that ould Ireland has suffered, I want to see
Amer�ca free and glor�ous—and hurrah, free! That word comes out of
my heart; I don’t know why I say �t. It r�ses up from my very soul.”

“You shall learn all the way to Boston town,” sa�d the Major, “and I
hope I shall not f�nd you fa�thless, or g�ve you over to the Br�t�sh to be
dealt w�th accord�ng to the law.”

Putnam was prepar�ng to leave for h�s long journey on the new
Boston road. H�s ne�ghbors gathered around h�m, and young farmers
brought to h�m f�ne sheep, to add to those he had gathered for the
suffer�ng patr�ots of Boston town.

The dr�ver of th�s flock knew the way, the post-houses, the �nns,
the ord�nar�es, and the Major ass�gned Denn�s to h�m as an
ass�stant.

Putnam was a lusty man at th�s t�me, �n m�ddle l�fe. He wore
homespun made from h�s own flocks. H�s great farm among the h�lls
had been developed unt�l �t was made suff�c�ent to support a large
fam�ly and many work-people. He ra�sed h�s own beef, pork, corn,
gra�n, apples and fru�t, and poultry. H�s fam�ly made the�r own butter



and cheese; h�s w�fe wove the cloth�ng for all; spun her own yarn.
The manor farm m�ght have been �solated for a hundred years, and
yet thr�ft would have gone on.

No one was ever more self-support�ng than the old-t�me thr�fty
New England farmer. H�s farm was more �ndependent than a baron’s
castle �n feudal days.

He “put off” h�s butter, cheese and eggs, or bartered them for
“West Ind�a goods”; but even �n these th�ngs he m�ght have been
�ndependent, for h�s maple-trees m�ght have y�elded h�m sugar, and
roasted crusts and nuts a nutr�t�ous subst�tute for coffee and tea.

Putnam drove away h�s sheep, stopp�ng at post-houses by the
way, and tell�ng some merry and some thr�ll�ng stor�es there of the
w�ld campa�gn of the north, and of h�s escapes from the Ind�ans
under Pont�ac.

He arr�ved at Boston and was welcomed by the patr�ot Warren.
A Br�t�sh off�cer faced h�m.
“And you have come down here,” sa�d the Br�t�sh off�cer, “to

contend aga�nst England’s arm w�th a lot of sheep. If you rebels do
not cease your oppos�t�on, do you want to know what w�ll happen?”

“Yes.”
“Twenty sh�ps of the l�ne and twenty reg�ments w�ll be landed at

the port of Boston.”
“If that day comes, I shall return to Boston, and I shall br�ng w�th

me men as well as sheep.”
“Ho, ho!” laughed the Br�t�sh off�cer. “That �s your thought, �s �t,

hey? It �s treason, s�r; treason to the Br�t�sh Crown.”
“S�r,” sa�d Putnam, “an enemy to just�ce �s my enemy; �s every

man’s enemy. It �s a man’s duty to stand by human r�ghts.”
Denn�s stud�ed every farmhouse and nook and corner by the way.

He had a qu�ck m�nd and a respons�ve heart, and he was learn�ng
Amer�ca read�ly.



He could read lettered words, so he looked well at the s�gn-boards
at four corners and on taverns and m�lestones. He “stumbled” �n
book read�ng, but could def�ne s�gns.

“Could you f�nd your way back aga�n?” asked the Major of h�m, as
they rested beneath the great trees on Boston Common.

“And sure �t �s, Major. I would f�nd my way back there �f I had been
landed at the back door of the world.”

“Well,” sa�d the Major, “then you may go back �n advance of us
alone.”

Denn�s parted from the Major, and d�smounted �n a couple of days
or more before the Governor’s war off�ce w�th

“And �t �s the top of the morn�ng, �t �s, Governor.”
“D�d you br�ng a recommendat�on from the Major?” asked the

Governor.
“No, no, he sent me on ahead, but I can g�ve a good report of

h�m.”
“That �s the same as though he brought a good report of you. A

man who speaks well of h�s master �s generally to be trusted.
“Well, you know the way to Boston town. I th�nk that I can now

make you useful to me, and to the cause. We w�ll see.”
Denn�s found work at the tavern. He would s�t on the tavern steps

to watch for the Governor �n the even�ngs when the latter appeared
on the green. He soon jo�ned the good people �n call�ng the
Governor “Brother Jonathan.”

Denn�s was superst�t�ous—most Ir�shmen are—but he was hardly
more g�ven to ghostly fears than the Connect�cut farmers were.
Nearly every farmstead at that per�od had �ts ghost story. Good
Governor Trumbull would hardly have g�ven an hour to the fa�ry tale,
but he probably would have l�stened �ntently to a graveyard or “w�tch”
story.

People d�d not see angels then as �n old Hebrew days, but thought
that there were sheeted ghosts that came out of graveyards, or



made n�ght journeys through lonely woods, and stood at the head of
garret sta�rs, “aveng�ng” sp�r�ts that haunted those who had done
them wrong.

So we only p�cture real l�fe when we br�ng Denn�s �nto th�s we�rd
atmosphere, that made legs n�mble, and cats run home when the
clouds scudded over the moon.

Denn�s had heard ghost story after ghost story on h�s journey and
at the store. Almost everybody had at least one such story to tell;
how that Moodus h�lls would shake and quake at t�mes, and t�p over
m�lk-pans, and cause the ma�d to h�de and the dog to howl; how the
t�mbers brought together to bu�ld a church, one n�ght set to caper�ng
and danc�ng; how a woman who had a d�sease that “unj�nted her
j�nts” (unjo�nted her jo�nts) came all together aga�n dur�ng a great
“rev�val”; how w�tches took the form of b�rds, and were shot w�th
s�lver bullets; and l�ke fantast�c th�ngs wh�ch m�ght have f�lled
volumes.

“I never fear the face of day,” sa�d Denn�s, “but appar�t�ons! Oh, for
my soul’s sake, del�ver me from them! I am no ghost-hunter—I never
want to face anyth�ng that I can’t shoot, and on th�s s�de of the water
the woods are full of people that won’t sleep �n the�r graves when
you lay them there. I shut my eyes. Yes, when I see anyth�ng that I
can’t account for, I shut my eyes.”

That was the cause of the spread of superst�t�on. People l�ke
Denn�s “shut the�r eyes.” D�d they meet a wh�te rabb�t �n the bush,
they d�d not �nvest�gate—they ran.

Denn�s would have faced a band of sp�es l�ke a g�ant, but would
have run from the shak�ng of a bush by a mouse or ground squ�rrel
�n a graveyard.

He once saw a s�ght that, to use the old term, “broke h�m up.” He
was pass�ng by a fam�ly graveyard when he thought that an awful
appar�t�on that reached from the earth to the heavens rose before
h�m.

“Oh, and �t was orful!” sa�d he. “It r�z r�ght up out of the graves �nto
the a�r, w�th �ts paws �n the moon. It was a wh�te horse, and he



wh�ckered. My soul went out of me; I hardly had strength enough �n
my legs to get back to the green; and when I d�d, I fell flat down on
my face, and all Amer�ca would never tempt me to go that way
aga�n.”

The wh�te horse whose “paws” were �n the moon was only an
an�mal turned out �nto the h�ghway to pasture, that l�fted h�mself up
on the stout bough of a graveyard w�ld apple-tree to eat apples from
the h�gher l�mbs. Horses were fond of apples, and would somet�mes
l�ft themselves up to gather them �n th�s way.

The ghost story was the favor�te theme at the store on long w�nter
even�ngs.

“If one could be sure that they met an ev�l ghost, one would know
that there must be good sp�r�ts that had gone farther on,” reasoned
the men.

“They may as well all go farther on,” sa�d Denn�s. “Such th�ngs do
not haunt good people.”



CHAPTER III
THE FIRST OF PATRIOTS AT HOME

A noble pr�vate school f�rst made Lebanon of the cedars famous. It
had been founded by the prosperous h�ll farmers under the �nfluence
of the Governor. To th�s school the latter sent h�s f�ve ch�ldren, who
prepared there for college or the h�gher schools.

The Governor possessed a strong m�nd, that was so clear and full
of �mag�nat�on as to be almost poet�c and prophet�c.

The Scr�ptures were h�s book of poems, and he read many books
—Job �n Hebrew, and John �n Greek.

At home among h�s f�ve ch�ldren, all of whom were dest�ned to be
notable, and two of them famous, he was an �deal father. H�s one
thought was to educate h�s ch�ldren for usefulness.

One of h�s sons was named John, born �n 1756. Nearly all of my
readers have seen h�s work, for �t was h�s g�ft to pa�nt the dramat�c
scenes of the Revolut�onary War, and these great h�stor�cal pa�nt�ngs
adorn not only the rotunda of the Cap�tol at Wash�ngton, but several
of them most publ�c halls, and tens of thousands of patr�ot�c homes
�n the country, espec�ally The Battle of Bunker H�ll, The S�gners of
the Declarat�on of Independence, The Death of Wolf, The Surrender
of Cornwall�s, and Wash�ngton’s Farewell to h�s Army.

The home of the Governor may have been matted, but was not
carpeted. It was the custom at that t�me to strew wh�te sand over
floors and to “herr�ng-bone” spare rooms. Of th�s sand we have a
cur�ous story.

Two of the daughters, Fa�th and Mary, were born to a love of art.
They were sent to school �n Boston after graduat�ng at the Lebanon
school, and there Fa�th began to adm�re portra�ts pa�nted �n o�l.



She stud�ed pa�nt�ng �n o�l, and she returned to her pla�n and
s�mple home. She hung upon the walls two portra�ts pa�nted by her
own hand that were a local wonder.

The Governor looked upon h�s g�fted daughter’s work w�th
commendable pr�de.

“You have done well, Fa�th. I d�d not expect such g�fts of you. To
deta�n age, �n keep�ng the face at the age �n wh�ch �t �s pa�nted, �s
�ndeed a noble art. It �s worthy of you, Fa�th.”

At th�s t�me John Trumbull was a l�ttle boy. He had been housed
and nursed tenderly by h�s mother, because he had a m�sformed
head wh�ch had to be shaped out of a defect by pressure.

Th�s boy turned h�s face to h�s s�ster Fa�th’s pa�nt�ngs w�th
surpr�se, as they transformed the walls of the room.

“I want to pa�nt, too,” sa�d he.
“No, no,” sa�d the Governor, “pa�nt�ng �s not for boys.”
He asked h�s s�ster for o�ls.
“You are too young,” thought the art�st�c Fa�th, who was a lov�ng,

noble s�ster.
“But I must, I must.”
One day h�s mother entered the sanded room. The wh�te sand had

been d�sturbed. It was ly�ng about �n cur�ous angles. She stopped;
the sand had formed a p�cture. Whose p�cture—probably �t was
�ntended for herself.

The boy’s face met hers, poss�bly at an oppos�te door.
“My son, what have you been do�ng w�th the sand?”
“Pa�nt�ng, mother.”
“But what led you to pa�nt �n that way?”
“Fa�th’s p�ctures on the wall. I had to pa�nt. I must. I w�ll be a

pa�nter �f I grow up. The th�ngs that father does w�ll not l�ve unless



they are pa�nted. P�ctures make the past now—they hold the past;
they make �t l�ve.”

“My l�ttle boy sees the value of the art l�ke a ph�losopher. You and
Fa�th have a g�ft that I l�ttle expected. I have nursed that l�ttle head of
yours many an hour; there may be p�ctures �n �t—who knows?”

“But father th�nks that pa�nt�ng �s g�rl�sh. How can I get h�m to let
me pa�nt?”

“You may be able to pa�nt so well, that he w�ll be proud of your art.”
The next day the sand took new form; another p�cture f�lled the

floor, and so day by day new p�ctures came to del�ght the good
mother’s heart.

The Governor saw them.
“There �s a g�ft �n them,” sa�d he. “It �s all r�ght for a l�ttle shaver l�ke

h�m. Boys w�ll have to w�eld someth�ng stronger than the brush �n the
new age that �s upon us. But we must not crush any g�ft of God.”

He turned away.
H�s fam�ly loved to be near h�m, and he told them wonderful tales

from the Hebrew Scr�ptures.
Queer tales of early t�mes �n the colon�es he related to them, too;

stor�es that tended to correct false v�ews of l�fe and character.
Suppose we spend an hour w�th the good Governor �n h�s own
home.

It was early even�ng; snow was fall�ng on the green boughs of the
cedars of Lebanon. A great f�replace blazed before the s�tt�ng-room
table, on wh�ch were the B�ble and books.

On one s�de of the f�replace hung quartered apples dry�ng; on the
other a rennet and red peppers, and on the mantelp�ece were shells
from the Ind�es, candlest�cks, and pewter d�shes.



The room became s�lent. The Governor’s thoughts were far away,
plann�ng, plann�ng, almost always plann�ng.

The st�llness became lonesome. Then l�ttle John, the pa�nter �n the
sand, ventured to ask h�s mother for a story, and she sa�d:

“I am narrow�ng now �n my kn�tt�ng; ask your father, he �s wool-
gather�ng; call h�m home.”

L�ttle John touched h�s father on the arm.
“It �s a story that you would have,” sa�d the Governor. “I am

th�nk�ng all by myself on a case that comes up before me to-morrow,
of a young man who has broken the law, but d�d not know that there
was any such law to break. He had just come �n from sea.

“Now, what would you do �n such a case as that, Johnny? I am
th�nk�ng how to be merc�ful to the man and just to others.”

“I would do what mother would do—mother, what would you do �n
a case l�ke that?”

“I do not know; there may be th�ngs to be cons�dered. I would
follow my heart; �f �t would not endanger others.”

“Father, what w�ll you do? An�mals break laws about wh�ch they do
not know. I p�ty them.”

“Well sa�d, John,” sa�d the Governor.
He added, beat�ng on the back of h�s cha�r:
“I may have to follow my heart; but I w�ll tell you a story of an old

Connect�cut judge who followed h�s heart, and someth�ng
unexpected happened.”

The Governor dropped h�s stately tone, and used the language of
home. That was a charm, the home tone.

“It was at the t�me of the blue-laws,” he sa�d. “Those laws �n one
part of the State were so str�ct as to forb�d the mak�ng of m�nce p�es



at Chr�stmas-t�me.
“One of these laws forb�d a man to k�ss h�s w�fe �n publ�c on

Sunday.”
The Governor seldom used story-book language. He was go�ng to

do so now, and �t would make the very f�re seem fr�endly.
“Wander�ng Rufus was a merry lad. He marr�ed a young w�fe, a

very handsome g�rl, and he loved her. Soon after h�s marr�age he
went to sea, and �t was after he went to sea that the law was enacted
aga�nst the Sunday k�ss�ng. The lawmakers l�ttle thought of the men
at sea.

“H�s w�fe looked out for h�m to come back, as a good w�fe should.
She pressed her nose aga�nst the pane. She dreamed and dreamed
of how happy she should be when he should come leap�ng up from
the wharf to greet her.

“Three years passed, for he was a whaler as well as a sa�lor.
“Three years!
“One day there was heard a boom at sea—boom off New Haven.

The sh�p was com�ng �n, and �t was Sunday.
“The young w�fe dressed herself �n her best gown, and she never

looked so pretty before. Her cheeks glowed l�ke roses �n dew-t�me.
“She hurr�ed down toward the wharf to meet h�m, just as the bells

were r�ng�ng and the people were all go�ng to meet�ng.
“He came up the h�ghway to greet her, leap�ng—not a becom�ng

th�ng, I w�ll allow. And he rushed �nto her arms, and gave her smack
after smack, and her bonnet fell off, and the people stopped and
wondered. The mag�strate wondered, too.

“There was a man �n the seaport who was l�ke Mr. Legal�ty �n the
P�lgr�m’s Progress. The next day he had the young sa�lor arrested for
unbecom�ng conduct on the street on Sunday, and I m�nd me that h�s
conduct was not altogether becom�ng.

“The judge came �nto court, and read the law, and asked:



“‘Rufus, my sa�lor boy, what have you to plead?’
“‘I d�d not know that there was any such law, your Honor; else I

would have obeyed �t.’
“You may see that he had a true heart, l�ke a rob�n on a cherry

bough.
“‘I must condemn you to have th�rty lashes at the wh�pp�ng-post,’

sa�d the judge—‘No, twenty lashes—no, cons�der�ng all the po�nts of
the case, ten; or f�ve w�ll do. F�ve lashes at the wh�pp�ng-post. Th�s �s
the l�ghtest sentence that I ever �mposed. But he d�d not know the
law; and he was a marr�ed man, and he had not seen h�s w�fe for
nearly three years; I must be merc�ful �n th�s part�cular case, and I
w�ll not say �n th�s same case how hard the lashes shall be la�d on.’

“So the young sa�lor was wh�pped, and Mr. Legal�ty sa�d that f�ve
lashes would not have scampered a cat.

“Rufus, the wanderer, prepared to go whal�ng aga�n.
“Now, the capta�n of the sh�p had caused a chalk-mark to be

drawn across the deck of the sh�p, and had made a sh�p law that �f
any one but an off�cer of the sh�p should cross the mark, the person
v�olat�ng the law should be wh�pped w�th a cat-o’-n�ne-ta�ls.

“I am sorry to say that our young sa�lor should have had a
revengeful sp�r�t, but he seems to have shown a d�spos�t�on not
altogether benevolent. He �nv�ted Mr. Legal�ty to go on board the sh�p
w�th h�m, just as the sh�p was about to sa�l. Mr. Legal�ty to atone for
h�s want of char�ty went, and he had hardly got on board before he
stepped over the chalk-l�ne.

“‘Halt, halt!’ sa�d Rufus. ‘We have a law that �f any one steps over
the chalk-l�ne he must be wh�pped.’

“‘But I d�d not know that there was any such a law,’ sa�d Mr.
Legal�ty.

“‘But �t �s the law,’ sa�d Wander�ng Rufus.
“‘But how could I have known?’ asked Mr. Legal�ty.



“‘How could I have known that there was a law that a man must
not k�ss h�s w�fe on the street on Sunday?’ asked Rufus.

“‘I see, I see; but don’t let me be wh�pped w�th the cat-o’-n�ne-ta�ls.’
“‘That I w�ll not, for I am a hearty sa�lor. If any one �s wh�pped �t

shall be me. I wanted to show you how the human heart feels.’
“Mr. Legal�ty left the sh�p as fast as h�s legs would carry h�m, and

somehow that story somet�mes r�ses before me l�ke a parable. I th�nk
I shall follow my heart w�th th�s new case that comes off to-morrow.”

“Do, do,” sa�d the ch�ldren, all f�ve; and the mother, lovely Fa�th
Trumbull, sa�d, “Yes, Jonathan, do.”

“And now,” sa�d the Governor, “let us read together the most
beaut�ful chapter, as I m�nd, �n all the Ep�stles.”

The snow fell gently w�thout; the f�re cracked, and they read
together the chapter conta�n�ng “Char�ty suffereth long, and �s k�nd.”

“Beareth all th�ngs, endureth all th�ngs,” read l�ttle John. Then tears
f�lled h�s eyes, and he sa�d:

“Father, I love you.”
But there was another s�de to the love and loyalty of th�s sheltered

town �n the cedars. There were Tor�es here, and they d�d not l�ke the
patr�archal Governor. You must meet some of them, �f �t does change
the atmosphere of the narrat�ve.

It has been sa�d that no d�spute could ever stand before Brother
Jonathan; �t would melt away l�ke snow on an Apr�l day when he
l�fted h�s ben�gnant eyes and put the f�nger of one hand on the other,
and sa�d, “Let me make �t clear to you.”

Queer old Samuel Peters, the Ep�scopal agent, or m�ss�onary �n
the colony, made so much fun of the good people �n h�s H�story of
Connect�cut, and so led England and Amer�ca to laugh by h�s
marvelous anecdotes and descr�pt�on of the blue-laws, that the really
thr�fty and hero�c character of these people has been m�sjudged.

A wonderful fam�ly had Brother Jonathan. H�s ch�ldren who l�ved to
become of age became famous, and they were all remarkable as



ch�ldren. Jonathan Trumbull, Jr., could read V�rg�l at f�ve, and had
read Homer at twelve, and could talk w�th h�s father �n Lat�n and
Greek, and d�scuss Horace and Juvenal when a boy. He, as we have
sa�d, became a great pa�nter, and commenced by draw�ng p�ctures �n
the sand wh�ch was spr�nkled on h�s father’s floor. They used
“herr�ng-bone” to t�dy rooms �n those days, spare rooms, by dust�ng
clean sand on the floor, �n a wavy way, leav�ng the floor �n the angles
of a herr�ng-bone. We do not know that �t was �n such herr�ng-bon�ng
sand that young Trumbull began to draw p�ctures, but �t may have
been so.

We have v�s�ted the rooms �n the old perpend�cular house where
he began to draw. H�s good father d�d not approve of h�s purpose to
become a pa�nter, but he thought that gen�us should be allowed to
follow �ts own course. A man �s never contented or sat�sf�ed outs�de
of h�s natural g�fts and haunt�ng �ncl�nat�ons. So the battles �nto wh�ch
h�s father’s sp�r�t entered, John made �mmortal by pa�nt�ng, and h�s
work may be seen not only �n the rotunda of the Cap�tol at
Wash�ngton, but �n the “Trumbull Collect�on” at Yale College.

Young Trumbull was led to cont�nue to pa�nt by h�s s�sters Fa�th
and Mary, who went to Boston to school. Th�s was the Copley age of
art �n Boston. You may see Copley’s p�ctures at the Art Museum,
Boston, and among them the almost l�v�ng portra�t of Samuel Adams.
When these g�rls returned from v�s�ts to Boston, Mary began to pa�nt
�nsp�r�ng p�ctures and to adorn the rooms w�th them.

She and her brother stud�ed the l�ves and works of the old
masters. How? We do not know, but gen�us makes a way.

A thr�fty farmer and merchant was Col. Jonathan Trumbull �n h�s
young days. You laugh at these old-fash�oned men, but look at what
th�s man, who could d�scuss Homer and Horace w�th h�s boys, and
the arts of Greece w�th h�s g�rls, accompl�shed through the good
judgment and pr�vate thr�ft �n h�s early l�fe. Says h�s pr�nc�pal
b�ographer, G. W. Stuart, of the f�ne young farmer, who had sh�ps on
the sea, and was beg�nn�ng to turn from a farmer to a notable
merchant:



“So the f�rst years of Trumbull’s l�fe as a merchant passed �n
successful commerce abroad, �n prof�table trade at home, and w�th
h�gh reputat�on �n all h�s contacts, negot�at�ons, and adventures. And
‘h�s corn and r�ches d�d �ncrease.’ A house and home-estate worth
over four thousand pounds; furn�ture, and a l�brary, worth s�x
hundred pounds; a valuable store adjacent to the dwell�ng; a store,
wharf, and land at East Haddam; a lot and warehouse at Chelsea �n
Norw�ch; a valuable gr�st-m�ll near h�s fam�ly seat at Lebanon; ‘a
large, conven�ent malt-house;’ several product�ve farms �n h�s
ne�ghborhood, carefully t�lled, and beaut�fully spotted w�th r�ch acres
of woodland; extens�ve ownersh�p, too, �n the ‘F�ve-m�le Propr�ety,’
as �t was called, �n Lebanon, �n whose management as
comm�tteeman, and representat�ve at courts, and moderator at
meet�ngs of owners, Trumbull had much to do; a stock of domest�c
an�mals worth a hundred and th�rty pounds—these possess�ons,
together w�th a well-secured �ndebtedness to h�mself, �n bonds, and
notes, and mortgages, result�ng from h�s mercant�le transact�ons, of
about e�ght thousand pounds, rewarded, at the close of the year
1763, the to�l of Trumbull �n the f�eld of trade and commerce. In all �t
was a property of not less than e�ghteen thousand pounds—truly a
large one for the day—but one dest�ned, by reverses �n trade wh�ch
the t�mes subsequently rendered �nev�table, and by the patr�ot�c
generos�ty of �ts owner dur�ng the great Revolut�onary struggle, to
sl�p, �n large part, from h�s grasp.”

Here �s a p�cture of thr�fty l�fe �n a country v�llage estate �n old New
England days.

He preached at f�rst, then became a judge, and he “doctored.”
They were queer people who doctored then, w�th w�g and g�g.

Brother Jonathan doctored the poor. He doctored out of h�s goodly
�nst�ncts more than from a med�cal code, though he could adm�n�ster
prescr�pt�ons from Lat�n that �t was deemed presumptuous for the
pat�ent to �nqu�re about. Now people know what med�c�ne they take,
but �t was deemed audac�ous then to ask any quest�ons about Lat�n
prescr�pt�ons, or to seek to penetrate such an awful mystery as was
conta�ned �n the “Ferrocesqu�c�anur�t of the Cyn�de of Potass�um,” or
to f�nd out that a ranunculus bulbosus was only a buttercup.



Among the good old tavern tales of such old-t�me doctors was one
of a not�onal old woman, who used to send for the doctor as often as
she saw any one pass�ng who was go�ng the doctor’s way. Once
when there was com�ng on one of these awful March snow-storms
that bur�ed up houses, she saw a teamster hurry�ng aga�nst the
p�t�less snow toward the town where the doctor’s off�ce was.

“Hay, hay!” sa�d she to the half-bl�nded man. “Whoa, stop! Send
the doctor to me—�t �s go�ng to be a desperate case.”

The doctor came to v�s�t h�s pat�ent, and found her gett�ng a
bount�ful meal.

“The dragon!” sa�d he. “Hobgobl�ns and thunder, what d�d you
make me come out here for �n all th�s dreadful storm?”

“Oh, pardon, doctor,” sa�d she, “�t was such a good chance to
send.”

In �ll temper, the country doctor faced the storm aga�n.
There was both an academy and an Ind�an school �n the town, and

all the ch�ldren loved Brother Jonathan.
The ch�ldren of Boston used to follow Sam Adams �n the street �n

the latter’s ben�gn old age, and the wh�te ch�ldren and red tumbled
over the�r dogs to meet Brother Jonathan, when he appeared �n h�s
three-cornered hat, ruffles and knee-breeches, and all, �n the snug
v�llage green around wh�ch the or�oles sung �n the great trees.

He had some k�nd word for them all. When h�s face l�ghted up, all
was happ�ness.

Among h�s ne�ghbors was W�ll�am W�ll�ams, a s�gner of the
Declarat�on of Independence, and a man of beaut�ful soul.

The old church gleamed �n a�r over the green. On the country
roads they held meet�ngs �n smaller churches and �n schoolhouses.

A queer story �s told of one of these churches at the t�me of foot-
stoves; how a good woman took a foot-stove to church and h�d �t
under her cloak. The stove smoked, and the warm smoke rose up
under her cloak, wh�ch was spread around her l�ke a tent, and



caused her to go to sleep. As she bent over the smoke came out of
her cloak at the back of her neck and ascended �nto the sunl�ght of a
w�ndow. Now smoke �s l�kely to form a c�rcle as �t ascends, and the
good people, who d�d not know of the foot-stove, thought that they
saw a crown of glory hang�ng over her head, and that a m�racle was
be�ng performed.

Brother Jonathan and h�s good w�fe and ch�ldren were always �n
the�r pew on Sunday. Probably there was a sound�ng-board �n the
pr�m�t�ve church and an hour-glass. Poss�bly, a t�th�ng man went
about w�th a feather to t�ckle sleepy old women on the nose, who lost
consc�ousness between the 7thlys and the 10thlys, and so made
them jump and say, “O Lud, massy sakes al�ve!” or someth�ng
equally surpr�s�ng and �mproper.



CHAPTER IV
“OUT YOU GO”

Old Peter Wetmore, of Lebanon, was suspected of be�ng a Tory,
but he kept shut l�ps. “Don’t open the doors of your soul,” he used to
say, “and people w�ll never know who you are. They can’t �mpr�son
your soul w�thout the body, nor the body unless the soul opens �ts
gates,” by wh�ch he meant the l�ps. “What I say �s noth�ng to nobody.
I chop wood!”

Morose, s�lent, grunt�ng, �f he spoke at all, he l�ved �n a mossy,
gable-roofed house, w�th a huge woodp�le before h�s door.

There was a great oak forest on r�s�ng ground above h�m. Below
h�m was a cedar swamp, w�th a v�llage of crows and crow-blackb�rds,
wh�ch all shouted �n the morn�ng, and told each other that the sun
was r�s�ng.

He was �n h�s heart true to the K�ng. When the patr�ots of Lebanon
came to h�m to talk pol�t�cs after the Lex�ngton alarm, he s�mply sa�d,
“I chop wood.”

Chop wood he d�d. H�s woodp�le �n front of h�s house was almost
as h�gh as h�s house �tself. But he chopped on, and all through the
w�nter h�s ax flew. And he spl�t wood, h�ckory wood, w�th a warl�ke
express�on on h�s face, as h�s ax came down. He had one relat�ve—
a nephew, Peter, whom he taught to “fly around” and to “p�ck up h�s
heels” �n such a nervous way that people ceased to call h�m Peter
Wetmore, but named h�m Peter N�mble. The boy was so abused by
h�s uncle that he wore a scared look.

Lebanon was becom�ng one of the most patr�ot�c towns �n
Amer�ca. At one t�me dur�ng the Revolut�onary War there were f�ve
hundred men �n the publ�c serv�ces. The people were �ntolerant of a
Tory, and old Peter Wetmore, who chopped wood, was a suspect.



A d�fferent heart had young Peter, the orphan boy, who was for a
t�me compelled to l�ve w�th h�m or to become roofless.

The Lex�ngton alarm thr�lled h�m, as he heard the news on
Lebanon green.

He caught the sp�r�t of the people, and as for Governor Trumbull,
he thought he was the “Lord” or almost a d�v�n�ty. The Governor
probably used to g�ve h�m r�des when he met h�m �n the way. The
Governor d�d not “wh�p beh�nd.”

When Peter had heard the news of the Lex�ngton alarm, he sa�d:
“I must fly home now and tell uncle that.”
It was a long way from the green to the cab�n that Peter called

“home.”
He hurr�ed home and l�fted the latch, and met h�s uncle, who was

scowl�ng.
“What has happened now?” sa�d the latter, see�ng Peter had been

runn�ng.
“A shot has been f�red on the green.”
“What, on Lebanon green?” gasped the old man �n alarm.
“No, on Lex�ngton green.”
“That doesn’t matter. Lex�ngton green �s so far off. Who f�red the

shot? The regulars,” he added.
“The young men at Lebanon are all enl�st�ng. I w�sh I were old

enough to go!”
“For what?”
“To f�ght the Br�t�sh.”
“What, the K�ng?”
“Yes.”
“The K�ng? Do I hear my ears, boy?”
“Uncle?”



“I am go�ng to pull the latch-str�ng, and out you go. Don’t talk back.
Do you hear? Out you go, and you may never be able to tell all you
lose.”

The boy half comprehended the h�nt, for he bel�eved that h�s uncle
had money stored �n the cellar, or �n some secret place near the
house. As the latter would never let any one but h�mself go to the
soap-barrel �n the cellar, the boy suspected the treasure m�ght be
there, or �n the ash-flue �n the ch�mney.

Young Peter turned wh�te.
Old Peter tugged h�s rheumat�c body to the door, and turned.
“I am go�ng to pull the str�ng, Peter.”
To the boy the words sounded l�ke a hangman’s summons.
“Where shall I go, uncle?”
“That �s for you to say. I’ve got store enough, boy. Somebody w�ll

bury me �f I d�e. But the K�ng, my K�ng, he who goes aga�nst the K�ng
goes aga�nst me. Who do you go for?”

“The people.”
“The people!” shr�eked the old man. “Then out you go; out!”
“There �s one house, uncle, whose doors are open to all people

who have no roof.”
“Wh�ch one �s that—the poorhouse?”
“No, the Governor’s.”
“That makes me mad—mad! I hate the Governor, and h�s’n and

all! I can l�ve alone!”
He pulled the latch-str�ng and cr�ed, �n trumpet tone:
“Out!”
Peter went out �nto the open Apr�l a�r, �nto the wood. He went to

the Governor’s, and told h�m all, but �n a way to sh�eld the old man.
“He �s a l�ttle touched �n m�nd,” sa�d Peter, char�tably.



“You shall have a home w�th me, or m�ne,” sa�d the Governor. “My
son-�n-law over the way w�ll employ you as a shepherd. If he doesn’t,
others w�ll. And you can use the h�lls for a lookout, wh�le you herd
sheep. Denn�s w�ll f�nd work for you to do at t�mes �n h�s serv�ce. Boy,
per�lous t�mes are com�ng, and you have a true heart. I know your
heart; I can see �t—I know your thoughts, and people who sow true
thoughts, reap true harvests. Don’t be down-hearted; you own the
stars. I w�ll cover you.” He l�fted h�s hand over h�m.

“You won’t harm uncle for what I have sa�d?”
“No, no, I w�ll not harm the old man for what you have sa�d now. It

�s better to change the heart of a man and make h�m your fr�end than
to seek to have revenge on h�m. He w�ll turn to you some day, and
perhaps he w�ll leave you h�s gold, for they say that he has gold
stored away somewhere. You have a heart of char�ty—I can see—as
well as of truth. Char�ty goes w�th honor. As long as you do r�ght,
noth�ng can happen to you that you can not glor�fy.”

Peter was made acqua�nted w�th Denn�s by the Governor, who
was a father to all fr�endless ch�ldren, and he was employed as a
shepherd boy, on the h�lls.

The h�lls were lookouts now.
People went to the old man to reprove h�m for h�s treatment of h�s

nephew, but he would only say:
“I am cutt�ng wood!”
Wh�le he l�ved w�th h�s Tory uncle, Peter used to hear strange

th�ngs at n�ght.
The old man would get up, bar all the doors, l�ght the bayberry

candle, and br�ng someth�ng l�ke a leather bag to h�s table.
Then he would talk to h�mself strangely.
“One,” he would say, putt�ng down someth�ng that rang hard on

the table.
“One, �f he stays w�th me, and �s true to the K�ng.
“Two.”



There would follow a metall�c sound.
“Two, �f he stays w�th me, and �s loyal to the K�ng.
“Three, �f he stays and �s loyal.
“Four. All for h�m when I go out, �f only he �s true.”
Then the bag would j�ngle. Then would follow a rattl�ng sound.
“F�ve, s�x, seven, e�ght,” and so on, add�ng up to a hundred. He

seemed to be count�ng co�n.
Then there would be a sound of sweep�ng hands. Was he

gather�ng up co�n—gold co�n? Presently there would be sounds of
chubby feet, and a chest would seem to open, and the l�d to close,
and to be bolted.

“All, all for h�m,” the old man would say, “�f he only stays w�th me
and �s loyal to the K�ng, whose arms are l�ke those of the l�on and the
un�corn.”

Then he would l�e down, say�ng, “All for h�m,” and the house would
become st�ll �n the st�ll world of the cedars.

The boy wondered �f “h�m” were the K�ng, or �f �t were he, or some
unknown relat�ve, or fr�end. He could hardly doubt that the old man
had treasure, and counted �t at n�ght, e�ther for the K�ng, or for
h�mself.

So now, often when the great moon shone on the cedars, he lay
awake and wondered what the old man meant. Had he m�ssed a
fortune by h�s patr�ot�c feel�ng?

The words, “�f he stays w�th me and �s loyal to the K�ng,” made h�m
th�nk that the wood-chopper meant h�mself, or some unknown
relat�ve.

But “�f he stays w�th me” suggested h�mself so strongly, that he
often asked h�mself, �f the hard old man really loved h�m and was
carry�ng out some v�s�on for h�s welfare �n h�s s�lent heart.

Peter used to meet Brother Jonathan as the latter crossed the
green, wh�ch he d�d almost da�ly. The Governor was usually so



absorbed �n thought that he d�d not seem to see the sh�n�ng sun, or
to hear the b�rds s�ng�ng; he l�ved �n the cause.

But when he met Peter he would stretch out h�s hand �n the
Quaker manner, and look pleasant. To see the old man’s face l�ght
up was a joy to the suscept�ble boy; �t made h�m so happy as to
make h�m alert the rest of the day.

One day as the two were cross�ng the green, �n near ways, the
Governor suddenly sa�d:

“Let us cons�der the matter:
“My young man, for so you are before your t�me, I must have a

clerk �n my store, and he must be no common clerk; he must be one
that I can trust, for he must do more than sell goods and barter; he
must look out for me, when I am �n the back room, the war off�ce;
and he must be the only one to enter the war-off�ce room when the
counc�l �s �n sess�on. The counc�l has met more than three hundred
t�mes now. And, Peter, Peter of the h�lls, shepherd-boy, n�ght-watch
—my heart turns to you. You must be my clerk—that �s, to the
people; meet customers, barter, trade, sell; but to me, you must be
the sent�nel of the door of the war off�ce. Peter, I can see your soul;
you w�ll be true to me. I am an old man; don’t say �t, but I forget,
when I have so many th�ngs to we�gh me down. You shall stand
between the store and the war off�ce, at the counter, and I w�ll g�ve
you the secret keys, and �f any one must see me, you must see
about the matter. Peter, the Counc�l of Safety �s a power beh�nd the
dest�ny of th�s nat�on. It �s revealed to me so. W�ll you come?”

“Yes, yes, Governor. I l�ve �n my thoughts for you. Yes, yes, and I
w�ll be as fa�thful as I can.”

“Of course you w�ll. Come r�ght now. You may sleep �n the store at
n�ght. The drovers w�ll tell you stor�es on the barrels. I can trust you
for everyth�ng. So I d�sm�ss myself now—you are myself. Here �s the
secret key. Don’t feel hurt �f I do not speak to you much when you
see me. I l�ve for the future, and must th�nk, th�nk, th�nk.”

The Governor went �nto the tavern, and Peter, w�th the secret key,
went to the store. The Governor had cons�dered the matter. He used



the word cons�der often.
The Governor soon began to send almost all people who came to

see h�m, except the members of the counc�l, to Peter. “Go to my
clerk,” he would say, “he w�ll do the best he can for you.”

Peter rose �n publ�c favor. Two plus two �n h�m made f�ve, as �t
does �n all grow�ng people. He was more than a clerk. He was keen,
hearty, true.

Peter rece�ved news from cour�ers for years. What news was
reported there—The battle of Long Island, the operat�ons near New
York, Trenton, Pr�nceton, Morr�stown, Burgoyne’s campa�gn,
Brandyw�ne, Germantown, Monmouth, the southern campa�gn, the
explo�ts of Green, and hundreds, perhaps thousands, of �nc�dents of
the vary�ng fortunes of the war!

The cour�ers, despatchmen, the wagoners, the drovers, came to
the war off�ce and went. They mult�pl�ed.

But the act�v�ty d�m�n�shed as the army moved South.
People gathered �n the front store �n the even�ngs to hear the

news, and often to wa�t for the news. They saw the members of the
Counc�l of Safety come and go; and wh�le the th�ngs that lay l�ke
we�ghts �n the balance of the nat�on were there d�scussed, the men
told tales on the barrels that had come from the West Ind�es, or on
the meal chests and b�ns of vegetables. What queer tales they were!

Let us spend an even�ng at the store, and l�sten to one of the old
Connect�cut folk tales.

It �s a w�nter n�ght. The �ce glares w�thout �n the moon, on the
ponds and cedars. There �s an open f�re �n the store; �n the w�ndow
are candy-jars; over the counter are candles on rods, and on the
counter are snuff-jars and tobacco.

One of the old-t�me natural story-tellers s�ts on a r�ce-barrel; he �s
a drover and stops at ways�de �nns, and knows the tales of the �nns,



and espec�ally the ghost-stor�es. Such stor�es d�d not fr�ghten Peter
as they d�d Denn�s, who was new to the country. Peter had become
hardened to them.

Let us g�ve you one of these pecul�ar old store stor�es that was told
on red settles, and that �s l�ke those wh�ch passed from settle to
settle throughout the colony. The speaker �s a “grandfather.”

THE TREASURE DIGGER OF CAPE ANN

“Oh, boys, let me smoke my p�pe �n peace. How the moon sh�nes
on the snow, far, far away, down the sea! That makes me th�nk of
Capta�n K�dd. Ah, he was a hard man, that same Capta�n K�dd, and
he had a hard, hard heart, �f he was the son of a Scotch preacher.”

Here the grandfather paused and shook h�s head.
The pause made an atmosphere. The natural story-teller lowered

h�s vo�ce, and the earth seemed to stand st�ll as he sa�d:

“My name was Capta�n K�dd,
As I sa�led, as I sa�led,
My name was Capta�n K�dd,

As I sa�led.

“My name was Capta�n K�dd,
And w�ckedly I d�d,
God’s laws I d�d forb�d,

As I sa�led.

“I murdered W�ll�am Moore,
As I sa�led, as I sa�led,
And left h�m �n h�s gore,

As I sa�led.

“I’d the B�ble �n my hand,
’Twas my father’s last command,
But I sunk �t �n the sand,

As I sa�led.”



Here the old man paused, pressed down the tobacco �n h�s p�pe
w�th a qu�ck movement of h�s foref�nger, and shook h�s head tw�ce,
leav�ng the �mpress�on that the sa�d Capta�n K�dd was a very bad
sea-rover.

The room was st�ll. You could hear the sparks shoot out; the corn-
sheller stopped �n h�s work. The old ma�den lady who had come �n
for snuff touched the pepper pods: the a�r grew peppery, but no one
dared to sneeze.

The old man bobbed up h�s head, as mak�ng an atmosphere for
h�ghly wrought work of the �mag�nat�on.

“There was once an old couple,” he sa�d, “who l�ved down on
Cape Ann, and beyond the�r cottage was a sandy dune, and on the
dune there was a thatch-patch.

“They had grown old and were poor, and both thought that the�r lot
had been hard, and the old woman sa�d to the old man:

“‘It was you who made my l�fe hard. I was once a g�rl, and what I
m�ght have been no one knows. Ah me, ah me!’

“One fall morn�ng the old man got up, and fr�sked around �n an
unusual way.

“‘What makes you so spry?’ asked the old woman.
“‘I dreamed a dream last n�ght �n the morn�ng.’
“‘And what d�d you dream?’
“‘I dreamed that Capta�n K�dd h�d h�s treasure �n an �ron box under

the thatch-patch, r�ght �n the m�ddle of the patch, where the sh�ngle
goes round.’

“‘Then go out and d�g. If you don’t, I w�ll. Th�nk what we m�ght be, �f
we could f�nd that treasure. We m�ght have a char�ot l�ke the
Pepperells, and f�ne horses l�ke the Boston gentry, the Royalls, and
the Vassals.’

“‘But I can have the treasure only on one cond�t�on.’
“‘What �s that?’



“‘I must not speak a word wh�le I am d�gg�ng.’
“‘That would be hard for you. Your mouth �s always open,

answer�ng your old w�fe back. I could d�g w�thout a word, now. Well,
well, ah-a-me! If you should dream that dream a second t�me, �t
would be a s�gn.’

“The next morn�ng the old man got up spryer than before. He
clattered the shovel and the tongs.

“‘W�fe, w�fe, I dreamed the same dream aga�n th�s morn�ng.’
“‘Well, �f you were to dream �t a th�rd t�me, �t would be a certa�nty—

that �s, �f you could d�g for the treasure w�thout speak�ng a word,
wh�ch a woman of my sense and w�t could do. Go and d�g.’

“‘But the vo�ce that came to me �n my dream told me to d�g at
m�dn�ght, at the r�s�ng of the moon.’

“That n�ght as the great moon rose over the waters of Cape Ann,
l�ke the sun, the old man took h�s hoe and hung on to �t h�s clam-
basket, and put both of them over h�s shoulder. He went out of the
door over wh�ch the dry morn�ng-glory v�nes were rattl�ng.

“‘Now, husband, you stop and l�sten to me,’ sa�d the old w�fe.
‘Remember all the t�me that you are not to speak a word, else we w�ll
have no char�ot to r�de past the Pepperells, nor canter�ng horses,
leav�ng the dust all �n the�r eyes. Now, what are you to do?’

“‘Never to speak a word.’
“‘Under no surpr�se.’
“‘Not �f the sea were to roar, nor the sky to fall, nor an earthquake

to uproot the h�lls, nor anyth�ng!’
“‘Well, you may go now, and when you return we w�ll be r�cher

than the Governor h�mself. I have always been dream�ng that such a
day m�ght come to us as a sort of reward for all that we have
suffered. But they say that Capta�n K�dd tr�cks those who d�g for h�s
treasures. H�s ghost appears to them. Never you fear �f he lays
hands on you.’



“The old man went down to the sea. The moon rose so fast that he
could see �t r�s�ng.

“The old couple had a black cat, a very sleek, fat l�ttle an�mal,
wh�ch l�ved much on the broken clams that the clam-d�ggers threw
out of the�r p�les of b�valves at low t�des.

“When she saw that the old man was go�ng down to the sea, she
started after h�m, w�th st�ll feet—st�ll, st�ll.

“The old man measured by h�s eye the center of the thatch-patch,
and dug �nto the tough roots of the thatch lust�ly. He became
exhausted at last and stopped to rest, look�ng up to the moon that
gl�ttered �n the autumn sea. He pushed the handle of the hoe down
�nto the sand. It struck someth�ng that sounded l�ke �ron. He felt sure
of the treasure.

“Suddenly he felt someth�ng rubb�ng aga�nst h�s leg. It was l�ke a
hand. ‘Capta�n K�dd came back to d�sconcert me,’ thought he. ‘But I
w�ll never speak a word,’ thought he s�lently, ‘not for the moon
herself, nor for a thousand moons.’

“The supposed hand aga�n rubbed aga�nst h�s leg—st�ll, st�ll.
“He turned h�s head very slowly and caut�ously. He saw someth�ng

move. It was l�ke a gloved hand. ‘Capta�n K�dd’s, sure,’ he thought,
but d�d not speak a word. The th�ng had st�ll feet or hands.

“He turned h�s head a l�ttle more and was humbled to d�scover that
�t was not Capta�n K�dd’s hand at all, but only Tommy, purr�ng and
purr�ng—st�ll, st�ll.

“H�s pr�de fell. He was d�sconcerted. No one can tell what he may
do when he f�nds a p�rate’s ghost to be only the house cat, all so st�ll.

“There are some s�tuat�ons that take away all one’s senses, l�ttle
th�ngs, too.

“He �ncl�ned h�s head more, so to be certa�n, when the truth was �n
an �nstant revealed to h�m beyond a poss�b�l�ty of doubt, but
everyth�ng was st�ll, st�ll, st�ll.

“‘S���!’”



The story-teller had been talk�ng �n a very low tone. He uttered the
last word w�th an explos�ve vo�ce when he had caused all ears to be
stra�ned. H�s hearers leaped at th�s electr�c end�ng of h�s Red Settle
Tale.

He resumed h�s p�pe, and merely added:
“There are some th�ngs that human nature can not stand. When a

man f�nds out someth�ng to be noth�ng, for example, l�ke the treasure
d�gger of Cape Ann.”

After a long t�me, dur�ng wh�ch heart-beats became normal, some
one m�ght venture to ask:

“And what became of the old woman?”
“Oh, after the old man spoke the sea roared and came rush�ng �nto

the thatch-patch and over �t, and he and the cat ran, and I m�nd me
that that cat d�dn’t have much peace and comfort �n the house after
that.”



CHAPTER V
THE WAR OFFICE IN THE CEDARS—AN INDIAN

TALE—INCIDENTS

The old war off�ce at Lebanon, Conn., �s st�ll to be seen. That war
off�ce �s a rel�c room and a l�brary now. The great cedars are gone
that once surrounded �t, and the old Alden Tavern, wh�ch was
enl�vened by colon�al tales, and �n later t�mes by the queer
Revolut�onary tale of the hum�l�at�on of the captured Prescott, has
now left beh�nd �t the borders of the v�llage green. The ground where
Wash�ngton rev�ewed the army of Rochambeau �s st�ll held sacred,
and near by r�ses the church of the Revolut�on, and �n a w�nd-swept
New England graveyard, on the h�lls�de, �n a crumbl�ng tomb, sleeps
Governor Trumbull, Wash�ngton’s “Brother Jonathan,” whom the
great leader of the sold�er commoners used to consult �n every
stress of the war.

In the same lot of rude, mossy, z�gzag headstones rests one of the
s�gners of the Declarat�on of Independence, W�ll�am W�ll�ams, who
marr�ed Governor Trumbull’s daughter.

Th�s place of rare h�story stands apart from the ma�n traveled
roads. To reach �t, go to W�ll�mant�c, and take a branch ra�lroad to
Lebanon, wh�ch town of h�dden farms was so called from �ts cedars.

What a wonder to a lover of h�story th�s place �s! The farms, w�th
orchards, great barns and meadows, r�se on the h�ll-slopes as
beaut�ful as they are thr�fty. The town �s some two or more m�les from
the ra�lroad, and the v�s�tor wonders how a place that dec�ded the
greatest events of h�story could have been left to pr�m�t�ve l�fe,
s�mpl�c�ty, and country roads, am�d all the �ndustr�al act�v�t�es that
c�rcle round �t �n near great factory towns.



There may be seen the New England of old—the same bowery
landscapes and walls that the rugged farmers knew, who left the�r
plows for Bunker H�ll, after the Lex�ngton alarm. Putnam often rode
over these h�lls, and young John Trumbull, as we have shown,
began h�s h�stor�cal p�ctures there.

The l�ttle gambrel-roofed house called the war off�ce, where the
greatest and most dec�s�ve events of the Revolut�on had the�r or�g�n,
or support, was probably the country store of Governor Trumbull’s
father, and was erected near the beg�nn�ng of the e�ghteenth century.

Why d�d th�s l�ttle bu�ld�ng ga�n th�s great �mportance, an
�mportance greater than any other, except, perhaps, the old State
House, Boston, and Independence Hall, Ph�ladelph�a? Let us repeat
some facts for clearness.

Lebanon of the cedars lay on the d�rect road to Boston, and was
connected w�th the pr�nc�pal Connect�cut towns. There was sounded
the Lex�ngton alarm. The Connect�cut Assembly delegated great
powers to a comm�ttee of publ�c safety. Governor Trumbull, who was
the lead�ng sp�r�t of �t, and three other members, res�ded �n Lebanon,
and held the early sess�ons of the comm�ttee there. Th�s comm�ttee
cont�nued �ts sess�ons here dur�ng the war.

The house occup�ed by Governor Trumbull st�ll stands, as we have
sa�d, but the tavern �s gone.

“Brother Jonathan’s” war off�ce and res�dence �n Lebanon, Connect�cut.

The wr�ter d�ned �n the house a few months before beg�nn�ng th�s
story, and was shown the part of the house where the alarm-post, as
we call the guard’s room, and overlook, were.

We g�ve a p�cture of th�s most �nterest�ng house, one of the most
s�gn�f�cant �n the country. The sp�r�t of the Revolut�on dwelt there, and
from th�s place �t exerc�sed a wonderful but unseen power.

The Connect�cut Soc�ety of the Sons of the Revolut�on �n the
w�nter of 1890–’91 made prov�s�on for the preservat�on of the war
off�ce, as a notable rel�c of the Revolut�on.



The bu�ld�ng was repa�red. The oak framework was found to be
sound, and the decayed s�lls were replaced by new t�mber, and the
ch�mney was restored and furn�shed w�th colon�al f�rep�eces from old
houses �n Lebanon. And�rons made �n the Revolut�on, old �ron
cranes, and pr�m�t�ve utens�ls were brought to the counc�l room, and
the place of the meet�ngs of the Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety was thus
made to resume the aspect of a bygone age of the farmer heroes.

The celebrat�on of the restorat�on of the war off�ce by the Sons of
the Revolut�on took place May 14, 1891, on Flag-day, when there
waved a flag w�th the motto of “Brother Jonathan” �n company w�th
the Star-Spangled Banner.

On that occas�on the modern Amer�can flag was ra�sed over the
old war off�ce for the f�rst t�me, where

Jonathan Trumbull never fa�led
In h�s store on Lebanon H�ll.

Jonathan Trumbull has well been called the Cedar of Lebanon.
The story of h�s early l�fe �s that of one of nature’s �ndependent
noblemen, than wh�ch no t�tle �s h�gher. H�s own bra�ns and hands
caused h�m to be a powerful �nfluence; he made character, and
character made h�m; he became poor, but noth�ng l�ves but
r�ghteousness, and character �s everyth�ng.

The or�g�n of h�s fam�ly name �s �nterest�ng.
A Scott�sh k�ng was out hunt�ng, and was attacked by a bull. A

young peasant threw h�mself before the k�ng, tw�sted the bull’s
horns, and saved the k�ng’s l�fe. The k�ng gave h�m the name of
“Turnbull,” w�th a coat of arms and the motto, Fortuna favet audac�.
Hence the name Trumbull.

The w�fe of Trumbull, as we have shown, came from a fam�ly
equally noble. She was the great-granddaughter of Rob�nson of
Leyden, the patr�arch of the church of the P�lgr�m Fathers �n Holland.
It was he who sa�d to the P�lgr�ms on the�r departure: “Go ye forth
�nto the w�lderness, and new l�ght shall break forth from the Word.”



He had �ntended to follow the P�lgr�ms to Amer�ca, but d�ed �n
Holland.

Jonathan Trumbull was born �n Lebanon, Conn., 1710. He was a
successful trader at sea for a t�me; he then lost h�s sh�ps and
property and became a poor man, when he was called �nto the publ�c
serv�ce, and from that t�me devoted h�mself to patr�ot�c dut�es,
w�thout any thought of poverty or r�ches, but only to fulf�l the dut�es
�nto wh�ch he had been called. He l�ved not for h�mself, but for
others; not for the present, but for the future; he forgot h�mself, and �t
was fame.

H�s son, John Trumbull, the famous h�stor�cal pa�nter, p�ctures by
anecdotes some of the scenes of h�s early home. Among these
�nc�dents �s the follow�ng story, wh�ch carr�es �ts own lesson:

AN INDIAN TALE

“At the age of n�ne or ten a c�rcumstance occurred wh�ch deserves
to be wr�tten on adamant. In the wars of New England w�th the
abor�g�nes, the Mohegan tr�be of Ind�ans early became fr�ends of the
Engl�sh. The�r favor�te ground was on the banks of the r�ver (now the
Thames) between New London and Norw�ch. A small remnant of the
Mohegans st�ll ex�sts, and they are sacredly protected �n the
possess�on and enjoyment of the�r favor�te doma�n on the banks of
the Thames. The government of th�s tr�be had become hered�tary �n
the fam�ly of the celebrated ch�ef Uncas. Dur�ng the t�me of my
father’s mercant�le prosper�ty he had employed several Ind�ans of
th�s tr�be �n hunt�ng an�mals, whose sk�ns were valuable for the�r fur.
Among these hunters was one named Zachary, of the royal race, an
excellent hunter, but as drunken and worthless an Ind�an as ever
l�ved. When he had somewhat passed the age of f�fty, several
members of the royal fam�ly who stood between Zachary and the
throne of h�s tr�be d�ed, and he found h�mself w�th only one l�fe
between h�m and emp�re. In th�s moment h�s better gen�us resumed
�ts sway, and he reflected ser�ously. ‘How can such a drunken wretch
as I am asp�re to be the ch�ef of th�s honorable race—what w�ll my
people say—and how w�ll the shades of my noble ancestors look



down �nd�gnant upon such a base successor? Can I succeed to the
great Uncas? I w�ll dr�nk no more!’ He solemnly resolved never aga�n
to taste any dr�nk but water, and he kept h�s resolut�on.

“I had heard th�s story, and d�d not ent�rely bel�eve �t; for young as I
was, I already partook �n the preva�l�ng contempt for Ind�ans. In the
beg�nn�ng of May, the annual elect�on of the pr�nc�pal off�cers of the
(then) colony was held at Hartford, the cap�tal. My father attended
off�c�ally, and �t was customary for the ch�ef of the Mohegans also to
attend.

“Zachary had succeeded to the rule of h�s tr�be. My father’s house
was s�tuated about m�dway on the road between Mohegan and
Hartford, and the old ch�ef was �n the hab�t of com�ng a few days
before the elect�on and d�n�ng w�th h�s brother governor. One day the
m�sch�evous thought struck me, to try the s�ncer�ty of the old man’s
temperance. The fam�ly were seated at d�nner, and there was
excellent home-brewed beer on the table. I addressed the old ch�ef:
‘Zachary, th�s beer �s excellent; w�ll you taste �t?’ The old man
dropped h�s kn�fe and fork, lean�ng forward w�th a stern �ntens�ty of
express�on; h�s black eye, sparkl�ng w�th �nd�gnat�on, was f�xed on
me. ‘John,’ sa�d he, ‘you do not know what you are do�ng. You are
serv�ng the dev�l, boy! Do you not know that I am an Ind�an? I tell you
that I am, and that, �f I should but taste your beer, I could never stop
unt�l I got to rum, and became aga�n the drunken, contempt�ble
wretch your father remembers me to have been. John, wh�le you l�ve
never aga�n tempt any man to break a good resolut�on.’

“Socrates never uttered a more valuable precept; Demosthenes
could not have g�ven �t �n more solemn tones of eloquence. I was
thunderstruck. My parents were deeply affected; they looked at each
other, at me, and at the venerable old Ind�an, w�th deep feel�ngs of
awe and respect. They afterward frequently rem�nded me of the
scene, and charged me never to forget �t.

“Zachary l�ved to pass the age of e�ghty, and sacredly kept h�s
resolut�on. He l�es bur�ed �n the royal bur�al-place of h�s tr�be, near
the beaut�ful falls of the Yant�c, the western branch of the Thames, �n
Norw�ch, on land now owned by my fr�end, Calv�n Goddard, Esq. I



v�s�ted the grave of the old ch�ef lately, and there repeated to myself
h�s �nest�mable lesson.”

Mr. Trumbull, the pa�nter, also thus p�ctures h�s own youth, and
what a character �t presents �n the stud�es he made, and the books
he read!

“About th�s t�me, when I was n�ne or ten years old, my father’s
mercant�le fa�lure took place. He had been for years a successful
merchant, and looked forward to an old age of ease and affluence;
but �n one season almost every vessel, and all the property wh�ch he
had upon the ocean, was swept away, and he was a poor man at so
late a per�od of l�fe as left no hope of retr�ev�ng h�s affa�rs.

“My eldest brother was �nvolved �n the wreck as a partner, wh�ch
rendered the cond�t�on of the fam�ly utterly hopeless. My mother and
s�sters were deeply affl�cted, and although I was too young clearly to
comprehend the cause, yet sympathy led me too to droop. My bod�ly
health was fra�l, for the suffer�ngs of early youth had left the�r �mpress
on my const�tut�on, and although my m�nd was clear and the body
act�ve, �t was never strong. I therefore seldom jo�ned my l�ttle
schoolfellows �n plays or exerc�ses of an athlet�c k�nd, for there I was
almost sure to be vanqu�shed; and by degrees acqu�red new
fondness for draw�ng, �n wh�ch I stood unr�valed. Thus I gradually
contracted a sol�tary hab�t, and after school hours frequently
w�thdrew to my own room to a close study of my favor�te pursu�t.

“Such was my character at the t�me of my father’s fa�lure, and th�s
added gloomy feel�ngs to my love of sol�tude. I became s�lent,
d�ff�dent, bashful, awkward �n soc�ety, and took refuge �n st�ll closer
appl�cat�on to my books and my draw�ng.

“The want of pocket-money prevented me from jo�n�ng my young
compan�ons �n any of those l�ttle expens�ve frol�cs wh�ch often lead to
future d�ss�pat�on, and thus became a bless�ng; and my good master
T�sdale had the w�sdom so to vary my stud�es as to render them
rather a pleasure than a task. Thus I went forward, w�thout
�nterrupt�on, and at the age of twelve m�ght have been adm�tted to
enter college; for I had then read Eutrop�us, Cornel�us Nepos, V�rg�l,
C�cero, Horace, and Juvenal �n Lat�n; the Greek Testament and



Homer’s Il�ad �n Greek, and was thoroughly versed �n geography,
anc�ent and modern, �n study�ng wh�ch I had the advantage (then
rare) of a twenty-�nch globe. I had also read w�th care Roll�n’s H�story
of Anc�ent Nat�ons; also h�s H�story of the Roman Republ�c; Mr.
Crev�er’s cont�nuat�on of the H�story of the Emperors, and Roll�n’s
Arts and Sc�ences of the Anc�ent Nat�ons. In ar�thmet�c alone I met
an awful stumbl�ng-block. I became puzzled by a sum �n d�v�s�on,
where the d�v�sor cons�sted of three f�gures. I could not comprehend
the rule for ascerta�n�ng how many t�mes �t was conta�ned �n the
d�v�dend; my m�nd seemed to come to a dead stand; my master
would not ass�st me, and forbade the boys to do �t, so that I well
recollect the quest�on stood on my slate unsolved nearly three
months, to my extreme mort�f�cat�on.

“At length the solut�on seemed to flash upon my m�nd at once, and
I went forward w�thout further let or h�ndrance through the ord�nary
course of fract�ons, vulgar and dec�mal, survey�ng, tr�gonometry,
geometry, nav�gat�on, etc., so that when I had reached the age of
f�fteen and a half years, �t was stated by my good master that he
could teach me l�ttle more, and that I was fully qual�f�ed to enter
Harvard College �n the m�ddle of the th�rd or jun�or year. Th�s was
approved by my father, and proposed to me. In the meant�me my
fondness for pa�nt�ng had grown w�th my growth, and �n read�ng of
the arts of ant�qu�ty I had become fam�l�ar w�th the names of Ph�d�as
and Prax�teles, of Zeux�s and Apelles.”

Th�s son, who began h�s great career as an h�stor�cal pa�nter by
draw�ng p�ctures �n sand on the floor, after the manner we have
shown, as he grew older and had seen Europe, determ�ned to follow
h�s gen�us. The young man g�ves us the follow�ng v�ew of h�s father,
a lovely p�cture �n �tself:

“My father urged me to study the law as the profess�on wh�ch �n a
republ�c leads to all emolument and d�st�nct�on, and for wh�ch my
early educat�on had well prepared me. My reply was that, so far as I
understood the quest�on, law was rendered necessary by the v�ces
of mank�nd; that I had already seen too much of them w�ll�ngly to
devote my l�fe to a profess�on wh�ch would keep me perpetually
�nvolved e�ther �n the defense of �nnocence aga�nst fraud and



�njust�ce, or (what was much more revolt�ng to an �ngenuous m�nd) to
the protect�on of gu�lt aga�nst just and mer�ted pun�shment. In short, I
p�ned for the arts, aga�n entered �nto an elaborate defense of my
pred�lect�on, and aga�n dwelt upon the honors pa�d to art�sts �n the
glor�ous days of Greece and Athens. My father l�stened pat�ently, and
when I had f�n�shed he compl�mented me upon the able manner �n
wh�ch I had defended what to h�m st�ll appeared to be a bad cause.

“‘I had conf�rmed h�s op�n�on,’ he sa�d, ‘that w�th proper study I
should make a respectable lawyer; but,’ added he, ‘you must g�ve
me leave to say that you appear to have overlooked, or forgotten,
one very �mportant po�nt �n your case.’ ‘Pray, s�r,’ I rejo�ned, ‘what
was that?’ ‘You appear to forget, s�r, that Connect�cut �s not Athens’;
and w�th th�s p�thy remark he bowed and w�thdrew, and never more
opened h�s l�ps upon the subject. How often have those few
�mpress�ve words occurred to my memory—‘Connect�cut �s not
Athens!’ The dec�s�on was made �n favor of the arts. I closed all other
bus�ness, and �n December, 1783, embarked at Portsmouth, N. H.,
for London.”

He could beg�n to make Connect�cut l�ke Athens by h�s own work.
Queer tales they told “grave people” at the ord�nar�es, and �nns,

and at the store of the war off�ce.
The New England m�nd �n the colon�al per�od saw no char�ots of

angels �n the a�r, and heard no rustl�ngs of angels’ w�ngs, l�ke the
anc�ent Hebrews, and looked for no goddesses, l�ke the Greeks and
Romans. Ugly hags and w�tches, “grave people” �n w�nd�ng-sheets,
scared folks �n a cowardly manner �n lonely h�ghways and h�dden
byways; bad people who d�ed w�th restless consc�ences came forth
from the�r “earthly beds” to make startl�ng confess�ons to the l�v�ng. It
was a t�me of terror, of people flee�ng from persecut�ons, and of
Ind�an host�l�t�es. Let us have another old-t�me store story, to p�cture
the soc�al l�fe of those dec�s�ve t�mes.

It was the beg�nn�ng of the days of the “drovers,” when our tale
was told, such drovers as used to go wander�ng over New England
�n the fall and spr�ng, sell�ng cattle, or trad�ng �n cattle, w�th the
farmers by the way.



It was fall. Maples flamed; the grape-leaves turned yellow around
the purple clusters that hung over the walls; the fr�nged gent�ans
l�ned the brooks; the cranberr�es reddened; the b�rds gathered �n
flocks; the blue jays trumpeted, and the crows cawed. Great stacks
of corn f�lled the corners of the husk�ng-f�elds.

The drovers came to the valleys of the Connect�cut and to the
Berksh�re H�lls, and rested at last w�th full purses at the Pla�nf�eld
Inn.

In the �nn l�ved an aunt of the �nnkeeper, a Quaker woman by the
name of Eun�ce.

There was a young drover named Mordeca�, who was all
�mag�nat�on, eyes and ears. He seemed to be so earnest to learn
everyth�ng that he attracted the not�ce of Eun�ce, and she sa�d to h�m
on one of h�s annual v�s�ts:

“Mordeca�, and who may thy father be?”
“Gone—gone w�th the w�nds. That’s h�m.”
“And thy mother?”
“Gone—gone after h�m. That’s her. Where do you suppose they

are?”
“D�d they leave anyth�ng?”
“Left all they had.”
“And how much was that, Mordeca�?”
“The earth—all.”
“And thou wert left all alone. I p�ty thee, Mordeca�.”
Now, Quaker Eun�ce kn�t. She not only kn�t stock�ngs and garters,

but comforters for the neck, and gallows, as suspenders for trousers
were then called. The latter were called galluses. She d�d not kn�t
these useful and conven�ent art�cles for her own people alone, but
for those who most needed them.

When serene Aunt Eun�ce saw how fr�endless the drover boy
Mordeca� was, her benevolent heart qu�ckened, and she resolved to



kn�t for h�m a comforter of many br�ght colors, a yard long, and a pa�r
of gallows of stout tw�ne, to g�ve h�m on h�s return another year,
when the cattle traders should come down from Boston. It took t�me
to fabr�cate these h�gh-art treasures of many k�nds and colors. So
when Mordeca� was leav�ng the �nn th�s year, she called after h�m:

“Mordeca�, thee halt �n thy go�ngs.”
Mordeca� looked back.
“Boy, thee has no mother to look after thee now, except from the

sp�r�t-world. I am go�ng to kn�t a comforter for thee that w�ll go around
thy neck three t�mes and hang down at that. I w�ll set the dye-pot and
dye the wool—the ash-barrel �s almost full now. And thee l�sten. I am
go�ng to kn�t a pa�r of gallows for thee——”

The boy’s eyes d�lated. He had never heard the word used before
except for the cords that hung p�rates on the green �sle �n Boston
harbor. D�d she expect h�m to be hung?

“I w�ll kn�t the gallows stout and strong, so that they w�ll hold. But I
must not tell thee all about �t now—thee shall know all another year,
after k�ll�ng-t�me, �n the Ind�an summer, when the w�ch-hazels that
bloom �n the fall are �n flower.”

Mordeca�, who had been f�lled w�th New England superst�t�ons by
the drovers’ tales �n the country �nns, stood w�th open mouth, when
Aunt Eun�ce added:

“I am go�ng to put a new �nvent�on on those gallows; �t w�ll prove a
surpr�se to thee.”

It d�d.
The boy Mordeca� passed a year �n wonder at what the z�gzag

journey to h�ll towns at the west of the State would br�ng h�m �n the
hol�day or rest seasons of the fall. He wandered w�th the drovers to
the towns around Boston, and on the Charles and “Merr�mack,”
trad�ng and sell�ng cattle, and “putt�ng up” at the �nns by the way, he
h�mself sleep�ng �n the barns, under the swallows’ nests.

They were merry merchantmen, the drovers. Wh�tt�er descr�bes
them �n a poem. The�r cattle trades had a d�alect of �ts own, and



there was an unwr�tten law that “all was fa�r �n trade,” to wh�ch
“honorable d�shonesty” clear-m�nded Aunt Eun�ce made object�on,
and aga�nst wh�ch she “del�vered exhortat�ons.”

Some of these merry rovers used a boy to help them �n tr�cks of
trade—to shorten the age of cattle, and the t�me when the latter were
“broke,” and l�ke matters.

One day �n the spr�ng trad�ngs a Quaker on one of the Salem
farms sa�d to Mordeca�:

“Boy, thee must never let thy tongue sl�p an untruth, or thee w�ll
come to the gallows.”

The next year the drovers and Mordeca� took the�r annual journey
from Cambr�dge to Spr�ngf�eld and eastern Connect�cut, and stopped
at the Pla�nf�eld Inn.

The trees flamed w�th autumnal splendors aga�n; the sun seemed
burn�ng �n the a�r, now w�th a clear flame, now w�th a smoky haze;
there were great corn harvests everywhere. The tw�l�ght and early
even�ng hours were st�ll. The vo�ces on the farms echoed—those of
the huskers, and of the boys dr�v�ng the oxen, w�th carts loaded w�th
corn. The hunters’ moon that rose over the h�lls l�ke a n�ght sun
lengthened out the day.

They went on slowly, and so allow�ng the�r cattle to graze on the
succulent grasses by the roads�de, and to fatten, and become lazy.

They rested at great farmhouses, barter�ng and sell�ng as long as
the l�ght of the day lasted, and tell�ng awful tales of the Ind�an wars
and old Salem w�tchcraft days later �n the even�ng.

Some of the drovers’ stor�es were awful �ndeed. One of them
concerned the “M�ller of Durham.” The sa�d m�ller used to rema�n �n
h�s m�ll late �n the even�ng alone. One n�ght he was startled by the
dr�pp�ng of water �ns�de of the m�ll-house. He turned from the hopper,
and saw there a woman, w�th f�ve bloody wounds, and wet garments,
and w�de eyes.

“M�ller of Durham,” she sa�d, “you must avenge me, or I w�ll haunt
the m�ll. You w�ll f�nd my body �n the well �n the abandoned coal-p�t.



Mattox k�lled me—he knows why.”
The m�ller knew Mattox, and he saw that the woman had a fam�l�ar

look, and had probably been employed on the farm of the accused
man, who was a prosperous farmer. He resolved to conceal the
appearance of the accus�ng ghost. But the appar�t�on followed h�m,
and so made h�s l�fe a terror that he went perforce to a mag�strate
and made confess�on. The woman’s body, w�th f�ve wounds, was
found �n the well of the coal-p�t, and Mattox was accused of the
murder, tr�ed, condemned, and executed. The story was a true one,
but �t was an old one. The events occurred �n England on a moor.

The boy Mordeca� l�stened to these �nn tales at f�rst w�th a clear
consc�ence, and he felt secure, for he had been taught that
�nnocence renders “appar�t�ons” harmless; but after a t�me h�s moral
cond�t�on changed, and h�s fears were aroused, and they grew �nto
terrors.

For one day, as the l�vely cattle-owner was dr�v�ng a barga�n w�th a
r�ch farmer under some great elms that rose l�ke h�lls of greenery by
the roads�de, he declared that a certa�n cow had g�ven f�fteen quarts
of m�lk a day dur�ng the summer, and had sa�d, “There �s the boy that
m�lked her—the boy Mordeca�, he of the Old Testament name.
Speak up, Mordeca�. You m�lked her, d�dn’t you, now?”

Mordeca� stood s�lent. The cow had g�ven some e�ght or ten quarts
of m�lk a day.

“He can’t deny that he m�lked her,” sa�d the banter�ng trader.
“And d�d she g�ve f�fteen quarts of m�lk regularly dur�ng the

summer, boy?” asked the farmer.
“I d�d not measure the m�lk myself,” sa�d the boy. “The boss d�d

that.”
“That was I, or rather my w�fe,” sa�d the drover.
Mordeca�’s consc�ence began to be d�sturbed, and d�sturbed

consc�ences are the stuff out of wh�ch ghosts grow.
At the next �nn, �n the lovely Connect�cut valley, a st�ll more terr�ble

story was told. A forest tavern-keeper, after th�s tale, had tra�ned a



huge mast�ff to drown h�s r�ch guests �n a pond �n a wood at the back
of the tavern. The strong dog had been bought of a drover named
Bonny, who had treated h�m k�ndly. Years passed, and the same Mr.
Bonny v�s�ted the �nn, and was recogn�zed by the dog, but not by the
tavern-keeper. The latter �nv�ted Mr. Bonny to go w�th h�m to the
trout-pond �n the wood, and wh�le they were on the marg�n of the
pond he suddenly wh�stled to h�s mast�ff as a s�gnal. The dog wh�ned
and howled and ran around �n a c�rcle.

“Why don’t you do as you always do?” excla�med the tavern-
keeper to the dog �n anger.

The dog’s eyes blazed; he leaped upon h�s master and dragged
h�m �nto the pond. But h�s master �n h�s struggles drowned the
mast�ff. Mr. Bonny w�tnessed the scene �n horror, and see�ng what �t
meant—for several r�ch drovers had d�sappeared from the �nn and
had never been heard of aga�n—he determ�ned to conceal the
matter, as the cr�me could not be repeated. But the dead dog howled
n�ghts, and so drew people to the pond, and d�sclosed the cr�me.

“L�fe,” sa�d the story-teller, “�s self-reveal�ng: everyth�ng �s found
out at last. The stars �n the�r courses f�ght aga�nst a l�ar!”

The �nward eyes of Mordeca� now began to expect to see “s�ghts.”
The boy’s consc�ence burned. He had the ghost atmosphere.

The next t�me that the lusty drover tr�ed to sell the cow that had
g�ven “f�fteen quarts of m�lk a day” he declared that she had g�ven
s�xteen quarts, and called the m�lker as before to w�tness the
statement.

“You m�lked her?” he asked.
“Yes; but you measured the m�lk,” sa�d Mordeca�.
“So I d�d,” sa�d the drover �n an absent tone �n wh�ch was the usual

false note, “so I d�d. I remember now. But you used to m�lk her.”
“Yes,” faltered the boy, feel�ng that the heavens were l�kely to fall

or the earth to cave �n.
The story at the next �nn, near P�ttsf�eld, on the Albany way, outd�d

all the rest. A man who had robbed h�s ne�ghbors by decept�on, after



th�s story, had been followed n�ghts by the clank�ng of an �nv�s�ble
cha�n. A ne�ghbor whom he had ru�ned d�ed, and after that the
clank�ngs of the “�nv�s�ble cha�n” began to be heard �n h�s
bedchamber. If he ran down-sta�rs they followed h�m, clank, clank,
clank, on the oak steps, and out �nto the garden.

Mordeca� could fancy �t all: the man runn�ng half-crazed down the
oak sta�rs, w�th the �nv�s�ble cha�n clank�ng beh�nd h�m.

When the drover next tr�ed to sell that cow he declared that she
had g�ven “e�ghteen quarts of m�lk a day,” to wh�ch he called
Mordeca� to w�tness. The boy gasped “Yes” to the quest�on �f he had
m�lked her regularly, but he seemed to hear the clank�ng of the
�nv�s�ble cha�n as he acted h�s part for the last t�me. The wonderful
cow was sold.

In th�s state of m�nd Mordeca� came to the Pla�nf�eld Inn, and aga�n
met there the serene and truthful Aunt Eun�ce.

“I’ve kept my prom�se that I made to thee a year ago,” sa�d the
sympathet�c woman, “gallows and all. The dyestuff took, and the
colors of the comforter are real pretty. Thee looks troubled.”

Near m�dn�ght the forest�cks �n the f�replace broke and fell, and the
men went to the�r rooms.

“Thee w�ll sleep �n the cockloft,” sa�d Aunt Eun�ce to Mordeca�, “but
before thee goes up let me sew some buttons on thy trousers for the
gallows [galluses]. Stand up by me; I have some stout thread for the
purpose.”

Mordeca� took off h�s jacket and loosened h�s belt, and Aunt
Eun�ce sewed on the buttons as he stood bes�de her. She then
attached the gallows to the back buttons, leav�ng them otherw�se
free for h�m to button on �n front �n the morn�ng.

“See here, Mordeca�,” she sa�d. “These are no common gallows.
I’ve put buckles on them—buckles that my grandfather wore �n the
Ind�an wars. These are wonderful buckles. If the gallows are too
long, thee can h’�st them up, so; �f they are then too short, thee can
let them out aga�n, so.”



Now, when Mordeca� saw that the gallows had no connect�on w�th
hang�ng he felt happy, and he went up to the cockloft, candle �n
hand.

“Be careful and not let the buckles drag upon the floor, Mordeca�,”
were the good woman’s last words as she saw the boy d�sappear
w�th the l�ght, hold�ng the wonderful suspenders �n h�s hand.

Mordeca� could not sleep. The cockloft d�d not look r�ght, d�d not
fulf�l h�s moral �deal. The great moon rose over the h�lls and flooded
the valley w�th wh�te l�ght. He began to th�nk of the three acted l�es of
wh�ch he had been a part. The cow that had g�ven “f�fteen,” “s�xteen,”
“seventeen,” “e�ghteen” quarts of m�lk a day had been sold—what �f
the purchaser should comm�t su�c�de?

At m�dn�ght he heard a cry out �n the f�eld.
“Hello! that steer �s out and �s at the corn-stack!”
The vo�ce was that of a drover. Mordeca� felt that he should get up

and go to the corn-stack and help �mpound the steer.
He forgot the gallows, so they hung down to the floor beh�nd h�m

after he had dressed. He tr�ed to l�ght the candle after the old slow
way, for the ladder to the cockloft was “poky,” when he heard
someth�ng cl�nk beh�nd h�m. He turned around, when an �ron hoof
seemed to follow h�m around, cl�nk, cl�nk, cl�nk. The sound was not
alarm�ng or vengeful or �n a way terr�ble, but to h�s �mag�nat�on �t
shook the roof.

He wh�rled around aga�n.
Cl�nk, cl�nk!
Aga�n.
Cl�nk!
H�s heart seemed burst�ng, h�s bra�n to be on f�re. He rushed

toward the ladder and the “th�ng” followed h�m. He attempted to go
down the ladder, but after some steps the “th�ng” held h�m back,
when he uttered a cry that shook the whole tavern and made the
people leap from the�r beds.



“Hel-up! Hel-up! Let go! Let go!”
The landlord came runn�ng, and saw the s�tuat�on.
“I never thought that you would come to the gallows,” sa�d he, “but

you have!”
“All the powers have mercy on me now!” cr�ed Mordeca�. “But I’ll

confess. W�ll you let me go �f I confess?”
“Yes, yes,” sa�d the landlord. “What have you on your m�nd?”
The drovers came runn�ng �n.
“That cow d�dn’t g�ve no f�fteen quarts. I conn�ved. The drover put

me up to �t—the Lord of massy, what w�ll become of h�s soul? I’ll
never conn�ve aga�n!”

Then sa�d the landlord:
“I’ll have to let you go.”
He unloosened the “galluses,” wh�ch had wound around a rung �n

the ladder, and Mordeca� kept h�s consc�ence clear even �n cattle
trade ever after.



CHAPTER VI
THE DECISIVE DAY OF BROTHER JONATHAN’S

LIFE

Before we leave th�s part of our subject we should study the event
that made the great character of the Governor.

All l�ves have dec�s�ve days. Such a day determ�ned the great
dest�ny of Jonathan Trumbull.

The stamp act had been passed �n Parl�ament, by wh�ch a stamp
duty was �mposed upon all Amer�can paper that should be used to
transact bus�ness and upon art�cles essent�al to l�fe. Persons were to
be appo�nted to sell stamps for the purpose. Th�s was taxat�on
w�thout representat�on �n Parl�ament, and was regarded as tyranny �n
Amer�ca.

All persons hold�ng off�ce under England were requ�red to make
oath that they would support the stamp duty. Among these were the
Governor of Connect�cut and h�s ten counc�lors, and one of these
counc�lors at that t�me was Jonathan Trumbull.

The day arr�ved on wh�ch the Governor, whose name was F�tch,
and h�s counc�lors assembled to take the oath or to res�gn the�r
comm�ss�ons.

“I am ready to be sworn,” sa�d the then Governor. “The sovere�gnty
of England demands �t. Are you all ready?”

There was a grave s�lence.
Jonathan Trumbull rose.
“The stamp act,” sa�d he, “�s a derogat�on of the chartered r�ghts of

the colony. It takes away our freedom. The power that can tax us as



�t pleases can govern us as �t pleases. The stamp act takes away our
l�bert�es and robs us of everyth�ng. It makes us slaves and can
reduce us to poverty. I can not take the oath.”

“But,” sa�d the royal Governor, “the off�cers of h�s Majesty must
obey h�s commands or not hold h�s comm�ss�ons. For you to refuse
to be sworn �s contempt of Parl�ament. The K�ng’s d�spleasure �s
fatal. Gentlemen, I am ready for the oath, and I ask that �t be now
adm�n�stered to me.”

The Governors of all the prov�nces except Rhode Island had taken
the oath. Even Frankl�n and Ot�s and R�chard Henry Lee had
dec�ded to subm�t to the act of unrestra�ned tyranny. They thought �t
pol�t�c to do so.

But Trumbull’s consc�ence rose supreme over every argument and
cons�derat�on. In consc�ence he was strong, as any one may be.

“I can not take the oath,” sa�d Trumbull. “Let Parl�ament do �ts
worst, and �ts arm�es and nav�es thunder. I w�ll not v�olate my
prov�nc�al oath, wh�ch I deem to be r�ght. I w�ll be true to Connect�cut,
and to the l�bert�es of man. You have sworn by the awful name of
Alm�ghty God to be true to the r�ghts of th�s colony. I have so sworn,
and that oath w�ll I keep.”

It was near the close of the day. The red sun was sett�ng, cast�ng
h�s gl�mmer�ng splendors over the p�nes. The oath was about to be
adm�n�stered by the royal Governor.

Jonathan Trumbull rose up among the counc�lors. H�s soul had
ar�sen to a subl�me he�ght, and desp�sed all human penalt�es or
martyrs’ f�res.

H�s �ntense eyes bespoke the thoughts that were burn�ng w�th�n
h�m.

He d�d not speak. He was about to make h�s conduct more
eloquent than words.

He se�zed h�s tr�cornered hat, and gave back a look that sa�d, “I
w�ll not d�sgrace myself by w�tness�ng such a ceremony of
degradat�on.” He moved toward the door.



H�s every mot�on betokened h�s self-command, h�s soul value, h�s
uncomprom�s�ng obed�ence to the law of r�ght. Erect, austere, he
retreated from the shadow of the room, �nto the burn�ng l�ght of the
sunset.

He closed the door beh�nd h�m, and breathed h�s nat�ve a�r.
S�x of the counc�lors followed h�m—s�x patr�ot seceders.
That was a notable day for l�berty: �t made Trumbull a power,

though he could not see �t.
The people upheld Trumbull. At the next elect�on they cast out of

off�ce the Governor and those of h�s counc�lors who had rece�ved the
oath, and Connect�cut was free.

In a short t�me the people made Jonathan Trumbull, who r�sked all
by leav�ng the room at the dusk of that dec�s�ve day, the�r Governor,
and they cont�nued h�m �n off�ce unt�l h�s ha�r turned wh�te, and he
heard the town bells all r�ng�ng for the �ndependence and peace of
Amer�ca.

Had h�s act cost h�m h�s l�fe he would have done the same. He
would have owned h�s soul. Honor to h�m was more than l�fe—

My l�fe and honor both together run;
Take honor from me and my l�fe �s done.

When “Brother Jonathan” returned to Lebanon he was greeted by
all hearts. The rugged farmers gathered on the green around h�m
w�th l�fted hats. The ch�ldren ha�led h�m, even the Ind�an ch�ldren.
The dogs barked, and when the bell rang out, �t rang true to h�s ears;
for h�m forever the bell of l�fe rang true.

But h�s l�fe was forfe�ted to the Crown. What of that? H�s soul was
safe �n the Alm�ghty, and he slept �n peace, lulled to rest by the
wh�sper�ng cedars. So began the great publ�c career of Trumbull. He
was chosen L�eutenant-Governor �n 1766, and Governor �n 1769.

He was made the cha�rman of the Connect�cut Counc�l of Publ�c
Safety, wh�ch met at h�s war off�ce, wh�ch at f�rst was a protected



room �n h�s l�ttle store. H�s b�ographer, Stuart, thus g�ves us gl�mpses
of th�s busy place:

“W�th�n that ‘war off�ce,’ w�th �ts old-fash�oned ‘h�pped’ roof and
central ch�mney-stack, he met h�s Counc�l of Safety dur�ng almost
the ent�re per�od of the war. Here he rece�ved comm�ssar�es and
sub-comm�ssar�es, many �n number, to dev�se and talk over the
means of supply for our arm�es. From hence started, from t�me to
t�me dur�ng the war, bes�des those teams to wh�ch we have just
alluded, numerous other long tra�ns of wagons, loaded w�th
prov�s�ons for our forces at the East, the West, the North, and the
South; and around th�s spot—from the f�elds and farmyards of
agr�cultural Lebanon and �ts v�c�n�ty—was begun the collect�on of
many a herd of fat cattle, that were dr�ven even to the far North
around Lake George and Lake Champla�n, and to the far d�stant
banks of the Delaware and the Schuylk�ll, as well as to ne�ghbor�ng
Massachusetts and the banks of the Hudson.

“Here was the po�nt of arr�val and departure for numberless
messengers and expresses that shot, �n every d�rect�on, to and from
the scenes of revolut�onary str�fe. Narragansett pon�es, of
extraord�nary fleetness and aston�sh�ng endurance—worthy such
governmental post-r�ders as the t�reless Jesse Brown, the ‘alert
Samuel Hunt,’ and the ‘fly�ng Fessenden,’ as the latter was called—
stood h�tched, we have heard, at the posts and pal�ngs around, or by
the Governor’s house, or at the dwell�ng of h�s son-�n-law W�ll�ams,
ready, on any emergency of danger, to fly w�th adv�ces, �n any
des�red d�rect�on, on the w�ngs of the w�nd. The marks of the spurs of
the horsemen thus employed were but a few years back v�s�ble
w�th�n the bu�ld�ng—all along upon the s�des of the counters upon
wh�ch they sat, wa�t�ng to rece�ve the Governor’s orders.

“So we f�nd h�m dur�ng the per�od now under cons�derat�on (1775),
execut�ng �n person the bus�ness of furn�sh�ng troops, and of
procur�ng and forward�ng suppl�es—now flour, part�cularly from
Norw�ch; now, from var�ous quarters, beef and pork; now blankets;
now arms; but espec�ally, at all t�mes, whenever and wherever he
could procure �t, powder, the manufacture of wh�ch v�tal commod�ty
he st�mulated through comm�ttees appo�nted to collect saltpeter �n



every part of the State. ‘The necess�t�es of the army are so great’ for
th�s art�cle, wrote Wash�ngton to h�m almost constantly at th�s t�me,
‘that all that can be spared should be forwarded w�th the utmost
exped�t�on.’—‘Soon as your expected supply of powder arr�ves,’
wrote h�s son-�n-law, Colonel Hunt�ngton, from Cambr�dge, August
14th, ‘I �mag�ne General Putnam w�ll k�ck up a dust. He has got one
float�ng battery launched, and another on the stocks.’ The powder
was sent—at one t�me s�x large wagon-loads, and at the same t�me
two more for New York, on account of an expected attack �n that
d�rect�on. ‘Our med�c�ne-chests w�ll soon be exhausted,’ wrote
Hunt�ngton at the same t�me. The med�c�ne-chests were replen�shed.
And before September Trumbull had so completely dra�ned h�s own
State of the mater�als for war that he was obl�ged to wr�te to
Wash�ngton and �nform h�m that he could not then afford any more.”

In these thr�ll�ng days the people awa�ted the news upon the
v�llage green.

The v�llage green of Lebanon! Across �t the old war Governor
walked a thousand t�mes to attend meet�ngs at the off�ce �n the
�nterests of the State and the welfare of man. A monument to h�m
should ar�se there.

The v�llage greens of New England were f�elds of the h�ghest
patr�ot�sm, and the�r h�story would be a glor�ous record. The church
sp�res rose over them; the schoolhouse bells; and on them or �n a
hall near them the folkmotes were held. These town meet�ngs were
the suggest�ons of republ�can government and the patterns of the
great republ�c.

How the words “Brother Jonathan,” that became the character�st�c
name of the nat�on, reached the ears of Wash�ngton at Cambr�dge
we do not know. It became the n�ckname—the name that bespoke
character to the army through Wash�ngton. It w�ll always l�ve.

How d�d the people of Lebanon among the cedars come to g�ve
that name to the great judge, ass�stant, and governor that rose
among them? In h�s off�c�al l�fe he was so d�gn�f�ed and used such
strong Lat�n-der�ved words to express h�s thoughts that one could
hardly have suspected a Roger de Coverley beh�nd the courtly



dressed man and h�s well-we�ghed speech. He was an Amer�can
kn�ght.

But �n h�s pr�vate l�fe he was as del�ghtful as a ver�table Roger de
Coverley, even �f he d�d not fall asleep �n church. The true character
of an old New Englander was �n h�m. He loved h�s ne�ghbors as h�s
own self w�th a most generous and sympathet�c love. No tale of
kn�ght-errantry could be more charm�ng than that of the l�fe he led
among h�s own folk �n Lebanon.

He probably stud�ed med�c�ne that he m�ght doctor the poor. Were
any poor man s�ck, he sent another �n haste to consult Brother
Jonathan; and Brother Jonathan, �n g�g, and poss�bly �n w�g, w�th h�s
greatcoat �n w�nter, and v�als, and probably snuff-box, and all, hurr�ed
to the s�ck-bed.

He carr�ed the med�c�ne of med�c�ne w�th h�m �n h�s heart, wh�ch
was that of hope and cheer. Whatever other doctors m�ght say, he
often sa�d: “I have seen s�cker men than you recover; you may get
well �f you only look up; �t �s the sp�r�tual that heals, and the Lord �s
good to all.”

He always asserted that the unsp�r�tual per�shes; that that truth
was not only the B�ble and the sermon, but that �t was law. He had
char�ty for all men, and he made �t the f�rst cond�t�on of heal�ng that
one should repent of h�s s�ns. So he prayed w�th the s�ck, and the
s�ck people whom he v�s�ted often found a new nature r�s�ng up
w�th�n them. The s�ck poor always remembered the prescr�pt�ons of
Brother Jonathan.

He was an astronomer and made h�s own almanacs. If any one
was �n doubt as to what the weather was l�kely to be, he went to
Brother Jonathan.

The cattlemen and sheep-ra�sers came to h�m for adv�ce. D�d a
poor cow fall s�ck, she too found a fr�end �n Brother Jonathan.

He would have g�ven away h�s hat off h�s head had �t not been a
cocked one, had he found a poor man w�th h�s head uncovered.

He gave h�s f�re to those who needed �t on cold days.



There had been establ�shed a school �n Lebanon for the educat�on
of Ind�an ch�ldren for m�ss�onar�es. H�s heart went �nto �t; of course �t
d�d. When he was yet r�ch—a merchant worth nearly $100,000
(£18,000)—he made a subscr�pt�on to schools; but when sh�p after
sh�p was lost by the stress of war and other causes, and he became
poor, he hardly knew how to pay h�s school subscr�pt�ons, so he
mortgaged two of h�s farms.

“I w�ll pay my debts,” he sa�d, “�f �t takes a l�fet�me.” And none
doubted the word of Brother Jonathan.

The people all p�t�ed h�m when he lost h�s property, and came to
say that they were sorry for h�m when he partly fa�led, and the�r
hearts showed h�m a new world, and made h�m love every one more
than before.

Great thanksg�v�ngs they used to have �n h�s perpend�cular house
among the green cedars, and the stor�es that were told by Madam
Trumbull and her fr�ends expressed the very heart of old New
England days.

What people may have been there that afterward came to tower
aloft, and some of them to move the world! Samuel Occum may
have been there, the Ind�an who moved London; Brant may have
been there, whose name became a terror �n the Connect�cut Colony
�n the Wyom�ng Valley, and whom the poet Campbell falsely
assoc�ates w�th the traged�es of Wyom�ng.

The old church stood by the green; �t stands there now. In �t
Governor Trumbull’s stately proclamat�ons were read; there probably
the Declarat�on of Independence was procla�med.

Thanksg�v�ng—what stor�es l�ke Chr�stmas tales of to-day used to
be told by long log f�res after the church and the d�nner, wh�ch latter
exh�b�ted all the products of the f�elds and woods! A favor�te story
concerned people who were fr�ghtened by ghosts that were not
ghosts.

Let us g�ve one of these stor�es that p�ctures the heart and
superst�t�on of old New England and also one of Connect�cut’s
hand�crafts. For the clock-cleaner was a notable story-teller �n those



old days. He cleaned fam�ly clocks and o�led them, somet�mes w�th
walnut o�l. He usually rema�ned overn�ght at a farmhouse or �nn, and
related stor�es of clocks wherever he found a clock to clean.

These Connect�cut clock stor�es �n Brother Jonathan’s day were
pecul�ar, for clocks were supposed to be fam�ly oracles—to stop to
g�ve warn�ng of danger, and to stop, as arrested by an �nv�s�ble hand,
on the approach of death.

Cur�ous people would gather at the war off�ce when the wander�ng
clock-cleaner appeared upon the green. The t�me-regulator was sure
to tell stor�es at the Alden Tavern or at the war off�ce, and usually at
the latter. Men w�th spurs would s�t along the counter, and d�g the�r
spurs �nto the wood, under exc�tement, as the clock tale was
unfolded: how that the fam�ly clock stopped and the Nestor of the
fam�ly d�ed, and the oldest son went out and told the bees �n the�r
straw h�ves.

Peter the outcast had an ear for these many tales wh�le about h�s
work, and Denn�s O’Hay was often found on the top of a barrel at
these gather�ngs.

Denn�s heard these New England tales w�th �ncreas�ng terror.
There were supposed to be fa�r�es �n the land from wh�ch he came—
fa�ry shoemakers, who brought good to people and eluded the�r
hand-grasp. He became so f�lled w�th the “s�gns” and superst�t�ons of
the people that once, when he met a wh�te rabb�t, he thought �t was a
rabb�t turned �nto a ghost, and he ran back from the woods to the
tavern to ask what the “s�gn” meant, when one saw the ghost of
“bunny.” A n�mble l�ttle rabb�t once turned �ts wh�te cotton-l�ke ta�l to
h�m, and darted �nto a burrow. He ran home to ask what meant the
s�gn, and the good taverner sa�d that was a s�gn that he had lost the
rabb�t, wh�ch was usually the case when a wh�te ta�l so van�shed
from s�ght.

There was one story of the clock that was assoc�ated w�th early
revolut�onary days that p�ctures the t�mes as well as superst�t�ons
v�v�dly, and we w�ll tell �t and place �t �n the war off�ce on a long
even�ng when the Governor was busy w�th h�s counc�l �n the back
room.



The clock-cleaner has come, the farmers s�t on boxes and barrels,
some “cavalry” men hang over the “counter,” and sw�ng the�r feet
and spurs. The candles sputter and the l�ght �s d�m, and the
Connect�cut clock-cleaner, am�d �ncreas�ng st�llness and darkness,
relates h�s tale slowly, wh�ch was l�ke th�s:

THE LIFTED LATCH

An old house on the Connect�cut way to Boston stood h�gh on the
w�ndy h�ll. I have r�dden past �t at n�ght when the dark sav�ns l�fted
the�r con�cal forms on the h�lls�de by the decrep�t orchards and the
clouds scudded over the moon. It had two ch�mneys that seemed to
stand aga�nst the sky, and I saw �t once at n�ght when one of those
ch�mneys was on f�re, wh�ch caused my s�mple heart to beat fast �n
those uneventful days. I had heard say that the m�nutemen stopped
there on the�r march from Worcester to Bunker H�ll and were fed w�th
bread from out of the great br�ck oven.

My father told me another th�ng wh�ch greatly awakened my
cur�os�ty. When the m�nutemen stopped there on the�r march to meet
the “regulars,” they were �n need of lead for bullets. They carr�ed w�th
them molds �n wh�ch to make bullets, but they could not obta�n the
lead.

The good woman of the house was named Overf�eld, Farmer
Overf�eld’s w�fe. She was called M�s’ Overf�eld. She had one
daughter, a l�the, d�m�nut�ve, beaut�ful g�rl, w�th large blue eyes and
l�ps w�nsome and red, of such s�ngular beauty that one’s eyes could
hardly be d�verted from follow�ng her. When she had anyth�ng to say
�n company, there was s�lence. She was the “prett�est g�rl �n all the
country around,” people used to say. And she was as good �n these
early days as she was pretty.

Her name was Ann�e—“sweet Ann�e Overf�eld” some people
named her.

When she saw that the m�nutemen were perplexed about lead,
she left her bak�ng, w�ped the meal from her nose that had been



�tch�ng as a s�gn “that company was com�ng,” and, wav�ng her wh�te
apron, approached the capta�n and sa�d:

“Capta�n, I could tell you where there �s lead �f I had a m�nd to. But
what would father say �f I should? And my grandfather and
grandmother, who are �n the�r graves—they m�ght r�se up and shake
the valances o’ n�ghts, and that would be scary, O Capta�n!”

Ann�e’s father came stalk�ng �n �n a blue blouse, a New England
guard, ready for any duty.

“Father, I know where there �s lead. May I tell?”
“Yes, g�rl, and the men shall have �t wherever �t be. Where �s �t,

Ann�e? I have no lead, else I would have g�ven �t up at once.”
“In the clock we�ghts, father.”
“Stop the clock!” cr�ed the father. “Oh, Ann�e, ’t�s a marvel you

are!”
The old clock, w�th an oak frame, stood �n the corner of the “l�v�ng

room,” as the common room was called, whose doors faced the
parlor and the k�tchen. It had stood there for a generat�on. It was
some e�ght feet h�gh and two broad �n �ts upper part and two �n �ts
lower. It had a brass ornament on the top, and �t t�cked stead�ly and
solemnly always and so loud as to be heard �n the upper rooms at
n�ght. On �ts face were f�gures of the sun and moon. Ann�e’s hand
had for several years wound the clock.

The great clock was stopped, the heavy we�ghts were removed,
and the m�nutemen carr�ed them to the forge of Baldw�n, the
blacksm�th, where they were speed�ly melted and poured �nto the
molds.

The company went joyfully away, and as they marched down the
h�ll the capta�n ordered the men to g�ve three cheers for Ann�e
Overf�eld. That that lead d�d much for the h�story of our country there
can be no doubt. How much one can not tell.

One day, shortly after these events, a clock-cleaner came to the
house on the h�ll. The maple leaves were fly�ng and the m�grat�ng
b�rds gather�ng �n the rowen meadows. He sa�d:



“I can not regulate the clock now, but I w�ll be around aga�n
another year.”

When he came back, the sylph-l�ke Ann�e was gone—where, none
knew. She had been gone a long t�me.

Why had she gone? It was the old tale. A common Engl�sh sa�lor
from the prov�nces came to work on the farm. He rece�ved h�s pay �n
the fall and d�sappeared, and the day after he went Ann�e went too. It
was very myster�ous. She had been “her mother’s g�rl.”

She had spent her even�ngs w�th the sa�lor after the mow�ng days
by the gr�ndstone under the great maple-trees. He had sung to her
Engl�sh sa�lor songs and told her stor�es of the Span�sh ma�n and of
h�s cottage at St. John’s. He was a homely man, but merry-hearted,
and Ann�e had l�stened to h�m as to one enchanted. She carr�ed h�m
cold dr�nks “r�ght from the well” �n the f�eld. She watched by the bars
for h�m to come �n from the meadows and f�elds. She grew th�n, had
“cry�ng spells,” thought she was go�ng “�nto a decl�ne.” She was not
l�ke herself. The love stronger than that for a mother had found Ann�e
am�d the clover-f�elds when the west w�nds were blow�ng. The
common sa�lor had become to her more than l�fe. She felt that she
could l�ve better w�thout others than w�thout h�m.

She had sa�d to her mother one day:
“Malone”—the sa�lor’s name—“has a good heart. I f�nd my own �n

�t. I w�sh we could g�ve h�m a better chance �n l�fe.”
“He �s an adventurer, thrown upon the world l�ke a hulk of

dr�ftwood, h�ther and th�ther,” sa�d her mother.
“I p�ty h�m. H�s heart deserves better fr�ends than he has found. I

want to be h�s fr�end. Why may I not?”
“If you were ever to marry a common sa�lor, Ann�e, I would strew

salt on your grave. I marr�ed a common man, but he has been good
to me. I have no respect whatever for those who marry beneath
them and shame the�r own k�n. But, Ann�e, that rover �s worse than a
common sa�lor—he �s a Tory; th�nk of that—a Tory!”



Such was the cond�t�on of the fam�ly when the old clock-cleaner
returned.

He heard the story and sa�d:
“I can hardly trust my ears. Ann�e was such a good g�rl. But the

heart must wed �ts own. I p�ty her. She w�ll come back aga�n, for
Ann�e �s Ann�e.”

Then he turned to the clock and sa�d:
“Now I’m go�ng to exam�ne �t aga�n and see what I can do. I w�ll try

to set �t go�ng t�ll Ann�e comes back.”
“I shall never take any �nterest �n such th�ngs any more,” sa�d M�s’

Overf�eld. “It �s all the same to me whether the clock goes or stands
st�ll, or whether l�fe goes or stands st�ll, for that matter. I loved Ann�e,
and that �s what makes �t so hard. She used to watch over me when I
was s�ck, oh, so fa�thfully, but I shall never feel the touch of her hand
aga�n, Ann�e’s hand. I would weep, but I have no tears to shed. L�fe
�s all a blank s�nce th�s came upon me. The bury�ng lot, as �t looks to
me, �s the pleasantest place on earth. I look out of the pantry w�ndow
somet�mes and say, ‘Ann�e, come back.’ Then I shut my heart. Oh,
that th�s should come to me!”

She seemed to be l�sten�ng.
“How I used to wa�t for Ann�e even�ngs—conference meet�ng and

candle-l�ght meet�ng n�ghts and s�ng�ng-school even�ngs! How my
heart used to beat hard when she l�fted the latch of the porch door �n
the n�ght!

“She came home l�ke an angel then. I wonder �f Ann�e’s hand w�ll
ever aga�n l�ft the latch �n the n�ght. Trouble br�ngs the heart home
and sends us back to God. But I wouldn’t speak to her—lud, no, no,
no!”

The tenderness went out of her face, and a strange, fore�gn l�ght
came �nto her blue-gray eyes.

She sat look�ng f�xedly toward the h�ll. The old graves were there.
Farmer Overf�eld came �n.



“Th�nk�ng?” sa�d he.
“I was th�nk�ng of how Ann�e used to l�ft the latch even�ngs. I w�sh �t

could be so aga�n. But �t can’t.”
“Why not? There can be no true l�fe �n any household where �t �s

forb�dden to any to l�ft the latch.”
The clock-cleaner could not f�nd the key of the clock. It had

d�sappeared. He pounded on the case and sa�d:
“It sounds hollow.”
Thanksg�v�ng day came, and that day was supposed to br�ng all of

the fam�ly home.
M�s’ Overf�eld watched the people com�ng, and she sa�d to her

l�ttle nurse L�ddy as she wa�ted:
“Have they all come, L�ddy?”
“No, mum; not all.”
“Who �s there to come?”
“Ann�e, mum.”
“She’s dead—dead here. I somet�mes w�sh she would come,

L�ddy. But I wouldn’t speak to her �f she were to come—that common
sa�lor’s w�fe—and he a Tory! I wouldn’t—would you, L�ddy?”

“Yes, mum.”
“You would? Tell me why now.”
“Because she �s Ann�e. You would too.”
M�s’ Overf�eld gave a great sob and threw her apron over her

head, and sa�d �n a muffled vo�ce:
“What made you say that, L�ddy?”
“There may come a day when Ann�e can not come back. The

earth b�nds fast—the grave does. Th�nk what you m�ght have to
reflect upon.”

“I, L�ddy—I?”



“Yes. And there are more folks �n some old houses than one can
see always. They come back. There’s been a dead sold�er here
already. I saw h�m. And last n�ght I heard the latch of the back door
l�ft up three t�mes.”

“Oh, L�ddy! Noth�ng can ever harm us �f we do just r�ght. It was
Ann�e that went wrong, not I. What do you suppose made the latch
l�ft up?”

She stood s�lent, then sa�d, w�th sudden resolut�on:
“L�ddy, you go stra�ght to your dut�es and never answer your

m�stress back aga�n, not on Thanksg�v�ng day nor on any other day.”
The rooms f�lled. Brothers and s�sters, nephews and n�eces, came,

and some of the guests offered to help the women folks about.
The hand of the new brass clock was mov�ng around toward 12. A

savory odor f�lled the room. L�ttle L�ddy fl�tted to and fro, handl�ng hot
d�shes br�skly so as not to get “scalded.”

Those who were voluntar�ly help�ng the women folks carr�ed hot
d�shes �n wrong d�rect�ons. For twenty m�nutes or more everyth�ng
went wrong �n the usual way of the country k�tchen at that hour of the
day.

There was a j�ngle �n the new brass clock. Then �t struck, and the
farmer ra�sed h�s hand, and everybody stood st�ll.

Twelve!
“Now, �f you w�ll all be seated at the tables,” sa�d Farmer Overf�eld,

“I w�ll suppl�cate a bless�ng.”
He d�d. Prayer has a long journey around the world on

Thanksg�v�ng day. He arr�ved at last at “all who have gone astray but
are st�ll a part of the v�s�ble creat�on”—h�s m�nd wavered here
—“grant ’em all repentance and make us char�table,” he sa�d �n a
lower vo�ce.

The room was very st�ll. One could almost hear the d�shes steam.
There was a sound �n the corner of the room. The old clock-case

qu�vered. Farmer Overf�eld became nervous �n th�s part of h�s long



prayer, opened h�s eyes and sa�d:
“Oh, I thought I heard someth�ng somewhere. Where was I? L�ddy,

she says that she heard the latch l�ft �n the n�ght. I d�dn’t know——”
Just here there was a crash of d�shes. L�ttle L�ddy had seen the

old clock-case shake, wh�ch caused her to lose nerve power just as
she was very carefully mov�ng some d�shes when she thought all
other eyes were shut. The guests started.

“Acc�dents w�ll happen,” sa�d Farmer Overf�eld. “Now, all fall to and
help yourselves. It seems l�ke old t�mes to f�nd all the fam�ly here
aga�n just as �t used to be—all except Ann�e, Ann�e, Ann�e. Her
name has not been spoken to-day. I shall keep th�s plate and seat for
her here close by my s�de. Ann�e’s heart �s true to me st�ll. I seem to
feel that. I w�sh she were here to-day. The true note of Thanksg�v�ng
�s lack�ng �n a broken fam�ly. There can be no true Thanksg�v�ng
where there �s an empty cha�r that m�ght be f�lled. I shall always take
Ann�e’s part. A father �s always true to h�s daughter. I w�ll yet d�e �n
her arms. A daughter �s the angel for the father’s room when the
great shadow falls.”

He stood, kn�fe and fork �n hand, the tears runn�ng down h�s face.
There was a l�ttle shr�ek �n the door lead�ng to the pantry.
“What now, L�ddy?” asked the farmer.
“I saw someth�ng,” sa�d L�ddy, w�th shuttl�ng eyes.
“What d�d you see, L�ddy?”
“The sun and moon mov�ng.”
“Massy! Where, L�ddy?”
“On the face of the clock. Someth�ng �s �n there. That clock comes

to l�fe somet�mes,” she added, go�ng out.
All eyes were turned toward the clock. Kn�ves, forks, and spoons

were la�d down, cl�ck�ng on the many d�shes.
The top of the clock, wh�ch was uncovered, seemed an�mated.

Some sa�d that they could see �t move, others that the supposed



movement was merely a matter of the �mag�nat�on.
L�ddy came �nto the room aga�n w�th more d�shes.
“I th�nk,” sa�d she, “that the clock-case �s haunted.”
“Pshaw, L�ddy!” sa�d the farmer. “And what makes you say that?

Who �s �t that would haunt that old e�ght-day clock?”
“One of the Br�t�shers who was shot by a bullet made from the lead

we�ghts. That’s my way of th�nk�ng. I’ve known about �t for a long
t�me.”

“L�ddy, you’re a l�ttle b�t off—touched �n m�nd—that’s what you are,
L�ddy. You never was qu�te all there.”

There arose another nervous shr�ek. Kn�ves and forks dropped.
“What now, L�ddy?” asked the farmer. “You set th�ngs all �nto

ag�tat�on.”
The house dog jo�ned L�ddy �n the new exc�tement. He ran under

the table and to the clock and began to paw the case and to bark.
There was a very happy, l�vely tone �n h�s bark. He then sat down
and watched the clock �n a human way.

The guests wa�ted for the farmer to speak.
“What d�d you see, L�ddy?” asked M�s’ Overf�eld.
“The planets turned. Look there, now—now—there—there!”
The sun and moon on the clock face were �ndeed ag�tated. The

old dog gave a leap �nto the a�r and barked more joyously than
before.

“The valley of Ajalon!” sa�d the farmer. “That old t�mep�ece �s
bew�tched. These th�ngs are m�ght�ly pecul�arsome. I’m not �ncl�ned
to be superst�t�ous, but what am I to th�nk, the planets turn�ng around
�n that way? They say dogs do see appar�t�ons f�rst and start up.
What would Ann�e say �f she were here now? You don’t bel�eve �n
s�gns, any of you, do you? I’m not superst�t�ous, as I sa�d, and I say �t
aga�n. But what can be the matter w�th that there old clock-case? I



hope that noth�ng has happened to Ann�e. She used to w�nd that
clock. What do you suppose �s the matter?”

The farmer’s eyes rolled l�ke the planets on the clock face.
“Let me go and see,” sa�d M�s’ Overf�eld, r�s�ng slowly and go�ng

toward the case, wh�ch seemed to qu�ver as she advanced,
support�ng herself by the backs of the cha�rs.

The nervous fanc�es of l�ttle L�ddy could not be repressed. She
called �n an atmospher�c vo�ce:

“M�s’ Overf�eld, be careful how you open that clock door.”
M�s’ Overf�eld stopped.
“Why, L�ddy, you d�stress me. The th�ngs that you say go to my

nerves. Why, L�ddy, should I be afra�d to open the clock door?”
“Suppose, M�s’ Overf�eld—dare I say �t—suppose you should f�nd

a dead body there?”
M�s’ Overf�eld leaned on the back of a cha�r, and L�ddy added �n an

awesome tone:
“A g�rl’s—your own flesh and blood, M�s’ Overf�eld.”
Farmer Overf�eld leaned back �n h�s cha�r.
The table was as s�lent as though �t had been bare �n an empty

room.
The dog gave a qu�ck, sharp bark.
M�s’ Overf�eld stood trembl�ng.
“Heaven forg�ve me!” she sa�d. “My heart and Ann�e’s are the

same. We should be good to our own.”
She shook. “If I only knew that Ann�e was al�ve, I would forg�ve her

everyth�ng. I would take her home to my bosom, her Tory husband
and all. I never would have one hour of peace �f she were to d�e. I
never knew my heart before. Her cradle was here, and here should
be her last rest. Ann�e was a good g�rl, and I am bl�nd and hard.



Ann�e, Ann�e! Oh, I would not have anyth�ng befall Ann�e. Albert,
where �s the key of the clock?”

The boy gave h�s mother the key.
“Here, mother, and �t �s a jolly t�me we’ll have.”
“Albert, how can you sm�le at a t�me l�ke th�s! D�dn’t you hear what

she suggested? Don’t you sense �t? You go w�th me now slowly, for I
am all nerves, and my heart �s weak.”

“That I w�ll, mother.”
He gave her h�s arm and looked back w�th sm�l�ng eyes on the

terr�f�ed guests.
“Dast that boy, he knows!” cr�ed L�ddy �n almost profane

exc�tement. “Hold up your hands. The house �s go�ng to fall.”
“Be qu�et, L�ddy,” sa�d the farmer. “All be qu�et now. We can not tell

what �s before us. Be st�ll. It seems as though I can hear the steps of
Prov�dence. Someth�ng awa�ts us. I can feel �t �n my bones.”

The guests arose, and all stood s�lent.
M�s’ Overf�eld stopped before the clock door.
“Ann�e’s hand used to w�nd the clock,” she sa�d. “Oh, what would I

g�ve to hear her w�nd the clock once more! I would be w�ll�ng to l�e
down and g�ve up all to know that she was al�ve. L�ddy’s words do so
ch�ll me.”

She knocked on the clock door.
“Mother!”
The vo�ce was the mus�c-l�ke tone of old. “Mother, you w�ll forg�ve

me �f I d�d marry a Tory, for Ann�e �s Ann�e—always Ann�e!”
The guests stood w�th �ntent faces.
The clock shook aga�n. The old woman moved back.
“That was Ann�e’s vo�ce. Husband, you go and see. If that �s not

Ann�e, then my heart �s dead forever, and I hope there may be no
hereafter for me.”



Farmer Overf�eld took the keys and slowly opened the clock door.
The guests stood w�th mot�onless eyes. The open�ng door

revealed at f�rst a dress, then a hand. The old woman threw up her
arms.

“That’s Ann�e’s hand. There �s no r�ng on �t. Ann�e was too poor to
have a wedd�ng-r�ng. Open �t slowly, husband. If she �s not l�v�ng, I
am dead.”

The door was moved slowly by a trembl�ng hand. A form
appeared.

“That’s Ann�e,” sa�d the old woman.
A face. The l�ps parted.
“Father, may I come out and s�t bes�de you �n the cha�r at the

table?”
The dog wh�rled around w�th del�ght.
“Ann�e, my own Ann�e, l�fe of my l�fe, heart of my heart! Ann�e, how

came you here?” excla�med the farmer.
“I w�shed to see you, father, and all of my k�n on th�s day, and

mother—poor mother——”
“Don’t say that. I’m not worthy that you should say that, but my

hard heart �s gone,” faltered M�s’ Overf�eld.
“I got Albert to prepare the clock-case so I could stand here and

move the planets around so that I could see you through the c�rcles
made for the planets. You can never dream how I felt here. My heart
ached to know �f any one to-day would th�nk of me, and when you
talked of me my heart made the old case tremble.”

“Ann�e, come here,” sa�d Farmer Overf�eld.
“But I was not �nv�ted, father. I d�d not �ntend to make myself

known to any one but Albert. I have been here before �n the d�sgu�se
of a sold�er.”

“Ann�e, you are Ann�e, �f you d�d marry a Tory sa�lor!” and the
fam�ly heart was one aga�n.



The story �llustrates the fam�ly feel�ng of the t�me both as regards
patr�ots and Tor�es.



CHAPTER VII
WASHINGTON SPEAKS A NAME WHICH NAMES

THE REPUBLIC

When Wash�ngton was at Cambr�dge h�s headquarters were at the
Cra�g�e House, now known as the “home of Longfellow,” as that poet
of the world’s heart l�ved and wrote there for nearly a generat�on. Go
to Cambr�dge, my young people who v�s�t Boston, and you may see
the past of the Revolut�onary days there, �f you w�ll close your eyes
to the present. The old tree �s there under wh�ch Wash�ngton took
command of the army; a memor�al stone w�th an �nscr�pt�on marks
the place. The old bu�ld�ngs of Harvard College are there much as
they were �n Wash�ngton’s days. The Ep�scopal church where
Wash�ngton worsh�ped st�ll stands, and one may s�t down �n the pew
that the general-�n-ch�ef occup�ed as �n the Old North Church,
Boston.

The tree under wh�ch Wash�ngton took command of the army �s
decayed and �s rap�dly fall�ng away. It was once a magn�f�cent elm,
and Wash�ngton caused a lookout to be made �n the top, wh�ch
overlooked Boston and the Br�t�sh defenses. We can eas�ly �mag�ne
h�m w�th h�s glass, h�dden among the green boughs of th�s lofty and
bowery tree, watch�ng the movements of the enemy. Such an
�nc�dent of the Revolut�on would seem to �nv�te a nat�onal p�cture l�ke
one of young John Trumbull’s.

Wash�ngton held h�s counc�ls of war at the Cra�g�e House. It was
doubtless from there that he sent h�s cour�er fly�ng to Jonathan
Trumbull for help. H�s message was that the army must have food.

It was then that the Connect�cut Governor called together the
Comm�ttee of Publ�c Safety and sent h�s men of the secret serv�ce



�nto the farm-ways of Connect�cut and gathered cattle and stores
from the farms, and forwarded the suppl�es on the�r way to Boston,
and Denn�s O’Hay went w�th them.

Boston was to be evacuated. Where were the Br�t�sh go�ng? What
was next to be done?

Wash�ngton called a counc�l of h�s generals, and they del�berated
the quest�on of the hour.

The help that had g�ven strength to the army �nvest�ng Boston
dur�ng the s�ege had come from Connect�cut; the great heart-beat of
Jonathan Trumbull had sent the Br�t�sh fleet out on the sea and away
from Castle W�ll�am (now the water-park of South Boston).

What should be done next? Off�cer after off�cer gave h�s v�ews,
w�thout conclus�on. The Br�ghton meadows, afterward made famous
by the pen of Longfellow, gl�mmered �n the l�ght of early spr�ng over
wh�ch the happy w�ngs of b�rds were r�s�ng �n song. The great trees
rustled �n the spr�ng w�nds. The off�cers paced the floor. What was to
be done next? The off�cers wa�ted for Wash�ngton to speak.

He had del�berated, but was not sure as to the w�sest course to
pursue.

He l�fted h�s face at last, and sa�d:
“We w�ll have to consult Brother Jonathan.”
The name had been used before �n the army, but not �n th�s off�c�al

way at a counc�l.
It was at th�s counc�l, or one l�ke th�s, that he began to �mpress the

worth of the judgment of the Connect�cut Governor upon h�s
generals.

Wash�ngton had unconsc�ously named the republ�c.
The Connect�cut Governor’s home name began to r�se to fame.
These off�cers repeated �t to others.
Denn�s O’Hay heard �t. He was told that Wash�ngton had spoken �t,

probably at a counc�l �n the Cra�g�e House, poss�bly at some out-of-



door consultat�on. However th�s may be, the word had passed from
the l�ps of the man of dest�ny.

“Cracky,” sa�d Denn�s, us�ng the Yankee term of resolut�on, “and I
w�ll fly back to Connect�cut, I w�ll, on the w�ngs of me horse, and I
w�ll, and tell the Governor of that, and I w�ll, and all the people on the
green, and I w�ll, and set the ch�ldren to clapp�ng the�r hands, and the
b�rds all a-s�ng�ng �n the green tree-tops, and I w�ll.”

Denn�s leaped on h�s horse as w�th w�ngs. He slapped the horse’s
neck w�th h�s br�dle-re�n and flew down the turnp�ke to Norw�ch, and
d�d not so much as stop to rest at the Pla�nf�eld Tavern. That horse
had the sw�ftness of w�ngs, and Denn�s seemed to be a k�nd of
centaur.

The people saw h�m com�ng, and swung the�r hats, but only to say,
“Who passed w�th the w�nd?”

The people of the cedars saw h�m com�ng up the h�ll and gathered
on the green to ask:

“What �s �t, Denn�s?”
“Great news! Great news!”
It was a day at the br�ghten�ng of spr�ng among the cedars. The

people of the country around had heard of Denn�s’s return and they
gathered upon the green, wh�ch was grow�ng green. The buds on the
trees were swell�ng, the blue a�r was br�ghten�ng, and nature was
budd�ng and seemed everywhere to be s�ng�ng �n the songs of b�rds.

All the world was full of joy, as the people gathered that day on the
green. The Governor came out of h�s war off�ce to hear Denn�s
speak; the schools were there, and W�ll�am W�ll�ams, afterward a
s�gner of the Declarat�on of Independence, honored the occas�on
w�th h�s presence.

W�ll�ams stood bes�de the Wh�g Governor under the glow�ng trees.
Denn�s came out on the green, full of honorable pr�de.
H�s f�rst words were character�st�c:



“Oh, all ye people, all of the cedars, you well may gather together
—now. Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye, for �t �s good news that I br�ng to
ye all. Boston has fallen; �t has tumbled �nto our hands, and Castle
W�ll�am has gone down �nto the sea, to the Br�t�sher, and the same
w�ll never play Yankee Doodle there any more.

“Oh, but you should have seen h�m, as your brothers and I d�d—
General Wash�ngton. He looked as though he had been born to lead
the world. And what d�d he call our Governor—now, that �s what I am
burst�ng to tell you—what d�d he call our Governor?”

“The f�rst patr�ot �n Amer�ca,” answered a merry farmer.
“Not that, now, but someth�ng better than that. Hear ye, open the

mouths of your ears, now, and prepare to shout; all shout. He called
—so the off�cers all say—he called h�m what you call h�m now.
Colonel? No, no; not that. Judge? No, no; not that. Governor? No,
no; not that. He called h�m what the heroes here who ran from the
f�elds w�th the�r guns call h�m; what the good w�ves all call h�m; what
the old men call h�m; what the ch�ldren call h�m; what the dogs, cats,
and all the b�rds call h�m; no, no; not that, but all nature here catches
the sp�r�t of what we called h�m. He called h�m Brother Jonathan!
Shout, boys! Shout, g�rls! Shout, old men! Shout all! The world w�ll
call h�m that some day. My soul prophes�es that. Shout, shout, shout!
w�th the r�s�ng sun over the cedars—all shout for the long l�fe and
happ�ness of B������ J�������!”

Lebanon shouted, and b�rds flew up from the trees and clapped
the�r w�ngs, and the modest old Governor sa�d:

“I love the soul of the man who del�ghts to br�ng the people good
news. I wrote to Wash�ngton, when he took command of the army at
Cambr�dge, these words:

“‘Be strong and very courageous. May the God of the arm�es of
Israel shower down h�s bless�ngs upon you; may he g�ve you w�sdom
and fort�tude; may he cover your head �n the day of battle, and
conv�nce our enem�es of the�r m�stake �n attempt�ng to depr�ve us of
our l�bert�es.’ And, my ne�ghbors, what d�d he answer me? He wrote
to me, say�ng: ‘My conf�dence �s �n Alm�ghty God.’ So we are



brothers. And my ne�ghbor Denn�s br�ngs good t�d�ngs of joy out of
h�s great heart. H�s heart �s ours. What w�ll we do for such a man as
Denn�s O’Hay?”

“Make h�m an ens�gn, the ens�gn of the alarm-post,” sa�d one.
So Denn�s O’Hay became known as Ens�gn Denn�s O’Hay.
The Governor saw that �n Denn�s he had a messenger to send out

on horses w�th w�ngs, to br�ng back to Lebanon green the t�d�ngs of
the events of the war.

The old Governor turned as�de when the shout�ng was over.
“Denn�s?”
“Your Honor?”
“You have been by the cab�n of old Wetmore, the wood-chopper of

the lane.”
“Yes, your Honor.”
“Well, I am afra�d that the old man �s a Tory. You have heard how

he turned tall Peter, h�s nephew, out of doors? He sa�d to the boy:
‘Out you go!’ The boy came to me; my m�nd �s taken up by the
correspondences, so I made h�m my clerk. I want you to put your
arms around h�m—for me.”

“Why d�d the old man say to the boy that?”
“The boy rejo�ced over the Concord f�ght—you see! Put your arms

around h�m. I want you two should be fr�ends.”
“I w�ll put my arms around h�m, for your sake and for the sake of

Denn�s O’Hay. He shall be my heart’s own.”
Peter had found fr�ends—hearts.
He used to th�nk of h�s old uncle as he slept under the cedars out

of doors, on guard after h�s dut�es �n the store, am�d the f�refl�es, the
n�ght an�mals and b�rds.

He would seem to hear the old wood-chopper count�ng:
“One—



“Two—
“Three!”
He would wonder �f the old man were count�ng for h�m, or �f that

wh�ch was counted would go to the K�ng. If the patr�ots won the�r
cause, the counted gold, �f such �t were, could not go to the K�ng.
What were the old man’s thoughts and purposes when he counted
n�ghts?

At the corner of the Trumbull house, overlook�ng the h�lls and
roads �n the country of the cedars, was a passageway that
connected w�th the h�gh roof. From th�s passageway the approach of
an enemy could be s�gnaled by a guard, and there was no po�nt �n
the movements of the army more �mportant than th�s.

Governor Trumbull became recogn�zed as a power that stood
beh�nd the Amer�can arm�es. Lebanon of the cedars was the secret
cap�tal of the colon�es. Here gathered the reserves of the war.

The common enemy everywhere began to plot aga�nst the �ron
Governor. Sp�es cont�nued to come to Lebanon �n many d�sgu�ses
and went away.

The people of Lebanon warned the Governor aga�nst these plots
and sp�es, but he bel�eved �n Prov�dence; that some good angel of
protect�on attended h�m. When they told h�m that h�s l�fe was �n
constant per�l, he would say, l�ke one who commanded hosts
�nv�s�ble, that “the angel of the Lord encampeth round about them
that fear h�m.”

Denn�s was �n terror when he came to see the Governor’s danger.
He had a bed �n the garret, or “cockloft,” overlook�ng the cedars.
From h�s room he watched the roads that led up to the h�ll.

One day some men of mystery came to the war off�ce on
horseback. Denn�s saw them com�ng, from the garret or upper room.
He hastened to the Governor at the war off�ce, and gave the alarm.
The men had the�r story, but Denn�s saw that they were sp�es, and
thought that they �ntended to return aga�n.



Denn�s had ga�ned the conf�dence of the Governor and of the
good man’s fam�ly perfectly now. He had become a shadow of the
Governor, as �t were.

After these myster�ous men went away, the Governor called
Denn�s �nto h�s war off�ce, and sa�d:

“Denn�s, you know a tremendous secret, and you warned me
aga�nst these men. Why do you suspect them?”

“Because a conn�v�ng man carr�es an a�r of susp�c�on about h�m,
your Honor. I can see �t; I have second s�ght; some folks have, your
Honor.”

“Denn�s, you may be r�ght. A pure heart sees clear, and you are an
honest man, else there are none. Why do you th�nk these men
came? What was the�r h�dden mot�ve?”

“To f�nd out where you h�d your powder, your Honor. They are
powder f�nders. In powder l�es the hope of the cause, Governor. I
have a th�ng on my m�nd, �f I have a m�nd.”

“Well, Denn�s, what have you on your m�nd?”
“There must be a m�l�tary alarm-post �n the cedars. It must be

connected w�th h�d�ng-places all along the way from Putnam to
Norw�ch. And �t �s a man that you can trust that you must set �n
charge of the same alarm-post. As you sa�d, I do know a tremendous
secret.”

“You are a man that I can trust, Denn�s; �f not, who?”
“Your Honor,” sa�d Denn�s, bow�ng.
“Your heart �s as true to l�berty as that of Wash�ngton h�mself. To

be true-hearted �s the greatest th�ng �n the world; hearts are more
than rank.”

“Your Honor,” sa�d Denn�s, bow�ng aga�n lower, “I would rather
hear you say that than be a k�ng.”

“Good, Denn�s. Samuel Adams repl�ed to the agent of General
Gage who sa�d to h�m, ‘It �s t�me for you to make your peace w�th the
K�ng,’ and who then offered h�m br�bes: ‘I trust that I have long ago



made my peace w�th the K�ng of k�ngs, and no power on earth shall
make me recreant to my dut�es to my country.’”

“Samuel Adams �s a glor�ous man, your Honor, and has a heart
true to your own. I would d�e for l�berty, and be w�ll�ng to be forgotten
for the cause. What matters what becomes of Denn�s O’Hay—but
the cause, the cause!”

“Then, Denn�s, you are the one of all others to take charge of the
alarm-post that you propose to establ�sh permanently.” Many are
w�ll�ng to d�e �n a cause that would not be w�ll�ng to be forgotten, the
old man thought, and walked about w�th h�s hands beh�nd h�m.

“Forgotten, Denn�s, what �s �t to be forgotten? The w�nds of the
desert blow over the Persepol�s, but where �s the Persepol�s?
Babylon, where are thy s�xty m�les of walls, and the char�ots that
rolled on the�r lofty ways? Gone w�th the w�nd. Egypt, where are all
the k�ngs that ra�sed thy pyram�ds? Gone w�th the w�nd. Solomon,
where �s thy throne of the gold and gems of the Ind? Gone w�th the
w�nd. We all shall be forgotten, or only l�ve �n the good that we do. I
l�ke that word wh�ch you spoke, w�ll�ng to be forgotten for the welfare
of mank�nd. Denn�s, I would be w�ll�ng to be forgotten. I l�ve for the
cause. I seek ne�ther money nor fame, but only to do the w�ll of the
everlast�ng God, to wh�ch I surrender all. To l�ve for good �nfluence �s
the whole of l�fe. Soul value �s everyth�ng. How w�ll you establ�sh the
alarm-post?”

“I w�ll watch the roads from the top of the second sta�rs as I have
done before. I w�ll have trusty men �n the cedars who w�ll set up
s�gnal l�ghts at n�ght. One of these men shall l�ve �n the rocks so that
he may guard the place where the powder �s stored. He shall r�de a
sw�ft horse, and set up f�re-s�gnals at n�ght. The secret shall be
known to but few, �f you w�ll trust �t to me to p�ck my men. And Peter
—n�mble Peter—your trusty clerk—who was sent out—he shall be
my heart’s own.”

“I leave �t all to you, Denn�s. Establ�sh the alarm-post. Select you
h�dden men. As for me, I bel�eve l�ke the men �n the camp of the
Hebrews, �n helpers �nv�s�ble. An angel stayed the hand of Abraham,
and went before the tr�bes on the�r march out of Egypt, and led the



feet of Abraham’s servant to f�nd Rebecca; and when the young k�ng
was afra�d to encounter so great a host, the prophet opened h�s
sp�r�tual eyes, and lo! the mounta�n was full of char�ots and
horsemen. The angel of Prov�dence protects me; I know �t, I feel �t; �t
�s my m�ss�on to reenforce the Amer�can army when �t �s �n stra�ts.
Fa�th walks w�th the heavens, and I l�ve by fa�th.”

Denn�s went out. He felt free, l�ke one comm�ss�oned by a h�gher
power. Yes, he d�d know a tremendous secret. He knew where the
powder was h�dden.

When he had come to share w�th the Governor the secrets of
collect�ng saltpeter and powder, he learned all the ways of th�s secret
serv�ce. There must be found a place where th�s powder could be
h�dden, so as to be safely guarded. It was a necess�ty.

Lebanon abounded �n rocky h�lls �n wh�ch were caves. These
caves could be guarded, and yet they would not be secure aga�nst
sp�es. Denn�s began to put h�s Ir�sh w�ts at work to dev�se a way to
protect a storage of powder aga�nst sp�es.

The tall, n�mble boy who had been �n the serv�ce of W�ll�am
W�ll�ams came f�rst �nto Denn�s’s m�nd and heart. Mr. W�ll�ams, for
whom the boy had kept sheep, was a graduate of Harvard College,
and had been a member of the Comm�ttee of Correspondence for
the Un�on and Safety of the Colon�es. Th�s man had wr�tten several
pamphlets to awaken the sp�r�t of the colon�es to res�st aggress�on,
and the n�mble boy to whom we have referred, now the clerk, had
l�stened at doors to the read�ng of these pamphlets, and drank �n the
sp�r�t of them unt�l he had become so full of patr�ot�c feel�ng that he
thought of l�ttle but the cause.

Denn�s’s �ntu�t�ve eye f�xed �tself upon th�s boy for secret serv�ce.
“Peter N�mble,” sa�d Denn�s to the young farmhand one day, as

the latter was rest�ng under the trees after the plant�ng of pumpk�n-
seeds among the corn, wh�le the sheep grazed, “I have come over
here to have a secret talk w�th you. I have long had my eye on you.
You are full of the new f�re; you see th�ngs qu�ck; you have long legs,
and you are all bra�n, heart, and legs. You are just the lad I want.”



“For what, Denn�s?”
“For the secret serv�ce. W�ll you prom�se me never to tell what I

am about to tell you now?”
“Never, Denn�s.”
“Though the sky fall?”
“Though the sky fall, and the earth cave �n, and the waters cover

the land. Never, Denn�s, �f �t be for the cause.”
“It �s for the cause, Peter. Hark ye, boy. We must store powder

here. Powder �s the l�fe of the war. We must store �t �n a cave, and
we must have some one to guard the cave, and to g�ve an alarm �f
sp�es shall come.”

“I can run,” sa�d Peter.
“Yes, Peter, you can run, and run the r�ght way, too. You w�ll never

turn your heels aga�nst the country. You can outrun all the boys. But
�t �s not for your heels that I come to you. I want a guard w�th n�mble
thoughts as well as legs. You could run to me qu�ckly by day, as on
feet of a�r, but �t �s for the n�ght that I want you; for a cur�ous serv�ce,
a queer serv�ce.”

“What would you have me do?”
“Hold a w�ndow before your face, w�th a l�ght �n the w�ndow, and

stand back by the roads�de �n the cedars.”
“That would be a strange th�ng for me to do, Denn�s. How would

that help the cause?”
“You know all the people of the town. You would know a stranger

to be a stranger. Now, no stranger can pass down the turnp�ke at
n�ght w�thout a passport. If he does, he �s an enemy or a spy.

“You are to stand beh�nd the l�ghted w�ndow at n�ght back �n the
cedars, some d�stance from the road. If you see a stranger com�ng
down the road at n�ght, or hear h�m, you are to leave the w�ndow and
l�ght on a post and demand h�s passport. The w�ndow and l�ght at a
d�stance w�ll look l�ke a house. If the traveler have no passport, you



must ask h�m to follow you at a d�stance toward the l�ght �n the
w�ndow. Hear: ‘at a d�stance.’

“Then you are to take the w�ndow and the l�ght and move up the
h�ll, by the brook ways, so that I can see the l�ght at the alarm-post.
Then you may put out the l�ght, and run for the war off�ce: run l�ke the
w�nd. That w�ll deta�n the spy, should he be one, and we w�ll be
warned and thwart h�s des�gn. Do you see?”

“I see, but am I to be stat�oned near a cave where the powder �s
h�dden?”

“No—t�sh, t�sh—but at a place that would turn a n�ght traveler from
the place where the powder �s concealed. You yourself are not to
know, or to seek to know, where the powder �s h�dden. No, no—t�sh,
t�sh. If you were to be overpowered, you must be able to say that you
do not know where the saltpeter �s. T�sh, t�sh!”

“That �s a strange serv�ce, Denn�s, but I w�ll do as you say. I w�ll
watch by the w�ndow �n the heat and cold, �n the ra�n and snow, and I
w�ll never desert my post.”

“That you w�ll, my boy. The true heart never deserts �ts post. You
may save an army by th�s strange serv�ce. You are no longer to be
Peter N�mble, but a w�ndow �n the cedars. Ah, Peter, Peter, not �n
va�n d�d the old man send you out. Boy, the Governor l�kes you, and
you are my heart’s own!”

“But I w�ll have to g�ve up my place �n the store?”
“I w�ll talk w�th the Governor about that.”
One day Denn�s O’Hay stood by the h�gh w�ndow, look�ng down

the turnp�ke road. A horseman seemed to leap on h�s fly�ng steed
�nto the way. Denn�s ran down the sta�rs to g�ve an alarm, and found
the Governor �n the great room, th�nk�ng as always.

“A man �s com�ng on horseback, r�d�ng l�ke mad. He looks l�ke a
general.”

“Spencer—I am expect�ng h�m—I sent for h�m. S�t down; your
presence may make a clearer atmosphere.”



Denn�s d�d not comprehend the Governor, but h�s cur�os�ty was
exc�ted, and he sat down by the sta�rway.

A horse dashed up to the door. A man �n un�form knocked, and
entered w�th l�ttle ceremony.

“Governor, I am d�shonored. Let me say at once that I am about to
res�gn my comm�ss�on �n the army.”

“You have been superseded by General Putnam.”
“Yes; I who offered my l�fe and all �n the north �n the serv�ce of my

country, have been superseded. Congress l�ttle esteems such
serv�ce as m�ne. Governor, I am undone.”

“General Spencer, Congress �s seek�ng to place the best leaders
�n the f�eld. It has done so now. It has not d�shonored you; �t honors
you; �t wants your serv�ce under Putnam.”

“Under! You may well say under. Would you, w�th a record l�ke
m�ne, serve under any man?”

“I would. My only thought �s for the good of the people and the
success of the cause. I have g�ven up mak�ng money, for the cause.
I have g�ven up seek�ng pos�t�on of popular�ty, for the cause. I am
seek�ng to be ne�ther a general, nor a congressman, nor a d�plomat,
for the cause. Whatever a man be or have, h�s �nfluence �s all that he
�s. I would do anyth�ng that would tend to make my �nfluence
powerful for the cause. I have snuffed out amb�t�on, for the cause.”

General Spencer dropped h�s hands on h�s knees.
“Governor Trumbull, what would you have me do?”
“Serve your country under Putnam—as Congress w�lls—and never

h�nder the cause by any personal cons�derat�on. Be the cause.”
“Governor, I w�ll; for your sake, I w�ll. I see my way clear. I was not

myself when I came—I am myself now.”
“Not for my sake, General, but for the cause!”
Denn�s had seen the Governor’s soul. G�ant that he was, tears ran

down h�s face. He went out �nto the open a�r.



It was even�ng at Lebanon. He looked up to the h�lls and saw the
clerk, who had aga�n become a shepherd-boy, there �n the dusk
gu�d�ng the sheep to sheltered pastures among the sav�ns.

Denn�s was lonesome for compan�onsh�p. He was but a common
laborer, w�th no fam�ly or fortune, noth�ng but h�s honest soul.

He longed to talk w�th one l�ke h�mself. He walked up the h�lls, and
ha�led the shepherd-boy, who had become a guard �n the new secret
serv�ce.

“N�mble,” he sa�d, “you bel�eve �n the Governor, don’t you? I do,
more and more.”

“’Fore the Lord, I do,” sa�d the shepherd �n an awesome tone.
“I have just seen the soul of that man. He �s more of a god than a

man. But, N�mble, N�mble, my heart’s own boy, he �s surrounded
more and more by sp�es, and th�nk of �t, wagons of powder are
com�ng here and go�ng away. What havoc a spy could make!

“Boy, my heart goes out to that man. I would d�e for h�m. So would
you. I am go�ng to act as a guard for h�m, not only openly—I do that
now—but secretly. You w�ll act w�th me.”

“Yes, yes, Denn�s. But what more can I do?”
“Keep your eyes open on the h�lls aga�nst surpr�se, and guard the

magaz�nes.”
“That I am do�ng, but where are the magaz�nes?”
“Where are the magaz�nes?”
“Oh, boy, boy, do not seek to know. T�sh, t�sh! Have an eye on the

covered ways that are st�ll. You watch n�ghts by the w�ndow?”
“Yes, and I can watch days.”
The sheep lay down �n the sheltered ways of the h�gh h�ll, and the

two talked together as brothers. They had become a part of the
cause.

And Denn�s found �n h�s heart a new and unexpected del�ght. It
was when he sa�d to the shepherd-boy of the green cedars, as he



d�d almost da�ly, “You are my heart’s own; we serve one cause, and
look for noth�ng more!”

So these two patr�ots became to Brother Jonathan “helpers
�nv�s�ble.”

The Governor now hurr�ed lev�es. Lebanon was a scene of
exc�tement. Connect�cut forgot her own per�ls, for the greater need.

Denn�s was ordered away w�th the men. He was to dr�ve a
powder-wagon. The young shepherd was to leave for a t�me h�s
place as a watchman and to go w�th h�m.

In the m�dst of these preparat�ons a beaut�ful, anx�ous face fl�tted
to and fro. It was that of Madam Trumbull.

“You must not go,” sa�d she to Denn�s. “We need you here.”
“Who?”
“I—sp�es swarm; the Governor �s all of the t�me �n per�l. I can trust

your heart.”
“He must go,” sa�d the Governor. “The powder-wagon needs h�m

more than I do. I shall be guarded. I can hear the w�ngs; the rocks of
Lebanon are not f�rmer than my fa�th. Powder �s the battle. Go,
Denn�s, go. Our powder told at Bunker H�ll; they w�ll need �t aga�n.”

Denn�s and the shepherd-boy went, guard�ng the powder.
“Good-by, Governor,” sa�d Denn�s. “We leave the heavens beh�nd

us st�ll.”
What a t�me that was! Every Wh�g forgot h�s own self and �nterests

�n the cause. No one looked for any pay for anyth�ng. The cattle, the
sheep, the corn and gra�n, all belonged to the cause. Everyth�ng
followed the suggest�on of the great Governor’s heart.

Tor�es and sp�es came to Lebanon w�th plots �n the�r hearts, but
they went away aga�n. Sh�ps down the r�ver landed men, who came
to Lebanon w�th ev�l �ntents; but they looked at the Governor from
the tavern w�ndow, as he crossed the green, and went away aga�n.



The school for the tra�n�ng of Ind�an m�ss�onar�es, that had been
founded �n Lebanon and that had tra�ned Occum, who became the
marvelous Ind�an preacher, had been removed to a log-house
college on the upper Connect�cut now, where �t was to become
Dartmouth College. But Ind�ans st�ll came to the green, and heard
the cannon thunder w�th wonder.

The Governor’s house, the alarm-post, was to become the head of
a long l�ne of s�gnal-stat�ons.



CHAPTER VIII
PETER NIMBLE AND DENNIS IN THE ALARM-

POST

Peter, after be�ng entrusted w�th Denn�s’s secret of the h�dden
powder, walked about l�ke one whose head was �n the a�r. If he stuck
pumpk�n-seeds �nto corn-h�lls, he d�d so w�th a mach�ne-l�ke mot�on.
He had l�stened to the s�ng�ng of the b�rds �n the cedars, but he
forgot the b�rd-s�ng�ng now; though he loved rare w�ld flowers, a
wh�te orch�d bloomed among the w�ntergreens by the ferny
brooks�de, but he d�d not see �t now; the sky, the forests, and
everyth�ng seemed to have van�shed away.

He watched Denn�s after the�r return as the latter came out of the
alarm-post over the way and went to the tavern or the war off�ce.

Denn�s for a t�me merely bowed to h�m and passed h�m by, day by
day, when on duty; and the corn grew, and the or�oles flamed �n the
a�r. But one thought held h�m—a p�cture of the l�ght �n the w�ndow �n
the cedars, guard�ng some unknown cave that conta�ned the
l�ghtn�ngs and the thunder of the battle-f�eld. What would come of
that serv�ce?

He at last felt that he must see Denn�s. He could stand the
suspense no longer.

So one n�ght he crept up to Denn�s’s chamber under the rafters.
“I could stay away from you no longer, after what you told me,”

sa�d he. “Strange th�ngs are go�ng on—horsemen com�ng and go�ng;
queer people haunt the Colchester road; kn�fe-gr�nders, clock-
cleaners, go�ng �nto the forest to get walnut-o�l; men call�ng out ‘Old
brass to mend’; and I seem to see sp�es �n them, and I fear for h�m.”



“Boy, I fear for h�m. He �s an old man now, but he walks erect, and
seems to th�nk that some host unseen �s guard�ng h�m. He wears the
armor of fa�th. I can see �t, other people do not; and he does not fear
the face of clay.”

“Denn�s, when are you go�ng to set me beh�nd the w�ndow and the
l�ght �n the cedars, at n�ght?”

“Soon, boy, soon. Let us look out of the w�ndow.”
It was a June n�ght. Below them was the war off�ce, the Alden

Tavern, the house of W�ll�am W�ll�ams—the boy’s home. Afar
stretched the �ntervales, now full of f�refl�es and glow�ng w�th the
s�lvery l�ght of the half-moon. N�ght-hawks made l�vely the st�ll a�r,
and the lonely notes of the wh�ppoorw�lls rang out from the cedars
and sav�ns �n nature’s own sad cadences. The roads were full of the
odors of w�ld roses and sweetbr�er, but were s�lent.

“Denn�s,” sa�d Peter, “I have been th�nk�ng. Suppose I were to
watch �n the cedars, and an unknown man were to come down the
open road toward the l�ght �n the w�ndow. And suppose I were to say,
‘Halt, and g�ve the counters�gn,’ and he were to have no counters�gn.
Then I would say, ‘Follow me, but do not come near me, or I w�ll
d�scharge my duty upon you.’ And suppose he were to follow, and I
move back, back, back w�th the w�ndow and l�ght, and he were to
th�nk that I were a house, and that I were to draw h�m �nto a trap and
lose h�m, and put out the l�ght and run for you—what would you do
then?”

“I would hunt for h�m �n the rav�ne where you left h�m—�n the wood
trap—and would f�nd h�m, and wr�ng from h�m the cause of h�s be�ng
on the h�ghway w�thout a passport.”

“Denn�s, do you th�nk that such a th�ng as that w�ll ever happen?”
“Yes; my �nst�ncts tell me that �t w�ll. Boy, there �s one man whom

Wash�ngton trusts, whom the Governor rel�es upon, but �n whom I
can see a false heart. He was born only a few m�les from here. He �s
famous. If he were to turn tra�tor to our cause, as I bel�eve he w�ll, he
would send sp�es to Lebanon. He would seek to destroy the h�d�ng-



places of powder, and he knows where they are to be found. Then,
boy, your t�me to thwart such des�gns would come.”

“What �s that man’s name?”
“I hardly dare to breathe �t even to you, w�th a heart of truth.”
“I w�ll never break your conf�dence. What �s the name?”
“Bened�ct Arnold!”
It now began to be seen �n the army that the Governor was �n per�l.

The Tor�es plotted a secret warfare aga�nst the lead�ng patr�ots.
One day Governor Trumbull met the Counc�l of Publ�c Safety w�th

the alarm�ng declarat�on:
“They have put a pr�ce upon my head.”
A reward had been secretly offered for h�s capture.
“I must have a guard,” he sa�d, and a guard was granted h�m of

four sturdy, loyal men—a publ�c guard, who exam�ned all strangers
who came by day to Lebanon.

The plots of the Tor�es f�lled the country w�th alarm. One of these
plots was to assass�nate Wash�ngton. Others were to abduct the
royal Governors.

These plotters tr�ed to se�ze Governor Cl�nton of New York, and
W�ll�am L�v�ngston, the patr�ot�c Governor of New Jersey. They d�d
se�ze General St�llman at Fa�rf�eld and carr�ed h�m away as a
pr�soner.

Lebanon was exposed to such �ncurs�ons from the sea. Spy boats
were on the waters, and these m�ght land men on the h�ghway to
Lebanon and se�ze the Governor and bear h�m away.

The b�ographer of Governor Trumbull (Stuart) thus relates an
�nc�dent that �llustrates the per�ls to wh�ch the Governor was
exposed:

“A traveler, �n the garb of a mend�cant—of exceed�ngly susp�c�ous
appearance—came �nto h�s house one even�ng when he was unwell
and had ret�red to bed. The stranger, though den�ed the opportun�ty



of see�ng h�m, yet �ns�sted upon an �nterv�ew so pert�nac�ously that at
last the Governor’s wary housekeeper—Mrs. Hyde—alarmed and
d�sgusted at h�s conduct, se�zed the shovel and tongs from the
f�replace and drove h�m out of the house. At the same t�me she
called loudly for the guard; but the �ntruder suddenly d�sappeared,
and, though careful search was made, eluded pursu�t, and never
appeared �n that quarter aga�n.”

One of the reasons that made Lebanon a per�lous place and that
�nv�ted plots and sp�es was that magaz�nes of powder from the West
Ind�es were thought to be h�dden here, as well as at New London
and along the Connect�cut ma�n and r�ver. Powder was the necess�ty
of the war; to explode a powder magaz�ne was to retard the cause.

Lebanon was l�ke a secret fortress to the cause. Pr�soners of war
were sent to Governor Trumbull. It was thought that they could not
be rescued here. But the�r detent�on here by the w�se, f�rm Governor
�nv�ted new plots. The th�rteen colon�es sent the�r State pr�soners
here. Among these pr�soners was the Tory son of Benjam�n Frankl�n,
a d�sgrace to the great patr�ot, that led h�m to carry a heavy heart
am�d all of h�s honors as the ambassador to the French court. Dr.
Benjam�n Church, a classmate of Trumbull at college, was sent to
h�m among these pr�soners.

Trumbull became un�versally hated by the Tor�es. They saw �n h�m
the s�lent capta�n of the world’s movement for l�berty. The cond�t�on
became so alarm�ng that �n November, 1779, Wash�ngton sent a
message to h�m to se�ze all Tor�es. “They are prey�ng upon the v�tals
of the country,” he sa�d. The Cont�nental Congress demanded of h�m
to “arrest every person that endangered the safety of the colony.”
The cond�t�on that became so alarm�ng, then, was beg�nn�ng now.

What a pos�t�on was that that was held by th�s brave, clear-
headed, consc�ence-free man!

Strangers were com�ng and go�ng; any one of them m�ght have a
cunn�ng plot aga�nst the Governor �n h�s heart. The way to h�m was
easy. Express-wagons w�th prov�s�ons started from Lebanon; dr�vers
of cattle came there; people who had cases of casu�stry; men



des�r�ng publ�c appo�ntment �n the army; peddlers, wayfarers,
seamen, the capta�ns of pr�vateers.

But he walked among them—am�d these accumulat�ng per�ls—as
one who had a “guard �nv�s�ble.” He had. He knew that h�s own
people were loyal to h�m, that they bel�eved h�m as one d�rected by
the Supreme Power for the supreme good, and that they loved h�m
as a father.

Denn�s guarded the good old man as though he had had a
comm�ss�on from the sk�es to do so. He gave to h�m the strength of
h�s great heart. He caused a tower—“the alarm-post”—over h�s
head, one secret room, to protect h�m—“a room over the gate”—and
the room must have seemed to the man whose bra�n d�rected all l�ke
the outstretched w�ng of a guard�an d�v�ne. The Governor was an old
man when the war began. Born �n 1710, he was at the t�me of the
Declarat�on of Independence s�xty-s�x years old.

Denn�s was l�ke a guard�an sent to h�m, and Peter l�ke a
messenger sent to Denn�s. There was someth�ng �n the glances of
each to the other that was out of the common of l�fe—�t was the
cause.

One day there was a shout �n the alarm-post.
A man was r�d�ng up the Colchester road, dash�ng, as �t were, as �f

h�s own body and that of h�s horse were only agents of th�s thought.
He was an Ir�shman. When the Lex�ngton alarm came, he had heard
the clock of l�berty str�ke; h�s hour had come.

“A man �s com�ng l�ke mad, r�d�ng w�th the w�nd,” sa�d the sent�nel
�n common terms.

The man came rush�ng up to the store, and drew h�s re�n. The
Governor met h�m there.

“Knox, your Honor, Knox of the art�llery. I was at Bunker H�ll.”
“I know you by your good name,” sa�d the Governor. “You know

how to put your shoulder to the wheel.”
Knox of the art�llery sm�led.



He had won the reputat�on of know�ng how to put h�s shoulder to
the wheel �n a queer way. There was a r�valry between the
Northenders and Southenders �n Boston, and both part�es celebrated
Guy Fawkes’s day w�th grotesque process�ons, �n wh�ch were
eff�g�es of Guy Fawkes and the dev�l. In an even�ng process�on of the
party to wh�ch young Knox belonged on Guy Fawkes’s day the wheel
of the wagon or float bear�ng an eff�gy, poss�bly of Guy Fawkes,
broke, and that the r�val party m�ght not know �t and r�d�cule h�s party,
he sa�d:

“I w�ll put my shoulder to the wheel.”
He d�d th�s, and the float moved on, and the pr�de of h�s party was

saved.
Knox of the art�llery had kept a bookstore �n Boston. It was l�ke the

New Corner Bookstore before the famous Old Corner Bookstore.
When the war broke out he was attached to the art�llery. There was a
great need of powder, and he had a scent for �t. He found �t, he h�d �t;
he was the “powder-monkey” of the great campa�gns.

L�ke Paul Revere, he caught the sp�r�t of the m�nutemen. He could
r�de for l�berty! He was r�d�ng for l�berty now!

“Wash�ngton recommended you to volunteer for the art�llery
serv�ce,” sa�d the Governor. “I could have no more favorable
�ntroduct�on to you. You do not r�de for noth�ng, my young fr�end.
May I ask what br�ngs you here? Your horse foams.”

“There �s no t�me to be lost �n days l�ke these,” sa�d the young
art�lleryman. “These are days of dest�ny, and we must make the
success of our cause sure. I went to Wash�ngton for perm�ss�on to
br�ng the s�ege-guns and powder from Fort T�conderoga to Boston. I
have come to you for a l�ke reason. I am sure, �n my soul, of ult�mate
v�ctory; I know �t w�ll come, but preparat�on �s v�ctory. Boston �s
evacuated, and to defend New York we must protect the coast of
Connect�cut. I have conferred w�th Wash�ngton, and I must have a
word w�th you.”

“To the tavern w�th the horse,” sa�d the Governor. “Into the store,
or war off�ce, as I call my place here, we w�ll go and shut the



weather-door, and I w�ll answer ‘Go’ �f any call. We w�ll cons�der the
matter.”

They went �nto the store and the door was shut.
W�thout s�ghed the cedars �n the Apr�l or May w�nds. It was the

com�ng of summer; the br�ght w�ngs of southern b�rds were bloom�ng
�n the a�r. The cedars were dress�ng �n green, and the elms flam�ng
�n the glow�ng suns of the long days.

They talked, as we may fancy, of the sons of l�berty, the s�ege of
Boston, and the outlook, and here young Knox ga�ned strength to
face the strenuous campa�gns of New York and the Jerseys, and to
cause the cannon of l�berty to thunder as never before.

They talked of Rhode Island. Strange th�ngs were happen�ng
there.

Then the Comm�ttee of Safety came. And they cons�dered the
matter.

The Governor had a hab�t of say�ng, “Let us cons�der the matter”;
after a t�me he added, “and br�ng �t before the counc�l.”

He walked about l�ke a v�s�tor to the world. He was always
“cons�der�ng” some matter.

He would stand before the church, cons�der�ng; cross the green,
cons�der�ng; the publ�c men who came to v�s�t h�m usually found h�m
cons�der�ng.

Why had Knox come to Lebanon?
It was to talk of powder. How could saltpeter be found? Where

could �t be stored?
There m�ght be a powder magaz�ne at New London, or near �t, or

�n covert �n a place on the Connect�cut, or r�ght here among the
rocky caves of the h�lls. Where?

The Governor would “cons�der.” He d�d, and the secret h�d�ng-
places of powder were known to few bes�des h�m. The Governor
knew the guards of the magaz�nes. So Connect�cut stored powder.



“Powder, powder, ye gods, send us powder!” cr�ed General
Putnam at the battle of Bunker H�ll.

The battle of Bunker H�ll.

There was a powder fam�ne. The whole army needed powder.
One day the Governor sat before h�s door on the green, wa�t�ng

the return of Denn�s. The latter came back from a comm�ss�on wh�ch
he had executed qu�ckly, and dropped from h�s horse on the green.

“You have made short t�me, Denn�s.”
“Yes, Governor; I never th�nk of myself, but only of the cause.”
“You may well say that, and I know �t to be true. Such a sp�r�t as

that �n these test�ng t�mes �s �nvaluable. I have a new comm�ss�on for
you.”

“Let me have �t. I w�ll d�e for �t; I am �n for l�berty now—head, heart,
and heels.”

He sunk down on the green.
“Let us cons�der,” the Governor sa�d; “let us cons�der. You have

heard me speak of Sal�sbury, the h�dden town �n the northwest
corner of the State, on the Housaton�c. The world knows l�ttle of that
town, but �t hears much. There has been a foundry there s�nce ’62. I
am go�ng to make an arsenal there, and manufacture guns there,
and make �t a powder-post. I must have post-r�ders who can lead
teamsters and who can be trusted, and move qu�ckly, to go from
Lebanon green to Sal�sbury w�th my orders. No spot �n Amer�ca can
be made more useful to our army than th�s. I am go�ng to appo�nt
you as an off�cer for th�s bus�ness, as a spec�al messenger to
Sal�sbury �n the secret serv�ce.

“Denn�s, no one can do so much as when he �s do�ng many th�ngs.
When I am do�ng two th�ngs well, I can do three. I never undertake
anyth�ng that I can not do well, but exper�ence enables us to do
many th�ngs well, as you are learn�ng yourself, Denn�s O’Hay.”

Denn�s bowed.



Sal�sbury was a h�dden place, but r�ch �n nature. It was a place of
�ron-m�nes, w�th l�mestone and gran�te at the foot of the mounta�ns.
Here the Un�ted States began to cast cannon and gather saltpeter.
The works grew. Cannon-balls, bombs, shells, grape-shot, anchors,
hand-grenades, sw�vels, mess-pots and kettles, all �mplements of
war were made and stored here. The armaments of sh�ps were
furn�shed here by sk�lled hands. Here the furnaces blazed n�ght and
day. Here the ore-d�ggers, founders, molders, and guards were
constantly at work. There came here an army of teamsters for
transportat�on. The Governor w�shed one whom he could trust to
bear h�s orders to th�s town h�dden among the mounta�ns, and
Denn�s was such a man. Denn�s could be spared, as there was a
regular guard at the alarm-post now, and the church afforded �t a
shelter.

The reader who makes a p�lgr�mage to Lebanon to v�s�t the “war
off�ce” should note the old church and recall the hab�ts of a stately
past, when men l�ved less for money-mak�ng and more for the th�ngs
that l�ve.

The solemn bell r�ngs out as of old, but �t �s over the graves of
people who were the emp�re bu�lders, but who knew �t not except by
fa�th. The gray stones are crumbl�ng where they l�e. The eng�ne-
wh�stle sounds afar, and W�ll�mant�c reflects the l�fe of new t�mes.
Here New England of old l�ves on—apart from the hurry�ng world of
steam and electr�c�ty.

The great cedars are gone, though cedar swamps are near. N�ght
settles down over all �n s�lence, and one feels here that th�s �s a
lonely world.

The l�ghts have gone out �n the old Alden Tavern, and the tavern
�tself �s gone, but nature here �s beaut�ful among the h�lls, and to the
suscept�ble eye the h�lls are touched by the sp�r�t of the patr�ots of
old.



CHAPTER IX
A MAN WITH A CANE—“OFF WITH YOUR HAT”

Denn�s O’Hay, who had created for the cause the alarm-post �n the
cedars, learned all the ways and byways of the Connect�cut colon�es,
and the ways lead�ng to and out of Boston. He was, as we have sa�d,
a g�ant �n form, and h�s usual salutat�on—“The top of the morn�ng to
everybody,” or “The top of the morn�ng to everybody on th�s green
earth”—won the hearts of people, and as much by the tone �n wh�ch
�t was spoken as by the whole-hearted express�on �tself. He came to
be known as the Ir�sh g�ant of the h�ll country.

He traveled much �n the secret serv�ce from Lebanon to Pla�nf�eld
and Prov�dence, wh�ch was a part of the turnp�ke road to Norw�ch.
The ch�ldren and dogs seemed to know h�m, and the very geese
along the way to salute h�m w�th honks of wonder qu�te uncommon.

He greeted t�tled people and laborers �n the same common way,
and he one day sa�d to the Governor:

“If I were to meet General Prescott h�mself, I would not take off my
hat to h�m unless he met me c�v�l.”

Who was General Prescott? Not the patr�ot hero of Bunker H�ll. He
was a Br�t�sh general that had been sent to Rhode Island, and had
made h�mself a terror there. The women, ch�ldren, dogs, and
perhaps the farmhouse geese, ran from h�m when he appeared;
even the Rhode Island Quakers moved as�de when he was seen �n a
h�ghway.

He carr�ed a cane.
When he met a person �n the h�ghway he used to say:
“Off w�th your hat! Don’t you know who I am?”



If the person so accosted d�d not doff h�s hat, the pompous
General gave the hat a v�gorous whack w�th h�s stout cane, and the
wearer’s head rung, and the latter d�d not soon aga�n forget h�s
manners.

He once met an aged Quaker on the way—and these �nc�dents
are largely trad�t�onal—who approached h�m respectfully, after the
usual way, w�th h�s broad-br�mmed hat cover�ng h�s curly locks.

“Yea, ver�ly, one day outsh�nes another, and to goodly people th�s
�s a goodly world.”

“Who are you?” sa�d the testy General.
“A servant of the Lord, as I hope.”
“A servant of the Lord? Off w�th your hat! Haven’t you any

reverence for me, nor the Lord e�ther? Don’t you know who I am?”
“Nay, nay, softly; speak not thus, my fr�end.”
“Off w�th your hat!” sa�d the �rate General. “None of your yea says

and nay says �n my presence.”
“I never unhat or unbonnet, my fr�end, �n the presence of any man.

I could not do �t �f I were to meet the K�ng h�mself.”
The General grew red �n the face.
“There, you Phar�see, take that,” and here he appl�ed h�s cane to

the good Quaker’s hat, “and that, and that, and ����!”
The Quaker strode away, and would need a new hat when next he

went abroad on the h�ghway of the orchards and gardens.
General Prescott, wh�le at Newport, des�red to have a s�dewalk �n

front of h�s house, so he ordered all of h�s ne�ghbors’ door-stones to
be removed for the purpose.

He was a petty tyrant, and he l�ked noth�ng so much as to make
the people—“rebels,” as he called them—feel h�s power. He would
order any one whom he d�sl�ked to be sent to the m�l�tary pr�son
w�thout ass�gn�ng any reason.



He once sent a greatly respected c�t�zen to pr�son and forbade that
the latter should have any verbal commun�cat�on w�th h�s fr�ends or
fam�ly. The w�fe of the pr�soner used to send h�m notes �n loaves of
bread.

One day she appeared before Prescott, and des�red h�m to allow
her to make one v�s�t to her husband.

“Who do you th�nk I am?” sa�d the General, or words �n th�s sp�r�t.
“Instead of allow�ng you to v�s�t h�m, I w�ll have h�m hanged before
the end of the week.”

Under the petty tyranny of Prescott no one seemed safe on the
�sland.

The stor�es of Prescott’s �nsults to worthy people roused the sp�r�t
of Denn�s.

“An’ sure �t �s, now,” he sa�d to the Governor, “�f I were to meet that
b�g-feel�ng Br�t�sher, I would make h�m take off h�s own hat. Look at
me now.”

Denn�s stretched h�mself up to a he�ght of nearly seven feet.
“If he sassed me back, I’d g�ve h�m one box on the ear w�th th�s

shovel of a hand, and he would never speak one word after he felt �ts
swoop; and �t w�ll be a sorry day �f he ever says ‘Off w�th your hat’ to
me, now!”

He repeated these th�ngs to Peter on the green.
Denn�s had met a man �n Prov�dence by the name of Barton—

Colonel Barton. Th�s man was a nat�ve of Warren, R. I., and the son
of a thr�fty farmer who owned a beaut�ful estate on Tou�sset Neck.
The farm and the fam�ly bury�ng-ground are st�ll to be seen there,
much as they were �n the Revolut�onary days. The place �s now
owned by Elmer Cole.

Barton was a brave, bold man. He conce�ved a plan to capture the
tyrann�cal Prescott and hum�l�ate the testy Br�t�sher. For th�s
enterpr�se he des�red to enl�st strong, fearless, seafar�ng men.



He had met Denn�s and had sa�d to h�mself that he must have the
rugged Ir�shman’s ass�stance.

He met Denn�s aga�n one day �n Prov�dence.
“Denn�s O’Hay, can you keep a secret?”
“Sure I can, �f anybody. Denn�s O’Hay would not betray a secret �f

the earth were to quake and the heavens were all to come tumbl�ng
down, sure as you are l�v�ng—never that would Denn�s O’Hay.”

“Then close your mouth and open your ears. I have a plan to
capture General Prescott.”

“An’ I am w�th ye. I’ll l�ke to make that man feel the wake of my two
f�sts, and he wouldn’t dare to cane me after that.”

“I want to secure twenty men or more that I can trust, seafar�ng
men. You must be one of them,” he cont�nued.

“I plan to go down to Warw�ck Neck, and to go over to the �sland
w�th my p�cked men �n the n�ght on whale-boats. The General and
h�s guard are at the Over�ng House on the north end of the �sland,
down by the sea.

“I plan to pass through the Br�t�sh fleet �n the n�ght w�th muffled
oars, to land near Prescott’s headquarters, and——”

“Whoop!” sa�d Denn�s rudely, “to carry h�m off before he has t�me
to put on h�s clothes. You hand h�m over to me, and I would get h�m
back down to the boats as easy as a ch�cken-hawk w�th a ch�cken.
He would not even ask me to take off my hat. Put me down as one of
the p�cked men.”

“You w�ll meet me at the wharf on Warw�ck Neck on the afternoon
of July 10th.”

“That I w�ll. You are a brave man and have the sp�r�t of the t�mes.
That man w�ll know what are the r�ghts of men �f I ever get h�m
between these two f�sts. What d�d Prov�dence make these hands
for?”

Denn�s opened them and swung them around l�ke a w�ndm�ll.



Denn�s hurr�ed back to Lebanon. He found the Governor there,
and sa�d:

“I am go�ng on an adventure w�th Colonel Barton; and when I
return perhaps I w�ll br�ng a stranger w�th me. Mum �s the word, your
Honor.”

“Barton, who �s he?” asked the Governor.
“A man w�th a stout heart, who can see �n the dark.”
“Go, Denn�s, I have conf�dence �n you.”
Then Denn�s went to Peter. He d�d not tell h�m the plot, not all of �t,

but he sa�d:
“I am go�ng to attempt someth�ng that w�ll t�p over the world. I want

you to watch for my com�ng back. I w�ll s�gnal to you from the
Pla�nf�eld H�lls, and when you see the s�gnal, run to the Governor
and say: ‘They’ve got h�m!’ Oh, Peter, �t �s a fo�ne lad that you are
now.” Denn�s slapped both hands on h�s knees, and laughed �n a
strange way.

When the even�ng of the 10th of July came and Warw�ck Po�nt,
w�th �ts green sea meadows and great trees, faded �n the long cloudy
tw�l�ght, off the new wharfage lay three whale-boats, strong r�bbed,
and ample enough to hold �mmense storage of blubber.

In the shadows of the wav�ng trees were Colonel Barton and some
forty men. The old ballad says:

’Twas on that dark and stormy n�ght,
The w�nds and waves d�d roar,

Bold Barton then w�th twenty men
Went down upon the shore.

There were more than twenty men who gathered at Warw�ck Po�nt
on that eventful even�ng.

It had been a w�ndy day, a July storm, and the bay, usually so blue
and plac�d, was ruffled.

Denn�s was on hand at the appo�nted hour.



“Th�s �s a good n�ght for our enterpr�se,” sa�d Barton. “Th�s �s a
n�ght of darkness, and �t favors us; let �t be one of s�lence.”

“Aye, aye,” sa�d Denn�s. “Oh, General Prescott, how I long to fold
you �n my arms and g�ve you a pat, pat on your face!”

“Stop your jok�ng,” sa�d Barton. “We face ser�ous work now.”
Darkness fell on the waters. The men were mostly sa�lors, or used

to seafar�ng l�fe.
They heard the boom of the sunset gun from the Br�t�sh war-sh�ps

ly�ng between them and Rhode Island.
The boats started toward Rhode Island �n the darkness w�th s�lent

men and muffled oars.
They passed between the sh�ps that were guard�ng the Br�t�sh

camp.
“All �s well,” called a sent�nel on one of the sh�ps whose l�ghts

gl�mmered �n the m�st.
“Much you know about �t,” sa�d Denn�s.
“S�lence!” sa�d Barton, as the oars d�pped �n the waters �n wh�ch

lay the cloud.
As s�lent as sea-b�rds and as unseen as b�rds �n the cloud the

boats passed on and reached the shores of Rhode Island, beyond
the two �slands of Prudence and Pat�ence.

There were l�ghts �n the Over�ng House. They gl�mmered �n the
m�st through the wet and dr�pp�ng trees.

The clouds were break�ng and the moon was roll�ng through them.
Barton summoned to h�m four trusty men. Among them was the

g�ant Denn�s, and a powerful negro called S�le S�sson.
Th�s party stole through the s�de ways to the house.
A guard was there.
“Halt and g�ve the counters�gn!” sa�d the sent�nel.



“We need no counters�gn,” sa�d the leader. “Are there any
deserters here?”

The sent�nel was thrown off h�s guard.
Suddenly he found h�s gun wrenched from h�m, and he h�mself,

poor man, �n the hands of the g�ant Denn�s. He was greatly
aston�shed.

Colonel Barton entered the house, and found Mr. Overton, a
Quaker, read�ng �n one of the lower rooms.

“Is General Prescott here?” asked Colonel Barton.
The Quaker’s eyes rounded.
“He has ret�red.”
“Where �s h�s room?”
“At the head of the sta�rs.”
Colonel Barton ascended the sta�rs and stood before Prescott’s

door.
He gave a startl�ng rap.
There was no response.
He tr�ed the door. It was locked. He endeavored to force open the

door, but �t was f�rm.
“I w�ll open the door,” sa�d the g�ant negro. “Stand back.”
H�s head was l�ke a batter�ng ram. He drew back, bent forward,

and struck the door w�th the top of h�s head.
Crash!
An old gentleman jumped out of bed, all aston�shed and exc�ted.
“Th�eves! help!” cr�ed the terr�f�ed man; but the sentry was �n

charge of Denn�s.
Colonel Barton la�d h�s hand on General Prescott’s shoulder.
“General Prescott, you are my pr�soner, and you must go

�mmed�ately to my boats.”



“The dragon I am! G�ve me t�me to dress.”
“No, you can have no t�me to dress. I w�ll take your clothes w�th

you; march r�ght on, just as you are.”
The proud General was pushed down-sta�rs, greatly to the

amazement of the good Quaker, Mr. Overton, and was led out �nto
f�elds wh�ch were full of br�ers, partly naked as he was. He was so
f�lled w�th terror that he d�d not greatly m�nd the br�ers. He was
hurr�ed over the rough ways, gasp�ng and trembl�ng, and found
h�mself on a whale-boat, w�th two other boats near h�m. The three
boats moved away.

“All �s well!” sa�d the sent�nels on the sh�ps.
The noon of n�ght passed, the clouds scudd�ng over the moon;

and the s�lent boats, am�d the Br�t�sh assurances that all was well,
landed near Prov�dence, and horses w�th cour�ers ran h�ther and
th�ther to carry the news that Colonel Barton had captured General
Prescott.

It was dec�ded to send Prescott to Wash�ngton’s headquarters,
and he would pass through Lebanon.

Denn�s rode sw�ftly toward Lebanon to tell the people the great
news. He ra�sed the s�gnal at Pla�nf�eld, and Peter ran to the
Governor’s off�ce.

“Raree show! raree show!” shouted Denn�s as he entered the
town, and met the open-mouthed people on the green. “Let the
heavens rejo�ce and the earth be glad, and all good people shout
now. Colonel Barton has captured General Prescott, and they are
br�ng�ng h�m here!”

General Prescott, w�th h�s sp�r�t unbroken, was brought to
Lebanon. The carr�age �n wh�ch he was held as a pr�soner rolled up
to the door of the old Alden Tavern, and Prescott was led �nto the
off�ce.

“I must have someth�ng to eat,” sa�d Prescott.
The good woman of the tavern bustled about, and brought out her

bean-pot and set �t down on the d�n�ng-table. She had stewed corn,



too, and of the two one m�ght make the old-t�me luxury called
succotash.

The beans and corn steamed, and the good woman, loyal as she
was, was glad that she could present so f�ne a supper to such a
notable man.

But General Prescott had been used to the d�n�ng-halls of castles.
“Do you call that a supper?” sa�d he angr�ly. “It �s not f�t for hogs to

eat. Take �t away!”
Denn�s had come upon the scene.
“Take �t away!” demanded Prescott haught�ly.
“I’ll take you away for �nsult�ng my w�fe,” sa�d the tavern-keeper.

“Denn�s, take down the cowh�de and I w�ll make th�s Br�t�sher dance.”
The tavern-keeper appl�ed the cowh�de to the leap�ng General as

an old-fash�oned schoolmaster m�ght have used a b�rch sw�tch on an
unruly boy.

It was a terr�ble chast�sement that the General rece�ved, and he
always remembered �t. One day, �n the course of the war, after he
had been exchanged for General Lee, he met a man who looked l�ke
the tavern-keeper, and he shrunk back �n alarm and sa�d: “Oh, but I
thought that was the man who cowh�ded me.”

These �nc�dents are ma�nly true, and have but a thread of f�ct�on.
Denn�s became a local hero among the fr�ends of Brother

Jonathan, and took h�s place as the keeper of the alarm-post aga�n.
“Denn�s,” sa�d the Governor to h�m one day, “our hearts are one; I

can trust you anywhere. I w�ll have �mportant serv�ce for you some
day. When there shall come some great emergency, I w�ll know
whom I can trust. General Wash�ngton trusts me, and I can trust
you.”

What a compl�ment! Denn�s threw up h�s arms, and leaped.
“I feel as though I could shake the heavens now. After General

Wash�ngton, you, and after you—hurrah for Denn�s O’Hay! I w�sh my



old mother �n Ireland could hear that, now. You shall never trust the
heart of Denn�s O’Hay to your sorrow. These t�mes make men, and
one does not get acqua�nted w�th h�mself unt�l he �s tr�ed.”

Denn�s had grown. He felt that someth�ng noble �n the secret
serv�ce awa�ted h�m. If he could not make h�mself famous, he could
be a cause of success �n others. That he would be, and th�s sense of
manhood f�lled h�s amb�t�on.

“It �s only a matter of t�me,” he sa�d, “between Shakespeare and
the K�ng and Denn�s O’Hay. We w�ll all go �nto obl�v�on at last, l�ke
the k�ngs of the pyram�ds of Egypt. It �s only what we do that lasts.”

So our sh�pwrecked mar�ner and rust�c ph�losopher n�ght after
n�ght mounted the sta�rs to the outlook w�ndow, and saw the stars
r�se and set, and was glad that he was l�v�ng.

He shared h�s l�fe w�th the shepherd-boy. He l�ved outs�de of
h�mself, as �t were—all d�d then.

Denn�s often jo�ned the story-tellers on the Alden green and �n the
war-off�ce store. At the store the wayfarers bartered �n a cur�ous way:
they swapped stor�es. The drovers were a pack of clever story-
tellers, but also the wayfarers from the sea.

Denn�s O’Hay, who had been used to the docks of Belfast,
L�verpool, and London, saw some strange s�ghts on h�s r�des to
secure stores for the army, and saltpeter among the h�ll towns.

One cold March day he stopped before the fence of a h�lls�de
farmhouse, and h�s eye rested upon the most cur�ous object that he
had ever beheld �n h�s l�fe. It seemed to be a sheep dressed �n man’s
cloth�ng, eat�ng old sprouts from cabbage stumps.

He sat on h�s horse and watched the man, or sheepman, as the
case m�ght be.

“Ye sa�nts and s�nners,” sa�d he, “and d�d any one ever see the l�ke
o’ that before? Not a man �n sheep’s cloth�ng, but a sheep �n a man’s
cloth�ng, brows�ng on last year’s second growth of cabbage. I must
call at the door and f�nd out the mean�ng o’ that.”

He called to the sheep:



“You there, baa, baa, baa!”
The sheep �n h�s jacket answered h�m, “Baa-baa,” and came

runn�ng to the gate as �f to welcome h�m.
Denn�s d�smounted and pulled the strap of the door.
The sheep followed h�m to the door, and when the latter was

opened, announced the arr�val of a stranger by a baa.
A tall, elderly man stood at the door, dressed �n a new woolen su�t.

He had a h�gh neck-stock, and bowed �n a very stately way. He had
manners.

“An’ I am out on bus�ness for the Governor,” sa�d Denn�s.
“You are welcome,” sa�d the tall man. “Any one �n the serv�ce of

the Governor �s welcome to my home, and to the best of my scanty
fare.” He bowed aga�n.

Denn�s walked �n, so d�d the sheep, w�th many baas.
“Take a place before the f�re,” sa�d the tall old man. “I feel the

snows of age fall�ng upon me,” he cont�nued. “The sun and the l�ght
of the moon w�ll soon be darkened to me, and the clouds already
return after the ra�n.

“The keepers of the house tremble,” here he l�fted h�s hands,
wh�ch shook w�th a sl�ght palsy; “and the gr�nders cease because
they are few,” here he po�nted to h�s almost toothless gums; “and
those that look out of the w�ndows be darkened,” here he took a pa�r
of spectacles from h�s eyes. He talked almost wholly �n scr�ptural
language.

The sheltered sheep sa�d baa, and dropped down before the f�re.
Denn�s knew not what to say, but uttered a yum, when the tall man
broke out aga�n: “The sound of the gr�nd�ng �s low, and I fear when I
walk on the places that are h�gh, and the grasshopper �s a burden.
Yes, my fr�end, the s�lver cord w�ll soon be loosed, and the golden
bowl broken and the p�tcher at the founta�n and wheel at the c�stern.
You f�nd me a reed shaken by the w�nd, a trembl�ng old man; but I
have never seen the r�ghteous forsaken, nor h�s seed begg�ng bread.



I am at your serv�ce; my house, such as �t �s, �s yours.” He bowed,
and turned around and bowed.

“I am out and about collect�ng saltpeter,” sa�d Denn�s, “and all that
I ask �s to warm myself by your f�re, except, except—well, that shorn
sheep puzzles my w�ts. Pardon me, I beg a thousand pardons �f I
seem unc�v�l, but why �s �t dressed up �n that way?”

“I w�ll expla�n and enl�ghten your cur�os�ty, my fr�endly traveler. The
sheep has on my old cloth�ng, and I have on h�s.”

He cont�nued: “I am the teacher here, and my pay �s small, and the
war taxes take all I can save. My old clothes became very worn, as
you can see there, and I had to ma�nta�n my d�gn�ty. I am a graduate
of Yale, and so I exchanged cloth�ng w�th my one sheep.

“My noble w�fe brought �t about; she �s at her wheel now. Let me
call her and �ntroduce her.”

He opened a door to a room where a wheel was wh�rl�ng and
buzz�ng l�ke a northern w�nd.

“May, my dear!”
May appeared. The w�thered man bowed, hold�ng h�s r�ght hand �n

a�r on a level w�th h�s forehead. May made a courtesy.
“Behold a v�rtuous woman,” sa�d the tall man, w�th manners. “Her

pr�ce �s above rub�es.
“The heart of her husband does safely trust �n her, that he shall

have no need of spo�l.
“She seeketh wool and flax.”
Here the sheep seemed to be �n a fam�l�ar atmosphere, and

responded �n h�s one word, baa.
“She layeth hands on the sp�ndle, and holds the d�staff. Her

household are clothed �n scarlet. Her ch�ldren r�se up and call her
blessed, and her husband pra�seth her.”

Denn�s had seen many parts of the world, but he had never been
�ntroduced to any one �n that way before.



The old man added, much to the wonder and amusement of h�s
guest:

“I sheared the sheep and she carded the wool, and she spun the
wool and wove �t �nto strong cloth, and dyed the cloth, and here I am
clothed aga�nst the storm. You see what a w�fe I have got.”

“And what a sheep you have got, too,” sa�d Denn�s. “But may the
Lord protect you both. You have a heart to let the sheep warm
h�mself by your f�re, and that �s why you g�ve me a place here.”

“And now, w�fe,” sa�d the tall man, “place the best that you have on
the table for the stranger. ‘Be not forgetful to enterta�n strangers.’”

“But, my dear consort, we have only one cake left for us two.”
“Well, g�ve that to h�m, and we w�ll go supperless to H�m who owns

the cattle upon a thousand h�lls. He �s r�d�ng �n the cause of l�berty,
and needs the cake more than we. God w�ll g�ve us the wh�te stone
and the h�dden manna, and to serve the patr�ots we have gone
supperless before.”

Queer as �t may seem, th�s story p�ctures the t�me. Th�s man
plowed w�th a cow, but treated the an�mal as �f she was a member of
the household; men and an�mals suffered together then �n those
hard, sturdy, and glor�ous old New England days.

“Th�s �s a queer country,” sa�d Denn�s, “but what men �t makes!
What w�ll they be when they are free!”

But now came the d�sastrous battle of Long Island. New York was
taken, and the fall w�nds began to blow.

There was sadness �n every true Amer�can’s heart. England was
rejo�c�ng, and felt secure �n the r�s�ng success of her arms.

Wash�ngton appealed to Trumbull. A former appeal had come �n
spr�ng-t�me, when Putnam left h�s plow �n the furrow.

The appeal now came �n harvest-t�me. What were the farmers to
do?

“The w�ves and boys and old men w�ll harvest the crops,” was the
publ�c answer. “Save Wash�ngton aga�n, Brother Jonathan!”



It was �n 1777. D�saster had aga�n befallen the Amer�can army,
and Lord Howe was on the sea.

Where was the Br�t�sh commander go�ng? Some thought to the
Hudson R�ver, some to Ph�ladelph�a. No patr�ot could know.

Wash�ngton was �n great d�stress and perplex�ty.
Putnam commanded Ph�ladelph�a. In th�s cr�s�s a young man

presented h�mself to General Putnam.
“I am a patr�ot at heart,” he sa�d, “but have been w�th Lord Howe. I

have been commanded by Lord Howe to bear a letter to General
Burgoyne, but, true to the Amer�can cause, I have brought the letter
to you.”

The letter was, or seemed to be, �n the handwr�t�ng of Lord Howe.
It was sent to Wash�ngton. It �nformed Burgoyne that the fleet was
about to proceed aga�nst Boston.

“The letter �s a fe�nt,” sa�d Wash�ngton. But he read �nto �t the real
des�gn of Lord Howe, wh�ch was to proceed aga�nst h�m, and he was
thrown by �t �nto the greatest perplex�ty.

He must have more troops, and at once. He consulted Putnam,
and sa�d: “I want you to send an express to Governor Trumbull at
once. Tell h�m to send the State m�l�t�a w�thout delay. He w�ll not fa�l
me.” He added: “Connect�cut can not be �n more danger than th�s.
Governor Trumbull w�ll, I trust, be sens�ble to th�s. I must appeal
aga�n to Brother Jonathan.”

These were nearly Wash�ngton’s own words to Connect�cut
Putnam, of the fearless heart.

Putnam sent a cour�er to Connect�cut, a man on a w�nged horse,
as �t were, who “flew” as Denn�s had done.

“If you ever rode, r�de now,” was the probable order. “If we ever
had need of Brother Jonathan, �t �s now.”

St�ll Brother Jonathan, whose heart was l�ke a hammer and head
l�ke a castle. Th�s cour�er was dest�ned to startle �ndeed the people
of the cedars.



The Amer�can army was �n d�re d�stress and Lord Howe was on
the sea!

Brother Jonathan! He had grown now �n reputat�on so that the
hearts of the people beyond h�s own State were h�s. If he could save
the s�tuat�on he would �ndeed be the f�rst of patr�ots.

The messenger came, and sa�d: “I am sent to you from
Wash�ngton.”

The Governor turned to the cour�er:
“Go to the tavern; take your horse and yourself, and say to your

ch�ef, ‘It shall be done!’”
What was �t that should be done?
The Counc�l of Safety assembled �n the back store.
“Wash�ngton wa�ts another reg�ment,” sa�d one of the members �n

the back store.
“Yes, so �t seems,” sa�d another. “Every po�nt seems to be

threatened.”
“We may f�nd �t hard to ra�se another reg�ment,” sa�d a th�rd

member.
“One,” sa�d the Governor, “one reg�ment? We must ra�se ����! We

can do �t.”
“W�ll the men descend from the sky?” quest�oned one. “We can

not create men.”
“He can who th�nks he can,” sa�d the Governor. “N�ne reg�ments

he needs, and n�ne reg�ments he shall have. Shall he not?”
“Yes,” sa�d all, “�f you can f�nd the men.”
“I can f�nd the men. Denn�s?”
There was no response.
The shell was blown. The latch-str�ng bobbed.
“Denn�s, Wash�ngton must have ���� reg�ments for the defense of

New York. That means work for you. Go to the towns—fly! Tell the



selectmen that Wash�ngton wants men. He has sent h�s appeal to
me; he has put conf�dence �n my heart, notw�thstand�ng my weak
hands. He shall not appeal �n va�n. Go, Denn�s; these days are to
l�ve aga�n. I feel the d�v�n�ty of the t�mes; I must act, though I myself
am noth�ng. Go to Norw�ch, Hartford, New Haven—fly, Denn�s, fly!”

“I am not a b�rd, your Honor.”
“Yes, Denn�s, you are. Fly!” That word was the order now.
Then the Governor talked w�th the Comm�ttee of Safety �n the back

store unt�l m�dn�ght.
The candles went out, and the men slept there.
The n�ne reg�ments of three hundred and f�fty men each were

ra�sed.
Men were few �n old W�ndham County now. “Gone to the war,”

answered many �nqu�r�es.
The women led the teams to the f�eld; the old men, old women,

and the boys went to the husk-heap and husked corn. The boys
learned to use the thresh�ng fla�ls and w�nnow�ng s�eves �n the barns
w�th open doors.

The young and old f�lled the potato b�ns �n the cellar and stored the
apples there. They banked the houses w�th thatch.

Governor Trumbull was now at the full age when the v�tal powers
r�pen, and when many men beg�n to abate the�r act�v�t�es. But he
seemed to forget h�s age; he was never so act�ve as now.

Jonathan Trumbull.

Wash�ngton noted th�s act�v�ty of age w�th wonder, and he wrote to
h�m: “I observe w�th great pleasure that you have ordered the
rema�n�ng reg�ments of m�l�t�a that can be spared from the �mmed�ate
defense of the seacoast to march toward New York w�th all
exped�t�on. I can not suff�c�ently express my thanks.” To wh�ch
Brother Jonathan repl�ed:

“When your Excellency was pleased to request the m�l�t�a of our
State to be sent forward w�th all poss�ble exped�t�on to reenforce the



army at New York, no t�me was lost to exped�te the march; and I am
happy to f�nd the sp�r�t and zeal that appeared �n the people of th�s
State, to y�eld every ass�stance �n the�r power �n the present cr�t�cal
s�tuat�on of our affa�rs. The season, �ndeed, was most unfavorable
for so many of our farmers and laborers to leave home. Many had
not even secured the�r harvest; the greater part had secured but a
small part even of the�r hay, and the preparat�on of the crop of
w�nter’s gra�n for the ensu�ng year was totally om�tted; but they, the
most of them, left all to afford the�r help �n protect�ng and defend�ng
the�r just r�ghts and l�bert�es aga�nst the attempt of a numerous army
sent to �nvade them. The suddenness of the requ�s�t�on, the haste
and exped�t�on requ�red �n the ra�s�ng, equ�pp�ng, and march�ng such
a number of men after the large drafts before made on th�s State,
engrossed all our t�me and attent�on.”

The people forgot themselves for the cause. When Wash�ngton
and Trumbull made a call upon them for help �t was l�ke Moses and
Aaron. They d�d not argue or quest�on; they hurr�ed to the v�llage
greens, there to rece�ve the�r orders as from the De�ty.

That autumn the Governor �ssued a wonderful proclamat�on for a
day of fast�ng and prayer.

The bell rang; the people assembled. Trumbull always attended
church, and the cha�r �n wh�ch he used to s�t �s st�ll shown �n
Lebanon. The people followed h�s example. They felt that what was
best for them would be best for the�r ch�ldren, and that whether they
left them r�ch estates or not, they must bequeath them l�berty and the
examples of v�rtue. So they l�ved m�ght�ly �n “Brother Jonathan’s day.”



CHAPTER X
BEACONS

There �s one h�story of the Revolut�on that has never been wr�tten;
�t �s that of beacons. The beacon, �n the sense of a s�gnal, was the
n�ght alarm, the n�ght order. The h�lls on wh�ch beacons were set
were those that could be seen from afar, and those who planted
these far angles of commun�cat�ons of l�ght were patr�ots, l�ke the
rest.

There was a beacon at Mt. Hope, R. I. It probably s�gnaled to a
beacon on K�ng’s Rocks, Swansea, wh�ch p�cturesque rocks are
near to the Garr�son House at Myles Br�dge, and the Swansea
church, founded �n the sp�r�t of l�berty and learn�ng by the famous
John Myles, a learned ex�le from Wales, who came to Swansea,
Mass., for rel�g�ous l�berty, br�ng�ng h�s church records from
Swansea, Wales, w�th h�m. The old Hess�an bury�ng-ground �s near
the place. Here John Myles founded educat�on �n the sp�r�t of the
educat�on of all. He made every house a schoolhouse by becom�ng
a travel�ng teacher.

The K�ng’s Rocks beacon commun�cated w�th Prov�dence, and
Prov�dence probably w�th Boston.

In Boston was the beacon of beacons. Beacon H�ll now bears �ts
name. A book m�ght be wr�tten �n regard to th�s famous beacon. It
stood on Sentry H�ll, a tall mast overlook�ng c�ty and harbor, not at
f�rst w�th a globe on the top and an eagle on the globe, as �s
represented on the monument. Sentry H�ll was the h�ghest of the h�lls
of Tr�mounta�n. The golden dome of the State-house marks the place
now.

The f�rst beacon �n Boston was erected here �n 1635. It was an
odd-look�ng object.



The general court of Massachusetts thus gave the order for the
erect�on of the beacon:

“It �s ordered that there shall be a beacon set on Sentry H�ll, to
g�ve not�ce to the country of danger.”

The beacon had a peg ladder and a crane, on wh�ch was hung an
�ron pot.

Th�s beacon seems to have rema�ned for nearly one hundred and
f�fty years. It was the suggest�on of beacons �n many places, and
these were the telegraph stat�ons of the Revolut�onary War. A h�story
of the beacons would be a h�story of the war.

What a s�gnal �t made as �t blazed �n the heavens! What eyes were
turned toward �t �n the n�ghts of alarm of the Ind�an wars, and aga�n
�n the strenuous t�mes of the exped�t�on aga�nst Lou�sburg, and �n all
the years of the great Revolut�on! A tar-barrel was placed on the
beacon-mast �n per�lous t�mes, and �t flamed �n the sky l�ke a comet
when the country was �n danger.

Beacon (or Sentry) H�ll was almost a mounta�n then. The owners
lowered �t for the sake of gravel for pr�vate and publ�c �mprovements.
It f�lled hollows and lengthened wharves, and at last the beacon gave
place to the monument of �ts usefulness.

In New York beacons were set along the h�ghlands whose tops
f�red the n�ght sky �n t�mes of danger.

These beacons or s�gnals probably suggested the semaphore—a
system of s�gnals w�th shutters and flags used �n France dur�ng the
wars of Napoleon.

Governor Trumbull sa�d one day to Denn�s: “We must cons�der the
matter of beacons.”

The two went �nto the war off�ce to cons�der.
“I w�ll br�ng the subject before the Comm�ttee,” sa�d the Governor

after they had “cons�dered” the matter for a t�me, “and you may get
Peter to po�nt out to you the longest lookouts on the h�gh h�lls. The
sky must be made to speak for the cause �n tongues of f�re.”



The Tor�es more and more hated the war Governor.
“I would k�ll h�m as I would a rattlesnake,” sa�d one of these.
There were new plots everywhere among Tory people to destroy

h�m and h�s great �nfluence.
Peter N�mble, though really a guard on secret serv�ce, st�ll herded

sheep and roamed after h�s flocks and gu�ded them �n the pleasant
seasons of pasturage. He went up on the h�lls of the sav�ns above
the cedar swamps. He knew the h�lls better than many of the people
of Lebanon.

One day he met the Governor on the green.
“Governor,” he sa�d, “I watch at n�ghts. You know all. I watch for

sp�es that are look�ng for the magaz�nes. You know, Governor. I can
do you a greater serv�ce than that.”

“Well, boy, you speak well. What can you do?”
“I can th�nk and talk w�th the sk�es.”
“That �s bravely sa�d, but what do you mean?”
“I can set beacons on the h�lls. I have stud�ed the h�lltops, and how

to look far. I can see how I could flash a s�gnal from one h�ll to
Pla�nf�eld, and to Prov�dence, and to New London.”

“Boy, boy, you see. I can trust you. Have you told Mr. W�ll�ams of
th�s? Shepherd-boy, shepherd-boy, you are one after my own heart.
F�nd out the way to set beacons. Set s�gnals. How d�d th�s
knowledge come to you?”

“My heart �s full of my country, when I am among the flocks on the
h�lls.”

“You are l�ke another Dav�d. Talk w�th Denn�s about these th�ngs.”
“Governor?”
“Well, my shepherd-boy?”
“One day, �t may be, I w�ll see someth�ng.”



The Governor went to h�s war off�ce. People were com�ng from
four d�fferent ways, all to consult w�th the Governor: horsemen, men
�n g�gs, men from the sh�ps, people w�th prov�s�ons, all w�th
someth�ng spec�al to say to the Governor.

The Governor met W�ll�am W�ll�ams, “the s�gner,” at the door of the
war off�ce.

“That �s a br�ght boy that you keep to herd sheep,” sa�d he.
“Peter?”
“Yes. He has just sa�d someth�ng to me that I th�nk remarkable.

G�ve h�m freedom to do much as he pleases. He �s carry�ng out
secret �nstruct�ons of m�ne.”

Peter stud�ed h�lltops, and told Denn�s of all the cur�ous angles that
he d�scerned on the far and near h�lls. He set beacons and found out
how he could commun�cate w�th Pla�nf�eld, Prov�dence, and Groton.

In the meant�me he watched �n the m�dn�ght hours at an angle �n
the turnp�ke road beh�nd the cur�ous w�ndow. He knew that the
magaz�ne was near; he d�d not seek to learn where. Wh�le the young
patr�ot’s m�nd was employed �n these th�ngs there came to h�m one
n�ght a very strange adventure, wh�ch led h�m to see to how great
per�l the Governor’s person was exposed.

Peter thought much of h�s aged uncle, the wood-chopper, who had
sa�d to h�m, “Out you go!” The boy had a forg�v�ng heart. “He d�d �t on
account of h�s love for the K�ng, and he th�nks that a k�ng �s
appo�nted by God,” he would say to the Governor. “Do not d�sturb
h�m.”

The Governor would not d�sturb h�m. He, too, had a forg�v�ng
heart.

Peter’s heart was true to the old man. He somet�mes wondered as
to where would fall the old man’s gold at last—to the K�ng, or h�m.
But he had no self�sh schemes �n the matter—for h�m to do r�ght was
to l�ve. In h�s m�dn�ght watches, and w�th h�s most cur�ous means of
commun�cat�on w�th the alarm-post �n the cedars, he held one
purpose uppermost: �t was, to protect from harm the unself�sh



Governor who had spoken so k�ndly to h�m when h�s heart was
hungry, and whom all the people loved.

The Governor st�ll went about w�th apparent unconcern; he would
talk here and there w�th those who deta�ned h�m and needed h�m,
now at the tavern, now upon the v�llage green. But the people all
knew that dangerous people were com�ng and go�ng to and from the
green-walled town.

Peter saw someth�ng susp�c�ous �n the conduct of several sa�lors
who v�s�ted the place from the ports, and who called the �nland
prov�nce the Connect�cut ma�n.

“I would sooner d�e myself,” he sa�d to Denn�s, “than to see any
harm befall the Governor. ‘Greater love hath no man than th�s, that a
man lay down h�s l�fe for h�s fr�ends.’” He had learned to quote
Scr�pture from the Governor.

One n�ght as he was watch�ng w�th h�s w�ndow at the elbow of the
turnp�ke, he was surpr�sed to hear a soft, slow, caut�ous footfall, and
to see a cur�ous stranger �n a blanket approach�ng �n the d�m l�ght.
He turned up the h�ll beh�nd the w�ndow and l�ght to see �f the man �n
the blanket would follow h�m.

The man �n the blanket turned when Peter set down the w�ndow,
and went down the h�ll as from a house to meet the traveler.

Peter stopped the stranger, whom he saw to be dark and tall, and
who held under h�s blanket some weapon wh�ch seemed to be a
hatchet.

“Do you l�ve �n yonder house?” the man asked.
“No,” sa�d the boy, “that �s not my house. Whom are you seek�ng?”
“Does an old man l�ve there?” asked the stranger. “An old man

who used to l�ve w�th a boy—h�s brother’s boy?”
“No, no,” answered Peter �n much surpr�se.
“Do you know of any old man that l�ves all alone? They say that

the boy has left h�m.”
“I have �n m�nd such an old man, stranger.”



“What became of the boy?”
“He tends sheep dur�ng the days.”
“Can you d�rect me to the place where the old man l�ves?”
“What would you have of h�m?”
“I would have h�m help me. I need help.”
“D�d you ever meet h�m?”
“No.”
“How d�d you hear of h�m?”
“I am partly an Ind�an. The scholars of the Ind�an school that were

once here used to meet h�m on the road �n front of h�s woodp�le.
They heard that he had concealed money. Ind�an need heap money.
Ind�an must have help.”

The last sentence showed that the Ind�an spoke true �n regard to
h�s nat�onal�ty.

A susp�c�on flashed across Peter’s m�nd; th�s stray Ind�an was out
�n the forest at th�s t�me w�th no honest purpose.

He s�mply sa�d: “Follow me.”
He led the Ind�an to the alarm-post. The Ind�an thought that he

was go�ng to the wood-chopper’s cab�n. Denn�s rece�ved the n�ght
wanderer and deta�ned h�m.

“I must go and alarm my uncle,” sa�d Peter to Denn�s, pr�vately.
He hurr�ed away toward the old wood-chopper’s cab�n.
He beat on the door, and cr�ed:
“L�ft the latch!”
There was a no�se w�th�n, and presently the latch was l�fted.
“You, boy? You? What br�ngs you here at th�s t�me of n�ght?”
“To warn you of danger. There has been a man �n the cedar

swamp who �s seek�ng you, and he has no honest purpose �n h�s



heart, as I could see. He �s a half-breed. He says that you have
money concealed.”

The old man’s face took on a look of terror.
He began to dance around.
“Who—ah—says that I have money concealed?” he sa�d, l�ght�ng

a candle—“who—who—who?” He l�t another l�ght.
“Boy, you are not dece�v�ng me? You never dece�ved anybody.

And what a heart you must have to come here to protect an old man
l�ke me, who sa�d to you, ‘Out you go!’ And you have held no
hardness aga�nst me—I have cursed you—because you have turned
aga�nst the K�ng. Come �n—s�t down—I am afra�d. You don’t th�nk
that the Ind�an meant to rob me, do you?”

“I th�nk he �ntended to f�nd you �n the n�ght and beg money, and �f
you refused h�m to demand money, and �f you refused h�m, then to
f�nd out where you h�d money. If I had not turned h�m as�de, I don’t
bel�eve that you would have been l�v�ng �n the morn�ng. Bad Ind�ans
murder lone men by lonely ways. There was cr�me �n h�s eye.”

“Boy, let me bar the door. I know your heart. You had a mother
who had a true heart, and a boy’s heart �s h�s mother’s heart. You
only come here for a good purpose. I know that. And you have come
�n to-n�ght to protect me, who turned you out.

“Boy, I have money. I am w�ll�ng to tell you now where �t �s!”
“But, uncle, I am not seek�ng your money—I do not w�sh to know

where �t �s.”
“But you must—you must; you are the only fr�end that I have on

earth. What made me say, ‘Out you go!’ when I needed you?
“The money—�f ever I should d�e, do you come back here and take

all I leave, and wash and wash and wash unt�l you f�nd the bottom of
the soap-barrel. There, I haven’t told you anyth�ng. People don’t h�de
money �n the soap-barrel—no, no; lye eats—no, no. You know
enough now. W�ll you stay w�th me unt�l morn�ng?”



“No; I have come to take you to the war off�ce, for protect�on—to
the store. One room there �s almost always open.”

“To the Governor’s! He suspects me of be�ng a Tory. What would
the K�ng say, �f he were to know that I went to the rebel Governor for
protect�on? No, no, no, no. Let the Ind�ans k�ll me—I w�ll d�e true to
my k�ng. You may go—you w�ll not betray me.”

“I can not leave you unt�l morn�ng, and then I w�ll see that you are
guarded.”

“Who w�ll guard me?”
“The Governor w�ll see that you are kept from harm.”
“No, no, no. Go, Peter, go—out �nto the n�ght. I want the K�ng to

know that he has one heart that �s true to h�m �n the land of the
cedars. Go! I w�ll bolt my door n�ghts—and w�ll chop wood. That �s
what I tell people who come to v�s�t me—I chop wood—and I w�ll say
no more.

“You would d�e for the Governor, and I am w�ll�ng to suffer any
danger for my k�ng—for K�ng George of Hanover. Go!”

Peter went out �nto the n�ght. There was someth�ng �n h�s gr�m
uncle’s loyalty that k�ndled h�s adm�rat�on, and there was a touch �n
the old man’s des�re that he should possess h�s property that really
awakened a chord of love �n h�s heart. He resolved that he would be
as true to the old man as ever h�s dut�es to the cause would allow,
although the rugged Tory had sa�d to h�m a second t�me, “Out you
go!” The heart knows �ts own.

Peter could r�de l�ke the w�nd. So the people sa�d “that he streaked
�t through the a�r.” W�th h�s n�ght serv�ce, and h�s plac�ng of beacons
on the h�lls, and h�s place at the door of the war off�ce �n the store,
wh�ch he yet somet�mes f�lled, and the sp�r�t that he had shown
toward h�s unhappy old uncle, the wood-chopper, he was mak�ng for
h�mself a personal�ty.

The Governor entrusted h�m w�th a message to the army at Valley
Forge.



The Governor’s w�fe was a noble woman, as we have seen. She
was true to her own. Her fam�ly were very tender-hearted and
affect�onate. Her daughter Fa�th, who could pa�nt and who had
�nsp�red her brother, the great h�stor�c pa�nter, �n h�s boyhood, d�ed of
�nsan�ty after hear�ng the thunders of Bunker H�ll. She had marr�ed
Colonel Hunt�ngton, who went to the camps around Boston. She
hoped to meet h�m there, but arr�ved just as the battle of Bunker H�ll
was rend�ng the a�r.

When she thought of what war m�ght mean to her father, her
husband, and her brother, who was an off�cer, her m�nd could not
w�thstand the dark v�s�on that arose before her, and �t went out. She
d�ed at Dedham. One of her brothers, too, had so much of the
human and elemental nature as to have become greatly depressed
by d�sappo�ntment. The Trumbulls were a marvelous fam�ly, w�th a
d�v�ne spark �n them all, but not all the ch�ldren had the rugged nerve
of the�r father.

The w�fe of Governor Trumbull guarded her fam�ly when the
Governor was absent on off�c�al dut�es at Hartford.

The fam�ly now were l�ke so many l�steners—to get t�d�ngs from
the war was the�r l�fe, and anx�ety f�lled the�r faces as messengers
from Boston, Prov�dence, New London, and Hartford, and the great
powder-m�lls and ordnance works of h�dden Sal�sbury came to them.

One even�ng, when the Governor was away, a messenger came to
the green, and stopped before the tavern. It was dark and ra�ny.

“It �s the shepherd-boy!” sa�d Fa�th Trumbull, stand�ng �n the door,
w�th a lantern �n her hand. “He has returned from Valley Forge. I
almost shut my heart aga�nst the news. H�s face �s wh�te.”

The boy came to the house and Madam Trumbull rece�ved h�m by
lay�ng her hand on h�s shoulders.

Denn�s came runn�ng �n.
“You, my boy N�mble? You made a qu�ck journey.”
The fam�ly sat down by the broad, open f�re. The�r anx�ety was

shown by the�r s�lence.



“Well,” sa�d madam, “the t�me has come to speak. What news?”
“Oh, could you see,” sa�d the shepherd-boy, “shoeless men,

foodless men—snow and blood. When the men move, the snow l�es
red beh�nd them. Oh, �t makes my heart s�ck to tell �t. I would th�nk
that the stars would look down �n p�ty.”

“Denn�s,” sa�d madam, “call the women of the Rel�ef Comm�ttee
here to-n�ght, all of them—now.”

“Let us hear what more the boy has to say.”
“No; suffer�ng has no r�ght to be delayed one moment of rel�ef. Go

now.”
Denn�s went out �nto the n�ght. He returned w�th the women, who

began to kn�t stock�ngs for the barefoot sold�ers of Valley Forge.
Madam addressed the women.
“I belong to the P�lgr�m Colony,” sa�d she, “but of that I would not

boast. Hear the ra�n, hear the sleet, and the w�nd r�s�ng! You have
met here �n the ra�n. The f�re burns warm.

“Let me tell you my thoughts—someth�ng that comes to me. It was
such a n�ght as th�s when John Howland w�th a band of P�lgr�ms
sa�led �n the deep darkness, near the coast, on the shallop of the
Mayflower, and he knew not where he was.”

“What d�d he do?” asked one of the kn�tters.
“He sang �n the storm. Darkness covered h�m—there was �ce on

the oars as they l�fted and fell. There was no l�ght on the coast. The
w�nd rose and the seas were p�t�less, but he sang—John Howland.”

“What d�d he s�ng?”
“That I can not tell. I th�nk that he sang the Psalm that we s�ng to

the words

‘God �s the refuge of h�s sa�nts,
Though storms of sharp d�stress �nvade.’



Let us s�ng that now. The storm that tossed the shallop of the
Mayflower broke; the clouds l�fted. So �t w�ll be at Valley Forge. Kn�t
and s�ng.”

And the kn�tters sang. The storm rose to a gale. Shutters banged,
and there was only the tavern l�ghts to be seen across the black
green.

Suddenly a strange th�ng happened.
Peter opened the door, hat �n hand.
“Madam Trumbull,” sa�d he, “may I speak to you?”
“Yes, Peter, boy; what have you to say?”
“I saw a strange man at Valley Forge. He was young—a

Frenchman.
“One cold n�ght he was stand�ng near Wash�ngton �n the marquee,

and Wash�ngton, the great Wash�ngton, put h�s own cloak about h�m,
and the two stood under the same cloak, and some off�cers gathered
around h�m. And I heard h�m say, the young Frenchman: ‘When you
shall hear the bugles of Auvergne, the cause of l�berty w�ll have won
the battle of the world.’ What d�d he mean?”

“I do not know,” sa�d Madam Rob�nson; “�t seems l�ke a prophecy;
l�ke John Howland, the p�lgr�m, s�ng�ng �n the n�ght-storm on the
shallop of the Mayflower. The bugles of Auvergne!—the words seem
to r�ng �n my ears. What was the young Frenchman’s name?”

“Lafayette.”
The next day Peter went to Denn�s and related the same story,

and sa�d:
“Amer�ca w�ll be free when she shall hear the bugles of Auvergne.”
“So she w�ll; I feel �t �n my soul she w�ll—the bugles of Auvergne!

That sounds l�ke a s�lver trumpet from the sk�es. But where are the
bugles of Auvergne?”

“I do not know, but we w�ll hear them—Lafayette sa�d so.”
“But who �s that same Lafayette?”



CHAPTER XI
THE SECRET OF LAFAYETTE

THE STORY OF THE WHITE HORSE

Lafayette was born on September 6, 1757, �n the prov�nce of
Auvergne, now Cantal, Puy-de-Dôme, and Haute-Lo�re. H�s
b�rthplace was the Château de Chavagnac, s�tuated some s�x m�les
from anc�ent Br�onde.

Auvergne was celebrated for men of character and honor rather
than wealth and d�st�nct�on—men who deserved to outl�ve k�ngs, and
whose jewels were v�rtues. It became a proverb that the men of
Auvergne knew no sta�n, and hence the ens�gns and escutcheons of
the rugged sold�ers of the mounta�n towns were assoc�ated w�th the
motto, “Auvergne sans tache.”

These sold�ers kept th�s motto of the�r mounta�n homes ever �n
v�ew; they would d�e rather than v�olate the sp�r�t of �t.

Lafayette was of noble fam�ly, and appeared at court when a boy.
But the gay court d�d not repress the sp�r�t of Auvergne wh�ch l�ved �n
h�m, and grew. He was of noble fam�ly, and h�s father fell at the battle
of M�nden. The battery that caused h�s father’s death was
commanded by General Ph�ll�ps, aga�nst whom Lafayette fought �n
the great V�rg�n�a campa�gn.

At the age of s�xteen, the sp�r�t of the mounta�neers of Auvergne
rose w�th�n h�m. He became an ardent advocate of the l�bert�es of
men, and he seemed to see the star of l�berty r�s�ng �n the Western
world, and he was restless to follow �t. He heard of the Amer�can
Congress as an assembly of heroes of a new era—the new Senate
of God and human r�ghts. Pr�nces, after h�s v�ew, should not v�olate
the law of the people.



The heart of the K�ng of France, wh�le France at f�rst professed
neutral�ty �n the Amer�can struggle, was w�th the patr�ots; so was the
sympathy of the gay French court. The boy Lafayette knew th�s; he
longed to carry th�s secret news to Amer�ca.

He came to Amer�ca, as we have descr�bed, w�th th�s secret �n h�s
heart.

The capture of Burgoyne �n October, 1777, del�ghted France. The
clock of l�berty had struck; �t only needed the a�d of France to g�ve
�ndependence to the Amer�cans.

Lafayette became more restless. He had marr�ed �nto a noble
fam�ly, but the compan�onsh�p of a beaut�ful and true woman could
not st�fle th�s patr�ot�c restlessness. He saw that he m�ght be an
�nfluence �n br�ng�ng France to the a�d of Amer�ca. To do th�s became
h�s l�fe.

The Queen espoused the cause of Amer�ca; let us ever remember
th�s, notw�thstand�ng that there are so many unpleasant th�ngs about
her to remember. Then the Amer�can cause seemed to fa�l �n the
Jerseys and France to lose her �nterest �n �t.

Young Lafayette’s heart was true to Amer�ca �n these dark hours.
He knew that France could be aroused to act�on. He espoused the
cause of Amer�ca �n her darkness, and doubtless dreamed of be�ng
able to convey to Wash�ngton a secret, that few other men so clearly
saw. France would espouse the cause of Amer�ca when events
should open the way.

Never such a secret crossed the sea as young Lafayette bore �n
h�s bosom to Wash�ngton. It came, as �t were, out of Auvergne; �t
was borne aga�nst every allurement of luxury and self; �t was an
�nborn �mperat�ve. When a new world was to be revealed, Columbus
had to sa�l; when l�berty was to be establ�shed among men,
Lafayette, the ch�ld of dest�ny, had to face the west; where was there
another race of l�berty-lov�ng men l�ke those of the Connect�cut
farmers? In Auvergne. Who of all men could represent th�s sp�r�t of
l�berty �n Amer�ca? Lafayette.



He won the heart of Amer�ca; even the Br�t�sh respected h�m. H�s
true sympathy was the cause of h�s great popular�ty; h�s heart won
all hearts.

In the terr�ble w�nter of 1778 the Amer�can army w�th Wash�ngton
and Lafayette were at Valley Forge; the Br�t�sh were �n Ph�ladelph�a,
spend�ng a gay w�nter revel�ng.

No pen can descr�be the dest�tut�on and suffer�ng of the 5,000 or
more patr�ots at Valley Forge. The wh�te snows of that w�nter �n the
w�lderness were sta�ned w�th the blood of naked feet. Fam�ne came
w�th the cold.

The men were “hutted” �n log cab�ns. “The general’s apartment �s
very small,” wrote Mrs. Wash�ngton; “he has a log cab�n bu�lt to d�ne
�n, wh�ch has made our quarters much more tolerable than they were
at f�rst.”

There was no fresh meat there; no suff�c�ent salted prov�s�ons.
There were no cattle �n the ne�ghbor�ng towns or States that could be
spared for the army.

But they suffered �n s�lence. They went half-clothed and hungry,
but they d�d not desert.

“Noth�ng can equal the�r suffer�ngs,” wrote one of an exam�n�ng
comm�ttee. Even the cannon was frozen �n, and b�tten by the frost
were the l�mbs of those who were comm�ss�oned to handle them.

Had General Howe, whose army was d�ss�pat�ng at Ph�ladelph�a,
led out h�s troops aga�nst the fam�ne-str�cken army �n the Valley,
what m�ght have been the fate of the Amer�can cause?

The d�ss�pat�ons of the Engl�sh army was one cause of �ts
overthrow. That army had been revel�ng when surpr�sed at Trenton.

W�th h�s men wast�ng and dy�ng around h�m, shoeless, coatless,
foodless, what was Wash�ngton to do?

At one of the d�smal counc�ls of h�s generals there came a counsel
that made the hearts all qu�cken.



“Send to Connect�cut for cattle. Let us appeal to Brother Jonathan
aga�n; he has never fa�led us.”

“I never made an appeal to Brother Jonathan but to rece�ve help,”
sa�d the great commander.

The appeal was made. In h�s letter to Governor Trumbull,
Wash�ngton sa�d:

“What �s st�ll more d�stress�ng, I am assured by Colonel Bla�ne,
deputy purchas�ng comm�ssary for the m�ddle d�str�ct,
comprehend�ng the States of New Jersey, Pennsylvan�a, and
Maryland, that they are nearly exhausted, and the most v�gorous and
act�ve exert�ons on h�s part w�ll not procure more than suff�c�ent to
supply the army dur�ng th�s month, �f so long. Th�s be�ng the case,
and as any rel�ef that can be obta�ned from the more southern States
w�ll be but part�al, tr�fl�ng, and of a day, we must turn our eyes to the
eastward, and lay our account of support from thence. W�thout �t, we
can not but d�sband. I must, therefore, s�r, entreat you �n the most
earnest terms, and by that zeal wh�ch has em�nently d�st�ngu�shed
your character �n the present arduous struggle, to g�ve every
countenance to the person or persons employed �n the purchas�ng
l�ne �n your State, and to urge them to the most v�gorous efforts to
forward suppl�es of cattle from t�me to t�me, and thereby prevent
such a melancholy and alarm�ng catastrophe.”

Read these words tw�ce: “W�thout �t the army must d�sband.”
As soon as Governor Trumbull had rece�ved the letter he called

together the Counc�l of Safety. He read �t to them. They wept.
“An army of cattle m�ght save the cause,” sa�d one.
“Our suffer�ng brothers shall have the army of cattle,” sa�d Brother

Jonathan.
He at once aroused the farmers of Connect�cut. Horsemen dashed

h�ther and th�ther, away from Hartford and from the war off�ce to the
h�lls�de farms.

“Cattle! cattle!” they cr�ed. “Our army �s per�sh�ng. Wash�ngton has
appealed to Brother Jonathan!”



At the head of these alarm�sts rode Denn�s O’Hay, awaken�ng the
v�llages w�th h�s resonant brogue:

“It �s cattle, an army of cattle, that Wash�ngton must have now! H�s
men are go�ng barefooted �n the snow. Oh, the shame of �t! H�s men
have no meat to warm the�r ve�ns �n the cold. Oh, the shame of �t!
They fever, they w�ther, they are bur�ed �n clumps and clods. Oh, the
shame of �t! Arouse, or the heavens w�ll fall down on you! Cattle!
Cattle!”

The thr�fty h�lls�de farmers had made many sacr�f�ces already, but
they responded.

An army of cattle began to form. It �ncreased. Nearly every farm
could spare one or more beeves, armed w�th fat flesh and warm
h�des.

So �t started, armed, as �t were, w�th horns, Denn�s lead�ng them
under off�cers.

Three hundred m�les �t marched, gather�ng force along the way.
It entered at last the dreary w�lderness of the suffer�ng camp. The

men saw �t com�ng. There went up a great shout, wh�ch ran along
the camp, and went up from even the hosp�tal huts:

“The Lord bless Brother Jonathan!”
The off�cers ha�led the cattle-dr�vers.
“Should we w�n our �ndependence,” sa�d an off�cer, “what w�ll we

not owe to Brother Jonathan and h�s army of cattle from the
prov�s�on State!”

Denn�s froze w�th the others that w�nter.
In the spr�ng he returned, moneyless, fameless. Half of h�s face

was black, and one hand had gone. The explos�on of a powder-
wagon wh�ch he had been forc�ng on toward Wash�ngton’s army had
caused the change �n h�s appearance, but �t was rugged work that
Denn�s O’Hay had done dur�ng that past w�nter for the army.

The Governor heard h�s story.



“Denn�s O’Hay,” sa�d he, “when Amer�ca ach�eves her l�berty, and
her true h�story shall be wr�tten, the �nsp�red h�stor�an w�ll see �n such
as you the cause of the m�ghty event. It �s men who are w�ll�ng to
suffer and be forgotten that advance the welfare of mank�nd; �t �s not
wealth or fame that l�fts the world: �t �s sacr�f�ce, sacr�f�ce, sacr�f�ce!
That means you, Denn�s O’Hay.

“Denn�s, d�d you know that they once offered me the place of the
colon�al agent to London? They d�d, and I refused for the good of my
own people at home. That �s a sweet th�ng for me to remember. The
only th�ng that a man can have �n th�s world to last �s r�ghteous l�fe.
Th�s �s true, Denn�s: that the pr�vate sold�er who seeks all for h�s
cause and noth�ng for h�mself �s the noblest man �n the annals of
war, unless �t be a Wash�ngton.”

“And you, Governor Trumbull.”
Denn�s took off h�s hat and bowed low.
The Governor also took off h�s hat and bowed tw�ce, and the

people who had gathered around took off the�r hats and shouted.
“The stars w�ll hear ye when ye shout for Brother Jonathan,” sa�d

Denn�s O’Hay. “I have brought home a secret w�th me.”
“What may �t be?” asked many.
“It would not be a secret were I to tell �t.”
Denn�s, after dr�v�ng h�s army of cattle, w�th underdr�vers, had

entered lust�ly the place of the halted army of desolat�on. He had
rema�ned there unt�l spr�ng. He was greeted there one day by two
men, one a tower of majest�c manhood, the other a gl�tter�ng young
man of warm heart and enthus�asm; they were Wash�ngton and
Lafayette.

“Your army w�ll save us, my good fr�end,” sa�d the man of majest�c
presence.

“Th�s army w�ll save the cause,” sa�d the younger off�cer.
There was a look of hope �n h�s face that revealed to Denn�s that

he had some secret ground for th�s conf�dence.



Wash�ngton moved away to h�s marquee.
Denn�s, hat �n hand, sa�d to Lafayette:
“May I deta�n you a moment, your Honor?”
“Yes, my honest man; what would you have? I hope that �t may be

someth�ng that I can grant.”
“Do you remember that day when you spoke of a body of men as

the bugles of Auvergne?”
“Yes, my good fr�end, and how do those words �mpress you?”
“I can never tell. They are words w�th�n words. What I want to ask

of you �s—pardon my bluntness, I was not bred �n courts, as you see
—couldn’t you �nduce those men who blow the bugles of Ovan to
come here and g�ve us a l�ft? My heart tells me that they would be
just the men we would need. I don’t so much hear words as the sp�r�t
of th�ngs, and the heart knows �ts own.”

“I w�ll th�nk of these th�ngs, my good fr�end of the honest heart. I do
th�nk of them now. I w�ll entrust you, a stranger, w�th a secret. W�ll
you never tell �t unt�l the day that makes �t clear arr�ves?”

“Never, never, never—oh, my heart dances when I hear good
th�ngs of the cause of these people struggl�ng so m�ght�ly for the�r
l�bert�es—no, no, the ta�l goes w�th the k�te; I w�ll never tell.”

“I am now wr�t�ng to the court of France. If I get good news, I w�ll
ask for the French mounta�neers whose banner �s Auvergne sans
tache!”

“May the heavens all take off the�r hats to ye and the ev�l one
never get ye. I can see them com�ng now, a k�nd o’ v�s�on, w�th the�r
banners fly�ng. I have second s�ght, and see good th�ngs. Why do
not people see good th�ngs now, l�ke the prophets of old, and not
w�tches and ghosts? To Denn�s O’Hay the pass�ng clouds are
angels’ char�ots. Oh, I w�ll never forget you, and I would deem �t an
honor above honors �f you w�ll not forget Denn�s O’Hay.”

“One th�ng more, good Denn�s, I have to say to you before we
part. If a French sh�p should come to Norw�ch from Lyons, you may



learn more about Auvergne, wh�ch �s the Connect�cut of France.”
“Then you must be l�ke the Governor, who �s so all wrapped up �n

the cause that he has forgotten to grow old.”
The young French off�cer drew h�s cloak about h�m, and touched

h�s hat and went to the marquee.
Denn�s la�d down to rest among some wasted men of the army by

a f�re of fagots. He dreamed, and he saw French sh�ps sa�l�ng �n the
a�r. He had read the success of the cause am�d all these m�ser�es �n
the heart of young Lafayette.

“That boy general has the v�s�on of �t all,” sa�d he.
The Ir�shman as a bearer of despatches from Governor Trumbull

was not w�thout �mportance.
Denn�s l�ngered to rest by the marquees of the off�cers under the

moon and stars. He l�stened for words of hope. One n�ght Lafayette
talked. He engaged all ears.

“I was born at Auvergne, �n the mounta�n d�str�ct of France,” sa�d
he, “and the sold�ers of Auvergne are sons of l�berty. They are
mounta�neers. I would that I could �nduce France to send an army of
those mounta�neers to Amer�ca. They are rugged men; they bel�eve
�n just�ce, and equal r�ghts, and equal laws, and for th�s cause they
are w�ll�ng to d�e. They have a grand motto, to wh�ch they have
always been true. It �s ‘Auvergne sans tache’—Auvergne w�thout a
sta�n. I love a sold�er of Auvergne, a mounta�neer of the glor�ous a�r
�n wh�ch I was born.”

H�s m�nd seemed to wander back to the past.
“‘Auvergne sans tache,’” sa�d he. “‘Auvergne sans tache’—these

words command me, they have entered �nto my soul. Would these
men were here, and that I could lead them to v�ctory!”

Denn�s caught the atmosphere.
“And sure, your Honor, people f�nd what they seek, and all good

dreams come true somet�me, and you w�ll br�ng them here some
day. I seem to feel �t �n my soul.”



The off�cers shouted.
“And �t �s from Connect�cut I am.”
The young Frenchman may never have heard of the place before.
“And brought despatches to General Putnam from Brother

Jonathan.
“May I ask what were these words of the French mounta�neers

who are just l�ke us—‘Auvergne sans tache’? I wonder �f th�s poor
head can carry those words back to Lebanon green—Ovan-saan-
tarche! The words r�ng true, l�ke a bell that r�ngs for the future. I
somehow feel that I w�ll hear them aga�n somewhere. Ovan-saan-
tarche, Ovan-saan-tarche! I w�ll go now. I must tell the Governor and
all the people about �t on the green—Ovan-saan-tarche! What shall I
tell the people of the cedars?”

“Tell the people of the cedars that there �s a young French off�cer
�n the camp here that th�nks that he carr�es �n h�s heart a secret that
w�ll g�ve l�berty to Amer�ca; that a�d w�ll come from a d�str�ct �n France
that grows men l�ke the cedars.”

Now the secret of Lafayette haunted the m�nd of Denn�s.
“A spandy-dandy boy told me someth�ng strange,” sa�d he to the

Governor, on h�s return. “He was a Frenchman, w�th a shelv�ng
forehead and red ha�r, and Wash�ngton seemed to be hugg�ng h�s
company, as �t were; the General saw someth�ng �n h�m that others
d�d not see. I th�nk he has what you would call a d�scern�ng of sp�r�ts.
I thought I saw the same th�ng.”

“Wash�ngton, �t �s l�kely, rel�es on th�s off�cer, because the young
Frenchman bel�eves �n h�m and �n the cause,” sa�d the Governor.
“Wash�ngton �s human, and he must have a lonesome heart, and he
must l�ke to have near h�m those who bel�eve �n h�m and �n the
cause. That �s natural.”

There was to be a corn-roast �n the cedars—a popular gather�ng
where green corn was roasted on the ear by a great f�re and
d�str�buted among the people.



Had Lebanon been nearer the sea there would have been a
clambake, as the occas�on of br�ng�ng together the people, �nstead of
a corn-roast.

At the clambakes b�valves and f�sh were roasted on heated stones
under rock-weed, sea-weed, and a cover�ng of sa�l-cloth, the latter to
keep down the steam.

The people gathered for the corn-roast, br�ng�ng lusc�ous corn �n
the green husks, new potatoes, apples, and fru�t. The women
brought pandowdy, or pot-p�es, made of apples baked �n dough,
wh�ch cand�ed �n bak�ng, and also brown bread, and rye and Ind�an
bread, and perhaps “no cake,” all of wh�ch was to be eaten on the
carpet of the dry needles of the great p�nes that m�ngled among the
cedars.

Th�s was to be a l�vely gather�ng, for a report had gone abroad that
Denn�s had seen a prophet and had rece�ved great news from a
young French off�cer, and that he would tell h�s story among the
speeches on that day.

It was �n the serene and sunny days of September. The locusts
made a s�lvery, cont�nuous mus�c �n the trees. The b�rds were
gather�ng for m�grat�ons. The f�elds were full of goldenrod and w�ld
asters, and the oaks by the ways�de were here and there loaded w�th
purple grapes.

The people came to the cedar grove from near and from far, and
every one seemed �nterested �n Denn�s.

The Ir�shman towered above them all, br�ng�ng deadwood for the
f�res.

The feast was eaten on the ground, and the people were merry, all
wonder�ng what story Denn�s, who had been to the army and seen
the great Wash�ngton h�mself, would have to tell.

The people watched h�m as he brought great logs on h�s shoulders
to feed the f�re where the corn was roasted.

Brother Jonathan and h�s good w�fe came to the goodly gather�ng.
The people arose to greet h�m, and the ch�ldren gathered around



h�m, and looked up to h�m as a patr�arch. He was then some s�xty-
seven years old.

After the feast he l�fted h�s hands and spoke to the people. The
cedar b�rds gathered around h�m �n the trees, and one adventurous
crow came near and cawed. Denn�s threw a st�ck at the crow, and
sa�d:

“Be c�v�l now, and l�sten to the Governor!”
After the Governor had spoken, “Elder” W�ll�ams spoke. But �t was

from Denn�s that the people most w�shed to hear.
They called upon the v�llage esqu�re to speak.
He was a portly man. He arose and sa�d:
“I w�ll not deta�n you long. It �s Denn�s for whom you are wa�t�ng.”
He sa�d a few words, and then called:
“Denn�s? Denn�s O’Hay?”
“At your serv�ce,” sa�d Denn�s, draw�ng near, hat �n hand.
“Denn�s, they say that you met a prophet �n the army.”
“That I d�d, s�r, and I m�nd me the secret of the sk�es �s �n h�s

heart.”
“How d�d he look?”
“Oh, he was a sk�t of a man, w�th a slant�ng roof to h�s forehead,

and lean-to at the back of �t. He was all covered w�th spangles and
bangles, and he followed the great Wash�ngton here and there, l�ke
as �f he was h�s own son. That �s how �t was, s�r.”

The people wondered. Th�s was not the k�nd of a prophet that
Elder W�ll�ams had preached about �n the Lebanon pulp�t for
twoscore years.

The elder stood up, and sa�d: “Be reverent, my young man.”
“That I am, s�r. I answered the esqu�re after the truth, s�r.”
“And what made you th�nk that such a fr�volous-look�ng man as

that could be a prophet? Prophets are elderly men, and pla�n �n the�r



dress and hab�ts, and grave �n face. Why d�d you th�nk that th�s gay
young man was a prophet?”

“Because, your reverence, I could see that Wash�ngton bel�eved �n
h�m—the great Wash�ngton, and the man prophes�ed, too.”

“To whom d�d he prophesy?”
“To me, to your humble servant, s�r.”
The people laughed �n a suppress�ve way, but wondered more

than ever.
“What d�d he say, Denn�s?”
“That I can never tell, s�r. He has a woman’s heart, s�r, and she

has a man’s heart, s�r, and both have the people’s heart, s�r; and one
day there w�ll be fleets on the sea, s�r, and strange arm�es w�ll
appear on our shores, s�r. They may come here, s�r, and encamp �n
the cedars, s�r. Oh, I am an honest man, and seem to see �t all, s�r.”

“How old �s your prophet, Denn�s?”
“I would th�nk that he m�ght be twenty, s�r; no, a hundred; no, as

old as l�berty, s�r, w�th all h�s bangles and spangles.”
“That �s very strange,” sa�d the esqu�re. “I fear that you may have

wheels �n your head, Denn�s—were any of your people ever a l�ttle
touched �n m�nd?”

“No, never; they had clear heads. An’ why do I bel�eve that th�s
young man carr�es a secret �n h�s heart that w�ll del�ver Amer�ca?
Because he has the heart of the mounta�neers of God. He belongs to
the sons of l�berty �n France, and l�ttle he cares for h�s bangles and
spangles.”

“But he �s too young.”
“No, no; pardon me, s�r, he has an ardent heart, that he has. It �s

all on f�re. Wasn’t Dav�d young when he took up a l�ttle pebbly rock
and sent the g�ant sprawl�ng? Wasn’t K�ng Alfred young when he put
down h�s foot and planted England? Wasn’t Samuel young when he
heard a vo�ce?”



The people began to cheer Denn�s.
“The true heart knows �ts own. Wash�ngton’s heart does.
“You may laugh, but I have met a prophet. The gold lace on h�m

does not spo�l h�s heart. He comes out of the past, he �s go�ng �nto
the future; he loves everybody, and everybody that meets h�m loves
h�m. Laugh �f you w�ll, but Denn�s O’Hay has seen a prophet, and
you w�ll see what �s �n h�s heart some day.

“He has a motto. What �s h�s motto, do you ask? Ovan-saan-
tarche!—Ovan w�thout a sta�n. That �s the motto of the sold�ers of the
place where he was born. That place �s l�ke th�s place, I m�nd me. He
says: ‘Amer�ca w�ll be free when she shall hear the bugles of Ovan.’”

“What �s h�s name?” asked the esqu�re.
“H�s name? Bother me �f I can remember �t now. It �s the same as

the boy sa�d. But you w�ll come to know �t some day, now heed you
th�s word �n the cedars. Lafayette—yes, Lafayette—that �s h�s name.
It �s wr�tten �n the stars, but bother me, �t fl�es away from me now l�ke
a b�rd from a w�cker-cage. But, but, hear me, ye good folks all,
rece�ve �t, Governor, bel�eve �t, esqu�re—that young man’s heart
holds the secret of Amer�ca. There are helpers �nv�s�ble �n th�s world,
and the heavens elect men for the�r work, not from any outward
appearance, but from the heart. Th�s �s the way God elected Dav�d of
old.”

A blue jay had been l�sten�ng on a long cedar bough stretched out
l�ke an arm.

She archly turned her head, ra�sed her crown and gave a trumpet-
call, and flew over the people.

The men shouted, and the women and ch�ldren cheered Denn�s,
and the grave Governor sa�d:

“L�fe �s self-reveal�ng, t�me makes clear all th�ngs, and �f our good
man Denn�s has �ndeed d�scovered a prophet, �t w�ll all be revealed
to us some day. Elder W�ll�ams, pray!”

The old man stood up under the cedars; the women bowed. Then
the people went home to talk of the strange t�d�ngs that Denn�s had



brought them.
Was there, �ndeed, some h�dden secret of personal power �n the

heart of th�s young compan�on of Wash�ngton, who had made honor
h�s motto and l�berty h�s star?



CHAPTER XII
LAFAYETTE TELLS HIS SECRET

There �s one part of the career of young Lafayette that has never
been brought �nto clear l�ght, and that part was dec�s�ve �n the
dest�n�es of Amer�ca. It was h�s letters home. From the t�me of h�s
comm�ss�on as an off�cer �n the Amer�can army he was constantly
wr�t�ng to French m�n�sters, ask�ng them to use the�r �nfluence to
send a�d to Amer�ca.

He had the favor of the court, and the heart of the popular and
almost adored Queen. He felt that h�s letters must br�ng to Amer�ca a
fleet. He poured h�s heart �nto them.

The surrender of Burgoyne brought about a treaty between France
and the Un�ted States. It was one of all�ance and am�ty. France
recogn�zed the Un�ted States among the powers of the world, and
rece�ved Dr. Benjam�n Frankl�n as m�n�ster plen�potent�ary to the
court.

The surrender of Burgoyne.

For th�s great movement the letters of Lafayette had helped to
prepare the way.

H�s heart rejo�ced when he found that th�s po�nt of vantage had
been ga�ned.

He was the f�rst to rece�ve the news of the treaty.
He went w�th the t�d�ngs to Wash�ngton. It revealed to the strong

leader the future.
Wash�ngton was a man of s�lence, but h�s heart was touched; a

sense of grat�tude to Heaven seemed to �nsp�re h�m.



“Let publ�c thanksg�v�ngs of grat�tude ascend to Heaven,” he sa�d.
“Assemble the br�gades, and let us return thanks to God.”

The br�gades were assembled. The cannon boomed! Songs of joy
arose and prayers were sa�d.

Then a great shout went up that thr�lled the young heart of
Lafayette.

“V�ve le ro�!—Long l�ve the K�ng of France!”
That thanksg�v�ng set the bells of New England to r�ng�ng, and was

a means of recru�t�ng the army everywhere.
Lafayette heard the news w�th a full heart, and he h�mself only

knew how much he had done s�lently to renew the contest for l�berty.
Congress began to see h�s value. They honored h�m, and that

gave h�m the �nfluence to say:
“I came here for the cause. I must return to France for the cause.”
He sa�d of th�s cr�s�s, and we use h�s own words here:
“From the moment I f�rst heard the name of Amer�ca, I began to

love her; from the moment I understood that she was struggl�ng for
her l�bert�es, I burned to shed my best blood �n her cause, and the
days I shall devote to the serv�ce of Amer�ca, whatever and wherever
�t may be, w�ll const�tute the happ�est of my l�fe. I never so ardently
des�red as I do now to deserve the generous sent�ments w�th wh�ch
these States and the�r representat�ves have honored me.”

He obta�ned from Congress perm�ss�on to return to France �n the
�nterest of the cause of l�berty.

It was 1778. He had arr�ved on the Amer�can shores a mere boy
and a stranger. Now that he returned to France, the hearts of all
Amer�cans followed h�m. He was twenty-two years of age. He was
carry�ng a secret w�th h�m that he was beg�nn�ng to reveal and that
the world was beg�nn�ng to see.

In serv�ng the cause of the States he felt that he was promot�ng
the cause of the l�berty of mank�nd. France m�ght one day feel �ts
react�on, burst her old bonds, and become a g�ant republ�c.



France arose to meet h�m on h�s return. Havre threw out her
banners to welcome h�s sh�p. He was accla�med, feasted, and
lauded everywhere, unt�l he longed to fly to some retreat from all of
th�s adorat�on of a s�mple young general.

The Queen, Mar�e Anto�nette, adm�red h�m, and became h�s
patron. She rece�ved h�m and del�ghted to hear from h�m about
Amer�ca and the character of Wash�ngton. Lafayette del�ghted the
Queen w�th h�s story of Wash�ngton.

After these �nterv�ews, �n wh�ch Lafayette saw that he had secured
her favor for the Amer�can cause, the Queen had an �nterv�ew w�th
Dr. Frankl�n.

“Do you know,” sa�d the Queen to Frankl�n, “that Lafayette has
really made me fall �n love w�th your General Wash�ngton. What a
man he must be, and what a fr�end he has �n the Marqu�s!”

The court opened �ts doors to meet h�m. The K�ng welcomed h�m.
All Par�s accla�med h�m. The people of France were all eager to hear
of h�m.

What an opportun�ty! Lafayette se�zed upon �t. He was not moved
by the flattery of France. Every heart-beat was full of h�s purposes to
secure a�d for Amer�ca.

Th�s he d�d.
“I w�ll send a fleet to Amer�ca,” sa�d the K�ng.
The young K�ng was popular then, and th�s dec�s�on won for h�m

the heart of l�berty-enk�ndled France.
Lafayette’s heart turned home to the hero�c mounta�neers.
“If �t can be done,” he sa�d to the m�l�tary department, “let there be

sent to Amer�ca the sold�ers of Auvergne, they of the banners of
‘Auvergne sans tache.’”

Two hundred young noblemen offered the�r serv�ces to Lafayette.
He left France for Amer�ca. Banquet-halls v�ed w�th each other �n

farewells.



But the n�ght gl�tter of the palaces were as noth�ng to the words of
the young K�ng: “You can not better serve your K�ng than by serv�ng
the cause of Amer�ca!”

He left France �n tears, to be welcomed by shouts of joy �n
Amer�ca.

He brought back the news to Wash�ngton that henceforth the
cause of Amer�ca and France were one, and that he hoped soon to
welcome here the grenad�ers of Auvergne—“Auvergne sans
tache!”—the bugles of Auvergne!

Peter brought the message that announced th�s great news to the
war off�ce.

The Governor’s face l�ghted when the boy appeared at the door.
“What �s �t now?” he asked. “You always br�ng joy to my heart!”
“France �n all�ance,” sa�d the Governor. “May France herself l�ve to

become a republ�c. And the Queen has espoused our cause!”
Peter went from the off�ce w�th heart full of joy. Good news from

the seat of war made h�s heart as l�ght as a b�rd—�t made h�m wh�ttle
and wh�stle.

Out �n the cold, watch�ng n�ghts, Peter’s heart turned to the wood-
chopper, who had seemed to love the K�ng more than h�m. He felt
that the old man must be lonely �n h�s cab�n, w�th only the blue jays
and the squ�rrels, and the l�ke to cheer h�m. Peter could seem to
hear h�m chop, chop, chopp�ng wood.

He met h�m once �n the way, and the old man talked of the K�ng
—“my k�ng.”

“He �s only a man,” sa�d Peter, �n defense of the cause.
“Only a man?” sa�d the wood-chopper. “H�s arms are l�ke the l�on

and un�corn—and they have taken down the K�ng’s arms �n
Ph�ladelph�a and overturned h�s statue �n New York. But the l�on and
the un�corn st�ll stand on the old State-house, Boston. Hurrah for
K�ng George III! They may do what they w�ll w�th me, but my heart
w�ll st�ll say: ‘Long l�ve the K�ng!’”



He seemed to th�nk that the K�ng wore a real l�on and un�corn on
h�s arms, or to so �mag�ne h�m.

Poor old man on the by-way of the Lebanon cedars! Peter p�t�ed
h�m, for he felt that he had, after all, a very human heart.

Denn�s went aga�n to the camp of Wash�ngton to confer w�th the
General �n regard to movements of powder, and there he saw
Lafayette.

The Frenchman, �ndeed, d�d not look l�ke a prophet now, nor l�ke
one of the yeomen of the h�ll-towns of Connect�cut.

He was �n command of the advance guard of Wash�ngton’s army
(1780), composed of s�x battal�ons of l�ght art�llery. These men
gl�ttered �n the sun. They d�d not look l�ke Connect�cut volunteers.
The off�cers were armed w�th spontoons and fuses; they wore sabres
—French sabres, presented them by Lafayette. The�r banners
shone. The�r horses were proud.

“An’ I fear I have m�ssed my prophet that I calculated h�m to be,”
sa�d Denn�s, “and that the cedar folks w�ll all laugh at me. Prophets
do not dash about �n such f�nery as th�s. There he comes, sure, on a
spank�ng horse. I wonder �f he would speak to me now.”

The young Frenchman came dash�ng by �n h�s regal�a.
Denn�s l�fted h�s hat.
Lafayette halted.
“I came from the cedars—Brother Jonathan’s man, that I am. You

remember Ovan-saan-tarche.”
“Yes, yes, my hearty fr�end,” sa�d the Frenchman, bow�ng.
“How �s h�s Excellency?”
“Sound �n head and heart, and f�rm �n h�s heels, wh�ch he never

turns to h�s country’s enem�es.”
“Have you a w�fe, my fr�end?” bow�ng.
“No, no, but I’ve a sweetheart �n old Ireland.”



“Happy man!” bow�ng.
“But I go my way alone now.”
“Lucky dog!” sa�d the Marqu�s, w�th prov�nc�al rudeness, bow�ng

and bow�ng.
“And there �s one quest�on wh�ch I w�sh to ask you. I have been

tell�ng the home people that you are a prophet, and not much l�ke an
old prophet do you look now—pardon me, your Honor. You once told
me that you carr�ed a secret �n your heart that was to free Amer�ca.
Do you carry that secret now?”

“Yes, yes, my fr�end, from the cedars. The French fleet came; that
was a part of my secret. But I am carry�ng a greater one. You w�ll
soon hear the bugles of Auvergne. When you hear the bugles of
Auvergne, then you w�ll bel�eve that my soul �s true to Amer�ca.
Denn�s, let me take your hand.”

He took the Ir�shman’s hand, bow�ng.
“There �s true blood �n that hand,” bow�ng.
“There �s true blood �n yours,” sa�d Denn�s, “and the secret of the

sk�es �s �n your soul.”
“And there are two crowns �n that secret and the heart of France.

And one of the crowns �s a woman’s—a glor�ous woman’s. Oh,
Denn�s, you should see our Queen! She adm�res Wash�ngton, she
loves Amer�ca!”

Denn�s dropped down on h�s knees.
The gl�tter�ng Frenchman rode away, bow�ng to the prostrate man.
“An’ I do bel�eve he �s a prophet, after all,” sa�d Denn�s.
It would be great news that he would have to take back to

Lebanon now. How that French prophet bowed and bowed to h�m.
H�s heart rejo�ced to bear good news to the Governor.
Peter, as we have sa�d, del�ghted �n br�ng�ng the Governor good

news. One day he was sent to Boston for letters wh�ch were
expected to arr�ve from England. One was g�ven h�m for the



Governor wh�ch was marked “Important.” He hurr�ed back to the war
off�ce w�th �t, runn�ng h�s sp�r�ted horse much of the way.

He del�vered the letter to the Governor, �n the war off�ce.
“Wa�t!” sa�d the Governor, as he was about to go.
The Governor read the letter, and then walked around and around

�n the l�ttle room.
“It �s from my son John,” sa�d he. “He has been arrested �n

London, and �s �n pr�son.” The Governor cont�nued to walk �n the
room.

John Trumbull had gone abroad �n 1780, to study pa�nt�ng under
the great master, Benjam�n West. The Br�t�sh Secretary for Amer�can
Affa�rs had assured h�m that he would be protected as an art�st �f he
d�d not �nterfere �n pol�t�cal affa�rs.

Colonel Trumbull once thus related the story of h�s arrest �n a v�v�d
way:

“A thunderbolt fall�ng at my feet would not have been more
astound�ng; for, consc�ous of hav�ng done noth�ng pol�t�cally wrong, I
had become as conf�dent of safety �n London as I should have been
�n Lebanon. For a few moments I was perfectly d�sconcerted, and
must have looked very l�ke a gu�lty man. I saw, �n all �ts force, the
folly and the audac�ty of hav�ng placed myself at ease �n the l�on’s
den; but by degrees I recovered my self-possess�on, and conversed
w�th Mr. Bond, who wa�ted for the return of Mr. Tyler unt�l past one
o’clock. He then asked for my papers, put them carefully under
cover, wh�ch he sealed, and des�red me also to seal; hav�ng done
th�s, he conducted me to a lock-up house, the Brown Bear �n Drury
Lane, oppos�te to the (then) pol�ce off�ce. Here I was locked �nto a
room, �n wh�ch was a bed, and a strong, well-armed off�cer, for the
compan�on of my n�ght’s med�tat�ons or rest. The w�ndows, as well
as the door, were strongly secured by �ron bars and bolts, and
see�ng no poss�ble means of mak�ng my retreat, I y�elded to my fate,
threw myself upon the bed, and endeavored to rest.

“At eleven o’clock the next morn�ng I was guarded across the
street, through a crowd of cur�ous �dlers, to the off�ce, and placed �n



the presence of the three pol�ce mag�strates—S�r Sampson Wr�ght,
Mr. Add�ngton, and another. The exam�nat�on began, and was at f�rst
conducted �n a style so offens�ve to my feel�ngs that �t soon roused
me from my momentary weakness, and I suddenly excla�med: ‘You
appear to have been much more hab�tuated to the soc�ety of
h�ghwaymen and p�ckpockets than to that of gentlemen. I w�ll put an
end to all th�s �nsolent folly by tell�ng you frankly who and what I am. I
am an Amer�can—my name �s Trumbull; I am a son of h�m whom
you call the rebel Governor of Connect�cut; I have served �n the rebel
Amer�can army; I have had the honor of be�ng an a�de-de-camp to
h�m whom you call the rebel General Wash�ngton.’”

He had sa�d too much; he slept that n�ght “�n a bed w�th a
h�ghwayman.”

“Th�s �s not your accustomed good news, my boy,” sa�d the
Governor.

“Another sh�p w�th letters �s soon expected �n the fort,” sa�d Peter.
“That may br�ng good news.”

“Peter, I love the bearer of good news. Go back to Boston, and �f
you br�ng me news to comfort me, �t �s well; �f not, you w�ll have done
your duty. R�de w�th the w�nd!” These were common words of hurry.

Peter rode w�th the w�nd. In a few days he returned on a foam�ng
horse to the war off�ce.

The Governor met h�m.
“He �s released!” sa�d the boy.
The Governor stood w�th beam�ng face.
Presently an old man came hobbl�ng up to the door. It was the

wood-chopper.
He looked up to Peter helplessly and yet w�th a glow of pr�de and

grat�tude.
“Boy,” he sa�d, “I turned you out, but you came back �n my hour of

danger. Is there any news from the K�ng?”
“Yes, uncle.”



“What may �t be?”
“He �s go�ng to spare John Trumbull’s l�fe and set h�m free.”
The old man staggered.
“Hurrah for K�ng George!” he sa�d. “My k�ng! my k�ng!”
He sunk down on the grass. “My k�ng! my k�ng!”
That the reader may have the exact truth of th�s b�t of fact-f�ct�on,

let me g�ve you the anecdote from h�story, that so f�nely reveals the
better s�de of the character of the half-�nsane old K�ng.

Benjam�n West, on hear�ng of the arrest of h�s pup�l, went d�rectly
to the K�ng �n Buck�ngham Palace, and asked for the young
Amer�can pa�nter’s release.

“I am sorry for the young man,” sa�d h�s Majesty George III, “but he
�s �n the hands of the law, and must ab�de the result; I can not
�nterpose. Do you know whether h�s parents are l�v�ng?”

“I th�nk I have heard h�m say,” repl�ed Mr. West, “that he has very
lately rece�ved news of the death of h�s mother; I bel�eve h�s father �s
l�v�ng.”

“I p�ty h�m from my soul!” excla�med the K�ng. “But, West,” sa�d he,
after mus�ng for a few moments, “go to Mr. Trumbull �mmed�ately,
and pledge to h�m my royal prom�se, that, �n the worst poss�ble event
of the law, h�s l�fe shall be safe!”

“I p�ty h�m from my soul!” The poor K�ng had a heart to feel. Th�s �s
the most beaut�ful anecdote of K�ng George that we have ever found.



CHAPTER XIII
THE BUGLES BLOW

A h�gh sound of bugles rang out �n the st�ll summer a�r.
It stopped all feet �n the country of the cedars—�t seemed as

though the world stopped to l�sten.
Aga�n the tone f�lled the summer a�r—nearer.
The ospreys and crows were fly�ng h�gh �n a�r, down the odorous

way where the bugles were blow�ng.
Aga�n, and nearer.
Were the bugles those of Rochambeau, who had landed at

Newport, or of a troop of the enemy com�ng to surpr�se the town?
It was a t�me of expectancy, and also of terror.
Why of terror?
It was known that Rochambeau had landed at Newport, and was

com�ng to Lebanon—�t was �n the a�r. He would stop at Newport, and
�t was bel�eved that Wash�ngton would go there to meet h�m.
Wash�ngton m�ght go by way of New London and Lebanon or over
the great turnp�ke road of Massachusetts and Connect�cut; but
whatever way he m�ght take, �t was bel�eved that he would stop �n
the h�dden Connect�cut town.

One day a cour�er had come to the alarm-post.
“Are the ways guarded?” he asked. “There �s a plot to capture

Wash�ngton �f he makes a progress to meet Rochambeau.”
“Let us go to the war off�ce and cons�der the matter,” sa�d the

Governor.



“If the matter �s ser�ous, I w�ll br�ng �t before the Comm�ttee of
Safety.”

They cons�dered the matter. The Governor was alarmed, and he
sa�d to Peter:

“Leave the store and go back to your post on the by-road.”
The danger at th�s t�me �s thus treated �n Sparks’s L�fe of Trumbull:
“Intell�gence had come from New York that three hundred

horsemen had crossed over to Long Island and proceeded eastward,
and that boats at the same t�me had been sent up the Sound. It was
�nferred that the party would pass from Long Island to Connect�cut
and attempt to �ntercept General Wash�ngton on h�s way to Newport,
as �t was supposed h�s �ntended journey was known to the enemy.
Lafayette suggested that the Duke de Lauzun should be �nformed of
th�s movement as soon as poss�ble, that he m�ght be prepared w�th
h�s cavalry, then stat�oned at Lebanon, to repel the �nvaders.”

There had landed at Newport w�th Rochambeau a most br�ll�ant
French off�cer of cavalry, who was dest�ned to become the general-
�n-ch�ef of the Army of the Rh�ne, and to lose h�s head �n the French
Revolut�on. It was the Duke de Lauzun, born �n Par�s, 1747. He
commanded a force known as Lauzun’s Leg�on, wh�ch cons�sted of
some s�x hundred Hussars, w�th the French enthus�asm for l�berty.
They were well equ�pped, wore br�ll�ant un�forms, and bore the
banners of heroes.

The alarm-post became the seat of numerous orders; the roads
were dusty w�th hurry�ng feet.

The people met on the green as soon as the bugles were heard.
Peter was there. He heard the bugles r�ng out, and cr�ed:
“Auvergne! They are the bugles of Auvergne!”
Denn�s l�stened as the a�r rung merr�ly.
“Yes, Peter, those are the bugles of Auvergne.”
Fa�th Trumbull came out and stood on the green bes�de Peter.



“Do you th�nk those are the French bugles?” she asked. “If so, the
cause �s saved.”

An advance horseman, a Hussar, came r�d�ng up the h�ll. The
bugles blew beh�nd h�m, now near to the town.

“The Duke �s at hand,” sa�d he �n French.
The people sank upon the�r knees.
The Governor heard and stood l�ke a statue on the green.
“They are com�ng!” he sa�d. “They are on the way of v�ctory!”
S�x hundred horsemen, gl�tter�ng �n �ns�gn�a, banners, and

trapp�ngs, swept �nto the town, and the�r dash�ng leader, the Duke de
Lauzun, threw up h�s hand and took off h�s hat before the war off�ce.
No one had ever dreamed of a scene l�ke that.

The people gathered around h�m uncovered. The farmers shouted.
Ch�ldren danced �n the natural way; old men wept.

Denn�s approached a French off�cer who could speak Engl�sh.
“An’ have you been blow�ng the bugles of Auvergne?” asked he,

hat �n hand.
“You may well call them so,” sa�d the courtly off�cer. “The bugles of

Auvergne are the heralds of v�ctory!”
“The cause of l�berty �n Amer�ca �s won,” sa�d Denn�s. “Lafayette

sa�d �t would be so when the French bugles should blow.”
Peter fell down on the green and wept l�ke a ch�ld, say�ng, over

and over: “The bugles of Auvergne! The bugles of Auvergne!”
It was a glor�ous day. The very earth seemed to be glad.
The Hussars sat for a t�me on the�r restless horses, survey�ng a

scene unusual to the�r eyes. That s�mple church was not Notre
Dame; the Governor’s house was not the Tu�ler�es, nor Versa�lles,
nor Marley, nor Sa�nt Cloud. The green was not the Sa�nt Cloud
garden, the people were not court�ers. Yet the�r hearts glowed. They
saluted the s�mple Governor.



Then the bugles blew aga�n—the bugles of Auvergne, and a great
sound rent the a�r.

The Hussars went to the f�elds for quarters, and the Duke followed
the Governor �nto the war off�ce to “cons�der.”

Wash�ngton came to Connect�cut �n safety. He rev�ewed the army
on Lebanon green and at Hartford. Near Hartford he planned the
campa�gn �n V�rg�n�a that was to end the war.

“AUVERGNE SANS TACHE”—AUVERGNE
WITHOUT A STAIN

Th�s motto a part of the French sold�ers bore proudly wherever
they went. They carr�ed �t out of France w�th shout�ngs, and tra�led �t
across the sea. They bore �t �nto Newport am�d boom�ng guns, and
to Lebanon am�d the shouts of the hero�c farmers. They planted �t on
Lebanon green. It should be put to-day among the mottoes of
schools for Flag days and Independence days.

That day of rev�ew—�t may well r�se aga�n �n our fancy!
Spr�ng �s �n the a�r. The b�rds �n the woods are appear�ng aga�n.

There �s new l�ght and odors �n the cedars.
The French heroes of Auvergne, the mounta�neers, whose a�d

Lafayette had sought, assembled on the green. On one s�de of the
green was the tavern, and on the other s�de rose the country v�llage
church. The h�lls everywhere were renew�ng the�r c�rcle of green.

Rochambeau was there w�th the escutcheon. The Marqu�s de
Chastellux was probably there—a man of gen�us, who w�elded the
pen of a pa�nter. The gay, and perhaps profane, Duke de Lauzun
was there—he who laughed at the Governor’s prayers at the table,
and who d�ed many years afterward on the gu�llot�ne. Men were
there who had sought the an�mal del�ghts of the gl�tter�ng palaces of
Versa�lles, Marley, and Sa�nt Cloud. The heroes were there whose
descendants made France a republ�c.



The sun rose h�gh on the gl�tter�ng h�lls. The bugles sounded
aga�n, horses ne�ghed and pranced, un�forms gl�ttered, and the band
f�lled the a�r w�th choral stra�ns.

The s�mple country folks gathered about the green, br�ng�ng
“tra�n�ng-day” g�nger-bread, women w�th kn�tted hoods, boys and
g�rls �n homespun.

The cedar of Lebanon was there—Governor Trumbull—and h�s
w�fe, also, more noble than most of the stately dames of Tr�anon.

The Amer�can flag arose, and was ha�led as the flag of the future.
A shout for honor went up �n wh�ch all jo�ned. The hearts of the

French heroes and Amer�can heroes were one. Honor and l�berty
was the sent�ment that ruled the hour, and here the p�oneers of
l�berty of the two republ�cs of the future clasped hands.

A glor�ous day, �ndeed, was that! Keep �t �n eternal memory, O
Lebanon h�lls! Make your old graves a place of p�lgr�mages. Sons of
the Revolut�on, have you ever v�s�ted Lebanon?

There came an August n�ght, m�sty and st�ll. A cloud covered the
h�lls, and seemed to fall down l�ke a lake on the cedar swamp. The
few d�stant stars went out.

It l�ghtened—“heat l�ghtn�ng,” as the l�ghtn�ng w�thout thunder was
called �n the old New England v�llages.

The turnp�ke road was s�lent. There were no sounds of n�ght-b�rds
�n the deep cedar swamps.

Peter, the shepherd-boy, stood beh�nd h�s w�ndow l�ght �n s�lence
under a cedar that spread �tself l�ke a tent. The tree gathered m�st
and shed �t l�ke ra�n. He had put a mask �n the w�ndow, for fear of a
shot, �n case of danger.

“Noth�ng to-n�ght,” he sa�d.
But what was that?
A dead tw�g of a tree broke under a foot.
He started and moved beh�nd the w�ndow toward the h�ghway.



Another tw�g snapped.
“Who goes there?” he called.
“A fr�end.”
“G�ve the counters�gn.”
“Groton,” sa�d the vo�ce.
“Wrong,” sa�d the lad. “Follow the w�ndow, but keep at a d�stance,

for you are my pr�soner.”
It l�ghtened. The lad saw the man, and that he was no ord�nary

traveler.
The lad moved back. The traveler followed, and presently sa�d:
“Hello! where am I?”
“A pr�soner; follow me.”
“But the house moves.”
“Follow me—you are �n my power.”
It l�ghtened aga�n.
The flash d�sclosed that the traveler had drawn a p�stol.
“It �s useless for you to use weapons,” sa�d Peter; “you are �n my

power.”
There was a crack �n the a�r. A p�stol-shot struck the mask �n the

w�ndow and broke �t. Then all was darkness and s�lence.
“Follow me,” sa�d the lad. “Your shot was va�n. You are a tra�tor,

and you are �n my power. I could take your l�fe �n a m�nute. Follow
me.”

“But your house moves,” sa�d the man �n a vo�ce that trembled.
He may have had a brave heart, but few brave men at that t�me

were proof aga�nst the terrors of superst�t�on. The man ev�dently
bel�eved that he was �n the power of some ev�l sp�r�t.

There was another l�ghtn�ng flash. The man had turned.



“Follow me,” sa�d the lad, “or you are a dead man.”
“W�ll you spare me �f I w�ll follow?” asked the adventurer.
“Follow me unt�l I tell you to stop, and I w�ll be your fr�end �f you

speak fa�r.”
The steps followed the mov�ng w�ndow at a d�stance. Suddenly

they went down, and there arose a cry as of a penned an�mal. The
man had fallen �nto a cave.

The mov�ng w�ndow went up the h�ll �n s�ght of the alarm-post, and
then the l�ght went out.

Peter went down �n the darkness to the rescue of the fallen
stranger.

“Where am I?” asked the stranger.
“In the cave.”
“In the cave of the magaz�ne?”
The stranger had asked the quest�on �n an unguarded moment of

terror.
“You are a spy, and were seek�ng for the magaz�nes,” sa�d the boy.

“I know your heart. Let me help you out, and come w�th me to the
shelter of the cedars.”

Peter took the stranger’s hand, and led h�m by flashes of l�ghtn�ng
to a covert under the cedars. Some crows cawed �n the darkness
above.

The two sat down.
“You are �n my power,” sa�d Peter.
“Then you must be the Ev�l One. Why am I �n your power more

than you �n m�ne? Do you l�ve �n a house that travels? Where has
your house gone?”

“Tell me, now, who you are,” sa�d Peter.
“I am a traveler.”
“Why d�d you g�ve me a false counters�gn?”



“To put you off so that I m�ght go on.”
“Who are you seek�ng?”
“I was go�ng to the war off�ce.”
“For what?”
“To see the Governor.”
“But why d�d you say ‘magaz�ne’?”
“I deal �n saltpeter.”
The clouds were l�ft�ng. The great cedars seemed to shudder now

and then as a fa�nt breeze stole through them. Then the full moon
rolled out. The crows flapped away from the place when they heard
vo�ces.

“Let us go,” sa�d the man. “For what are you wa�t�ng?”
There was a sound of horses’ feet. Denn�s had seen the s�gnal.
“Who �s com�ng?” asked the man.
“The guard.”
“So you have entrapped me. Where �s the house?”
“There was none.”
Denn�s and two men rode up.
“Th�s man,” sa�d Peter, “�s a spy; he has g�ven a false counters�gn,

and �s look�ng for magaz�nes.”
“Who are you?” demanded Denn�s, w�th a leveled musket.
“I am your pr�soner,” sa�d the man, “and more �s the p�ty. I have

been tr�cked. I followed a w�ndow; �t �s gone.”
“Stranger, no tr�fl�ng,” sa�d Denn�s. “What brought you here? If you

w�ll tell me the truth, I w�ll befr�end you as far as I can. But l�sten: you
have no hope of anyth�ng outs�de of my fr�endly heart, and I am one
of the guard of the f�rst of patr�ots �n the land. I am an Ir�shman, but I
am loyal to Amer�ca. Tell me the truth—what brought you here?”



“You speak true when you say that I have no hope but �n your
heart, and I am �ncl�ned to tell you all.”

Denn�s and the two men whom he had brought w�th h�m
d�smounted, and sat down under the cedars, through wh�ch the
moon shone.

“I was led here through the suggest�on of a bad example. We are
led by the �mag�nat�on. Imag�nat�on follows suggest�on. Bened�ct
Arnold went over to the cause of the K�ng, and he �s a power now. I
once served under Arnold. It was �n the northern campa�gn. I w�ll
acknowledge all. I am seek�ng to do h�m a serv�ce—to f�nd out where
your powder magaz�nes are stored. Arnold w�ll soon be thunder�ng
off th�s coast!”

Denn�s started.
“What! �n Connect�cut?”
“Yes, �n Connect�cut.”
“Among h�s own k�n?”
“Among h�s own k�n.”
“Black must be the heart of a man that would fall upon h�s own

ne�ghborhood. Such a heart must be born wrong. They say that he
l�ked to torture an�mals when he was a boy. Man, what do you know?
Remember the fate of André.”

The man suddenly recollected �t. He began to shake, for w�th the
r�s�ng of the moon and the clear�ng of the a�r �t was cool.

“I know not where I am,” sa�d he. “Everyth�ng �s strange. But let me
talk to you �n conf�dence.

“I have money.”
He took out a purse, and j�ngled some co�n.
“Let me go and I w�ll pay you. Here, take th�s.” He extended the

purse toward Denn�s. “Let me go back and you shall have �t all.”
“Man,” sa�d Denn�s, “André offered gold to h�s captors, and tr�ed to

br�be them to let h�m go. Put up thy gold. There �s money that does



not enr�ch. I would not betray the cause of l�berty �n Amer�ca and the
great heart of Jonathan Trumbull for all the gold of Peru. Tell me now
your whole heart, or I take you to the alarm-post, to be shot as a
spy.”

The man shook.
“Well, here �s my confess�on. I hoped to f�nd the secret places of

the magaz�nes where the powder that suppl�es the army �s h�dden,
and to report to Arnold. Th�s �s the whole truth. I am sorry for what I
planned. I would not do so aga�n. Now I ask your mercy.”

“To Arnold, d�d you say? Where d�d you expect to meet Arnold?”
“On the coast—�t m�ght be at New London or Groton.”
“When?”
“Soon.”
“Soon, soon. Peter, set the beacon on the h�ll!”
The boy ran; a l�ght streamed up. Denn�s hurr�ed w�th h�s pr�soner

to the alarm-post.
The pr�soner knew not what to make of that n�ght when w�ndows

moved and a shot that shattered a head d�d not k�ll, and the heavens
flamed before the n�mble feet of a boy.

Had he been drawn �nto a w�tch’s cave? What had led h�m to
d�sclose the secret? He thought of André, and when he was led �nto
the guard-house he sat down, wondered, and wept.

But he hoped Denn�s, h�s captor, had a human heart. Was he a
second André?

Denn�s went to the guard-house the next day to v�s�t a new
pr�soner. The suggest�ons that the latter made were most alarm�ng.

If Bened�ct Arnold was to make attack along the coast h�s object
was to d�v�de the Amer�can army, wh�ch was now mov�ng south for
the great V�rg�n�a campa�gn aga�nst Cornwall�s.

“It would be l�ke the Br�t�sh to str�ke us now upon the coast,” sa�d
the Governor, “but he would be more than a tra�tor who would



slaughter h�s own k�n on the so�l where he was born and bred.”
The man gave h�s name as Ayre; probably from the suggest�on of

the name of the Br�t�sh colonel who was under Arnold.
He was despondent, and sat �n the guard-house w�th droop�ng

head.
“Of what are you th�nk�ng?” asked Denn�s. “You may g�ve me your

thoughts w�th safety. The Governor �s the soul of honor, and he w�ll
not cause me to v�olate the sp�r�t of my prom�se that I have made.”

“I am th�nk�ng of the moment when the captors of André sa�d to
h�m, ‘We must take off your boots.’”

For �n the boots of the unfortunate off�cer were the despatches
from Arnold offer�ng to treacherously surrender West Po�nt.

“That moment must have str�cken terror to André’s heart,” sa�d the
man. “Then �t was that he saw the whole of l�fe. Your Governor
seems to be a very k�nd-hearted man—the people love h�m. I am
sorry that I ever had ev�l thoughts of h�m. But, my fr�end, send me
away; for should a fleet descend upon the coast, the hatred of all
these people w�ll fall upon me. The man who suggests an ev�l that
comes �s held �n detestat�on. I would not be safe here.”

“You are r�ght, and you shall be sent to Boston.”
It was �n the a�r that the Connect�cut coast was to be attacked

aga�n. Connect�cut must be defended by her own people, should �t
come, for �t would not do to d�v�de the Amer�can army �n �ts great
movement to crush the ma�n army of the Br�t�sh of the south.

“I w�ll send you, w�th the Governor’s approval, to Fort Trumbull, at
New London, and I w�ll accompany you there myself,” dec�ded
Denn�s.

It was the 6th of November when the two set out on horseback for
New London and Groton—a br�ght, gl�mmer�ng day, the ways�de
bordered w�th goldenrod. The meadows were clouded w�th the
aftermath and webby w�ld grasses, and seemed to s�ng w�th �nsects.

Boom!



What was that?
Boom! Boom!
“There �s a cannonade go�ng on at New London,” sa�d Denn�s.
They hurr�ed on.
The a�r thundered.
“It �s Arnold!” sa�d the pr�soner.
As they passed down the�r way am�d c�dery orchards, they began

to meet people fly�ng w�th terror.
“What has happened?” asked Denn�s.
“Arnold!” was the answer of one. “He �s burn�ng everyth�ng—the

streets that he trod �n h�s boyhood, the very houses that sheltered
h�m. He �s stand�ng on the h�ll, glass �n hand, gloat�ng �n the power to
k�ll h�s own ne�ghbors’ sons. Oh, �s �t poss�ble that one should come
to k�ll h�s own!”

As they went on, the cannonad�ng grew louder and the roads
presented a scene such as had hardly ever been w�tnessed �n
Amer�ca before.

The people were fly�ng w�th the�r goods: women on beds on the
backs of horses; old women dr�v�ng cows before them; boys w�th
sheep; men �n carts, w�th valuables; dogs who had lost the�r masters.

They met one scene that was �ndeed p�t�ful. It was a man hurry�ng
w�th the coff�n of a ch�ld on h�s back toward the bury�ng-ground. He
must bury the l�ttle one as he fled.

The farmhouses were full of people w�th wh�te faces, people who
crowded upon each other.

It was a terr�ble story that they had to tell. Arnold had surpr�sed
New London by the sea, and had burned down every house, even
the houses that sheltered h�m �n h�s boyhood.

But the destruct�on of New London was a l�ght event compared to
the horrors of Groton, across the r�ver.



They found that Colonel Ayre had attacked Fort Gr�swold, and was
slaughter�ng the men after they had surrendered. Arnold had sent a
messenger to arrest th�s slaughter, but the latter had arr�ved too late.
The garr�son had refused to surrender. When, at last, they were
compelled to y�eld, they were put to the sword w�thout mercy, and
the wounded were k�lled, and even the dead were maltreated. The
men under Colonel Ayre had become human f�ends. They had gone
mad w�th the pass�on for k�ll�ng.

One of the Br�t�sh off�cers ran from place to place to restra�n the
sold�ers.

“Stop! stop!” sa�d he. “In the name of heaven, I say stop—I can not
endure �t!”

But the work of k�ll�ng went on, and of k�ll�ng the wounded and
stabb�ng the dead.

N�ght fell. The Br�t�sh set a bomb to the magaz�ne and passed up
the r�ver, expect�ng to see a terr�ble explos�on that would f�re the
heavens. But the explos�on d�d not come. A brave band of
Amer�cans had ext�ngu�shed the fuse.

“There �s no Fort Trumbull to wh�ch I can take you now,” sa�d
Denn�s to h�s pr�soner. “You may go to your own.”

“Then I w�ll return w�th you, and you w�ll never f�nd a heart more
true to your Governor than m�ne w�ll be. Chr�st forgave Peter, and
was not Peter true? Our truest fr�ends are those whom we forg�ve. To
know all �s to forg�ve all. I know your Governor now. I once hated
h�m; he �s led by the sp�r�t of the l�v�ng God, and I would d�e for a
man l�ke that. It �s better to change the heart of an enemy than to k�ll
h�m. Let me follow you back, and the people w�ll rece�ve my
repentance even at th�s awful hour.”

Denn�s, through fear of h�s safety, left h�m outs�de of Lebanon at a
farmhouse, but when he had told h�s tale to the people, they sa�d:

“Br�ng h�m back; he �s another man now.”



CHAPTER XIV
A DAUGHTER OF THE PILGRIMS

It was past m�dsummer—the shadow of change was �n the year.
The b�rds were gather�ng �n flocks �n the rowened meadows, and the
woods were d�splay�ng the�r purple grapes and f�rst red leaves.

Rochambeau had been rece�v�ng the hosp�tal�t�es of the Governor,
and had also rece�ved lessons �n the new school of l�berty from Fa�th
Rob�nson Trumbull, the w�fe of the Governor. The hero of M�nden
had come to see th�s grand woman, and w�shed to make her a
present before he marched on to jo�n the army of Wash�ngton
aga�nst Cl�nton, w�th h�s s�x thousand heroes.

What should h�s present to th�s noble woman be?
He had among h�s effects a scarlet cloak. It was su�table for a

woman or for a man. It covered the whole form, and made the
wearer consp�cuous, for �t was made of f�ne fabr�c, and represented
the hab�t of the battle-f�eld.

He took the cloak out of h�s treasures one even�ng and came
down �nto the publ�c room of the forest �nn, where some of the
French off�cers of the reg�ment of Auvergne sans tache were seated
�n a merry mood before the newly k�ndled f�re.

He held up the scarlet cloak. “Here,” sa�d he, “�s a garment to be
worn after the war for l�berty �s over. A f�eld-marshal m�ght wear �t
after the day of v�ctory. Th�s war w�ll soon end; I am go�ng to present
th�s cloak to one of the most patr�ot�c souls that I have ever met.
Who do you th�nk �t �s?”

“The Governor,” sa�d an off�cer, a colonel; “Wash�ngton’s own
‘Brother Jonathan.’ He has made h�mself poor by the war, but has
been the �nsp�rat�on of every battle-f�eld, so they say. Well, you do



well to honor the rust�c Governor. The world �s r�cher for h�m. That �s
a good thought, General. You honor the sold�ers of Auvergne sans
tache.”

The General, the hero of Lafeldt, held up the cloak before the
cool�ng summer f�re. A sold�er turned a burn�ng st�ck w�th �ron tongs,
and flames w�th sparks l�ke a l�ttle volcano shot up and threw a red
gleam on the scarlet cloak w�th �ts gold thread.

“You have made a wrong guess, Colonel,” sa�d Rochambeau.
“Th�s cloak �s for Madam Fa�th Trumbull, who has the blood of
Rob�nson of Leyden �n her ve�ns, and who �s the very sp�r�t of l�berty.”

Immed�ately the off�cers leaped to the�r feet.
“Cheers!” sa�d the Colonel. “Cheers for Madam Fa�th—may she

soon wear the cloak—after the war!”
The sold�ers of Auvergne sans tache were ch�valrous, and they

swung the�r arms �n wheel-l�ke c�rcles and cheered for the w�fe of the
self-forgetful Governor.

In the m�dst of th�s enthus�ast�c outpour�ng of feel�ng the Governor
h�mself appeared �n the recept�on-room of the forest �nn w�th madam,
sm�l�ng and stately, on h�s arm.

“You came at a happy moment, Governor,” sa�d Rochambeau. “I
am show�ng my men th�s scarlet cloak.”

“It �s a f�ne garment,” sa�d the Governor. “It were worthy of a f�eld-
marshal of France.”

“Would �t be worthy of the w�fe of a marshal of a reg�ment of
Auvergne sans tache?” asked the courtly Frenchman.

“It would,” sa�d the Governor �n a New England tone.
“Then �t would be worthy of your w�fe, Governor.”
Rochambeau approached Madam Fa�th. “W�ll you allow me,

madam, to honor you, �f �t be an honor, w�th the scarlet cloak? I w�sh
you to wear �t �n memory of the sold�ers of Auvergne, and of your
humble servant, unt�l you shall f�nd some one who �s more worthy of
�t—and I do not bel�eve, madam, �f you w�ll allow me to say �t, that



any heart truer than yours to the pr�nc�ples of l�berty and to all
mank�nd beats �n these prov�nces.”

He placed the scarlet cloak over her shoulders, and the off�cers
shouted for madam, for the Governor, for Rochambeau, and for the
sold�ers of the banner of Auvergne sans tache.

How noble, �ndeed, Madam Fa�th looked as she stood there �n the
scarlet cloak, �ts gold threads gl�mmer�ng �n the f�rst f�rel�ght!

Her face glowed. She tr�ed to speak, but could only say: “My heart
�s full, General. But any sold�er who sleeps to-n�ght on the battle-f�eld
�s nobler than I—my heart would cover h�m w�th th�s cloak.”

The off�cers shouted enthus�ast�cally: “Auvergne!”
The Governor stood off from h�s w�fe and her dazzl�ng garment.
“You do look real pretty, Fa�th—wear �t �n memory of the French—

wear �t to church—your wear�ng �t w�ll honor the cause, and be a
serv�ce to l�berty. I w�sh Wash�ngton could see you now.”

“I w�ll wear �t,” sa�d Madam Fa�th. “My heart thanks you!” she sa�d
to Rochambeau. She began to retreat from the room, her face
almost as red as the cloak, and her eyes br�ght w�th tears. “I thank
you �n the name of L�berty!” She moved farther away and out of the
door.

“Go�ng, Fa�th?” asked the Governor.
There came back a vo�ce—“God bless you!”—the scarlet cloak

had gone. She thought that �t was unworthy of her to rema�n where
she would secure homage, when the Connect�cut sold�ers had had
scarcely clothes to wear �n the�r march aga�nst Cl�nton �n the m�dst of
the poverty that had befallen the colon�es dur�ng the war.

She became greatly d�stressed. In her enthus�asm for the French
del�verers she had prom�sed to wear the cloak unt�l some one more
worthy of �t could be found, some one who needed �t more.

She took off the garment �n her own room and sat down. She
thought of the past. She saw �n her v�s�on her godly ancestor,
Rob�nson, address�ng the P�lgr�m Fathers for the last t�me.



“Go ye �nto the w�lderness,” he had sa�d, “and new l�ght shall break
out from the word. I w�ll follow you.”

She saw �n fancy the Mayflower sa�l away, l�ft�ng new hor�zons.
She saw the many P�lgr�ms’ graves am�d the May flowers after the
f�rst w�nter at Plymouth.

She rose and put on the cloak and stood before the glass.
“I can not wear �t,” she sa�d. “I must wear only the clothes made

w�th my own hands, �n t�mes l�ke these.”
She looked �nto the glass aga�n.
“But my prom�se?” she asked. “I must keep that—I must be worthy

of the conf�dence that these sold�ers of l�berty have g�ven me. I must
honor Rochambeau and the sold�ers of the land of Pascal. How shall
I do �t? I w�ll wear �t once and then seek some one more worthy to
wear �t; he w�ll not be hard to f�nd.”

Governor Trumbull had become famous for h�s Fast-Day and
Thanksg�v�ng proclamat�ons. H�s words �n these documents had the
f�re of an anc�ent prophet.

Th�s year h�s proclamat�on sang and rang. He called upon the
people to assemble �n the�r meet�ng-house, and to br�ng w�th them
everyth�ng that they could spare that could be made useful to the
sold�ers on the battle-f�eld and be la�d upon the altar of sacr�f�ce.

Madam Fa�th heard h�s message as the pastor read �t from the tall
pulp�t under the sound�ng-board.

She thought of the scarlet cloak. She must wear �t to the church on
that great day to honor Rochambeau and the sold�ers of Auvergne.
But of what use could her garment be to the sold�ers �n the stress of
war?

It was a br�ght m�d-autumn day. The people were gather�ng on the
harvest-laden plateau on Lebanon H�ll. The church on the h�gh
green, founded some e�ghty years before, opened �ts doors to the
sun. The yeomen gathered on �ts steps and looked down on the
orchards and harvest f�elds. The men of the great farms assembled
�n groups about the �nn and talked of the fortunes of the war. They



were rugged men �n homespun dress, w�th the purpose of the t�me �n
the�r faces. The women, too, were �n homespun.

Wh�le groups of people were gather�ng here and there the door of
the Governor’s pla�n house opened, and �n �t appeared Madam Fa�th
�n her scarlet cloak. All eyes were turned upon her. She stepped out
on to the green. She d�d not look l�ke the true daughter of the
P�lgr�ms that she was! The gay and gl�tter�ng garment d�d not
become the ser�ous purpose �n her face.

She wa�ted outs�de the door, and was soon jo�ned by the
Governor. The two approached the church under the gaze of many
eyes, and entered the bu�ld�ng, wh�ch �s to-day �n appearance much
as �t was then, and the people followed them. The cha�r �n wh�ch
Governor Trumbull sat �n church �s st�ll to be seen �n the old Trumbull
house. A colored p�cture of the church as �t then appeared, w�th �ts
h�gh pulp�t, sound�ng-board and galler�es, may be seen �n Stuart’s
“L�fe of Trumbull.”

A s�lence fell upon the assembly. The people felt that the cr�s�s of
the war had passed w�th the com�ng of Rochambeau, but the
manner of the �ssue was yet doubtful.

The m�n�ster arose—“Be st�ll, and know that I am the Lord.”

“God �s the refuge of H�s sa�nts,
Though storms of sharp d�stress �nvade;

Before they utter the�r compla�nts
Behold H�m present w�th the�r a�d!”

The stanza, or a l�ke one, was sung �n a f�rm tone, such as only
t�mes l�ke these could �nsp�re. The hero�c qual�ty sank �nto tuneful
reverence w�th the l�nes:

“There �s a stream whose gentle flow
Suppl�es the c�ty of our God,”

or a l�ke paraphrase. A long prayer followed; the hour-glass was
turned—s�lence �n the full pews!



The sermon followed �n the s�lence. Then the m�n�ster made an
appeal wh�ch went to every heart.

“The nat�on stands wa�t�ng the D�v�ne w�ll. We have g�ven to the
cause our sons, our harvests, the �ncrease of our flocks. We have
sent of our substance, our best, to every northern battle-f�eld. We
have seen our men go forth, and they come not back. We have seen
our cattle dr�ven away, and our cr�bs and cellars left empty; we have
heard our Governor called a ‘brother’ by the noble Wash�ngton, and
the glor�ous reg�ment of France’s honor has sung am�d these cedars
the songs of Auvergne.

“But the trumpets of the northern w�nds are sound�ng, and our
army faces w�nter aga�n, cloakless and some of them shoeless, �n
tatters. We are mak�ng new garments for the sold�ers, but we have
no red str�pes to put upon them; we may not honor the noblest
sold�er �n the world w�th any un�form, or �ns�gn�a of h�s call�ng. He
goes forth �n homespun, and �n homespun he faces the gl�tter�ng foe,
and falls. H�s honor �s �n h�mself, and not �n h�s garments. He
courageously goes down to the chambers of s�lence w�thout str�pe or
star.”

At the words red str�pes, all eyes, as by one �mpulse, turned to the
scarlet cloak. It would furn�sh the ornament of d�gn�ty and honor to a
score of un�forms.

“Women of Lebanon, you have w�th w�ll�ng hands la�d much on the
altar of l�berty. Under the pulp�t stands a ra�l that guards holy th�ngs. I
appeal to you once more—I hope that �t may be for the last t�me—to
spare all you can for the help and comfort of the sold�er. Come up to
the altar one by one and put your offer�ngs �ns�de of the ra�l, and I w�ll
l�ft my hands over your sacr�f�ces �n prayer and bened�ct�on.”

S�lence. A few women began to remove the r�ngs from the�r f�ngers
and ears. One woman was seen to loosen her Rob Roy shawl. Two
Ind�an g�rls removed str�ngs of wampum from the�r necks. But no one
rose. All seemed wa�t�ng.

The Governor sat �n h�s cha�r, and bes�de h�m h�s good w�fe �n the
red Rochambeau cloak. They were �n the m�ddle a�sle.



Madam Trumbull was th�nk�ng. Could she offer the scarlet garment
to the cause w�thout �mply�ng a want of grat�tude toward the noble
Rochambeau?

Would she not honor Rochambeau by offer�ng the g�ft to the camp
and battle-f�eld?

“Str�pes on the sold�ers’ garments are �nsp�rat�ons,” she may have
wh�spered to her husband. “I am go�ng to g�ve my cloak—�t shall
follow Rochambeau—I am go�ng to make �t l�ve and march—he shall
see �t aga�n �n the l�nes that dare death. Shall I go to the altar?”

“Yes, go. Send your cloak to Rochambeau aga�n. Let �t move on
the march. You w�ll honor the reg�ment of Auvergne—Auvergne sans
tache.”

She rose, almost trembl�ng. Every eye was f�xed upon her. Madam
Fa�th was held �n more than common esteem, not only because she
was the w�fe of the Governor, but also because she was a
descendant of the Prophet of the P�lgr�ms of Leyden and Plymouth.

She stood by the Governor’s cha�r, unfasten�ng the red garment.
The people saw what she was about to do. Some of them bowed
the�r heads; some wept.

The pastor spoke: “I would that the P�lgr�m, John Rob�nson, were
here to-day!”

Madam Fa�th removed the cloak and la�d �t over her arm. She bent
her face on the floor, and slowly walked toward the ra�l that guarded
the sacred th�ngs of the s�mple altar.

The pastor l�fted h�s hands.
“Pray ye all for the pr�nc�ple of the r�ght, for the cause of the sold�er

of l�berty.”
She la�d the scarlet cloak on the altar, and turned to the people

and l�fted her eyes to God.
Madam Fa�th Trumbull contr�but�ng her scarlet cloak to the sold�ers of the

Revolut�on.



She looked l�ke a d�v�n�ty as she stood forth there that day, l�ke a
sp�r�t that had come forth from the Mayflower.

That Thanksg�v�ng was long remembered �n Lebanon. That cloak
was turned �nto str�pes on sold�ers’ un�forms and made h�story, and
some of the un�forms bear�ng them are yet to be seen.

To Denn�s and Peter was entrusted the send�ng of the new
un�forms w�th the red str�pes to the army gather�ng around Yorktown.
The fa�thful Ir�shman and the lad rode away from the alarm-post �n
the cedars am�d the cheers of the people. What news would they
br�ng back when they should return?

It was an anx�ous t�me �n the cedars. In the even�ngs the people
gathered about the war off�ce and at the Alden Inn. A stage-dr�ver,
who was a natural story-teller, used to relate cur�ous stor�es at the
latter place, on the red settle there, and �n these s�lent days of
moment the people hugged the f�re to hear h�m: �t was the�r only
amusement.

One even�ng a country elder, who had done a noble work �n h�s
day, stopped at the tavern. Th�s event brought the Governor over to
the place, and the elder was asked to relate a story of h�s par�sh on
the red settle. He had a sense of humor as keen as Peters, who was
st�ll tell�ng strange tales �n England of the people that he had found �n
the “new parts.”

Let us g�ve you one of the parson’s queer stor�es: �t p�ctures the
t�mes.

THE COURTING STICK

Asenath Short—I seem to see her now (sa�d the elder). One day
she sa�d to her husband:

“Kalub, now look here; we’ve got near upon everyth�ng so far as
th�s world’s goods go—sp�nn�n’ wheels and hatchels, and looms and
a mahogany table, and even a board to be used to lay us out on
when the f�nal t�me shall come. The last th�ng that you bought was a
d�nner-horn, and then I put away the conch shell from the Ind�es



along w�th the cradle and the baby cha�r. But, Kalub, there’s one
th�ng more that we w�ll have to have. The fam�l�es down at
Longmeadow have all got them; they save f�re and fuel, and they
enable the young folks and the�r elders all to talk together at the
same t�me, respectfully �n the same room, and when the young folks
have a word to say to each other �n pr�vate �t encourages them. Now
I’m k�nd o’ soc�able-l�ke myself, and I l�ke to encourage young
people; that’s why I wanted you to buy a sp�net for Mandy. I don’t l�ke
to see young folks go apart by themselves, espec�ally �n w�nter; there
�s no need of extra l�ghts or f�res, �f one only has one of them th�ngs.”

“One of them th�ngs? Massy sakes al�ve, what �s �t, Asenath?”
“Why, haven’t you never seen one, Kalub? It �s a court�n’ st�ck.

They d�dn’t used to have such th�ngs when we were young. A
court�n’ st�ck �s l�ke Aaron’s rod that budded.”

“A court�n’ st�ck! Conqu�ddles! Do I hear my ears? There don’t
need to be any mach�nery for court�n’ �n th�s world no more than
there does to make the avens bloom, or the corn cockles to come up
�n the corn. What �s a court�n’ st�ck, Asenath?”

“Well, Kalub, a court�n’ st�ck �s a long, hollow wooden tube, w�th a
funnel at each end—one funnel to cover the mouth of the one that
speaks, and one to cover the ear of the one that l�stens. By that st�ck
—�t �s all so proper and handy when �t works well and steady—young
people can talk �n the same room, and not d�sturb the old people or
set the work folks and the boys to t�tter�n’ as they used to do when
we were young. It was d�scovered here �n the Connect�cut Valley,
wh�ch has always been a place of prov�dences. Just as I sa�d, �t �s a
sav�n’ of f�re and l�ghts �n the w�nter-t�me, and �t suggests the r�ght
relat�ons among fam�l�es of property. It �s a sort of gu�de-post to l�fe.

“Kalub, don’t you want that I should show you one?”
“Where d�d you get �t, Asenath?”
“Asahel made �t for me. I told h�m how to make �t, but when I came

to expla�n to h�m what �t was for h�s face fell, and he turned red and
he sa�d, ‘Hyppogr�ffo!’ I wonder where he got that word
—‘hyppogr�ffo!’ It has a pagan sound; Asahel, he m�strusted.”



“M�strusted what, Asenath?”
“Well, I haven’t told you qu�te all. When the head of a fam�ly knows

that a certa�n young man �s com�n’ to v�s�t h�m at a certa�n t�me and
hangs up a court�n’ st�ck over the mantel-tree shelf, or the dresser, �t
�s a s�gn to the v�s�tor he �s welcome.”

“But there �s no need of a s�gn l�ke that, Asenath.”
Asenath rose, went �nto the spare bed-room, a place of the

mahogany bureau, the mourn�ng p�ece, valences and esconces, and
brought out a remarkable look�ng tube, wh�ch seemed to have
leather ears at each end, and wh�ch was some dozen feet long.

“Moses!” sa�d Caleb, “and all the patr�archs!” he added. “Let’s you
and me try �t. There, you put �t up to your ear and let me speak. Is
the result sat�sfy�n’?”

Asenath assured h�m that the exper�ment was qu�te sat�sfactory.
“Well, well,” sa�d Caleb. “Now I w�ll go on shell�n’ corn and th�nk

matters over; �t may be all r�ght �f the elder says �t �s.”
For a few m�nutes there was a ra�n of corn �nto the basket, when

Caleb started up and sa�d, “Cracky!” He put h�s hand �nto one pocket
after another, then went up to the peg board and took down h�s fur
overcoat and felt of the pockets �n �t. He came back to the place of
the corn-shell�ng doubtfully, and began to trot, as �t were, around the
basket, st�ll putt�ng h�s hand �nto one pocket after another.

“Lost anyth�ng, Kalub?” asked Asenath.
“Yes, the stage-dr�ver gave me a parcel d�rected to Asahel, �n the

care of Amanda, and I don’t know what I d�d w�th �t. I meant to have
told you about �t, but you set me all �nto confus�on over that there
court�n’ st�ck.”

We know not how many old New England homesteads may have
a court�ng st�ck among the�r he�rlooms, but �mag�ne that they are few.
Such a st�ck used to be shown to the cur�ous �n the Longmeadow
ne�ghborhood of Spr�ngf�eld, Mass., and we th�nk �t may be seen
there st�ll. It was espec�ally assoc�ated w�th the manners and
customs of the Connect�cut Valley towns, and �t left beh�nd �t some



pleas�ng legends �n such pastoral v�llages as Northampton, Hadley,
and Hatf�eld. It was a prom�s�ng object-lesson �n the domest�c l�fe of
the worldly w�se, and could have been hardly unwelcome to marmlet
ma�dens and rust�c beaux.

Caleb Short cont�nued h�s shell�ng corn for a t�me, but he worked
slowly. He at last turned around and looked at h�s w�fe, who was
sew�ng rags for a to-be-bra�ded mat.

“Well, what �s �t now, Kalub?” asked the latter.
“Asahel.”
“Yes—I know—I’ve been th�nk�n’ much about h�m of late. He came

to us as a bound boy after h�s folks were dead, and we’ve done well
by h�m, now haven’t we, Kalub? I’ve set store by h�m, but—I m�ght as
well speak �t out, he’s too soc�able w�th our Mandy now that they
have grown up. It stands to reason that he can never marry Mandy.”

“Why not, Asenath?”
“Why not? How would you l�ke to have people say that our

Amanda had marr�ed her father’s h�red man? How would �t look on
our fam�ly tree?” Asenath glanced up to a fru�tful p�cture on the wall.

“Asahel �s a true-hearted boy,” sa�d Caleb. “S�nce our own son has
taken to ev�l ways, who w�ll we have to depend upon �n our old age
but Asahel, unless Mandy should marry?”

“O Kalub, th�nk what a w�fe I’ve been to you and l�sten to me.
Mandy �s go�ng to marry. I am go�ng to �nv�te Myron Sm�th here on
Thanksg�v�ng, and to hang up the court�n’ st�ck over the dresser, so
that he w�ll see �t pla�n. That st�ck �s go�n’ to j�ne the two farms. It �s a
yard-st�ck—there, now, there! I always was great on calculat�on;
Abraham was, and so was Jacob; �t’s scr�ptural. You would have
never proposed to me �f I hadn’t encouraged you, and only th�nk
what a w�fe I’ve been to you! Just l�ke two w�ves.”

“But Asahel Bow �s a thr�fty boy. He �s sens�ble and sav�n’, and he
�s feel�n’.”

“Kalub, Kalub Short, now that w�ll do. Who was h�s father? Who
but old Seth Bow? Everybody knows what he was, and blood w�ll tell.



Just th�nk of what that man d�d!”
“What, Asenath?”
“Why, you know that he undertook to preach, and he thought that �f

he opened h�s mouth the Lord would f�ll �t. And he opened h�s mouth,
and stood w�th �t open for nearly ten m�nutes, and he couldn’t speak
a word. He was a laugh�ng-stock, and he never went to meet�n’
much after that, only to even�n’ meet�n’s �n the schoolhouse—candle-
l�ght meet�n’s.”

“Yes, Asenath, that �s all true. But Seth Bow was an honest man.
Just hear how he used to talk to me. He used to say to me—I often
th�nk of �t—he used to say: ‘Caleb Short, I’ve lost my stand�n’ among
the people, but I haven’t lost my fa�th �n God, and there �s a law that
makes up for th�ngs. I couldn’t preach, but Asahel �s go�n’ to preach.
He’s �nher�ted the germ of �ntent�on from me, and one day that w�ll be
someth�ng to be thankful for, come Thanksg�v�ng days. I w�ll preach
through Asahel yet. I tell you, Caleb, there �s a law that makes up for
th�ngs. No good �ntent�on was ever lost. One must do r�ght, and then
bel�eve that all that happens to h�m �s for h�s good. That �s the way
the Book of Job reads, and I have fa�th, fa�th, fa�th! You may all laugh
at me, but Asahel w�ll one day be glad that h�s old father wanted to
preach, and tr�ed, even �f he d�d fa�l. The r�ght �ntent�on of the father
�s fulf�lled �n the son, and I tell you there’s a law that makes up for
th�ngs, and so I can s�ng Thanksg�v�ng Psalms w�th the rest of um, �f
I don’t dare to open my mouth �n do�n’ �t.’ Asenath, I look upon
Asahel as a boy that �s blessed �n the �ntent�on of h�s father. The r�ght
�ntent�ons of a boy l�ve �n the man, and the gov’n�n’ purpose of the
man l�ves �n h�s boys or those whom he �nfluences, and I tell you,
Asenath, there’s noth�ng better to be cons�dered on Thanksg�v�ng
days than the good �ntent�ons of the folks of the past that l�ve �n us.
There are no harvests �n the world ekul to those. You wa�t and see.”

At th�s po�nt of the story, the clergyman sa�d:
“That �s good old Connect�cut doctr�ne, Brother Jonathan.”
The story-teller cont�nued:



The weather-door slowly opened, and the tall form of a young man
appeared.

“Asahel,” sa�d Asenath, “we were just speak�n’ of you and your
folks, and now I want to have a talk w�th you. Take off your frock, and
don’t be stand�ng there l�ke a swamp crane, but s�t down on the
un�ped here close by me, as you used to do when you was a small
boy. I set store by you, and you just th�nk what a mother I’ve been to
you s�nce your own mother was la�d away �n the jun�per lot! But I am
a proper pla�n-speak�n’ woman, as your own mother was—she that
answered the m�n�ster back �n meet�n’ t�me when the good old elder
sa�d that your father was a hypocr�t.”

Presently the weather-door opened, and Amanda appeared and
sat down on the same un�ped w�th Asahel.

The good woman cont�nued:
“You two have been cowsl�pp�n’ together, and sassafrass�n’

together, and a-hunt�n’ turkeys’ nests and w�ld honey, and p�ck�n’
Ind�an p�pe and all. Now, that was all r�ght when you were ch�ldren.
But, Asahel, you and Amanda have come to the pastur’ bars of l�fe,
and you must part, and you, Asahel, must be content to become just
one of our h�red men and s�t at the table w�th the other h�red men, on
Thanksg�v�n’ days the same as on all other days, and not stand �n
the way of any one. And, Amandy Short, do you see that?”

Asenath held up the court�ng st�ck.
“Do you know what that �s?”
“It �s just a hollow st�ck. I’ve seen st�cks before. What does all th�s

mean?”
“You’ve seen st�cks before, have you, Amanda? And you have

exper�enced ’em, too, for I have been a fa�thful mother to you—as
good as two. But th�s �s the st�ck that must un�te some farm to ours,
and I am go�n’ to hang �t up over the dresser, and when the r�ght
young man comes, Amanda, I want you to take �t down and put �t up
to your ear, so, and �t may be that you w�ll hear someth�n’ useful,
someth�n’ to your advantage and ourn. I hope that I made myself
clearly understood.”



She d�d. The two young people had not been left �n any darkness
at all �n regard to her solut�on of the�r soc�al equat�on. Asahel
stepped �nto the m�ddle of the great k�tchen floor. H�s face was as
f�xed as an �mage, and the ve�ns were mapped on h�s forehead.

He bent h�s eyes on Asenath for a moment and then h�s soul
flowed out to the tone of the accompan�ment of honor.

“Mrs. Short, you were good to me as a boy, and I w�ll never do a
th�ng aga�nst your w�ll �n your fam�ly affa�rs. My father prayed that I
m�ght have the ab�l�ty to fulf�l what he was unable to do �n l�fe. To
�nher�t such a purpose from such a father �s someth�ng to be grateful
for, and now that I am d�sappo�nted �n my expectat�on of Amanda I
shall devote all that I am to my father’s purpose �n me. I am go�ng to
be a m�n�ster.”

“You be, hey? But where �s the money com�n’ from?”
“Mrs. Short, �t �s to come out of these two f�sts.”
Poor tender-hearted Caleb, he shelled corn as never before dur�ng

th�s pa�nful scene. Suddenly he looked up and about for rel�ef. H�s
eye fell upon the court�ng st�ck.

“Here,” sa�d he to Amanda, who was cry�ng, “just let us try th�s
new com�cal mach�ne, and see how �t works. Mandy, let’s you and I
have a l�ttle talk together. I’ll put the th�ng up to my mouth, so, and
you just l�sten at the other end of �t. There—I’m go�ng to say
someth�ng. Ready now, Mandy? D�d you hear that?”

“Yes, father, I heard �t just as pla�n as though you spoke �t �nto my
ear.”

“You d�dn’t hear anyth�ng �n part�cular, d�d you, Asenath?”
“No, only a sound far away and myster�ous l�ke.”
“Cur�s, a�n’t �t, how that th�ng w�ll convey sound �n that way? I

should th�nk that some �nvent�on m�ght come out of �t some day.
Now, Amanda, you just put your ear up to the funnel and l�sten
aga�n. Mandy,” he cont�nued through the tube, “�f your heart �s sot on
Asahel, do you stand by h�m, and wa�t; t�me makes changes
pleasantly.” He put as�de the tube. “There, now, do you hear?”



“You d�dn’t hear, mother, d�d you?” sa�d Caleb to Asenath,
glanc�ng as�de.

“No, Kalub.”
“Th�s �s a great �nvent�on. It works well. Now let me just have a

word w�th Asahel.”
Amanda conveyed one end of the tube to Asahel’s ear.
“Asahel.” He took h�s mouth from the tube. “D�d you hear?”
“You d�dn’t hear anyth�ng, d�d you?” he sa�d, look�ng toward

Asenath.
“No, Kalub.”
“Now, Asahel, you l�sten aga�n,” sa�d Caleb, putt�ng h�s mouth to

the tube. “If your heart �s sot on Mandy, you just hang on, and wa�t.
T�me w�ll be a fr�end to you, and I w�ll. There, now, d�d you hear,
Asahel?”

“You d�dn’t hear anyth�ng, d�d you?” asked Caleb of Asenath aga�n
w�th a shake.

“I don’t know,” sa�d Asenath, “�t seems to me as though the hands
are the hands of Esau, but that the vo�ce �s the vo�ce of Jacob.”

“Show! Well, now, Amanda, you and Asahel talk now w�th each
other. Here’s the tube.”

“Asahel Bow,” sa�d Amanda, through the tube, “I bel�eve �n you
through and through.”

“Amen!” sa�d Asahel, speak�ng outs�de of the tube. “Amen
whenever your mother shall say Amen, and never unt�l then. There �s
no need of any court�ng st�ck for me.”

At th�s po�nt of fam�ly h�story Caleb leaped around.
“I know what I d�d w�th �t—I do now!”
“D�d w�th what, Kalub?” asked Asenath.
“That letter for Asahel—�t �s r�ght under my bandanna �n my hat!”
Caleb went to h�s hat and handed the lost letter to Asahel.



The latter looked at �t and sa�d, “England!” He read �t w�th star�ng
eyes and wh�ten�ng face, and handed �t to Mrs. Short, who elevated
her spectacles aga�n.

“That old case �n chancery �s dec�ded,” sa�d he, “and I am to get
my father’s share of the conf�scated property. I may have yet to wa�t
for �t, though. My great-grandfather was Bow of Bow. He was
accused of res�st�ng the Act of Un�form�ty, and h�s property was
w�thheld.”

Asenath l�fted her brows.
“Bow of Bow,” she repeated. “He was a brave man, I suppose.

Res�sted the Act of Un�form�ty? How much d�d he leave?”
“An estate est�mated at £20,000.”
“Heavens be pra�sed!” sa�d the suddenly �mpress�ble Asenath. She

added: “I always knew that you had good blood �n you, and was an
honest man, Asahel, just l�ke your father; nobody could ever turn h�m
from the r�ght, no more than you could the s�de of a house; no Act of
Un�form�ty could ever shape the course of old Seth Bow. And you are
a capable man, Asahel; your poor father had l�m�tat�ons and
c�rcumstances to contend w�th, but you are capable of do�ng all that
he meant to do. I always d�d th�nk a deal of your father, and I th�nk
cons�derable of your grandfather now. I always was just l�ke a mother
to you, now wasn’t I, Asahel, good as two or more ord�nary
stepmothers and the l�ke?

“‘Bow of Bow,’ ‘Bow of Bow,’” cont�nued Asenath. “Well, I have
prayed that Amanda m�ght marry well, and your part of £20,000
would be just about twenty t�mes the value of the Sm�th farm, as I
see �t. That farm �sn’t anyth�ng but a bush pastur’, anyhow.

“‘Bow of Bow,’ what a sort of grand sound that has! ‘Bow of Bow.’ I
once had an uncle that was a stevedore, an Engl�sh stevedore, or a
caval�er, or someth�ng of the k�nd, but he d�dn’t leave any estate l�ke
Bow of Bow. I th�nk he un�formed �n the t�me of the Un�form�ty.

“Asahel, you just put that there court�n’ st�ck up to your ear once
more and let me say a word, now that I have new l�ght and
understand th�ngs better.”



Asahel obeyed. There came a response that could be heard
outs�de of the hollow tube: “Amen!” A murmurous sound followed
wh�ch was understood only by Asahel. “You w�ll overlook my
�mperfect�ons now, won’t you, Asahel? Pr�de �s a dece�tful th�ng, and
�t got the better of me. I only meant well for Amandy, same as you
do. I’m sorry for what I sa�d, Asahel. Marry Mandy, and I’ll be a
mother to you as I always have been. As good as two common
mothers, or more, same as I have always been to Kalub.”

“And I am Asahel. Have my father’s �ntent�ons been fulf�lled �n
me?”

“Yes, elder,” sa�d the Governor. “They have!” shouted all. “That �s a
tale that makes me pray to become all I can,” sa�d a taverner from
Boston.

“The purpose of l�fe �s growth,” sa�d the Governor. “Growth �s
revelat�on. Grow, grow, and past �ntent�ons w�ll be fulf�lled �n you.”

He crossed Lebanon green �n the moonl�ght.
Lebanon, the place that had been f�lled w�th l�fe, w�th hasty orders

to cour�ers, as “Fly!” “Haste!” was s�lent now. What would be the next
news to come by the green?



CHAPTER XV
“CORNWALLIS IS TAKEN!”

These were thr�ll�ng days. The Amer�can arm�es were march�ng
south, and w�th them were advanc�ng the bugles of Auvergne.

S�mple �nc�dents, as well as �nc�dents trag�c and dramat�c, p�cture
t�mes and per�ods, and we relate some of the fam�ly stor�es of
General Knox of the art�llery, who had collected powder and d�rected,
often w�th h�s own hands, the s�ege-guns of the great events of the
war.

When the French off�cers arr�ved �n Ph�ladelph�a after the�r journey
from Lebanon, they were enterta�ned at a banquet by Cheval�er de
Luzerne, the ambassador from the French court. Ph�ladelph�a was
the seat of the Amer�can Government then.

The banquet was a splend�d one for those t�mes, and �t had a
l�vely sp�r�t. The Amer�can guests must have been f�lled w�th
expectat�on.

For the plan to shut up Lord Cornwall�s at Yorktown was full of
prom�se, and the m�l�tary enterpr�ses to effect th�s were proceed�ng
well. The lord h�mself was d�ssat�sf�ed w�th the plans he was
compelled to pursue, and any fortress �s weak �n wh�ch the heart of
the commander �s not strong �n the fa�th of success.

In the m�dst of the banquet, there was a summons for s�lence. The
Cheval�er arose, h�s face beam�ng.

He looked �nto the eager faces and sa�d:
“My fr�ends, I have good news for you all.
“Th�rty-three sh�ps of the l�ne, commanded by Mons�eur le Compte

de Grasse, have arr�ved �n the Chesapeake Bay.”



A thr�ll ran through the assembly. The atmosphere became
electr�c, and am�d the ardor of glow�ng expectat�on the Cheval�er
added:

“And the sh�ps have landed three thousand men, and the men
have opened commun�cat�on w�th Lafayette.”

The guests leaped to the�r feet.
“Cornwall�s �s surrounded and doomed!” sa�d they.
They grasped each other’s hands, and added:
“Th�s �s the end!”
The army, now conf�dent of v�ctory, marched toward Yorktown,

under the command of Wash�ngton.
The �nhab�tants along the way ha�led �t as �t passed—women,

ch�ldren. There were cheers from the doorsteps, fences, and f�elds,
from wh�te and black, the farmer and laborer. The towns uttered one
shout, and blazed by n�ght. The land knew no common n�ght, every
one was so f�lled and thr�lled w�th joy. All flags were �n a�r.

The morn�ng of l�berty was dawn�ng, the sun was com�ng, the
people knew �t by the advance rays. The �nvader must soon depart.

“Cornwall�s �s doomed!” was the salutat�on from place to place,
from house to house.

General Wash�ngton, w�th Knox and members of h�s staff, stopped
one morn�ng at a Pennsylvan�a farmhouse for breakfast.

The meal was prov�ded. The off�cers partook of �t, and ordered
the�r horses, and were wa�t�ng for them when the people of the place
came �nto the house to pay the�r respects to Wash�ngton. He stood �n
the s�mple room, tall and command�ng, w�th the stately Knox bes�de
h�m.

“Make way,” sa�d the people, “make way for age!”
An old man appeared, the patr�arch of the place. He entered the

house w�thout speak�ng a word. He looked �nto the face of
Wash�ngton and stood s�lent. There had come to h�m the moment



that he had hoped to see; the des�re and probably prayers of fad�ng
years had been answered. The room became st�ll.

The old man d�d not ask an �ntroduct�on to the great commander.
He l�fted h�s face upward and ra�sed h�s hands. Then he spoke, not
to Wash�ngton and h�s generals, but to God:

“Lord, now lettest thou thy servant depart �n peace, for m�ne eyes
have seen thy salvat�on.”

The generals rode on toward V�rg�n�a, cheered by the sp�r�t of
prophecy �n the patr�arch’s prayer.

It was a l�ttle ep�sode, but the soul of dest�ny was �n �t.
October, w�th �ts refresh�ng shade of coolness, �ts harvest-f�elds

and amber a�rs, was now at hand. Cornwall�s was surrounded at
Yorktown. He had warned S�r Henry Cl�nton, h�s super�or, that th�s
m�ght be h�s fate. He �s lost who has lost h�s fa�th, and beg�ns to
make the prov�s�on to say, “I told you so!”

Knox w�th h�s s�ege-guns, twenty-three �n number, was prepar�ng
for the f�nal tempest of the war.

And aga�nst Yorktown were march�ng the heroes of the old l�berty
banners of Auvergne sans tache.

In the early autumn of 1781 the f�eld of war had become the scene
of a thr�ll�ng drama �n the Br�t�sh camp. Lord Cornwall�s had taken h�s
army �nto Yorktown, and under the protect�on of the Br�t�sh fleet on
the York R�ver had fort�f�ed h�s pos�t�on by sem�c�rcular fort�f�cat�ons
wh�ch extended from r�ver to r�ver.

He must have felt h�s pos�t�on �mpregnable at f�rst, w�th the
advantage wh�ch the fleet would br�ng to h�m �n the w�de r�ver, unt�l
there came news to h�m that unsettled h�s fa�th �n h�s pos�t�on. But he
soon began to lose conf�dence. He seemed to foreshadow h�s doom.

Yorktown was s�tuated on a project�ng bank of the York R�ver. The
r�ver was a m�le w�de, and deep. Lord Cornwall�s expected to have
the place fort�f�ed by m�ddle fall, and that S�r Henry Cl�nton would jo�n
h�m there.



“I have no enemy now to contend aga�nst but Lafayette,” he
thought unt�l the com�ng of the French fleet was announced to h�m.

Wash�ngton determ�ned to cut off Lord Cornwall�s from any retreat
from Yorktown by land or by sea. H�s plan was to pen up the Br�t�sh
commander on the pen�nsula, and there to end the war. He largely
entrusted the s�ege by land to young Lafayette. He probably felt a
pr�de �n g�v�ng the young general the opportun�ty to end the war. He
l�ked to honor one who had so trusted h�s heart, and whose serv�ce
had so honored h�m.

Wash�ngton ordered the French army to the V�rg�n�a pen�nsula,
and w�th them went the grand reg�ment of Gat�na�s, or Gat�no�s, w�th
wh�ch many years before Rochambeau had won h�s fame. The
heroes of old Auvergne were to be g�ven the opportun�ty to f�ght for
l�berty here, as they had done �n the days of old.

These heroes had had the�r reg�mental name off�c�ally taken away
from them on be�ng brought to Amer�ca—Auvergne sans tache. They
des�red to serve l�berty under th�s glor�ous name of noble memor�es
aga�n. They appealed to Rochambeau for that d�st�nct�on.

The�r hearts beat h�gh, for they were go�ng to reenforce Lafayette,
who was born �n Auvergne, and who had des�red the�r presence and
�nsp�rat�on.

So on sea and land a powerful force was gather�ng to shut up Lord
Cornwall�s �n Yorktown and to shatter the Br�t�sh army on the banks
of the York.

Wash�ngton h�mself was approach�ng Lafayette by way of
Ph�ladelph�a, Rochambeau by way of Chester and Ph�ladelph�a, and
De Grasse by the sea. General Thomas Nelson, Governor of
V�rg�n�a, was arous�ng the sp�r�t of V�rg�n�a aga�n and call�ng out the
m�l�t�a.

At the great banquet wh�ch was g�ven �n Ph�ladelph�a by the
French m�n�ster, Cheval�er de Luzerne, to Wash�ngton and the
French off�cers, when came the news that Count De Grasse and
Marqu�s St. S�mon w�th 3,000 troops had jo�ned Lafayette, all
Ph�ladelph�a had rung w�th cheers, and the news thr�lled the country.



At that hour the dest�ny of Amer�ca was revealed. There could but
one th�ng happen at Yorktown now—Cornwall�s must surrender. The
General was certa�n to be blocked up �n York R�ver.

Everyth�ng was go�ng well. Wash�ngton and Rochambeau went to
Balt�more and found the c�ty blaz�ng as w�th the assurance of v�ctory.
At th�s t�me, w�th v�ctory �n v�ew, Wash�ngton v�s�ted Mount Vernon,
from wh�ch he had been absent s�x anx�ous years. He passed the
even�ng there w�th Count Rochambeau, and they were jo�ned there
by Chastellux. Wash�ngton now left h�s old home for the f�eld of f�nal
v�ctory.

The great generals next faced Yorktown, w�th the�r forces, some
16,000 men. They saw the helplessness of Cornwall�s, and as De
Grasse w�shed to return soon to the West Ind�es, the comb�ned
forces prepared to move on the Br�t�sh fort�f�cat�ons at once. Seven
redoubts and s�x batter�es faced the all�es, w�th abat�s, f�eld-works,
and barr�cades of fallen trees.

The all�es began to prepare for an �mmed�ate confl�ct. They
erected advanc�ng earthworks, �n a sem�c�rcle, and w�th the French
fleet �n the bay, the 1st of October heard the sound of the
cannonade.

The pen�nsula thundered and smoked, and the drama there begun
was watched by Wash�ngton, Rochambeau, Chastellux, and Count
de Grasse. What men were these w�th Lafayette at the front!

A great cannonade began on the 9th of October, Wash�ngton
h�mself putt�ng the match to the f�rst gun.

Governor Nelson of V�rg�n�a was �n the f�eld. H�s house was there,
too, w�th�n the enemy’s l�nes �n Yorktown. “Do you see yonder
house?” sa�d he to a commander of the art�llery. It was the
headquarters of the enemy. “It �s my house, but f�re upon �t.”

Th�s recalls John Hancock’s message to Wash�ngton at the
beg�nn�ng of the war. “Burn Boston, �f need be, and leave John
Hancock a beggar.”

The enemy responded. The shells of each crossed each other �n
the br�ght, smoky October a�r. The Br�t�sh f�red red-hot shot, and set



on f�re some of the�r own sh�pp�ng. The n�ghts seemed full of
meteors, as though red arm�es were battl�ng �n the sky.

The 14th of October came—a day of heroes. That day the
redoubts were to be stormed.

Lafayette prepared h�s own men for the assault.
Then Baron de V�omen�l led out the heroes of Gat�na�s.
Before th�s reg�ment De Rochambeau appeared to g�ve them the�r

orders, wh�ch meant death. He had won, as we have sa�d, h�s own
fame �n Europe w�th these mounta�n heroes. The attack to wh�ch he
was to order them now was to be made at n�ght.

“My lads,” sa�d he, “I have need of you th�s n�ght, and I hope that
you w�ll not forget that we have served together �n that brave
reg�ment of Auvergne sans tache.”

A cheer went up �n memory of old, followed by:
“Restore to us our name of ‘Auvergne sans tache’ and we w�ll d�e.”
“That name shall be restored,” sa�d Rochambeau.
They marched to death s�de by s�de w�th the bold reg�ment of

Lafayette, who was to lead the advance.
About e�ght o’clock the s�gnal rockets for the attack reddened the

sky.
The reg�ment of Gat�na�s rushed forward. They faced the hardest

res�stance of the s�ege. Th�s redoubt was powerfully garr�soned and
fort�f�ed.

Baron de V�omen�l led h�s heroes �nto the f�re, and h�s men fought
l�ke anc�ent heroes, to whom honor was more than l�fe. In the m�dst
of the struggle an a�de came to h�m from Lafayette.

“I am �n the redoubt,” sa�d the message. “Where are you?”
“I w�ll be �n my redoubt �n f�ve m�nutes.”
Strongly fort�f�ed as that redoubt was, �t could not w�thstand the

men of Gat�na�s. They entered �t w�th a force that noth�ng could



w�thstand, but one th�rd of them fell.
“Royal Auvergne,” sa�d Rochambeau, “your surv�vors shall have

your own name aga�n.”
He reported the act�on to the French K�ng, and the latter gave

back to the heroes the�r reg�mental name of old Auvergne sans
tache.

These men are worthy of a monument under that noble motto. We
repeat, the words should be used on decorat�ve ens�gns of the Sons
of the Revolut�on; noth�ng nobler �n war ever saw the l�ght.

Yorktown fell on the morn�ng of the 17th, and a cour�er sped
toward Ph�ladelph�a, cry�ng, as he went: “Cornwall�s �s taken!” Bells
rang, people cheered.

The messenger reached Ph�ladelph�a at n�ght—“Cornwall�s �s
taken!”

W�ndows opened. The c�t�zens leaped from the�r beds. The bells
rang on, and the c�ty blazed w�th l�ghts, and Congress gave way to
transports of joy.

Denn�s and Peter came r�d�ng back to the alarm-post, shout�ng by
the way, “Cornwall�s �s taken!”

The Governor knelt down �n the war off�ce, and the people shouted
w�thout the s�lent place.

Peter could afford to be magnan�mous now to h�s feeble old uncle.
He hurr�ed to the old man’s cab�n and knocked at the door.

“I chop wood,” sa�d a vo�ce w�th�n.
“Uncle, �t �s Peter. Cornwall�s has surrendered!”



The latch was l�fted, and the wood-chopper appeared as one
w�thered and pals�ed.

“What �s that you tell me? Cornwall�s has surrendered? What has
become of the K�ng?”

“The cause of the K�ng �s lost!”
“Then I don’t see that I have anyth�ng more to l�ve for. Come �n. I

have noth�ng aga�nst you now, so far as I am concerned, for you
came back—don’t you remember that on the n�ght that I was to have
been robbed you came back? I have never forgotten that. You came
back.”

He tottered to the chest bes�de the table.
“Here, let me open the chest now wh�le I have strength to unlock

the l�d. The K�ng! the K�ng! How he w�ll feel when he hears the news!
And he sa�d of young Trumbull, ‘I p�ty h�m.’ H�s heart w�ll go down
l�ke a sa�lor on the sea on a stormy n�ght. Peter, I feel for h�m. Don’t
you p�ty h�m? S�t down by me.”

He l�fted the l�d of the chest, and took out of the chest a leather
bag. He unt�ed the bag-str�ng, and turned a p�le of doubloons on the
table.

“One. That �s yours. You came back to your poor old uncle on the
n�ght when the robber was try�ng to f�nd me.

“Two. It �s yours, for you came back.
“Three. My s�ght �s go�ng. It �s all yours, for you came back.
“My hands grow numb, the world �s go�ng. I can feel �t go�ng. But

all that I leave �s yours. My breath grows cold. I have only t�me to
say, ‘God save the K�ng!’ I want to go, and leave what I have to you,
Peter, for you came back. Good-by, earth; I leave you my woodp�le;
warm yourself by my f�re when I am gone. God—save—the—K�ng!”

He sat s�lent. Peter bent over h�m. The old man’s breath was cold,
and soon the last pulse beat.

Peter gathered up the gold. He would turn �t �nto educat�on at
Pla�nf�eld Academy and at Yale College. Then he would go away,



after Denn�s, perhaps, to the Western terr�tory wh�ch would become
a new Connect�cut.

THE END
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