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Introduction

When we think of the American Revolutionary War, certain images naturally
flash into our minds—images of angry tea protests in Boston, of Paul Revere’s mid-
night ride, of the signing of the Declaration of Independence in Philadelphia, of stirring
bravery by a small band of soldiers making a dangerous night crossing of the Delaware
River through swirling floes of ice, of Betsy Ross diligently sewing the first flag, of the
bitter deprivation at Valley Forge—and then our minds jump straight to glorious vic-
tory in the bright sunshine at Yorktown. But these images don’t connect—not with
each other and not with the reality of the world around them.

As | began the research for this book, I held strong, vivid images of battles and
weary soldiers in winter camps, of defiant Boston Minutemen, and of well-fed politi-
cians arguing in Philadelphia. But | knew that wasn’t the whole picture of the Revolu-
tion. The more | sought to complete my image, the more questions | bumped up
against.

Why did the Colonists protest so violently against tea when the prices were being
lowered® They were protestingheapettea, for goodness sake! Who does that? That
tea tax was not the first tax levied on the Colonists by Parliament. Import duties and
taxes were a well-established, routine part of colonial life. Why prabesgtax?

Why was the official Continental Army starving at Valley Forge in the midst of a
land of plenty, a land with filled granaries and a well-fed civilian population? Why did
so little of the plentiful food supplies in Pennsylvania, New Jersey, and New York ever
reach Valley Forge that fateful winter of 1777-1778? Whose fault was it? Surely
someonehould be blamed for a bonehead blunder like forgetting to feed and clothe
the army! What about the other winters of the war? Was Washington’s beleaguered
army better cared for in other years?

Why did Washington have to take such a desperate gamble and risk having his
army crushed by jagged boulders of churning ice to cross the Delaware River during a
terrible night-time winter storm to attack the Hessians at Trenton one day after Christ-
mas? Why not wait for a clear day in January?

If Washington was in such desperate straits—barely able to survive the win-
ter—how did he suddenly leap to victory at Yorktown? What really went on? Why did
these snapshot images we have come into bddig?he events really occur, or are
they myths, stories that writers have invented to make our origins seem stirringly glori-
ous? What made these particular events significant, if they really did happen?

In fact, our Revolutionary War was a civil war as much as it was a war between
British and American armies. The fighting was as much American versus American as
Americaversus England. We don'’t often hear about that part of the struggle for liberty.

Why did the Colonists want to be free in the first place? In 1770 virtually every
Colonist was thrilled to be ruled by England. ThegreEnglish—and they were proud
to be English. They had plenty of rights and liberty under English law. England was the
greatest power on Earth and had done very well by the Colonists for over a century.
Colonists used English money, spoke the English language, sent their sons to Englisk

x1



xii \ Introduction

schools, traded with English companies, were protected by the English army, and hon-
ored English values and traditions. If the Colonists were so satisfied to snuggle up in
the arms of mother England in 1770, why did they choose brutal, bloody revolt five
short years later?

What was the point of, the purpose of, the Revolution? Our Founding Fathers es-
tablished a legal system based on English law. They created a parliamentary govern:
ment based on the English government using English parliamentary rules of order.
They chose to continue to use the English language. It seems the only thing they re-
volted against was having a king. Did they hate King George that much? What had he
done to them? Was that the point of the Revolution—just to get away from the king?
Parliament made the laws and rules that affected colonial life, not the king. There was
probably not one single American—other than Ben Franklin—who had ever met the
king. Could they really have hated someone they didn’t ktteatmuch? Could that
really be what started the war?

The more | gazed at the images and information we are routinely fed about our na-
tional beginnings, the more | realized that that information carried with it not answers,
but a flood of pesky questions. The images didn’t make sense. | couldn’t reconstruct
the thinking and logic of the Colonists in my mind based on what we are told today.
Yet there had to be a logic hidden in these images somewhere. The Revolution hap-
pened.

What did this America look like that rose up to boldly slap the world’s most domi-
nant power in the face? It was an agricultural society. Nineteen out of every 20 Ameri-
cans were farmers. Thaoerwas valued over ththinker. The population was rural.
There were few cities. Philadelphia was biggest, then New York, Charleston, and Bos-
ton. But none of these cities was home to more than 40,000 people. Ninety percent of
Americans lived in rural areas or in small towns.

Farmers believed in the moon. They planted on a waxing moon and weeded on a
waning moon. They dropped European fertilizing practices and crop rotation. It was
cheaper and easier to use up the land and simply move on to another spot. Land wa
plentiful.

In the northern Colonies the major crops were wheat, corn, and rye. Their big ex-
ports were furs, whaling products, and rum. In the South, farmers grew tobacco, rice,
and indigo. Cotton didn’t become a major crop until the early 1800s. Tobacco was the
biggest export.

As of 1770, there existed virtually no manufacturing in the Colonies. There was a
sizable shipbuilding industry because northern American forests contained plenty of
good, hard wood. There was also some wrought iron manufacturing, mostly in the
North.

If America lacked manufacturing, it was bubbling over with craftsmen: leather,
silver, wood, pewter, printing, and so forth. The Colonies also featured an abundance
of mills for fabric making, linen being the most popular and plentiful of our fabrics.

Colonial America was a young country. The average age was 16. Women were
scarce. Bachelors outnumbered unmarried women three to one. Girls married young
(age 16 to 18) and often had large families—210 to 12 children. Boys became men at 16
and had to start paying taxes—yes, they had taxes to pay. There were few children’s
books. Most of those that did exist were religious and moralizing, like the New Eng-
land Primer.
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The sweeteners of choice were still maple syrup and molasses, but imported
granular sugar was growing rapidly in popularity. American taverns had English
names like Blue Anchor or Harp & Crown.

Most important of all, each Colony was a separate, independent entity. Each felta
far stronger bond with England than with other colonies, even their neighboring colo-
nies. Their economic ties were to England, not to each other. There were few roads be-
tween the colonies and they were of dismally poor quality. (The one exception was the
New England Colonies, where small size made for more interaction and unity.)

Southerners felt that they had nothing in common with New Englanders and vice
versa. Their histories, lifestyles, and dialects were different. They lacked direct politi-
cal, economic, or social ties with each other. Mid-Atlantic Colonists distrusted the
folks with the strange accents living north and south of them. There was no continental
unity, only colonial suspicion and distrust.

Almost all travel and transportation of goods was funneled along waterways: riv-
ers, bays, and the ocean. The few dirt roads were narrow, rut- and mud-filled, and often
overgrown. Few Americans had ever traveled more than 25 miles from their homes.
The first coach service from Philadelphia to New York started in 1756. It took three
days if weather was good. Four long, jarring days on the coach were required to travel
from New York to Boston

The early 1770s in America were a time of work and socializing within the com-
munity. Men’s lives centered around work and the tavern. (Cards and gambling were
very popular in taverns.) Women'’s lives centered around home, children, and female
friends. Only one in eight Colonists actively belonged to any church.

There were few schools—only five in Boston, with a total enrollment of 625. In-
formal, in-home, neighborhood schools (“Dame Schools”) were both more common
and more popular, but only accepted children up to the age of nine or ten. For most
American boys, an apprenticeshistheir education.

“English” or “Writing School” existed for wealthy sons and was more popular in
New England. A few “Latin” schools were scattered from Boston to Charleston to
teach formal education to college-bound young men. All higher education required a
trip to England. It was common for the sons of those who could afford it to be shipped
off to England for four or five years to be educated before they returned to take over the
family business.

Girls had few options other than Dame School and finishing school, if their par-
ents were wealthy enough to afford it. But finishing schools focused on social refine-
ment, and half of a girl's education there was consumed with needlepoint.

Schools ran all year long. Children dropped in and out as the family (and espe-
cially crops) mandated.

There were no toothbrushes in America in 1770, and Americans suffered from
bad teeth and great need of dental care. The most common folk remedy for toothache
was to carry the tooth of a dead man. A common gift was a dead man’s tooth on a neck-
lace. Many false teeth were needed, and that's where Paul Revere made his money.

There were no official holidays. Christmas was a minor religious observance with
no exchange of presents. Thanksgiving was generally celebrated, but not always on the
same day, and it had nothing to do with the pilgrims. Communities literally held sol-
emn gatherings to give thanks for harvests (mostly), successful plantings, rain, and sc
forth. Theater (stage plays) was popular in the cities. Washington regularly saw 25 or
more plays each year.
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America before the war was a land bustling with energy and activity. Life was
relatively easy. The America of 1775 was bursting at the seams with confidence, en-
thusiasm, and self-assurance. Limits didn’'t seem to apply to the Colonists; land and
life were here for the grabbing, and opportunity and optimism reigned supreme.

So why did these Americans risk their happily structured existence on a desperate
gamble, the Revolution? In her contribution to Hoffman and Albert’s bddémen in
the Age of the American Revoluti@@harlottesville, VA: University Press of Virginia,
1979), historian Cynthia Enlow wrote that a successful revolutionary movement estab-
lishes new definitions of “what is valued, what is scorned, what is feared, and what is
believed to enhance safety and security.” Benjamin Rush in 1786 noted that the “first
act” of the great drama of the Revolution was a war accomplished on the battlefield by
armies. The second act was a “revolution in principles, opinions and manners” so as to
accommodate the new forms of government being created.

Maybe that's why our predecessors charged so eagerly into war with Mother Eng-
land. America’s energy and activity needed an organizing ideal, a loftier purpose, a
cause of value.

Lofty or not, wise or not, the Revolution took place and, miraculously, it suc-
ceeded. In so doing, it created far more problems for America and Americans than it
solved. It set the stage for bitter internal hatred and warfare. But it also led to the crea-
tion of the United States of America, of us. The real-life drama of the American Revo-
lution belongs to us because it forms an important link in the fabric that is the history of
this nation.

| sought the opportunity to write this book so that | could explore that common
history and try to break through the myths, the legends, and view it for the long and
desperate struggle that it was. | have collected and studied over 400 references in com
piling the stories in this book. The events and characters of these stories are historically
accurate. Although the dialogue is fictionalized, it is based on most-probable personal-
ity traits of the characters and documented outcomes of conversations and events
These stories paint an accurate mosaic of our revolutionary history.

This book contains 30 stories that capture important moments spread throughout
the war period. Some focus on famous historical characters. Most focus on common
citizens few have ever heard of but who participated in significant events of the revolu-
tionary struggle. These stories, these events, represent the ebb and flow of the entir
Revolution.

Literally, there were hundreds of stories | could have chosen to include. Why did |
choose the ones | did? Simple. | used five criteria to settle on the stories in this book:

* The event(s) described had to be significant to the overall flow of the war, or at
least representative of a larger aspect of the war.

* The central character had to be compelling, fascinating, and worth reading about.

¢ | had to find enough background information to feel | could report the truth of
the event.

* The stories in the book had to be evenly spread over the duration of the conflict.

* The book had to include the viewpoints, voices, and perspectives of as many
disparate groups and factions as possible.
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Because the Revolutionary War was not a time of great unity, but rather one of
great splintering and factionalism, | felt it was important to include voices from as
many of these factions as possible. | was not able to include all possible American fac-
tions, but have represented a wide variety of viewpoints: soldiers on both sides, civil-
ians on both sides, those committed to one side and those committed to not
committing, children and adults, whites, Native Americans and blacks, Patriots, Loy-
alists, and Redcoats. Each of these voices has something to add to our understanding ¢
the war.

There are also many powerful, important, and inspiring stories not in-
cluded—those of Benedict Arnold, Nathaniel Hale, Benjamin Franklin’s diplomatic
efforts, winters at Morristown, the Morristown Mutiny, many of the key battles (Bran-
dywine, Germantown, Cowpens, Kings Mountain, etc.), hundreds of local communi-
ties, efforts to build a road network and communication lines across America, the
desperate work of Congress to hold the nation together, and so forth. See how many o
these other stories you can discover in other sources or research on your own.

This book contains only 30 brief moments out of the thousands that made up the
Revolutionary War. Yet they are important moments and collectively paint an accurate
picture of the overall flow of the human drama that was our Revolutionary War. Let
them stir your interest in other, similar moments in other communities and on other
dates. There is much we do not know about our national origin. See how much you can
uncover.

| owe a great debt of thanks to Roni Berg, the love of my life, and to May Haven, a
sharp and talented editor who also happens to be my mother. They both graciously
spent many hours honing these stories and deserve much of the credit for their clarity
and flow. | owe great thanks to Barbara Ittner, who was the guiding force behind the
design and content of the follow-up questions and activities in this book. | also want to
thank the library staff at the Sonoma State University Salizar Library. They performed
heroically in helping me identify and locate many of the references | needed to com-
plete my research. Several of the women'’s stories in this book were based on stories ir
a previous book of mineAmazing American Womehibraries Unlimited, 1996). |
would refer anyone to that book for additional stories of incredible and unheralded
deeds of the women who helped to forge, build, and create this country.

Finally, | owe a great thanks to you, the reader, for allowing these images of our
revolutionary origins to enter your thinking. | hope they inflame your curiosity to learn
more of the truth of our national beginnings. Such knowledge is surely the stepping
stone to wisdom.
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How to Use This Book

The stories in this book are organized chronologically through the years of the
Revolutionary War. They can be used as sources of information about major events of
the war and as kick-off points, or inspirations, to lead students to further research on re-
lated or suggested topics.

The stories are appropriate for read-alouds with younger children and for silent
reading and research by older students. Whether used for story time or as assigne
reading, these stories greatly enhance and enliven the study of history by creating
vivid, diverse, close-up perspectives on the many different experiences of the many
different groups of Americans during the Revolutionary War.

Each story is self-contained and can be used singly, can be grouped with other
stories with a similar theme, or can be part of an extensive study of the revolutionary
period. It is recommended that readers review the “At a Glance” summaries that pre-
cede the stories as well as the introductory and accompanying material provided with
each story. Readers should refer to the glossary to clarify any unfamiliar terms.

A brief summary (“At a Glance”) of the major events for each time period precedes
the three to five selected stories that take place during that period. The events, places
dates, and characters in these stories are all real and accurately portrayed. Dialogue is fic
tionalized based on established personality traits of the characters and on the known out
comes of conversations and interactions.

Each unit is divided into five sections:

* At a Glance. This section creates background context and perspective for the
following story. It includes a brief review of the events and historical figures
that led up to, and set the stage for, the events depicted in the story.

* Meet the Character. Because most of the viewpoint characters are not well-
known historical figures, this section provides a brief biographical sketch of
each story’s main character to help students better understand the events of the
story and place this story within the context of that character’s life.

* The Story.

* Aftermath. This section quickly summarizes the effect, on the war as a whole,
of the events described in the story. It also includes a summary of what hap-
pened after the story as a direct result of the events described and a summary o
what the events in the story meant to the main character’s later life.

* Follow-up Questions and Activities.Follow-up questions and activities are
divided into four sections that provide different types of discussions and activi-
ties and different levels of complexity. Few of these activities require equip-
ment or supplies. Teachers should feel free to modify and restructure the
activities to best meet their own needs and those of their students.
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1. What Do You Know?-Factual questions for students to discuss and an-
swer that demonstrate their knowledge and understanding of the story
and its major historical events and figures.

2. Finding Out More—Reading and research questions and topics that ex-
tend the events and characters of the story into a wider context and ex-
pand student understanding beyond the limits of the material presented in
the story. These topics can be used as themes for essays or oral reports
and presentations.

3. Make It Reak—Multidisciplinary learning extension activities for stu-
dents that provide demonstration of key concepts and themes of the story.

4. Points to Ponder—Advanced discussion questions and essay ideas de-
signed to incorporate student beliefs and values into the discussion of
story themes and events. These can be used in student debates or as ess:
themes.



Loyal Pride Turned to Kindling

After the French and Indian War (which ended in 1765), the American Colo-
nists were proud to be British and delighted they weren’t French or Spanish. But the
colonial war had been expensive and Britain needed money. Parliament looked for
ways to turn the American Colonies into a source of revenue and thought first of
taxes.

In 1765, Parliament passed the Stamp Act. Most Colonists were outraged. Ameri-
can supporters in Parliament got the act repealed. Most Americans were thrilled that
their distant government in London had heard their pleas and felt even more proud to
be British. Only a small handful realized that the Stamp Act was just the beginning.

This small group—described as radicals by the rest of the Colonists—was led by
Samuel Adams of Massachusetts. They created Committees of Correspondence in th
various Colonies to begin the long, slow work toward gaining independence from Eng-
land. Virtually no one listened to them in the early 1770s, even after that unfortunate
incident in Boston, which Adams’s committees successfully blew all out of proportion
by calling it the “Boston Massacre.”

Then Parliament passed the Tea Act in early 1773, creating a special tax on tea.
Sam Adams saw the new tax as an opportunity and hollered loud and long about taxa-
tion without representation. (This was certainly not the first tax that Parliament had
levied on the Colonies without colonial representation.) Adams’s cries were heard and,
in December, some Colonists rallied at a giant protest in Boston—the Boston Tea
Party.
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England was outraged. Parliament passed the Coercive Acts and sent navy ship:
and troops to close Boston Harbor and strangle the economic life out of these upstarts
The Committees of Correspondence talked each Colony’s leaders into sending repre:
sentatives to a First Continental Congress in early 1774. Harmony and peace betweel
Britain and her colonies began to erode. Raw edges rubbed together, showering spark
of bitter friction.

However, in late 1774 even Benjamin Franklin claimed that no sane man, drunk
or sober, was thinking about independence from England. But Sam Adams, his Commit-
tees of Correspondence, and his secret freedom group, the Sons of Liberty, were.

Inearly 1775, Adams’s dream began to come true when Redcoats fired on Ameri-
cans and Americans fired back during a long, bloody day at Lexington and Concord.
The Second Continental Congress was convened, volunteer soldiers laid siege to the
British army in Boston, and Anthony Wayne led his volunteer band to capture Fort Ti-
conderoga and steal its cannons to aid in the siege. In the summer of 1775 the first offi-
cial battle took place on Breeds Hill (called the Battle of Bunker Hill). An undeclared
war was on.

Washington was appointed commander of the army and took command in July. In
September General Wayne led a small army north to invade Canada. Suddenly this
was no longer a simple disagreement with mother England. It looked like, sounded
like, and felt like war.

Up until 1775, the conflict could have been settled peacefully by politicians and
diplomats. By the end of that year, the all-out war could only be settled with muskets
and bloodshed.

Key Events Before 1776

Date Event

1764 oo, Sugar Act and Currency Acts are passed to levy taxes to
help play for the colonial war with France.

1765 e, French and Indian War is won by British and Americans.

1765, March .........cccveeeeee. Stamp Act is passed.

1765, November .............. Stamp Act is repealed.

1767 oo, Townshend Act creates import duties.

1770, March ..........oeeeeeeee. Boston Massacre.

1770, April ....................... Townshend duties limited to only tea.

1773, May ccovvveiiiieeeiieeenns Tea Act creates new tea tax.

1773, December ............... Boston Tea Party.

1774, January ................... Te@p burned in Annapolis, Maryland; 257 crates of tea

lie unclaimed on the dock in Charleston.
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Date

1774, March ........
1774, May ...........

1774, September

1775, January .....

1775, March ........
1775, March ........
1775, May ...........
1775, May ...........
1775, June ..........
1775, June ..........
1775, duly ...........

1775, August .....

Event
............. Parliament passes the Coercive Acts.
............. adton Harbor closed. Occupation Army arrives in Boston.
.............. First Continental Congress convenes in Philadelphia.

............ irs$t British raid to capture a Patriot supply depot is turned
back without bloodshed in New Hampshire.

............. Bloodshed at Lexington and Concord.

............. Volunteer soldiers surround British in Boston.

............. Second Continental Congress convenes in Philadelphia.
............. General Wayne captures Fort Ticonderoga.

.............. Washington named commander-in-chief.

.............. Battle of Breeds (Bunker) Hill.

............. Washington arrives in Cambridge, Massachusetts, to take

command of the army.

.............. General Wayne leaves with a force to attack Quebec.



LIBER ... TEA
The Boston Tea Party, December 17, 1773

Boston “Teé -Party
At a Glance

Everyone drank tea in America. It was the national drink. Only a few in the bigger
cities preferred coffee. Tea and rum—and occasionally a bit of water— that’s what co-
lonial Americans drank.

Teawas supplied to America by the British East India Company, a huge commer-
cial venture created by British nobles to exploit the resources of every remote and ex-
otic corner of the far-flung British empire. One of the products the British East India
Company exported from India was tea—tons and tons of tea. For the company to make
profits and for England to remain solvent, people all over the world needed to drink
this tea.

The growing anti-British crowd in the Americas drabkitch East India Com-
pany tea smuggled into various ports and sold at great profit because smuggling
avoided all British taxes. Dutch tea was illegal because, as an English colony, Ameri-
cans were required to trade exclusively with British companies. It was all a question of
profits for the British East India Company and tax revenue for the British government.

Parliament had been trying for years to squeeze a profit out of the Colonies. But
for Americans to cut back on tea consumption would be disastrous. So, clever English
politicians (who owned large shares in the British East India Company) devised a
scheme to increase American tea drinking: drop the price of tea. Technically, what
they did was allow the company to not pay import duties (dropping tea prices) and also
increased the colonial tea tax (but not as much as the drop).

4.
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As long as the price of tea wadswer, the Colonists wouldn't care if they were
paying more tax, right? Wrong!

Samuel Adams’s Committees of Correspondence and his Sons of Liberty were
desperately searching for a propaganda issue to stir up anti-British sentiments. A new
tea tax was perfect! It mattered not that the ultimate price of tea was going down. The
taxes of Americans were being increased without any comment or input from the Colo-
nies. Cries of “Taxation without representation!” rang loud and clear from Savannah to
Maine.

The agents who contracted to handle tea in most cities saw the drift of public sen-
timent and refused to accept the initial tea shipments. Not so in Boston, where every
one of the chosen tea agents was a close relative of Governor Hutchinson. They wante«
the promised profits and refused to back down.

Three ships loaded with the new tea arrived in Boston and tied up at Griffin's
Wharf to await their 20-day quarantine period. The Boston mob screamed that the tea
had to go. The British navy and the agents just as defiantly said it must stay. As the days
ticked toward the December 17, 1773, end of the quarantine period, the stage was set fo
afirst-class show down. Boston was poised to make history with the Boston Tea Party.

Meet Thomas Moore

Thomas Moore was born in Sheffield, a town in southwest Massachusetts. His
family moved to a farm near Cambridge when Thomas was five. At age 12 he was ap-
prenticed to Samuel Mosby (a distant cousin of Moore’s father) at his cooperage along
the docks in Boston. In part, this arrangement was designed to get Thomas away fromr
trouble. Ready to settle any scrap with his fists, he had started a number of fights with
local boys. Butwhen he was 14, he slipped into a Sons of Liberty meeting and instantly
became a radical supporter of Sam Adams and of liberty from the English, even though
his young mind didn’t fully understand the concept. Within a year he became one of
the “hotheads,” a group of young radicals who wanted to push every confrontation as
far as possible toward open warfare. Thomas was quick to join the army in 1775 and
died in Canada of disease in January 1776, during the ill-fated Canadian invasion.
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Liber ... tea

December, 15, 1773. Still the air sizzled with electric anticipation. A show-

down was brewing over three shiploads of English tea tied up at Griffin's
Wharf, and many feared that the streets of Boston would run far bloodier than
they had during the Boston Massacre.

As dark of night slowly pushed out the gray of day and twilight shadows
tricked the mind and eye, three men walked together up Fort Street heading away
from the wharves. The men hunched low in their thick coats, collars turned up
about their necks, hats pulled low as rain dripped off their brims onto the dreary
street.

In the middle walked Philip Bark, a local merchant, the tallest of the three,
whose head sprouted bushy gray hair although he was only 33. Sheltered closest t
the row of Fort Street warehouses walked Samuel Mosby—short, stocky, and with
thick arms from years of work at his cooperage, or barrel-making shop. The only
one who swaggered as he walked was young Thomas Moore, who had just turnec
16 and finished his apprenticeship in Mosby’s cooperage. All three were members
of the secret, illegal organization supporting American independence, the Sons of
Liberty.

Four Redcoats walked briskly toward them, hurrying back to warmth and
shelter at the end of their rounds. Moore nudged Philip Bark and jerked his head
toward the British. Then he edged out into the street so that he could conveniently
and “accidentally” bang shoulders with the nearest Redcoat as they passed.
Young hotheads had taken to “shoulder banging” as a way to taunt Redcoats and
known Tories, egging them on to fight. Thomas Moore, taller and stronger than
his years would warrant, seemed more eager than even the hottest of the hothead
to stir up any mischief and confrontation he could.

After staggering for several steps under the jarring shoulder smack, the sol-
dier Moore had banged spun round and lashed out, seizing Moore by the arm.
“Apologize, scum.” His other hand flashed to the handle of the gleaming bayonet
dangling from his belt. His face, grim and angry, seemed to dare Moore to make
any kind of additional insult.

Moore twisted his arm to brush off the Redcoat’s grip and glared back. Two
bitter faces stared, inches apart, as rain dribbled down, forming a feeble dividing
line between then.

Bitter rain, low swirling clouds, and gloom covered Boston on Wednesday,
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Another of the soldiers, bearing sergeant stripes on his sleeve, reached over
to gently, but firmly, turn the Redcoat back into his original direction. “Let it go
Markham. We have orders to avoid confrontation.”

“Buthe...”
“Just letit go.”

The soldiers continued their march, disappearing into the swirling rain and
dark, leaving only the echoing clatter of their boots on the cobblestone street.

“Cowards!” called Thomas Moore after them.

“Caution, young Thomas,” said Mosby in a low, soothing tone. “You don't
want to see British regulars grow angry enough to fight. They are the best and
fiercest bayonet fighters in the world.”

Thomas shrugged off his employer’s warning. “There are few Redcoats and
many of us. We should act now to destroy the tea and send the Redcoats running
back to England with their tails between their legs! All Boston is with us.”

“Have care, young hothead,” added Bark. “Governor Hutchinson has gath-
ered a great number of Loyalists in Boston as well as the ever-present soldiers. If
we bite too hard, Britain will bite back. And a Redcoat army has a mean bite.”

But Thomas burned with the youthful flame of hateful passion. “I say we
burn the shipsiowwith their foul tea—and maybe the soldiers’ barracks as well.
We have to show Parliament that we wibhtbe their slaves!”

“They are not British ships.” This from Mosby. “ThHgartmouthandBeaver
are both owned by a good American Quaker family. He was just hired in good
faith to carry a cargo. It is only the cargo of tea and the English taxing policy be-
hind it we are after. Not Francis Roach.”

Thomas reached out to grab the shoulders of both older men. His eyes
gleamed through the rain and gloom. “Are you saying there’s a plan to destroy
the tea before it can be legally off-loaded day after tomorrow? Adams is finally
ready to strike?”

Both older men glanced warily at each other. Philip Bark nervously
coughed. “There is a plan—of sorts.”

Mosbhy added, “Sam Adams has talkdd o. somesort of action. . .”

Thomas shrugged away from both older men. “Will we destroy the ships or
not? You sound like cowardly Tories the way you talk in circles!”

Samuel Mosbhy shook his head. “We are only men who want to live to enjoy
the rights we struggle for. | do not want anyone—and especially hotheads like
you—to do something foolish that would start a war with mother England.”

“No!” hissed Moore, raising clenched fists toward the dripping heavens.
“We dowant a war. England will listen to nothing less!”

“We just want to convince Parliamentto repeal the tea tax,” insisted Mosby.
Bark added, “As they did with the Stamp Act some years ago.”
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“You both talk like English diplomats!” Thomas turned away at the first
corner and stomped down Hutchinson Street. Over his shoulder he growled, “I'll
seek elsewhere fdrue Sons of Liberty.”

Before he had stomped out of earshot he overheard Bark mutter, “Wild
youth like Thomas could get us all killed. He must be controlled until after the tea
has been dealt with.”

“Traitors!” Moore yelled back. His voice echoed down the cobbled streets.

The Green Dragon Tavern had become a favorite meeting spot for the radi-
cals in Boston. Many of the men hunched over tables and mugs of beer or rum
were secret members of the Sons of Liberty. The long, back corner table had be-
come the meeting spot for the most radical elements of the organization.

It was at this table that Thomas Moore jerked back a chair and plopped into
his seat after leaving Mosby and Bark. Four other teenagers already slouched at
the table nursing their drinks, all either apprentices or junior craftsmen at local
shops and all radical Sons of Liberty members.

Moore still scowled, his eyes blazing with desire for a fight. “It's upu®
lads!” He pounded his fists on the worn, wooden table. “The youth must lead the
fight to freedom and destroy the tea ourselves!”

One of his friends, Jonas Billings, an apprentice sail maker, sipped his beer
and asked, “Why should we be enraged because Eng&hatedthe price of
tea—tea that we have always loved and bought?”

Thomas snapped, “England must be taught to respect our independence!”

Another friend, Billy Slides, a journeyman printer who worked in one of Al-
exander Hamilton’s shops, asked, “Isn't it just the tea tax and British East India
Company’s monopoly we’re against?”

Thomas's forefinger jabbed at each of his comrades. “It's a tea tax today. It
will be something else tomorrow. Three years ago they shot and killed Ameri-
cans right here in Boston. Their soldiers take jobs that should belong to us. They
won't allow us to import from anyone else. They squeeze us under their thumb
and laugh at us while we beg for crumbs. There alivlaysbesomethingintil we
stand up to England, herself. Someone hadotsomething.”

“But who?”
“Us,” Thomas answered.

“Us? Just us five?” asked Billy Slides, trying to decide if it was supposed to
be a joke.

“l just wish we knew how the British would respond to any action we take,”
said Jonas.

“Why? Are you afraid?” sneered Thomas. “The Redcoats have grown soft.
They're even afraid of a fair fight in the street and run back to their barracks
claiming they have orders not to provoke us. Ha! Wedim provoked!” Moore
rose to his feet as if delivering a fiery sermon. “They have provoked me! And |,
for one, am going to do something about it. Are you with me, lad&? Aryou . . .
with . . . me!?”
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Men at other tables were beginning to pay close attention. Whispers darted
around the room. Thomas's four friends fidgeted and drained their mugs as nerv-
ous glances darted across the table.

Thomas bellowed, “Are you cowards and traitors, or do you cherish your
liberty?!”

One by one the four grim faces at the table nodded, afraid not to.

Thomas triumphantly sank back into his seat, a beaming smile on his face.
“Good. | knew you were stout lads.” He leaned across the table before continuing
in alow voice. “Gather a dozen others you can trust and meet me at Mosby’s coo-
perage in one hour. We have barrels of tar and plenty of rags. The bay will burn
tonight!”

“We're going toburnthe ships?”

“To the waterline! And then we’ll do the same to the Redcoats’ barracks.”
“Burn out the British?” gulped Jonas, his face noticeably paling.

Billy slid his chair back. “I don’t know if that's a smart idea.”

“Are you a coward or a Son of Liberty?” interrupted Thomas.

“I'm no coward,” his friend answered.

Thomas smacked the table with the palms of each hand. “It's settled then.
We'lldoit. . . tonight.”

He rose to leave and found six stocky men, arms folded across thick chests,
blocking his path. One was Samuel Mosby. Robert Sessions, the tallest of the
group, quietly said, “There will be no burning tonight.”

“Says who?” sneered Thomas.

“Sam Adams has a different plan and he needs your help. You are to meet
him at the Old North Church at 6:00 tomorrow evening.”

“More talking?” scoffed Thomas.
“Adams has a plan.”
“Sodol.”

Almost before the words were out of Thomas’s mouth, three men whipped
out pistols. “And if you tryyourplan | will have to kill you. Your plan will start a
war that we will lose,” said Sessions, his steel-gray eyes locked onto Thomas'’s.
His hand, holding a rock-steady pistol, pointed at Thomas’s stomach.

“But we have to dssomething’ Thomas pleaded.

Mosby said, “Wait 24 hours and see. Adams’s plan will bring us victory.”
Billy Slides said, “I think we should listen to them, Thomas.”

Jonas was quick to agree. “Maybe we should wait.”

“We don’'t want to destroy good American ships,” added a third of Tho-
mas’s gang of five.

“Old North Church tomorrow at 6:00 tomorrow evening. Don’t be late,” re-
peated Sessions. “Oh, and tonight, the ships are guarded.”

“By Redcoats?” asked Thomas. “I am not afraid of Redcoats.”
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“No. By faithful Sons of Liberty, and you had best be afraid of us.”

“Important task, he says,” muttered Thomas to himself as his horse trotted
through the wintry night-time chill on Thursday, December 16. It was a clear
night but cold enough to make Thomas bundle up in a heavy coat, hat, and two
thick scarves before mounting for this ride Sam Adams was sending him on,
which would take him well beyond Cambridge.

“Vital to our success, he says,” continued Thomas, his breath crystallizing
into mini-clouds as he spoke. “But why me? Why does Sam Adams have to send
meriding outtonightwith a secret letté&r. . . Ishould be at the meeting tonight. |
should be shouting out for liberty and revenge! But, no. I'm riding through the
freezing cold to deliver a secret letter .”

Thomas slowed his horse to a walk, these thoughts buzzing through his
mind. The distant lights of Boston twinkled through the trees and marsh grass lin-
ing this side of the back bay.

Thomas jolted straight up in his saddle. “Thenetgeason to send me on this
ride. . .. Noreason, unless Adams wanted to get me out of Boston. But why? So he
could turn Tory coward and permit the tea to be unloaded!”

Thomas wheeled his mount around and dug his heels hard into the horse’s
flanks.

The horse whinnied and bucked once before beginning the long gallop back to
town. Thomas reached into his coat pocket and fished out the secret letter, sealed in al
envelope. Angrily he crumpled it into a wad and threw it into the bushes as he raced
back. “No secret is worth missing this night's events!”

At 9:45 p.M. Thomas slid off his horse and dashed into the Old North
Church. The building stood empty and graveyard quiet. The first twinges of
panic pounded in Thomas’s chest. Something important must have happened
here, and he had missed it. The ships! The tea! A deep fire began to burnin the pit
of his stomach. What was happening to the tea?

Thomas galloped down Milk Street and turned onto Hutchinson Street for
the six-block ride to Griffin’'s Wharf. The wharves were lit as bright as day.
Lamps and lanterns blazed in every window. An immense crowd squeezed into
every street, wharf, and pier, trying to see. The sea of humanity was almost too
thick for Thomas to worm through.

“Are the ships burning yet?” Thomas asked one man as he squeezed past.
“No,” he answered.

“Have the Redcoats been beaten yet?” Thomas asked another.

“No fighting at all yet.”

“What about the ships’ crews?” Thomas demanded.

“Volunteered to stay out of the way below decks. Didn’t want to take sides, |
guess.”
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This wasn't right. There was supposed to be confrontation. There was sup-
posed to be fighting. There was supposed to be battle and victory! Thomas real-
ized there was also supposed to be noise—yelling, screaming, cursing. And yet
the waterfront was as quiet as a church sermon except for the chopping of axes
and hatchets on wood.

Thomas shoved his way to the front row and saw, not proud Sons of Liberty
destroying the three tea ships, but what appeared to be a band of Mohawk Indi-
ans. Blankets were wrapped over their shoulders. Their faces were covered with
ashes and paint. Most had a feather or two stuffed into their hair and were wield-
ing hatchets and axes to act as tomahawks.

Wait! These weren't real Indians. Their skin was white. Then Thomas saw
through the makeup and began to recognize one or two of the “Indians.\Widrey
Sons of Liberty, local Patriots dressed up to look like Indians.

One by one the “Indians” hauled 200-pound tea crates from the hold by
ropes and smashed them open in the eerie silence that blanketed the wharf. The
huge crowd stared, the “Indians” worked, both without a word or cry.

“Why the costumes?” Thomas asked a woman standing next to him.
“To disguise the men so they won't be arrested tomorrow.”
“Why as Mohawks?”

“Mohawks are fierce fighters and defeated the British several times during
the French and Indian War.”

“Then let the new war begin!” cried Thomas. With a pretend Indian war
whoop, he yelled, “Everything English burns tonight!” and sprinted onto the near-
est ship, thédartmouth Thomas grabbed an ax from one astonished “Mohawk”
and swung at the ship’s center mast, hoping to bring it and its lanterns crashing to
the deck.

Thomas was flattened mid-swing by a half-empty crate of tea thrown at him
from behind. He sprawled across the deck. A dozen beefy hands pinned him
there.

Through clenched teeth Robert Sessions hissed, “We do not damage good
American ships, boy.”

Struggling against the men’s iron grip, Thomas cried, “But we have to burn
the tea.”

“We burn nothing, boy. We will destroy the tea and nothing more.”

Samuel Mosby was one of the “Indians” working on thartmouth He
leaned over Thomas and said, “Your goal, Thomas, &tdd a brawl, ours is to
avoid one and to still protest the tea tax and monopoly.”

Sessions added, “If you are to survive and leave this ship alive, tonight you
will abide by our plan.”

Sullenly Thomas half-heartedly dumped tea overboard into the bay, hoping
all the while that Redcoats would arrive in firing lines with muskets loaded and
bayonets fixed. “Then,” he thought, “we could start a real protest!”
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Almost 400 crates were smashed and poured overboard so that hills of tea
built up on the incoming tide. Young boys climbed down to the mud with rakes
and pushed mounds of tea leaves out into the water. Some mounds grew so higt
that leaves blew back onto deck and dock in the light breeze. Some watchers
scooped great handfuls of the precious leaves and stuffed them into their pockets.
Neighbors scowled and stared until they dumped them back into the harbor.

Although the night was cold, the “Indians” poured sweat from their hard la-
bor, black ash and red paint streaking down their necks and backs with the drib-
bling perspiration. Lookouts nervously peered down all approach roads for the
clatter and sight of Redcoats, but none could be seen on the streets of Boston.

The “Indians” had reached the wharf a little before 9:00. By midnight the work
was done, arolling landscape of tea leaves sloshed in the gentle waves, a brown stai
spread to cover the harbor waters, and the decks and docks had been swept clean. A
officer from each ship was brought back on deck to confirm that no damage had been
done to the vessels. The British garrison had intentionally stayed in their barracks,
ordered to avoid a confrontation that would surely turn violent.

The “Indians” removed their boots to ensure that no tea was smuggled off the
dock. One man was found with fistfuls of tea leaves stuffed in his shirt. He was
thrown overboard into the bay and was forever after disgraced.

Then, as silently as they had arrived, the Indians melted back into the streets
of Boston.

It was over. The tea was gone. The protest was complete. Radicals like Tho-
mas Moore grumbled that they should have burned the ships and forced a scrag
with the Redcoats and Tories. But wiser men, like Samuel Mosby and Philip
Bark, breathed a sigh of relief that no blood had been spilled and felt the icy trem-
ble of fear as they wondered what England would do in response.

Leaving the wharves, Thomas sought out Robert Sessions. “What was so
important in that secret letter | carried out of town?”

As other men laughed, Sessions muttered, “You were sent away, young
powder keg, to make sure the harbor tonight was stained tea brown and not blood
red.”

Storming back to his room, Thomas hissed to the sky, “All of them are trai-
tors to liberty. Why can’t they see that we will never be free until the streets run
red with English blood!”

Aftermath

“The die is now cast,” bellowed King George upon hearing of Boston’s Tea Party.
“The Colonists must either submit or triumph.” It was more the slap in the face to Brit-
ish authority than the tea that steamed the king.

In Annapolis, a tea brigantine was burned to waterline, tea and all. In Charleston,
257 crates of tea were off-loaded but no one dared claim them for fézomd of
Liberty reprisals. The tea sat rotting for over three years before it was dumped into the
harbor in the dead of night. In Philadelphia, two ships with 697 crates of tea turned back
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because no one would off-load them. In New York, shiploads of tea were similarly refused
and sent back to England to the British East India Company’s bulging warehouses.

But the Boston protest seemed more deliberate and defiant,so it got all the attention.
Samuel Adams’s Committee of Correspondence expanded the boycott to include all
British manufactured goods with a “Solemn League and Covenant.”

Parliament responded by passing the Coercive Acts, which closed Boston Har-
bor; moved the Colony’s capital to Salem; revised the Colony’s charter to give far
more power to the appointed governor; and, for the first the time in British history, sent
an army of occupation under General Gage to control and oppress British colonists.

Open conflict could not be far behind.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* What was the Stamp Act? The Tea Act? The Coercive Acts? Who passed
them? What were they designed to do?

* Who were the Sons of Liberty? How were they different from an army or a po-
lice force?

* What was a Committee of Correspondence? Were the members Loyalist or
Patriot? With whom did they correspond? What did they correspond about?

* Why did the Patriots protest the tea tax so strongly?
* Why did the Patriots dress like Mohawk Indians during the Boston Tea Party?

2. Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Why were the British East India Company (and the Dutch East India Com-
pany) called “East India?” What did they do? Who owned them? Why were
they created? Why were they so important?

* When did the Boston Massacre happen? Who massacred whom? Why did it
happen? Why was it important?

* Who was Samuel Adams, the man who led the early Patriot opposition to Brit-
ish rule and who created the Committees of Correspondence? Many call him
the architect of American liberty. Where did he come from? How did he find
himself in the dangerous position of leading the opposition to Britain?

* The Boston Tea Party was a protest. Research major American protests
throughout U.S. history. Include both violent and nonviolent protests. Why
were they staged? Who was protesting? Against what? Against whom? Were
they successful?
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3. Make It Real

How much tea was destroyed the night of December 17, 1773, in Boston? A
total of 352 crates of tea were stored on the three ships. Each of the crates stooc
three feet long by four feet wide by three feet high and carried about 190
pounds of tea when filled. On the retail market, each crate was worth about 90
English pounds. Calculate how many tons of tea went into the harbor. Com-
pare the volume of this tea to that of your classroom. How much money did the
British East India Company lose as the tea was dumped into the harbor?

Tea was private property. Do you think it is acceptable to destroy someone’s
private property to protest a government policy? What kinds of public protest
do you think are acceptable? Hold a class debate on whether it was right for the
Patriots to destroy that tea.

Was the Boston Tea Party an effective protest? Why? Did it work? That is, did it
get the desired results? What were its desired results? Write an essay arguing tha
the Boston Tea Party was either effective or ineffective as a protest. As a class, de-
bate the topic based on students’ individual essays.

If you were to design a protest as a class, what would you protest? How would you
protest without creating an over-reaction (as the Bostonians did)? You want your
protest to be big enough to be noticed, but not so big that it causes real trouble.
How would you decide how big to make it?

4. Points to Ponder

Do you think it’s fair for a few to dictate what everyone can or cannot do?
Very few Americans favored liberty in 1773. Should those few who did have
kept quiet and gone along with the majority? Can you find modern examples
of the same kind of situation at your school, in your community, or in the
country?

Why do you think the British military didn’t do anything to stop the Boston
Tea Party? Certainly a company of regulars could have broken up the protest
and protected the tea. Why do you think the soldiers were kept in their bar-
racks? What could the British commanders in Boston gain by allowing the
protest to happen? What was their motive for not stopping it?

The Boston Tea Party has often been described as a clash of wants (in this case
tea) and principles (no taxation without representation). As a class, make a list
of six principles you think are important to the quality of your daily lives. Now
make a list of 30 material wants that you share (TV, music, radio, potato chips,
pizza, bicycles, hair dryers, sports, video games, computers, etc.). How many,
and which, of these wants would you be willing to sacrifice to maintain each of
the chosen principles? Boston Colonists gave up tea to make their point. What
would you be willing to give up to fight for your principles?

Do you think there is a legitimate and rightful role for radicals (“hotheads”) ?
Are there always some people more eager to fight than others? Are they al-
ways dangerous? Are they ever beneficial? Search for modern examples of
both dangerous and beneficial radicals.



A War of Words
Becomes a War of Bullets

Confrontation at Lexington and Concord,
April 19, 1775

British retreat from Lexington

At a Glance

In late 1774, Parliament ordered General Gage to round up the American Rebels
around Boston and seize their war-making equipment. His problem was that there was
no organized, uniformed Rebel army to seize and no Rebel forts where equipment was
stored. The “rebels” were ordinary citizens and he couldn’t agestyone

Tensions increased daily along with taunts, jeers, and minor scuffles. It was clear
to all that something would have to happen soon.

Gage wanted to intimidate the Rebels and decided to raid a strongly suspected
supply point—Concord—and show the might of British troops. His spies hinted that a
great horde of cannon, muskets, powder, cartridge paper, axes, shovels, blankets, car
dles, dishes, spoons, tons of pork, beef and flour, etc., was stored there.

Of course, the Rebels also had a spy network (made more effective because Brit-
ish officers were quartered in American houses). Grooms at stables, chambermaids
Patriot women who employed the wives of British soldiers as maids, men who hired
British soldiers as part-time laborers—all filtered information through the network to a
group of riders called the Mechanics (messengers) led by Paul Revere.

On Sunday, April 16, 1775, Revere rode to Concord to warn locals that they were
the target of a planned British raid. On the night of April 18, Revere got his friend Rob-
ert Newman to hang lanterns briefly in North Church tower to signal the Charlestown
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militia about British troops departing Boston by boat. (Newman was arrested the next
day as a spy and jailed.)

The lanterns were a backup, in case neither of the scheduled riders was able to mak
it out of Boston. One rider did: Richard Dawes (an actor), who was the first to reach Lex-
ington and warn that town. Lexington locals, however, had seen small groups of British
officers riding the roads as road blocks and already knew something was up.

Revere decided on his own to cross the bay by boat and assist the Charlestown mili-
tia in spreading the alarm. He borrowed a horse, was stopped but escaped, reache
Lexington (well after the town had been alerted), and was stopped again before he
could reach Concord. His horse was confiscated (stolen) by British officers and he
walked back to Lexington.

Dr. Prescott, who had been staying at Lexington, was the one who carried the
warning message to Concord through British road blocks.

Meanwhile four Tories, lead by John Howe, were doing the same for the other
side—riding into the countryside to alert Tories that regulars were moving and that the
Rebels were being roused. By dawn, all factions of the countryside were awake and
alert. The stage was set for a first-class British-Rebel showdown.

There had been confrontations before. Everyone assumed there would be@itgy
and muttered threats as officers debated a reasosatilement to the confrontation.

As dawn broke on the morning of April 19, 1775, no one dreamed that, by nightfall, previ-
ously inconceivable events at the sleepy Massachusetts towns of Lexington and Concort
would forever close the door on a peaceful settlement between the British amit&mse

Meet Reuben Brown

Twenty-three-year-old Reuben Brown was a saddle maker who worked out of a
Concord, Massachusetts, stable. He also owned a small family farm just outside of
Concord that he had inherited when his father died in 1773. The farm produced hay,
dairy, chickens, and apples. Reuben had a wife, an infant son, and an even temper. Hi
was considered a good shot and had been in the militia since he turned 15. He had bee
a volunteer “Minuteman” for the past 18 months.

Meet Lt. James Sutherland

James Sutherland came from a solid, wealthy merchant family just out of reach of
nobility. Much of the family’s recent fortune came from their shares in the British East
India Company. The Sutherlands had money and good aristocratic breeding, but not ti-
tle. The family purchased James’s commission (a common practice at the time) and
was saving to purchase the rank of colonel for him at some appropriate future date.

James had not wanted to come to America. He thought it would be too dull. He
wanted an active assignment where he could make a name for himself. He had little re-
gard for Colonists, considering them lower-class peasants—good workers, but not
anyone you would want to socialize with.

James served four years in the American Colonies until he was wounded at the
Battle of Monmouth and shipped home. Sutherland always blamed Generals Gage anc
Howe for the disaster in the Colonies and grew increasingly bitter as he aged. In his
mid-30s Sutherland made it to major, but never beyond.
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A War of Words
Becomes a War ol
Bullets: Reuben
> Brown’s
/

Story

t couldn’t have been much past 4:80. when the bells clanged me awake.
I Still I could feel the ripples of excitement spreading with the insistent church
bells. By first light the pounding hooves of a rider’s horse clattered past. His
cry of “The regulars are out!” echoed through the hills. As a Minuteman, | had no
choice but to respond.

Back during the French and Indian War, the British insisted that each man
between 16 and 50 own a musket and join one of the local militia units they cre-
ated. Many of these militia units were now decidedly anti-British and had be-
come the backbone and muscle of the resistance to English rule. Minutemen were
all members of these local militia. Today the Redcoats would feel the bite of this
scruffy dog they had created when it turned upon the master.

| gobbled a quick breakfast of pork pudding with sweet plum sauce and left
the farm with my musket, ten rounds, a little powder, and three apples from our
straw-filled storage bins. The pre-dawn air held a sharp, wintry bite even though
spring buds glowed on apple trees in the moonlight and the fuzz of a new crop of
hay was beginning to cover the fields, turning them green as all Ireland.

| felt an urgent tension as | reached the town of Concord, Massachusetts.
Some said the Redcoats had already reached Lexington. Most agreed they were
on their way here and that we’d have to face them. Women and children huddled
in doorways, gazed at the clump of us men milling about the green, and wondered
if this motley crew could stop the mighty British Redcoats. These were friends,
husbands, fathers, farmers, carpenters, and clerks, not soldiers.

Paul Revere had ridden out on Sunday to warn us that a raid was likely, so
the bulk of our military supplies was now scattered and hidden—cannon, pow-
der, shovels, axes, food, extra muskets, sailcloth for tents, coats and blankets, etc.
Still, frantic final preparations were busily under way. Almont Jacobs was out
plowing his field to cover the spot where most of our cannon had been buried yes-
terday. Ephraim Jones, both tavern owner and jail proprietor, hid the last two can-
nons in a jail cell. The town clerk, fat Elisah Woods, hustled out of town with a
final wagonload of shot and gunpowder. Mary Broadrick dumped the church
pewter and silver into a barrel of soft soap. The last of our flour barrels were hid-
den behind private grain sacks at the mill.
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Dr. Prescott thundered down the road from Lexington like he was being
chased by ghosts, his horse covered with foam and sweat, and tried to shout ou
the news as each of us pelted him with questions. Yes, 800 or more Redcoats
were on the way here. Yes, about 80 Minutemen had gathered to face the British
outside Buckman’s Tavern on the village green in Lexington. No, the Minutemen
never fired. They tried to scatter on the first British warning shot. Still the Red-
coats had fired again and killed eight and wounded ten more.

Shock rumbled like an earthquake through me. Redcoats had fired on
Americans! They had intentionally killed our American Minutemen! This was
beginning to sound like war.

Excitement, anger, and fear churned in my stomach. Like many others, |
was too nervous to sit and wait on the Concord green for what might come. One
hundred fifty of us marched south toward Lexington to see what we could see.

Half a mile from town we heard fifes and stopped. Through the trees we
caught the first glints of gleaming bayonet points. Marching feet made the
ground vibrate under me. Then orderly ranks of scarlet filled the winding road.
Every button sewn in place, every belt and cartridge box an exact match of every
other. Endless ranks of gleaming perfection with early morning sun glistening off
steel bayonets.

My mouth and throat turned parched and painfully dry. It was hard to swal-
low. We traded nervous smiles and pretend-brave nods. But with the Redcoats
still 300 yards away, we decided to retreat and double-quick marched back into
Concord, mocking the British with our fifes and songs as we went.

Some Minutemen decided to head home and live to fight another day. Many
more arrived to take their place. The rest of us hustled through town and stopped
just past the North Bridge. Four hundred of us milled around in a wide field, won-
dering what we should do—what vesulddo.

| felt silly and frustrated like a scolded child ordered to sulk in private, on
this hill just out of town. The lads around me claimed to be eager for a scrap, but
we were each trembling, hoping no one else could see. My stomach was tied up in
knots. | dreaded to think what the British were doing in town. | felt ashamed that
we weren't doing anything to stop them. Yet | was terrified of marching back into
Concord to face battle-hardened Redcoats.

We were opposed at the bridge by only 100 or so British regulars. They
stood rock-solid at the bridge as our ranks swelled to over 600, with more Patriot
militia units arriving every minute. Maybe we coudt leasttake the bridge.
Maybe weshouldtake the bridge! But did we dare to march into British fire?

Then we saw smoke curling black and ominous over town and everything
changed. Now we had a cause. Smoke meant fire, and fire was the sworn enemy
of every community. We had to save our town. There was no more room for hesi-
tation.

Major Buttrick ordered us to load up and lined us into columns. We ad-
vanced downhill toward the bridge and waiting Redcoats, most of whom hustled
into a firing line just behind the bridge. Twenty or so remained on the span, trying
to rip up planks and destroy the bridge.
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The Redcoats fired a warning volley high over our heads. We advanced,
muskets and flintlocks at the ready, one eye on the smoke, one on the ranks of
red.

Again they fired—at us this time. Abner Hosner, a young friend and our fife
player, fell dead near me.

Major B. yelled, “Fire, for God’s sake, fire!”

My heart thundered up in my throat. | yelled and I fired. I'm not even sure |
took time to aim. We let 'em have it with all we had. A sheet of flame and a thun-
derclap exploded from our ranks. An acrid cloud of smoke billowed around us.
Musket balls whistled like banshees as they tore through the air.

A dozen British fell. We poured it on, almost four rounds a minute, but
couldn't fire very effectively 'cause we were jammed into narrow columns and
because we were still too far off (almost 100 yards).

More scarlet coats crumpled to the dusty ground. The rest turned and fled
back into town. We surged onto the bridge, howling our triumph.

My heart pounded with the rush of battle and the thrill of victory. We had
taken the bridge!

It was only 9:00a.M., but it felt like we’d been fighting all day. The fight
only lasted five minutes—it felt like hours.

Slowly reality sank in. We had fired on the king's troops. We had killed 20
and wounded 30 more. That made us outlaws. What would happen to us now?
They were sure to hear abahis all the way to Parliament!

Throughout the late morning Patriots swarmed around Concord as if all
roads led only there. Ministers laid down their Bibles and grabbed a musket. Old
Indian fighters grabbed flintlocks and powder horns. Fields were left half-
plowed. Shops were closed as clerks abandoned their counters for a spot in our
swelling ranks.

General William Heath arrived to take command of the Patriot mob and
moved us east of town to set ambushes along the road back to Lexington, begin-
ning at Meriam’s Corner. We were so spread out it was hard to tell, but there must
have been over 2,000 of us by now. | felt that we had somehow changed in an
hour from farmers and Minutemen into an army.

By noon the Redcoats started their march along the twisting, winding, up-
and-down road right past us to get back to Lexington. It was easy for us to hide,
spring up, fire, and run back under cover. Local Minutemen crouched behind
every wall, woodshed, barn, house, and tree. Men hid along river banks and in
thick bushes.

We could have—should have—slaughtered them at every turn and narrow
pass, but most of us lads were too frightened of facing regulars and fired way
too soon—just so we’d have plenty of time to skedaddle before the Brits fired
back.
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Mentomy (two miles from Lexington) was to be the biggest ambush. Eight-
een hundred of us hit them from all sides, from the ground, second-story win-
dows, and trees. Instead of surrendering, the Redcoats went berserk, wild as rabic
dogs, burning houses, killing innocents, destroying everything they could reach.
It was close-in, hand-to-hand fighting. If fire came from a house, Redcoats
rushed in to kill every person inside and burn the place. Most of Mentomy was
ablaze before the British staggered on toward Lexington.

In Lexington Redcoat reinforcements arrived. Now they were a fierce mass
of over 2,000. But we had swelled to over 3,000. Many of the lads fired a few
rounds and left. Some fired 'til they ran out of ammo and ambled back home to
finish chores. But most of us hounded the Redcoats from Concord all the way to
Cambridge. General Heath was more or less in charge, but every man was really
on his own to find a good spot, wait, fire, and run before return fire could find
him.

I had run out of ammo by early afternoon but still couldn’t make myself
leave. | scampered with hundreds of others through fields and woods to get ahead
of the British column just so | could stand and shout out my anger when they
marched by, as if to kill them with words since | had no more musket balls.

The road from Concord to Cambridge, littered with death and destruction on
both sides, was a terrible sight to see and a terrible weight to bear. We hadn’t
planned to attack the British, or even to fire on them at all. We just meant to show
the Redcoats they couldn’t bully us any longer.

As the gray of evening signaled an end to this frightful day, the sobs of new
widows and the groans of wounded and homeless filled the twilight. Almost 50
men, women, and children had been killed by Redcoats. We had cut down well
over six times that number. The bodies littered the road like bread crumbs scat-
tered to mark the trail back toward Boston.

| sat trembling in my darkened house. What had we done? Without a vote, or
even a serious discussion, we had killed hundreds of the King’s finestt It.jus
happened. What would they do to us in return? How long before a full army of
Redcoats marched out to squash us like bugs? How easy it had been to start a wa
... how difficult it would be to stop it. This was surely a day no one could ever
forget.
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A War of Words
Becomes a War of
Bullets: Lt. James
— Sutherland’s
| Story

ven |, a lowly infantry lieutenant, of the 8th Light Infantry, know it is im-
Epossible to keep a secret in Boston, especially because officers and ser-

geants are forcibly quartered in the houses of local citizens. | was not one of
the eight hand-picked officers who rode quietly out on the evening of Tuesday,
April 18, to block the roads and prevent messengers from reaching Concord. But
| am sure a thousand secret eyes watched their every twitch and sniff, and that a
thousand secret voices murmured their travel far faster than they could cover the
12-mile ride.

We received orders to assemble the troops at 1©:00hat Tuesday even-
ing, a sure sign of a night march and a morning raid. Still, I gladly preferred a raid
to sitting cooped up in Boston having to swallow the jeers and taunts of the Re-
bels. The kinder we try to be, the more we struggle to avoid confrontation, the
bolder and more brazen they become. Well, tomorrow they would see that we
have sharp teeth that bite quick and deep into all who oppose legal British rule.

We loaded from the Boston Commons into longboats in front of a growing
crowd and were ferried across the back bay, where we had to wade through
knee-deep marsh and slime to reach shore near Cambridge. Then we skirted town
by slogging through a waist-deep swamp—all the idiotic plan of our general to
keep us from being seen as we left Boston. But a great crowd saw us leave and
watched our boats paddle across the bay. They each seemed already to know that
our mission was to capture the Rebel supplies at Concord.

We then waited in the dark—cold, wet and tired, stamping numb feet, blow-
ing on stiff fingers—for over two hours while our supplies were ferried up from
the boats. Around 2:00.M. we began our road march—all without proper drums
or flags, or food—and covered the 12 miles by back roads to Lexington, reaching
that village just about dawn.

All through the grueling pitch-black march we could hear warning bells and
occasional warning shots. We could hear the hoofbeats of horses galloping along
unseen nearby roads. It was with bitter frustration that | realized the countryside
was alerted and watching our every move.

Six companies of Light Infantry (including my own) under Major Pitcairn
had been assigned to speed ahead to Lexington to see what kind of force the whis-
pered warnings had gathered. | suddenly feared we would face a sea of ruffian
Rebels.
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Instead of a formidable force, we found only a laughably pitiful, rag-tag rab-
ble of farmers lined up on the grass-covered Lexington town square they call a
“green” to oppose us, a mere handful of brazen scum seemingly asking to be
slaughtered. | could feel that the lads itched, burned, to give back some of the
abuse they had taken over the past months.

| felt the same yearning and was about to draw my sword and turn my com-
pany loose. But the major ordered the front platoons to load with powder only (no
musket balls), trying to scare the Rebels without hurting anyone.

| say a few should be hurt—maybe a great number—then they’d come to
their senses. Besides, after marching all night, wet and miserable most of the way,
we deserved to spill some blood to make the trip worth our misery. We flanked
smartly out of columns into ranks. The major ordered those with musket balls to
fire. The Rebels turned to flee like dogs at this harmless warning shot.

Someone—I thought from behind a tree to our right, others say from a sec-
ond floor window in the same direction—fired at us, at the King’s appointed
troops! And that was more than we could stand.

Without order or hesitation two additional companies (including mine) fired
at the scattering rabble. Eight dropped, the rest fled in panic. The lads were so
frustrated and stuffed so full of bitter resentment that many rushed after the Re-
bels to finish the job with bayonets without waiting for orders. It was my duty as
an officer to help control the troops and reestablish order. But in my heart |
wanted to join them and let several Rebels taste the tip of my sword!

Order restored, we marched quickly and grimly on to Concord, four miles
distant and our real destination. We were thirsty, famished, and bitterly tired.
Also, we burned for a chance to thrash an actual Rebel force and show these out-
laws that British regulars would not tolerate abuse of us, British law, or the
Crown.

A band of about 100 Rebels confronted us half-a-mile south of town, but
(like their cowardly brothers in Lexington) they turned tail and scurried back to-
ward Concord, throwing insults over their shoulders as they ran. We reached the
town center without incident and distributed orders for the men to search for the
supposed weapons cache. To many, this seemed fair license to steal and loot witt
abandon—school books, church Bibles, quilts, silverware—but mostly food. |
was not of a mind to hinder them. These Rebels deserved whatever they got.

It was clear to me that we would not get our fight this day. The Rebels were
too cowardly to stand against us. We would have to console ourselves with sack-
ing the town.

The men found little of the Rebel weapons cache. | was not at all surprised.
The Rebels had obviously been warned of our coming. One company broke open
60 barrels of flour and smashed the jail yard after two cannons were discovered.
Another found 500 musket balls and cartridges in one basement and decided to
burn them—and the house. They started a brisk fire with furniture as kindling as
an elderly couple pleaded with them to spare their dwelling. They should have
thought of that before they joined the Rebel cause. The fire threatened to spread.
Thick smoke curled into the morning sky.
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We officers were served an adequate, but uninspired, meal in lawn chairs on
the green while our men scoured the town. Major Pitcairn calmly stirred a brandy
and water with one finger as if he were on a pleasant picnic.

A messenger raced back from the North Bridge, requesting reinforcements.
Why would even a platoon of British regulars possibly need reinforcements
against this scum? “Just say ‘boo!” and they will run away like spineless chil-
dren,” | scoffed.

Still, Pitcairn was concerned enough to dispatch me and my company to re-
inforce Captain Walter Laurie’s efforts to secure the North Bridge while some of
his company searched nearby estates. | was tired and in no mood to stand watch
over a meaningless bridge while | could—and should—be lounging on the green
with the other officers.

Laurie’s men were agitated and nervous, watching a growing mob of 400 or
500 Rebels gather on a nearby hill. A rumor spread through the ranks that the Re-
bels were scalping captured soldiers. An air of danger hung over the bridge. A
grim determination to survive settled over the company. Each soldier had started
the day carrying 36 rounds. Now most wished they had brought twice that
number.

The Rebels advanced in well-organized columns. Laurie ordered a warning
volley from one platoon.

The Rebels continued unwaveringly to advance. Suddenly this encounter
felt completely different than our first two of the day. These men would not turn
tail and run at the first whine of musket balls. These men meant to fight.

We fired again, this time in deadly earnest. Two Rebels dropped. The rest
marched forward undeterred. On command, they paused to fire, their side of the
river erupting in a sheet of flame and smoke. Twelve of Laurie’s men dropped in-
stantly. One badly wounded private near me reached in terror for his head as if to
hold onto his scalp.

The Rebels rushed the bridge, keeping up a steady stream of fire as they ad-
vanced. It was clear that we must yield to this superior force. The men flew in dis-
graceful panic back to the safety of town, thankful to have their scalps still firmly
attached.

I lingered behind to shepherd three wounded soldiers in their retreat and to
see what the Rebels would do once they had the bridge.

As | had suspected, they stopped, afraid to advance into the teeth of the main
British force. The exchange on that bridge was an insignificant skirmish that the
Rebels later tried to make famous by calling it “the shot heard round the world.”
Rubbish. Nothing was there to be heard except a handful of cowardly traitors.

Colonel Smith hemmed and hawed for over an hour while we sat idle on the
Concord green. Scouts reported that new Rebel forces were gathering just be-
yond our reach. Finally Smith gave the command to march and we headed ea-
gerly back toward Boston. |, for one, had had more than enough of this dingy
town and this meaningless march.
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That five-hour march from Concord to Charlestown became pure hell and
nightmare torment. No one stood in line to oppose us as commanded by the rules
of warfare. Rather they hid and fired from behind every tree, stone wall, barn, and
farmhouse window. They fired from where we couldn’t see them and scampered
off like cowardly dogs before we could return fire.

The Americans seemed like phantoms, like ghosts appearing from thin air.
Most often they sprang up behind us, materializing on the road after we had
passed to fire and run. It was as if they came down from the clouds to shoot and
kill.

Always they refused to stand and fight a decent battle and give us a chance.
In rage and frustration as friends and comrades fell around them, our troops fired
at anything and everything just to have something to do other than march and die.
We were not fighting an organized Rebel army. We were attacked by the entire
countryside, as if even the trees, rivers, and flies were American allies.

Loot claimed in Concord was abandoned like parade rubbish beside the
crumpled bodies of our dead along the 16-mile march of torment. It was a horrid,
bloody, and unfair gauntlet. Our faces blackened from tearing open cartridges
with our teeth. Many were soon out of rounds and had to march defenseless
through the continuous Rebel fire. The lads went wild, attacking any house from
which a shot had been fired—burning, destroying, killing, lashing out in agony
and frustration.

Some officers—myself included—joined in several of these attacks, hoping
to skewer any living or dead Rebel on our swords. Once | led a charge into a road-
side farmhouse from which someone had fired on us. In an upstairs bedroom |
stabbed and killed an old, unarmed woman and realized with a dreadful shock
that | felt no regret or remorse. In fact | laughed and ordered the house burned to
the ground!

So terrible was that endless march that it had stripped away all my sense of
decency and honor. A British officer does not butcher unarmed, white-haired
women! And yet | did and was, at that moment, glad of it. Instantly, my honor as
an officer and a gentleman was destroyed; my name will forever be ruined. For
that, | have vowed to forever hate all Americans!

We staggered into the safety of Charlestown well after dark. Over a third of
our column was dead or wounded. All stared at the beckoning lights of Boston
with vacant, shell-shocked eyes. How could a simple raid have gone so terribly
wrong? How could we have guessed that the entire countryside would erupt
against us?

The echoes of this day will ring loud and clear in our minds for years. These
Americans will not get off lightly with a simple apology by diplomatic negotia-
tors after this day. They mupay. We will makethem pay ten times over for their
bitter efforts on this terrible April day.
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Aftermath

Little of physical or military significance happened on April 19. A few Patriot
supplies and a few houses were destroyed. The British sustained only several hundre
casualties, the Patriots less than 70.

Yet this one day changed everything. A war of words had become a war of bul-
lets. What had been a dispute became a war.

Furthermore, Americans had cracked the myth of British invincibility. An unor-
ganized mob had routed Britain’s finest. The first time a real call had gone out for
armed action against the British, great masses of the countryside had responded.

General Gage became much sterner in his ruling of Boston, but was terrified to
venture outside Boston. He adopted a siege mentality. Boston was his fort and the infi-
del hordes were gathering at the gates.

Boston, itself, changed. Whigs streamed out (if they stayed, the British would ar-
restthem) and Tories streamed in. Boston became a pro-British enclave surrounded by
American patriots.

Blood had been spilled on both sides. There was no turning back. Sam Adams ex-
claimed, “What a glorious morning this is!” The war he had schemed for was now on.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Who were the Minutemen? Where did they come from? Why were they called
“Minutemen?”

* Why were the battles (skirmishes, really) at Lexington and Concord impor-
tant?

* Why did the British feel that the Americans “cheated” during the battle along
the road back from Concord?

* What is a bayonet? A fife? A musket?

* Why did the British attack Concord? What were they after? What were the
Americans protecting?

2. Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
toresearch in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* The Patriots gathered quickly in force at Concord. Why didn’t the area Tory
militia units gather, too? What did the American Patriots have at the beginning
of the war that the Loyalist Americans did not posses? Does the existence of
organized Committees of Correspondence and Sons of Liberty in every col-
ony and in almost every major town and city figure into your answer?

* Richard Dawes first brought the news of British movement to Lexington. He
was a Son of Liberty and in Paul Revere’s group of message riders, the Me-
chanics. What can you find out about Richard Dawes? What did he do for a
living? Did he do anything later in the war?



26 \ 1773 Through 1775

* What was the French and Indian War? When, where, and why was it fought?

What was the outcome of that war? How did it affect relations between the Na-
tive American tribes and the British Colonists?

* Generals Gage and Howe were the British commanders at Boston. Researct

their military careers. Where else had they been stationed? What else had they
done? What did they do in the war after Boston was abandoned by the British
in April 1776?

3. Make It Real

Hold a class debate on the merit of the issues that started the Revolution. As a
class, list the major grievances that split the Colonists from England. Appoint
teams to prepare arguments on each side of each grievance. Use tangible evi
dence and facts to support each of your arguments. As a class, listen to eact
team argue the merit of each grievance, then vote on whether these issues wert
worth fighting a long and bloody war for.

Create a population profile of the American Colonies at the beginning of the
war. How many people lived in each colony? How many lived in cities? How
many were farmers? How many were white? How many were black? How
many of the blacks were slaves? How many were free blacks? How many peo-
ple owned land? How many were considered rich? How many were poor?
Make a chart that shows these demographics.

Draw a time line of the events that led up to the fighting at Lexington and Con-
cord. Start with the Boston Tea Party. Remember to include British actions
and plans and Tory actions as well as American patriotic actions and plans.

4. Points to Ponder

Why do you think we hear mostly about Paul Revere and not Billy Dawes, Dr.
Prescott, or the other six men (mostly from the Charlestown militia) who rode
warning routes that night? Why don’t we hear of the over 50 other volunteers
in the rest of the nation—including at least five girls—who rode similar warn-
ing routes whenever British forces went on the march? Why do you think we
don’t know the names of Captain Parker (Minuteman commander at Lexing-
ton) or Major Buttrick (who commanded the Patriots at Concord’s North
Bridge)? Does this show you something about how we learn history?

Did the Patriots “cheat” in their tactics during the British retreat from Concord
to Charlestown? Did they break the existing rules for the conduct of warfare?
Is that okay to do? Did the Patriots act in a cruel, inhumane, and excessively
brutal way? Today our armies conduct wars according to the Geneva Conven-
tion. Would it be okay to break those rules when it suited our purpose?
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The Battle of Bunker Hill,
June 17, 1775

British storm the
Breeds Hill fort

At a Glance

Following the battles of Lexington and Concord, farmers and millers, sailors and
shepherds, clerks and merchants all flooded toward Boston, forming a great ring of al-
most 10,000 citizen soldiers armed with muskets and clubs. For 10,000 soldiers there
should have been hundreds of trained officers. There existed only a half-dozen, and
those were instantly promoted to colonel and general rank. There was no pay, no estab
lished chain of command, no overall commanding general. These ordinary citizens
were there as volunteers to shout out their anger and resentment against a mother cou
try that seemed to have turned against her favorite son.

No war had been declared. Fighting had not yet erupted between Patriot and Loy-
alist. Armies had not marched across the fields in formal campaigns. This was a deadly
earnest scrap between the Patriot people of Massachusetts (supported by their neigr
boring New Englanders) and the British army, a scrap that would drag the rest of
America behind it.

Trapped in Boston were 5,000 British soldiers protected by the mighty guns of the
British fleet anchored in the harbor. Boston was a tadpole-shaped blob of land con-
nected to the mainland at its skinny tail at Boston Narrows. The British fortified and
heavily manned the narrows. That narrows controlled all land entry and exit from Bos-
ton. The guns of the British ships controlled all entry and exit by water.

27
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However, fortified artillery on the high ground north and south of Boston could
control the city. Those heights to the north, on Charlestown peninsula, were named
Bunker Hill (the taller of the two hills) and Breeds Hill (the hill closest to Boston).
General Gage realized full well the danger if rebels gained control of either set of hills
and aimed cannon from the heights down into Boston. He planned to send large expe-
ditions out to seize and fortify both hills.

Rebel spies heard of these plans and decided to quickly claim Bunker Hill before
the British could post troops there. This was a bold move for an unorganized mob.

Everyone knew the British would have to counter such a move, that they couldn’t
tolerate Patriots glaring down into their stronghold of Boston.

The two and one-half hours of fighting on Breeds Hill during the afternoon of Sat-
urday, June 17, 1775, were the bloodiest and most violent fighting of the entire Revo-
lutionary War. Massed American muskets created mighty sheets of flame when they
fired. The sloping grass was slippery with blood. The battle on Breeds Hill (later
named the Battle of Bunker Hill because Bunker Hill was higher) settled nothing and
proved only that the Americans—even as disorganized mobs—were willing and able
to stand and slug it out with the greatest army on Earth. It was a terrifying lesson for the
British.

Just imagine how terrifying those two and one-half hours would have been for a
12-year-old boy crouching in the American trenches. That is exactly what happened to
young Robert Ballard.

Meet Robert Ballard

Robert Ballard, the oldest of four children, was born in 1763 on a farm just out-
side Medford, Massachusetts. As of his twelfth birthday, he had lived, worked, and
played his whole life without ever traveling farther from home than the 3.5 miles into
the town of Medford. He lived in a sheltered, friendly, safe world.

Then he marched off to war with his father in June 1775 and his world turned up-
side town. After the Battle of Bunker Hill, Robert returned home and refused to join
any military unit or to participate in the war in any way. He was terrified of armies and
guns and, at age 18, moved west to central Pennsylvania, where he married and raise
six children on afarm, dying atthe age of 53in 1816. (He had refused to even allow the
War of 1812 to be discussed in his house and was heartbroken when two of his sons en
listed during that war, one of whom was killed in action.)
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Staring into the
Whites of Their

edford, Massachusetts, joined the local militia in March 1775. His 11-
year-old son, Robert, attended every militia meeting with his father and used
a rake to pretend to shoot when the militia scrounged enough powder and ball to
hold a firing drill. Robert strutted between house and barn each evening after
farm chores were done, shouting drill orders to himself as he marched.

James Ballard felt that, as a patriotic American, he was obligated to join the
militia and—if necessary—to fight for the Colonists’ rights. But he dreamed of a
quiet life on his farm. Robert dreamed of the glories of a soldier’s life, slashing
his way across the continent and around the world.

OnJune 10, 1775, a galloping courier delivered a letter to the Medford mili-
tia summoning them to march in great haste to the camp outside Cambridge, near
Boston. They were to join the Massachusetts regiment commanded by famed,
broad-shouldered Colonel Prescott, hero of the French and Indian War.

Robert trembled with excitement as his father packed kit, bedroll, musket,
powder, and lead balls. “I want to go with you, father.”

“No, son. There could be a scrap. Your place is at home.”
“But father. I’'m almost 12. | want to show that | can be a man—a soldier.”
“Army camp is no place for a boy.”

“There will be other boys. | can do work and help at camp. It will be good
training. Please, father.”

Mrs. Ballard sided with her son. “It will be for just a few days, James, and
the boy’s never seen a city. Besides—you’ll see—this will all simmer down right
quick. The British have always been reasonable and good to the Colonies.
They’ll correct their mistakes and we’ll be happy brothers again before mid-
summer. You'll see.”

James Ballard relented, and Robert swaggered proud as a newly appointed
general at the head of the line as the Medford militia shuffled along the dusty dirt
road toward Boston. The 80-man unit arrived hot and tired on the afternoon of
June 13. The helter-skelter Patriot camp sprawled for miles through meadows
and woods and buzzed with fighting fervor. In every direction, Robert faced clus-
ters of grim-faced men in the afternoon light eager to pick a brawl with the Red-
coats. But in hushed tones around flickering campfires at night, each man
admitted his secret terror at facing the pounding power, the training and experi-
ence of regular British army and navy units—the fiercest fighting force on Earth.

J/‘mes Ballard, a third-generation American farmer of Welsh decent living in
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At 6:00P.M.0on Friday, June 16, Colonel Prescott’s regiment was called out
for parade (assembly). Each man was to carry a blanket, whatever ammunition he
had, and one day’s rations. They heard prayers at 8:00 and, through dusky mists
of twilight, marched like gray ghosts down Cambridge neck onto Charlestown
peninsula, sandwiched between the Mystic River and the Charles River. The
lamps of Boston glowed from across the Charles. Having been warned to stay in
camp by his father, Robert Ballard and two other boys crept behind the regiment
like shadowy wraiths as they marched into history.

Connecticut’s aging General Israel Putnam (“Old Put") had been scouting
ahead and thundered back to meet the Massachusetts regiment as they toiled u
the hundred-foot-tall slope of Bunker Hill. “Shift to Breeds Hill'” he shouted.
“It's closer to Boston. From there we can shove our muzzles right down General
Gage’s redcoated gullet.”

Prescott shook his head. “Breeds Hill is lower and harder to defend.”

“We will not win this war thinking of defense, Colonel. | tell you, Breeds
Hillr”

At 10:30P.M. the regiment crossed the extra half-mile of dark and climbed
75-foot-high Breeds Hill. Officers feverishly laid out lines for the walls of a fort
through the inky blackness, shovels were dispensed, and Prescott ordered all tc
dig.

The Medford militia dug on the right side of Prescott’s dirt fort. Robert and
his friends crept into the trench on the far left side to take their turn with shovel
and pick.

Straight through the night the men toiled, hot, grimy, and caked with flying
dirt that turned to streaking mud in the trickles of their sweat. By first light it was
clear that they had the makings of a sturdy, if not fashionable, fort, 160 feet on a
side, with dirt walls eight feet high and two feet thick.

British lookouts on the warships in the harbor could now see what night had
hidden: the fresh-turned earth and gleaming shovels. Furiously digging Patriots
could also see what darkness had covered: a line of eight deadly British warships
in the Charles River. Before 6:0M. billows of red flashed and plumes of gray-
white smoke erupted from the first of the ships. Cannon balls whined overhead as
Prescott marched along the line, urging bone-weary and now terrified men to
“Dig! Dig as if your life depended on it!”

A banshee-screeching shell crashed into the earthen wall near Robert’s spot
in the line. The ground shook, the air roared, and dirt erupted all around him.
Robert cried out, dropped his shovel, and turned to run. Then he stopped. No one
else had even slowed the furious digging.

Ashamed of his fright—even though he believed they would all be slaugh-
tered by this rain of cannon-ball death—Robert threw himself into a frenzy of
digging as the rising sun shimmered over sparkling water and under a dome of
breathtakingly flawless blue sky.

Saturday, June 17 had begun.
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The navy bombardment continued all morning and was joined by shore bat-
teries on Copp’s Hill in Boston. Red-hot cannon balls spewed dirt over the dig-
gers when they hit. Although the British shells tore down the fort’s walls almost
as fast as diggers could rebuild them, they only struck and killed one man.

Throughout the morning Robert could see other units making the quick
march through Charlestown neck. A few joined the digging on Breeds Hill. Some
raced to fortify a fence and wall that angled from Breeds Hill down to the Mystic
River. But many units milled aimlessly near the base of Bunker Hill, either un-
sure of what to do or unwilling to venture nearer to the screaming bite of the Brit-
ish bombardment.

The diggers had grown frightfully parched and famished. No water had
been carried in and what little food was brought on the march had been gobbled
up during the night. Jugs of rum were passed through the thirsty ranks. Wanting
to look like his comrades, Robert sucked a great gulp. His throat erupted in fire as
hot as if struck by a cannon ball. He wheezed and gasped for breath. The man
who had handed him the jug laughed once and then turned back to his digging.

Thick throngs of spectators now lined every shore around Boston and
crowded onto each elevated spot. People clung to roofs, hung on church steeples,
and climbed the masts of ships tied to the wharves to watch this spectacular show.

At 12:30 a lookout down the line cried, “They’re coming!” Over 40 long
transport boats shoved off from Boston piers in neat precision, with 2,500 hard-
ened Redcoats sitting in orderly rows in them. Eight hundred oars flashed in the
sunlight and dipped in unison into the calm blue water of Boston Bay. Rank after
red rank off-loaded on the beach to form a sea of red coats and white breeches and
a forest of gleaming bayonets.

Robert’'s heart dropped. His imaginary picture of war had not included
back-breaking work and the terror of seeing endless rows of better-armed ene-
mies intent on his destruction.

Patriot couriers on horseback raced from point to point exchanging news
and battle plans, making requests, offering aid. But Robert noticed none of it. He
saw only the sea of dragon-fire red that was intent on killing every man in his fort.
He heard only the pounding drums and shrill English fifes. He stared at the rows
of snapping banners announcing that doom had arrived for the foolish rabble on
the hill.

Suddenly Robert felt like a helpless little boy snared in a deadly man’s
world. This was no game and he did not belong here.

“Dig!” growled the man next to Robert. Mechanically, he returned to his
shoveling as the hot sun beat down overhead, as cannon balls screeched past, and
as the terror of the pounding drums beat deep in his soul.

“Here they come!” cried a lookout, and the endless red lines, that unstoppa-
ble English war machine, a glittering host of red, white, gold, and steel, advanced
steadily up the unmowed grass of Breeds Hill to slaughter any fool who stood in
their path.

The ground vibrated with the tramping of their countless feet. The air was
shattered by the dreadful noise of their drums. With all the pomp and ceremony
of a royal wedding, death marched toward the rebel lines.
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Shovels were cast aside. Muskets were hurriedly loaded. A tense hush fell
over the freshly dug fort.

Patriot snipers using long-range Pennsylvania rifles fired volley upon vol-
ley into the red ranks from roofs and steeples in the village of Charlestown, nes-
tled at the side of Breeds Hill. Redcoats crumpled to the grass, but the
unstoppable red ranks rolled steadily forward, seeming to be no more bothered
by snipers than they would be by pesky flies.

Almost immediately the navy guns responded to the snipers. Exploding fire
shells and burning pitch rained down on Charlestown like meteors. In a blink the
entire town was engulfed in a billowing, thunderous volcano of flame. Houses
and churches collapsed in a screeching roar. Steeple bells clanged as they
bounced and rolled toward the bay. Smoke blackened the sky above Breeds Hill
like a death shroud. Women and children ran screaming from flaming homes to
seek shelter beyond the boundaries of the battle.

And still the scarlet ranks and pounding drums marched steadily up the hill
like a gathering wave.

With no musket, Robert clutched his shovel and pressed into the cool,
fresh-smelling dirt. Old Put galloped along the trench line of waiting volunteers
crying, “Hold your fire, lads! Don't fire 'til you see the whites of their eyes.”

An eerie silence fell on the hill as the distance closed between defenders and
Redcoats. Robert glanced over the dirt wall and saw a sea of deadly red and
gleaming steel.

One hundred feet separated the armies; then 70; then 50; then 30. Robert
could scarcely breathe, the tension lay so thick and heavy on him.

Someone yelled, “Fire!” Flame and smoke erupted from Patriot muskets.
The British ranks melted, their stiff lines disintegrating as if mowed down by a
heavenly scythe. A solid sheet of flame and a wall of raging musket balls ripped
across the open space as Patriot musketeers feverishly reloaded, pouring roun
after round into the grim sea of attackers.

The gleaming British ranks staggered and faltered. Their momentum turned
to liquid red flowing out to stain the grass. Like a spent wave, the British ranks
stumbled backward in retreat.

Cheers erupted all along the Patriot line. Hats were tossed in the air. Jeers
were shouted down the hill. “We beat 'em!” “We won!”

Robert opened his eyes and raised his head. “We won? They're gone?” A
euphoric wave of relief swept over him. A feeling of power and glory surged
through his body. He shouted, “We won! We won!”

“Wait. Here they come again,” called someone down the line. The red ranks
had reformed at the bottom of Breeds Hill. Again the drums pounded. Again the
rows of British cannon spit fire and screaming shells at the fort. The mighty red
war engine rewound for another push up the deadly slope.

“Reload!” cried Colonel Prescott. The man next to Robert muttered that he
was low on ammo. So was everyone else.
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Suddenly Colonel Prescott hauled Robert up by his collar and pointed to-
ward the milling units standing idle at the base and rear of Bunker Hill. “Boy, we
need reinforcements and more ammo! Get those units up here! Go!”

Robert tore like the wind across the ragged dirt of the fort and down the back
slope of Breeds Hill. Gasping for breath, he tumbled to a stop before a group of
over 100 men sitting in a huddled mass and frantically pointed toward the
smoke-shrouded summit. “Quick. Get to the fort.”

The men actually laughed. “Don’t order us about, boy. You're not our
commander.”

Robertwas stunned. “Bu. . butthey need you. The Redcoats are attacking.”
“We move when our commander tells us to.”

Tears of frustration welled into Robert’s eyes. “Well, where’s your
commander?”

His only answer was a series of indifferent shrugs. From group after group
the answer was the same. There they and their ammao sat, and there they would
stay.

Then Breeds Hill erupted in fire again. The thunder of a thousand muskets
tore through the air. Robert sped back up the slope, arriving just as a mighty cheer
roared down the Patriot line. “They're falling back again!” Hats flew. Flags were
waved from behind the fence and walls.

The dense sulfur smoke of gunpowder made Robert choke as he scrambled
back into his spot in the trench. He couldn’t make himself jump and cheer with
the others. He could see a dozen Patriots sprawled dead in the soft dirt. Many
more groaned with the agony of wounds as comrades offered aid. Two of the
dead were men Robert had spoken to earlier that day. One had shown him how to
hold his shovel so as to not get blisters. How could he cheer while they lay for-
ever still?

Then he gazed over the wall—and felt sick. The slope was littered with hun-
dreds of fallen Redcoats. Some tried to crawl. The screams of the wounded filled
the air. Most lay as crumpled lumps on the field. The trampled grass was coated
thick and slick with blood. So many dead who, an hour ago had laughed and chat-
ted with friends, who, an hour ago, had had wives and families. So many dead
who were now only memories.

Robert sank to his knees, gasping to catch his breath, head spinning with the
awful vision of that sloping field. At least the terrible fight was over and they
could go home. At least they had won.

“Here they come again!” cried several lookouts on the wall. Cries of
“Ammo! Ammo!” echoed up and down the line. “Who’s got ammo?” The man
next to Robert stared blankly at his empty musket. “How can | drive them off
without any powder cartridges and musket balls?”

Colonel Prescott snatched Robert up by the collar. “Where are the reinforce-
ments, boy? Where’'s the ammo?”

Tears flowed from Robert’s eyes. “They wouldn’t come, sir. | told them but
they wouldn’t come.”
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Prescott cursed and turned away. Then he breathed deep and sprang to th
top of the wall. “Hold back until they're right on top of us, lads. Make every shot
count!”

He jumped down just as British musket balls began to thud into the dirt wall
and to whine overhead. A farmer, turned volunteer soldier, sagged backward
with a surprised yelp when he edged up too high and a British musket ball
abruptly ended his life. Robert snatched the farmer’s loaded musket and cradled
it to his chest as he trembled in the trench.

“Steady, boys. . . Steady. . .”

Robert sneaked a peek and stared into the very face of the oncoming British.
Grim faces, red coats, and gleaming steel were upon them.

“Steady . . ."

They were no more than five long paces away, their faces as clear as the men
around him in the trench.

“Steady . ..”
“Fire!”

For athird time, a sheet of flame and musket ball exploded from the fort. For
a third time the British line staggered and faltered as a new crop of dead sprawled
to the ground.

But the wall of Patriot fire could not continue as before. As soon as it had
started, the Patriot fire dimmed from a ferocious roar to an occasional pop, and
then fell silent. Their ammo was gone.

The Redcoats charged. Men on both sides of Robert fell dead from a British
volley as the first wave stormed over the wall. Robert pointed his musket at the
surging red tide and squeezed the trigger. Fire and smoke belched from its mouth.
The musket recoiled, twisting out of Robert’'s hands. He screamed and fled,
sprinting like a jack rabbit away from the terror on Breeds Hill, one tiny dot in the
stream of fleeing Patriot defenders.

Back in camp that night, Robert could not stop trembling. All was in turmoil

and confusion. Some were disgusted because the battle could have been won i
reinforcements and ammo had moved forward instead of cowardly halting in the
rear. Some were elated because twice the mighty British army had been turned
back and because English dead numbered triple that of the Patriots. Almost half
of the British force had been killed or wounded. Some were disappointed that the
hill had been lost but proud to have stood so bravely and firmly against the best
army on Earth.

Robert Ballard couldn’t focus on philosophical debate. His head still
throbbed with the grizzly sights of the dead and with the terror of the final attack.
He searched for an hour for his father before learning that he had been killed de-
fending the fort. Robert stumbled into the bushes, dropped to his knees, and wept.
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Aftermath

Robert Ballard forever turned against war and refused to ever set foot near Bos-

ton. The British were badly frightened by the fighting on Breeds Hill. They had ex-
pected the untrained rabble to break and run on the first advance. It was terrifying to
learn that the American volunteers (who outnumbered the British army in Boston three
to one) would—and could—stand rock-solid and destroy a trained British force. Bun-
ker Hill made the British very cautious and fearful of American attack. General Gage
never again dared to venture outside of Boston.

Patriot forces were rousingly encouraged by the battle. They had fought and sur-

vived, and they hadn’t been routed or destroyed. This “success” led to the Canada Ex-
pedition of late 1775 and kept a steady stream of new recruits pouring in. Patriot forces
would never again feel totally terrified about facing British regulars.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

3.

* How did British forces differ from American Patriot forces at the beginning of
the war?

* What were the Patriots trying to do when they built a stronghold on Breeds Hill?

* Why could the Patriots claim to have won the Battle of Bunker Hill? Why
could the British claim victory?

Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* How many Patriots died during the Battle of Bunker Hill? How many were
wounded? How many British were killed? What percentage of each force was
killed or wounded? Compare these numbers with the losses at the battles of
Saratoga, Germantown, Monmouth, Cowpens, and Yorktown. Where were
the losses the greatest?

* Colonel Prescott of Massachusetts and General Israel Putman (Old Put) of
Connecticut commanded the Americans during the Battle of Bunker Hill.
Where did they come from? Find out the history of these two men. What mili-
tary service had they performed before the Revolution? What did they do dur-
ing the rest of the war?

* Robert Ballard was 12 and was allowed to be in the trenches during the Battle
of Bunker Hill. Did other children fight during the Revolution? Research
“children at war.” Have children always been allowed to fight during wars?
Are they allowed to fight in any other countries today?

Make It Real

* Draw a map of the Boston area, including Boston Harbor, Cambridge, Con-
cord and Lexington, and Charlestown peninsula. Include the location of
Breeds Hill and Bunker Hill. Draw the position of the American troops and the
movements of the British troops for the Battle of Bunker Hill.
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* The defenders at Breeds Hill felt the ground vibrate as the British regulars be-
gan to march up the hill toward them. How many marching feet does it take to
make the ground shake? Do some experiments at your school to find out. First
try making the ground shake in the school hallway. How many students have
to march (walk in perfect unison) down the hall to make the floor vibrate in an-
other part of the hall? Next try this experiment outside. How many marching
students does it take to make the ground vibrate 100 yards way? Does it matter
what kind of ground they march over? See if your local newspaper and televi-
sion stations will be interested in your experiments and your results.

* Imagine that you are a defender in the fort on Breeds Hill. Write a letter home
describing the sights, sounds, smells, and feel of the battle.

4. Points to Ponder

* Do you thinkiitis acceptable for one group to start an undeclared war that com-
mits everyone else in the society to join their fight? Why do you think 12,000
Patriot militiamen volunteered to gather around Boston without pay or bene-
fits of military service and protection?

* At Breeds Hill a disciplined, trained, uniformed military attacked a gathering
of civilians. Was this a wise thing for the British to do? Why or why not? What
else could the British have done? When do you think it is justifiable for a
group of civilians to rise up in arms against a legitimate ruler without creating
a formal army?



Cordial George

Washington Becomes America’s First
Commander-in-Chief, July 2, 1775

George Washington’s camp chest

At a Glance

After skirmishes at Lexington and Concord, an American “army” of 12,000 to
17,000 volunteers surrounded Boston. Patriotic spirit and righteous indignation bris-
tled from Maine to the Carolinas. Every member of the Virginia House of Burgesses
swore loyalty to the “Liberty or Death” motto. Even so, “liberty” for these politicians
still meant “liberty as part of the British empire.” They still assumed things would be
patched up with mother England.

In Philadelphia, the Second Continental Congress struggled to form a basic con-
sensus. Most delegates insisted that they had no aggressive intent but rather were ac
ing in a spirit of self-defense. Only a few radicals—like Sam Adams—called for total
independence.

How could Congress advance its cause with Britain while an unplanned, unau-
thorized army of citizens surrounded Boston, following their own, self-defined goals
and brand of military conduct? How could Congress claim to speak for the Colonies if
it couldn’t even control its own army?

Each militia unit elected its own officers, and troops took orders only when they
wanted to. They left for home when they needed to visit the family or had work to do.
There existed no central command, no supply system for any of the essentials of main-
taining an army.
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Even more worrisome for Congress, the army around Boston seemed determinec
to push the British into a real war. How could Congress sue for terms of continued
peace if an army using its name rampaged about killing British soldiers? Congress had
to find a way to take control of this military defense if America was ever to speak with
a unified national voice.

What Congress needed was a general to take command of the army. It had to be
someone with enough military experience so that the various state militias would ac-
cept his authority. It had to be someone that all 13 colonial legislatures and all 13 sets
of congressional delegates would accept and support. It had to be someone with
enough experience to quickly create a sense of order and discipline in the makeshift
army. It was a tall order. To fill it, Congress found quiet George Washington.

Meet George Washington

George Washington was born sixth of 10 children on a Virginia farm along the
Potomac Riverin 1731. His ancestors had owned and farmed the land since first arriv-
ing from England in 1657. The family added milling, iron works, and very successful
land trading to their basic farming, rising in wealth and social stature. By the time of
his father’'s death, when George was 11, he owned six sprawling farms. (Mt. Vernon
was one of these.)

George received little (if any) formal education, but showed a natural talent for
mathematics and became a surveyor by age 15. His mother had wanted him to join the
British navy, but was dissuaded when told that “an obscure colonial youth could ex-
pect no more at the hands of the British than a job as a common sailor.”

While working for the governor of Virginia to protect English claims along the
upper Ohio and Allegheny Rivers in 1754, Washington led a small unit in a successful
ambush of a French detachment. That one incident ignited the entire French and Indiar
War. During that war, Washington commanded several small militia units serving un-
der the British, but had little, if any, military success. During this period, however, he
lost all affection for the British army, blaming them for most of the problems and
losses that beset the Virginia militia.

After the French and Indian War, George married Martha, settled into plantation
life at Mt. Vernon, and became an innovative, progressive farmer. This bucolic life
was disrupted when Washington was elected as a Virginia delegate to the First Conti-
nental Congress. His rise to the level of American hero was set to begin.
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Cordial George

setts Infantry manning a flimsy series of fortifications on Cobble Hill near

Charlestown neck and the road past Bunker Hill to Charlestown. One hun-
dred fifty strong, the 8th was a tiny gang in the 10,000- to 15,000-man mob that
had streamed in a great arc around Boston after the Kkillings at Lexington and
Concord, to bottle up the British in the crowded city.

As evening on June 10 slid through muggy deep blues and grays, the regi-
ment lounged restlessly in camp back by Prospect Hill—as it had every evening
for the past five weeks—uwiith little to do and virtually no equipment and supplies
with which to do it. The eight-man watch for that night slouched behind the Cob-
ble Hill earthen walls, assigned to keep a wary eye on the back bay, on the British
fleet of ships, and for any sign of British troop movement by boat.

David Howe, a short, thick leather worker and shrewd Yankee trader,
scratched at his matted hair and then rubbed his back on a wood post to reach an
itch under his ragged shirt. “I haven’t had a change of shirt for three weeks. A
man could make a handsome shilling running a bath and laundry around this
place.”

Lieutenant Jabez Fitch, an old Indian campaigner who still used a flintlock
rifle and who sprouted great tufts of snow-white hair in the corners of his beard,
laughed. “Too much work, David. | joined 'cause this is the easy life. We sit out
here. The Redcoats sit in there, and no one has to do a bloody thing. Besides,
we’ve never been paid. So who's got any shillings to give you for your bath and
laundry?”

“Ten thousand men and not a scrap of decent food or material worth barter-
ing and trading far. . . ” Then Howe’s eyes brightened. “Say, how would a few
pulls on a rum jar interest you?”

Fitch nodded. There’ssomething the lads/ould scrape a few pence to-
gether for. But every rum bottle within 10 miles has been licked dry.”

“I know of a rum factory out by Wheaton. With you, an officer, to salute
fancy-like and give orders, we could slide past the guard posts and make it out
there and back with the goods in a day and a half and be rich by sunset.”

Again Fitch nodded. “Done. Let's go.”

Amos Farnsworth, a pious young corporal from Groton, Massachusetts,
said, “We're supposed to be on guard duty 'til relieved at dawn.”

The dawn of a sizzling day in June 1775 found the American 8th Massachu-
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David Howe eyed the serious young soldier. “Look, Amos. This army lacks
everything else—food, tents, blankets, pay, clothing. So why not lack a couple of
guards? Besides, you're still here and nothing is going to happen.”

“It's our duty. We're soldiers.”

“You do our duty, Amos. Half the regiment has already headed home for a
few days here and there to take care of business. Now it's my turn. Be a good lad
and watch my musket 'til | get back.”

Scrambling over the back wall of the small fort, Fitch and Howe met their
company commander making his evening rounds. “Leaving a guard post could
get you flogged!”

David Howe leaned close to the captain and grinned. “Now, Cap’n. Talk
like that might make a couple of the lads change their vote and then you won't be
the captain, just another stiff in the mud like us.”

Turning bright red, the captain blustered, “Wel. ah . . thatis, | was only
looking out for your best interest . . .Don’t be gone long. . .”

As Lieutenant Fitch and Private David Howe scampered into the night, Cap-
tain Mathews muttered, “This is no army. It's a filthy squalor and a bunch of
hoodlums out for a lark. What will we ever do if the British attack?”

On that same evening of June 10, John Adams, country lawyer and Massa-
chusetts delegate to the Continental Congress, huddled in the doorway of a Phila-
delphia tavern with Mr. Edmund Pendleton, a tall and stately plantation owner
and Virginia delegate, to escape the persistent light rain. Pendleton had to stoop
so that their heads could lean close and prevent passers-by from overhearing the
urgent tone in their whispered words.

“The army needs a general, someone who can take charge and make therr
into a true fighting force,” insisted Adams.

“I'm not sure we should even have an army. If we don’t have an army we
can’t have a war.”

“But we dohave an army. It's camped all around Boston.”

Pendleton’s voice began to rise. “That uncontrolled mob of New England-
ers you call an army will make negotiations with the King more difficult. Itis es-
sential that we stay part of the British Empire.”

Adams countered, “Maybe if King George thinks we have an army, it will
make negotiationsasier”

Adams reached out a hand to quiet Pendleton as two known Tories hurried
past, boots splashing on the wet street. Glancing up and down the street, Adams
hissed, “Think onit. We'll talk again.” And he disappeared into the dreary night.

Near midnight Adams hunched over a small table in the sitting room of his
boarding house with Robert Paine, another congressional delegate from New
England. “We’re not a government if we can’t control our own army.”
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Light blazed through the wide windows from glowing lamps. Paine seemed
mostly uninterested as he read a packet of correspondence that had arrived that
afternoon. “We have 30 companies of uniformed militia in Philadelphia. Isn’'t
that enough?”

“No. A country needs an army. We need a Continental Army that represents
all the colonies. And that army needs a commander-in-chief—a commander-in-
chiefCongressappoints if we are going to be the governing body of this new na-
tion.”

Paine’s eyebrows rose as he flopped the stack of letters into his lap and
leaned forward. “Commander-in-chief, you say? You mean to nominate John
Hancock?” (Hancock had been unanimously elected president of the Continental
Congress.) “I believe he wants the position.”

Adams recoiled. “Hancock? Egad, no.” He waved his hands as if to erase
Paine’s words from the air. “Hancock is a New Englander. It must be a southern
general to make the army seem like a Continental Army.” He paused, excitement
twinkling in his gray eyes. “I'm thinking of George Washington.”

“Washington?” Paine wrinkled up his face as if the word left a bad taste in
his mouth. “That quiet man from Virginia?”

“He had command experience during the French and Indian War.”
“Washington?!”

Adams reached out to pat Paine’s forearm as he said, “Just think on it. We’'ll
talk again tomorrow.”

Every conversation over the next two days went the same way.

“Washington? He lost three battles during the French and Indian War, and
he never won any.”

“Yes, but he has command experience.”

“Washington? He’s never been in charge of supplies, logistics, the
wounded, engineering, or artillery. He has never commanded groups larger than
100 men.”

“Yes, but hehascommanded men in a fight, and afterwards they called him
brave.”

“Washington? He never studied military strategy or tactics beyond wilder-
ness fighting.”

“Yes, but hedoeshave command experience and he was educated in Amer-
ica instead of England.”

“Washington? But what of Hancock? He has done more for the country. He
is the political leader. He wants the nomination. Shouldn’t we give it to him? Be-
sides, not even all the Virginia delegates will support Washington.”

“The commander-in-chighustbe a southerner because most of the army is
northern, and it must be someone with military experience.”

“Washington? He’s ambitious. Shouldn’'t we be afraid of an ambitious general?”
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“He’s also modest and sensible. Besides, we need that ambition to mold an
army and hold it together while we in Congress negotiate with Parliament to se-
cure our rights.”

Adams ended each conversation with a sigh and a “Just think on it. We'll
talk again tomorrow.” The skeptical looks he saw gave him little hope that he had
swayed many of those he spoke to even though he was convinced that Washing-
ton was the best man Congress could appoint to the position.

As the days of early June melted into memories, John Adams felt he could
waste no more time gathering support in secret conversations. He harbored a
deep foreboding—almost a premonition—that disaster would surely strike if the
army were not brought under proper control.

As Congress convened on that rainy, cool day, June 10, 1775, John Adams
rose to make his nomination. After explaining the importance of the position,
Adams said, “I have but one gentleman in mind. A gentleman already among
us whom you know well. . . A manwith skills as a leader and officer, independ-
ent fortune, excellent character . A man who catead all America to unite un-
der his cordial exertions. . The one man who cdead a grand American army.”

Sitting on his raised president’s dais (raised platform), John Hancock, as-
suming his fellow New Englander was referring to him, actually blushed as he
smiled broadly and nodded as if to adoring subjects.

Adams continued, “I nominate Mr. George Washington of Virginia.”

There were scattered murmurs of surprise. The uncommitted Virginia dele-
gates squirmed, feeling they couldn’t vote against a fellow Virginian, but not
sure they wanted to voter Washington. Hancock paled. His eyes widened in
shock and then hardened to a scowl.

Sam Adams quickly seconded the motion. Hancock openly glared at him,
appalled that a second fellow New Englander would stab him in the back. After a
stunned moment of silence, seemingly every delegate erupted into passionate
talk, except for tall, modest George Washington, who quietly slid out the door to
sit in an empty adjacent room.

Some still opposed the idea of declaring a national army at all. Some wanted
a New England general to lead this New England army. Some wanted more time
to consider other possible nominees. Hancock pounded his gavel for order and
postponed further discussion for one day.

On the next day Thomas Johnson of Maryland repeated the nomination,
Sam Adams again seconded, and others quickly called for a vote to avoid lengthy
debate. Yea’'s and nay’s were counted and recorded and, by a narrow mar-
gin—and to the dismay of Hancock and many other Congressmen—Washington
became the commander-in-chief of the fledgling American army.

Three weeks later, on July 2, 1775, Washington and a tiny general staff ar-
rived at Cambridge, Massachusetts, the army’s headquarters, during a rain storm
There were no parades. No bands played. A corporal on duty at headquarters
even wrote in the log that nothing of note happened that day.
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Washington couldn’t simply take over the reins of command. He had to first
create those reins. Each militia unit from each state followed its own commander,
who was free to do whatever he wanted. It took Washington eight days to collect
basic status reports that should have taken no more than two hours.

Washington was appalled by what he read and saw. The army was much
smaller than he had been told. Too many men had simply wandered back home
and left. Units often weren’t sure how many men they were supposed to have,
much less where they all were.

There was not one trained engineer in the entire army, no one who knew
how to properly build forts, roads, and redoubts. What fortifications there were,
were poorly made and were in the wrong places to repel British attacks. Neither
were there any trained artillery men or officers. The 28 cannons the army pos-
sessed were stacked near headquarters because no one knew how to fire them.
Worse, there wasn’t enough powder to supply the muskets, let alone the cannons.

The army was worse than undersupplied; it wasn'’t supplied at all. No one
was in charge of procuring food, clothes, tents, gunpowder, or other necessities.
Each unit scrounged on its own. Most men carried no more than three rounds of
ammo. Every yard of sail cloth within 30 miles had been turned into tents, but
still half the army slept in the open. There was no money with which to buy sup-
plies and no way to order or demand them.

Angry local citizens yelled at Washington about the filth and squalor in the
army camps, which could be smelled for miles; about the soldiers’ stealing and
trampling of lands and crops; about how the ragged-looking soldiers frightened
women and children. Washington called in his senior officers to discuss these
problems and found that his senior officers were consumed with petty squabbles
and that each senior officer felt he shouldn’t have to take orders from anyone.

New Yorkers distrusted Connecticut units and vice versa. Pennsylvania
units didn’'t want to work with those from Massachusetts. Worse, few of the sol-
diers respected officers and orders and would follow only those that they chose to
follow.

This was not an army; it was a mob. It was a disaster. Washington was
shocked. He had never dreamed conditions could be so bad. After one week in
Cambridge, Washington wrote to his wife, “Could | have foreseen what | have
experienced in the last week, no consideration on Earth would have induced me
to accept this command.”

“Is there anything this armgoeshave?” he asked one of his senior officers.
“Spirit, sir. The lads have plenty of spirit.”

What his army needed most was discipline. Washington fired several senior
officers. He issued strict general orders. He began to hold courts marshal for all
violators for any offense.
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David Howe, Lieutenant Jabez Fitch, and Amos Farnsworth were again on
guard duty for the 8th Massachusetts on the evening of July 20. Howe had grum-
bled continuously since arriving at their guard post. “Did you know | was almost
arrestedwicetoday? Some fancy-dressed major says, ‘Why don’t you have a de-
cent shirt on?’ So | says real smart like, ‘Because | forgot to bring my full ward-
robe from home. If you'd like I'll scamper home to fetch it.” And he says ‘20,000
new shirts arrived from Pennsylvania. Go to headquarters and get one.” So | hon-
estly and rightly says, ‘Sorry, major, but no shirt from Pennsylvania goes over
these Massachusetts shoulders,’ figuring that'll rightly explain the situation. But
he says ‘Get one or I'll have you arrested by noon! Now can you believe the likes
of that? What is this army coming to?”

Jabez Fitch laughed, “You'll look fine in one of them frilly Pennsylvania
shirts. What was the second time you were almost arrested?”

“Some Colonel orders me to take a bath. So | says, ‘I'd love to oblige ya’
colonel, but yesterday’s orders said we weren't allowed to swim nude in the river
anymore for fear of frightening sensitive local ladies.” So he says, ‘Don’t talk
back to officers and take that bath or you'll be in double trouble!””

Even serious Amos Farnsworth had to agree that it was no longer the same
army they had joined three months earlier. Howe rubbed his back against a post
and sighed as a knot scratched just the right spot. “You are exactly right, Amos.
This is not the army | joined. So I'm going home. | quit.”

“You can’t quit,” hissed Farnsworth. “You signed up to be a soldier.”
“There are too many orders for me. It's been good to know you, Amos.”

Fitch scratched his graying beard. “I'll go with you, David. These orders are
going to make this into a work, work, work army. Better to leave now while the
getting’s good.”

As the two crept from the trench to make their escape, they met Captain
Mathews. “Back in the trench both of you, or you'll be court marshaled for sure!”

“Now Cap’'n,” cooed David Howe. “Talk like that could get you unelected
as our captain.”

“Officers aren’t elected anymore. We're appointed. Talk back to one and
you’re court marshaled.”

“Says who?” demanded Howe.

“Says General Washington. And if you leave, you'll be hunted down and
brought back to face court marshal.”

“Says who?” repeated Howe.
“Says General Washington.”

“Says Washington. Says Washington. I'd like to say something to this
Washington.”

They heard the soft clomp of a horse’s hooves. A tall, stately man on a mag-
nificent white horse quietly passed. His face was serious and stern. Still, he radi-
ated confidence and authority. All three men turned and automatically saluted.

“That was him—Washington, | mean—wasn't it?” whispered Lieutenant
Fitch.
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“I never saluted nobody before,” groused Howe.

Back in their assigned trench for the night, Howe grumpily slumped onto a
log seat. “All right. Tomorrow I'll get my Pennsylvania shirt.”

“l guess it’s a brand new army,” agreed Lieutenant Fitch.
Both men sighed.

“| already miss the old one,” added Fitch.

The mob was beginning to act like an army.

Aftermath

In the spring of 1776, Washington proudly proclaimed that this same army contained
the finest troops in the world. Even the rowdy riflemen redeemed themselves. “A valuable
and brave body of nre. . .indeed a very useful corps,” Washington called them.

Even after thousands of desertions by those who didn’t want any part of Washing-
ton’s military discipline and order, Washington had 17,000 men he could count as sol-
diers in each morning’s muster in March 1776. He used the worthiness of this great
force representing the “United Colonies” to justify raising a new flag: 13 stripes (6 red,
7 white) with the crosses of St. Andrew and St. George in the upper left corner. Amer-
ica finally had both a real army and a real general.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Why did Congress want to elect a general for the volunteer army gathered
around Boston? Why did they pick Washington over Hancock?

* Did everyone in Congress and the colonial legislatures want to elect Washing-
ton? How did he get elected to the position of General of the Army?

* How did Washington establish order and discipline in the army around Bos-
ton? Why did he have to create a sense of order and discipline there?

 After he had spent several weeks with his new “army,” Washington wrote his
wife that he would have refused the post if he had known the real state of af-
fairs. Why did he say that? What conditions did he find that were worse than
he had been led to believe?

2. Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Many myths and legends have grown up around George Washington. See how
many you can find. Why do you think so many fictional stories have been cre-
ated about this man?

* What is the real history of George Washington? What jobs did he have? How
did his family become wealthy land owners? What did he do before the Revo-
lutionary War began?
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* What was the Continental Congress? When was it first formed? Why? By
whom? How many Continental Congresses were there? What did they do?

* John Hancock was a most important figure in the Continental Congress. What
did he do before the war? Why and how was he elected president of the Con-
gress? What did he do after the war? What signature is he most famous for?

* Two Adamses were in Congress, cousins John and Sam, both from Massachu-
setts. Research these two important men. What contribution to the Revolution
did each make? What did they do before the Revolution and after it?

* Many soldiers deserted (ran away from the army) during the winter of 1775 to
1776. Did Washington’s army suffer from desertions every winter?

3. Make It Real

* In the 1700s few people ever traveled more than 25 miles from their homes
during their entire lives. How far from home have you been? As a class, make
a list of how far each student in the class has been from home. Why do you
think travel was so difficult then and is so easy now?

The Patriot army around Boston was made up of small, independent units, re-
sponsible only to their individual colonial legislatures. There was no overall
army commander. Units didn’t have to cooperate with each other if they didn’t
want to. What would that situation be like? You can actually imagine some-
thing very close to it at your school with the following exercise:

Each class at your school follows the lead and direction of its teacher. If
there were no principal, teachers could do whatever they wanted. How would
the various classes decide who goes to lunch when, who gets physical educa-
tion when, or when each class gets a turn to use the library? How would
school-wide decisions be made? Would tleserbe made, or would each
class act independently? Interview several teachers and the principal and then
conduct a class discussion to envision how the school would work if there
were no central administration at all. Then write individual essays describing
what your school would be like without any administrators (army command-
ers). How closely do you think that situation would match that of the Patriot
army around Boston in mid-1775?

4. Points to Ponder

e Was Washington a good general? He lost almost all the battles he
fought—even the ones he was supposed to win. His army almost starved every
winter. He couldn’t even get enough shoes to cover his men'’s feet. In the win-
ter of 1780-1781 many of his officers and units mutinied against his leader-
ship. Hold a class debate on Washington’s ability as a general. Have teams
research each side of the question.

* Why is Washington considered the American hero of the Revolutionary War?
Did he accomplish all that Congress asked him to do? How? Were congres-
sional requests unreasonable or sometimes even impossible?

* What motivated ordinary people to volunteer to join the Continental Army

during the Revolutionary War? What made men stay in the army even though
they weren'’t paid and often had no way to support their families back home?
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At a Glance

The American Colonies were settled primarily by people from England. They
were created by England. They had always been a part of EnglandwEtmtgdto be
English and couldn’t imagine being Dutch, French, or—God forbid—Spanish. They
had fought side-by-side with England and supported English troops. Americans
cheered English soldiers during the French and Indian War. The Colonists swelled
with pride when that war was won and the western territories were swept clear of
French influence and made safe for the English Colonists to continue their westward
march and domination of the continent unimpeded.

That was 1765.

Then the Stamp Act sent a tremor of doubt through the Colonies. They protested.
The vile act was repealed, seeming to reaffirm their faith in, and love of, the English
and the English system. At the end of the 1760s Americans felt even more English than
before. Everyone bought British goods. Everyone of significance was sent to England
for an education. American merchants traded exclusively with English merchants.
American farmers and plantation owners sold their produce exclusively to England.

But as Britain peered with a sharper eye at its need for income and at these Colo-
nies that were a net financial loss rather than a profit center, the relationship began to
change—slowly. Members of Parliament began to resent the freedoms of the Colonies
and to feel that it was England’s right and duty to make the Colonists pay for their
privileges. The Colonists began to see Parliament as a cruel master trying to suck then
dry of all their enterprise and independence.

47
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Still, such a great change of attitude happens slowly. In 1774 Benjamin Franklin
said, “No man, drunk or sober, is thinking of separating from Great Britain.” But in
truth, a great number of Colonists by that yaarethinking very hard about how to
protect their independence and their rights while still being part of the British Empire,
and a small, active group of men was actively maneuvering the Colonies toward total
independence. The average citizen felt the change of attitude very slowly, grudgingly,
and reluctantly.

In 1770, British officers like Lieutenant Montgomery Loftsly were heroes in Bos-
ton and in great social demand. By 1775 even children sneered when he walked past
No one could remember exactly how those attitudes had changed so drastically. They
just knew that they had.

Meet Lieutenant Montgomery Loftsly

Born near Dover, England, in early 1751, Montgomery Loftsly, at age 26 (1776)
rose to the rank of captain and division adjutant for one of the divisions under General
Howe. He had previously been a favorite of General Gage in Boston and, before Gage
took over command of the Boston military, of Governor Hutchinson.

Both of Loftsly’s grandfathers reached the rank of colonel. He was named for one
of them. His father, a prosperous London merchant, never entered military service.
Loftsly was expected to rise quickly through the ranks even though he was slight and
non-athletic. Eager to make a name for himself, Loftsly volunteered for service in
America and fell in love with Boston.

Thatwas 1771. By 1775, Loftsly felt dumbfounded and betrayed by the Colonists
who had so viciously turned against England. Loftsly fought well and bravely during
the battles of Long Island and White Plains before he was fatally wounded during the
British assault on Fort Washington in November 1776.

Loftsly wrote regular, lengthy letters to several family members and to several
British political figures he knew. Many of these people saved Loftsly’s letters. A
number were later published, in five different books that included first-hand documen-
tation of British and Tory activity during the Revolutionary War. The letters Loftsly
wrote to his uncle, which are quoted in this story, are from Balderston and Simett,
Lost War: Letters from British Officers during the American Revolufidaw York:
Horizon Press, 1979).
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Friend to Foe

n the breezy afternoon of September 24, 1771, Lieutenant Montgomery
OLoftst arrived in Boston as part of a small military detachment to serve

under the colonial governor to protect His Majesty’s Massachusetts col-
ony. He was greeted by cheers as he marched stiffly down the gangplank of the
Frigate,Bristol, onto Griffin’s Wharf. The early fall air of Boston seemed alive
with the smells of the sea, fish, chimney smoke, and busy industry. It vibrated
with the sounds of ships and ropes creaking, gulls screeching for a handout, the
clatter of feet and hooves on cobblestones, and eager voices engaged in bustling
trade. Maples and elms offered an early display of brilliant colors seemingly just
to please the newly arrived officer. Lieutenant Loftsly instantly declared Boston
“as fair and pleasant a port as ever | had entered.”

Loftsly, only 21, volunteered for service in the American Colonies. He was
neither athletic nor a fierce fighter (nor, as he discovered on the five-week voy-
age across the Atlantic, was his stomach compatible with ocean travel), but he
was sure he possessed the aristocratic bearing to make a fine officer. His family,
as was common, had bought his commission as an infantry officer for him.

A splendid reception was held for him at Governor Hutchinson’s house, the
ballroom ablaze with glowing candles. City and colony leaders shook his hand. For
one week, Loftsly slept on board tBeistol. Then he was quartered with a courte-
ous family on Hanover Street, James and Sarah Thatcher. It was common for Brit-
ain to require that local families house and feed officers stationed in her colonies.

The Thatchers felt it an honor to host a dashing British infantry officer. It gave
them an excuse to host parties and took them up a peg on the Boston social ladder.
Thatcher owned a warehouse and half-interest in a cooperage on Fish Street. The
couple had no children but had a live-in, permanently smiling housekeeper, Mrs.
Potters, the wife of a sailor on a whaling ship out just over four months.

Loftsly quickly settled into leisurely colonial life. After performing minor
duties for the colonial governor each morning, he had seemingly endless hours in
which to socialize, eat, sip tea in public houses during afternoon talks of weather,
social, and local matters, and swig ale and American rum (which he truly en-
joyed) in the evenings at taverns where the talk turned political.

By December, Loftsly had become a welcome, cash-paying regular at the
Green Dragon and the Golden Crown. He bought more than his share of rounds
of rum and loved leisurely chats with these friendly, loyal, straightforward Colo-
nists. He enjoyed every slap on the back by a jovial local in thanks for the rum he
provided. Wandering home, he glowed in the happy memory of the evening’s
laughter.
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Luckily, Loftsly came from a moneyed family and so didn’t have to sur-
vive on the meager lieutenant’s pay alone. It was worse for the common sol-
diers, who earned only two pence a day and had to take second jobs to meet
their basic expenses.

By the time the first hints of spring buds crept onto tree limbs in 1772, Loft-
sly had forgotten that there had ever been any other life than this. In the mornings
Mrs. Potters baked delicious rolls. She drank American coffee to honor the boy-
cott on British goods; Loftsly sipped tea and they talked for an hour or more in the
Thatchers’ kitchen. Then Loftsly spent several hours cramming himself into his
uniform. As an officer, his uniform was expected to be always picture perfect, yet
it was tiresomely uncomfortable. Regulations required that his hair be worn in
clubbed pigtails, which were difficult and time consuming to create and pulled at
his scalp. Were he not an officer, and thus expected to set a example, he would
have ripped them out and happily scratched his scalp for hours on end.

Properly dressed, Loftsly checked in at the governor’s office and held in-
spection at the military barracks for the 50-plus troops assigned to the governor’s
office. A good officer, Loftsly insisted that the men maintain a perfect appearance.
All infractions were immediately punished, not because Loftsly thought appear-
ance was that important, but because discipline was all-important. Discipline was
the key to British success. If the men were allowed to grow leoniearea, they
would surely grow lax ireveryarea. And that could not be allowed to happen.

After inspection, Loftsly picked a tea house for a leisurely lunch, even
though these establishments no longer served tea. Certainly the juvenile, misdi-
rected boycott against British goods (especially tea) was senseless and irksome
Coffee was a disgusting abomination of a liquid, fit only to terrorize demons and
witches. Still, Loftsly tried to avoid creating friction by quietly drinking his teain
private instead of touting the superiority of British wares. The Colonists were
slitting their own throats with this foolishness. What irritated Loftsly most was
that they seemed to blame Parliament for their own decision to ruin their lives by
not using superior British goods.

The afternoons became Loftsly’s favorite time of day. He met with Rebecca
and Jeremiah Thompson, two neighbor children. The Thompsons lived around
the corner on Sudbury Street. Jeremiah was five, Rebecca was seven. Loftsly was
happily teaching them world geography and how to read. Rebecca was exceed-
ingly bright and learned quickly. Jeremiah would rather play, and thought read-
ing and letters a silly waste of time. Loftsly delighted in their giggles, how they
fawned over his uniform, and how Jeremiah loved to wear his hat, which flopped
down almost to his shoulders while he pretended to be a British officer.

Loftsly also delighted in how the children peered out the window, waiting
for him to cross the intersection and how they hung on his every word. Rebecca
begged for stories of adventures in far-off lands and for detailed descriptions of
Loftsly’s home in a country town south of London.

Jeremiah loved to fish, and he and Loftsly found a secret fishing spot at the
far end of the Mill Dam separating Mill Pond from the back bay. Loftsly de-
lighted in Jeremiah’s concentration when he flung his baited hook into the dark
waters and the eagerness with which he reeled it in.
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By summer Loftsly felt like a doting uncle and saved two months’ pay to
buy Rebecca a rocking horse for her eighth birthday. He felt more proud that he
was the only non-family member invited to this party than he had been when his
unit passed inspection with no demerits or whippings. He was overjoyed when
Rebecca announced that the rocking horse was her favorite birthday gift.

True, the brightly painted rocking horse raised some murmurs of resentment
from the Thompsons. There was a growing undercurrent of anger spreading
among the Colonists. For some inexplicable reason, they blamed England for
their lack of money. Of course the charge was totally unfounded. Life in America
was too easy to develop ambition and a hard-nosed work ethic. That was the
problem. These Colonists were a pleasant people, but soft and not particularly in-
telligent. It could never be expected that they would rise out of the lower classes
of any civilized society.

During ableak February in 1773, Lieutenant Loftsly sat alone musing over a
cup of tea (which the owner of the Blue Swallow had almost refused to serve)
about how the Colonists were poisoning their own lives. It was the work of those
evil Sons of Liberty, whispering their slanderous lies everywhere. They and the
shadowy group called “the Mechanics” were creating all the problems.

“Not so shadowy,” chuckled Loftsly. The governor had a file on Paul Re-
vere and the other known members of this supposedly secret gang. But somehow
it didn't matter that they had incriminating evidence. Rumors carried more
weight than evidence in this new, suspicious Boston.

Almost overnight, Boston had become a town driven by rumors and shad-
owy half-truths. Such whispered beasts seemed to come alive and creep down the
darkened night streets into every house, ear, heart, and mind. Like a sorcerer’s
poison, the unending rumors seemed to have turned friendly smiles to stone.

Loftsly couldn’t go to the Green Dragon any more. The same patrons who
had eagerly lapped up the rounds he had hosted last year now sneered, turned a
cold shoulder when he stepped inside the door, and seemed to resent his very
existence. Whispers followed him down the street. Pairs of the Sons of Lib-
erty shadowed his movements. Loftsly was suddenly excluded from even so-
cial conversation.

The practice of shoulder banging had begun. Ordinary citizens would
smack shoulders with soldiers as they passed each other on the street, pretending
it was an accident, but really conveying their new-found scorn for everything
British. Were these the same Colonists who had greeted Loftsly with cheers 18
short months earlier? Anger seemed to seep up from the streets and permeate
every heart.

Lieutenant Loftsly shrugged off the change until Mr. Thompson requested
that he no longer visit the children. Thompson was polite about it and claimed it
was nothing personal but rather just a sign of the times. Bua#personal, as
personal as a broken heart can be. Loftsly still hoped to bump into the children on
the street. But the streets of Boston had lost their cheery, welcoming bustle and
were no longer a place for a British soldier to linger.
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Loftsly sat with Mrs. Potters over cinnamon rolls one morning in August. “l have
done nothing to these people. The Governor has done nothing. The soldiers have don
nothing. And yet the smiles are gone, replaced by sneers and angry glares.”

“Doyou support Parliament?” asked Mrs. Potters, munching a fragrant roll.
“Certainly. Parliament passes the legal and legitimate laws of the empire.”
“Do you support the King?”

“Of course. | am the King’s servant.”

“Then you have done quite enough to deserve the scorn of every Bosto-
nian,” concluded Mrs. Potters, slurping her American coffee.

Loftsly poured out his frustration to Governor Hutchinson. “Nothing has
physically changed, and yet everything in this city has changed for the worse.”

“We know who'’s behind it,” answered Hutchinson, wearily rubbing his
forehead. “Sam Adams and John Hancock. They are fanning a bitter flame of re-
sentment all across New England.”

“Arrest them!”

Hutchinson shrugged helplessly. “We are ordered to avoid confrontation.
And believe me, Lieutenant, arresting those two would create a bigger confronta-
tion than your troops could handle.”

It was understandable that Hancock would be part of this movement. He
was a businessman and his business was being hurt by the boycott and by the cur
rent set of taxes—even though they were fair and just. Of cdwseuld look
for some way to improve his advantage in the marketplace.

“But Adams,” continued Lieutenant Loftsly. “He scares me. He’s a wild radi-
cal with nothing to lose. He’s willing to gamble everything for his wild ideas.”

On the lonely night walk back to the Thatchers’ house, where he now felt
about as welcome as the pox, Loftsly groused that resentment seemed to be mor
common (and more bitter) than disgusting American coffee. The clatter of two
pairs of hobnailed boots followed him down the street as the Sons of Liberty
spies who had been assigned to tail him flitted through the shadows.

Loftsly muttered, “These Colonists are making my life miserable. And yet, |
still feel that, if | were to strike an American, | would wound a brother.” He
turned and said loudly to the shadows following behind him, “Can’t you under-
stand that?”

There was no reply other than the soft clicking of hobnail boots on the
cobblestones.

In a letter to his uncle, Loftsly wrote, “| fear that the radicals are looking
only for an excuse for a fight, for pointless war. | fear that they have picked the
tea as the focal point of their lies and propaganda. If cooler heads do not prevail,
Adams will surely turn tea into a nasty business.”

Two months later the Boston Tea Party galvanized anti-British sentiment
across the continent. Throughout 1774 Boston slowly polarized into armed
camps, Loyalist and Patriot. The gulf between them grew too wide for words to
bridge. Lieutenant Loftsly again wrote to his uncle:
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| feel like a foreigner in my own rooms. The world is now
ruled by spies and their rumors—rumors of what we are
about to do, of what the rebels are about to do. The rumors
lead to division, to distrust, to hate.

| am treated like an evil invader instead of noble protector. The
rabble and scum on the street show no respect for uniform, rank
or crown. These dogs need to be taught a lesson. More troops
are arriving soon and we shall shut the port. That is a small pit-
tance of what wshoulddo to these vile Sons of Liberty.

Virtually all soldiers have lost local jobs and live in abject
poverty. They grow resentful, bitter, and angry. Soon they
shall want to take out their aggressions on someone, and |
fear for the safety of all.

Shoulder banging and taunts had become daily occurrences. Loftsly rarely
ventured out except on official business. He regularly ate and drank alone, locked
in his own rooms.

Daily it grew harder for him to control his troops. They yearned for permis-
sion to knock the Sons of Liberty about and let their blood show them the folly of
their rebellious ways. Daily Loftsly wavered. He yearned to look the other way
and allow his soldiers to attack. He agreed with his troops that these nasty Bosto-
nians had invented resentment and hatred all on their own. They had grown mean
and no longer listened to reason. Some evil gripped their minds. Best to knock it
out of them with the butt of a musket.

Only the firm, steady hand of Governor Hutchinson held Loftsly and his
troops in check.

One afternoon in September 1774, Jeremiah passed Loftsly on the streetand
spit at him. Eight years old and he spit! His face was filled with rage and scorn
that he could not possibly understand. Loftsly yelled, “I taught you to juggle and
to fish. You held my hand as we walked to our secret fishing spot.”

Jeremiah curled his lips back like an angry dog and then spit again as if he
could see only Loftsly’s uniform and had forgotten there was a person inside.

Rebecca was with him. Loftsly smiled and reached out to her. “Hello, Rebecca.
How have you been?” She glared hard and cold and tried to shoulder bang him.

“Rebecca!” he cried. “I taught you to read. | went to your birthday. You
called me uncle!”

She sneered and looked at him as if he were a demon. Loftsly numbly stum-
bled home, feeling as if he had been stabbed in the back, and that love and kind-
ness were no longer possible in that cursed place.

Loftsly wrote to his uncle:

There is a foul poison that has settled over these people as if
by a sorcerer’s spell. Sam Adams is, | am convinced, the
name of the evil sorcerer. General Gage’s sources have just
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learned that Mrs. Potters, the Thatchers’ house keeper, has
been spying on me for the Sons of Liberty for over ayear! |
helped her with wash and carried fire wood for her. | glee-
fully ate even her most burned biscuits and rolls, and this is
the thanks | get!

These are evil times and this has become an evil colony. They
are nothing without British protection and rule. They need us,
but they have abused and taken advantage of us. They have
consistently refused to support the Empire that shelters and
civilizes them and pay their fair share. And yet they actas if,
personally, was the source of all their misery, as if | had per-
sonally insulted each of them by my mere existence.

| hate this asgnment and cannot wait to leave.

By April 1775 the smoldering fire had erupted into the flames of musket ex-
plosions and a thousand army campfires that shone bright and hot each night until
they paled with the growing dawn. And now it was war. Boston was an armed
camp, surrounded by a hostile army.

Lieutenant Loftsly commanded one section of the evening watch on the for-
tifications guarding Boston neck. Standing next to Major Pitcairn, he glared
across the earth and log ramparts at the shadowy figures that huddled around the
flickering light of the fires.

“| despise their twisted, sneaky, underhanded ways.”
“They are just simple-minded, misguided farmers,” answered Pitcairn.
“They are evil, devious, cowardly, and loathsome.”

Pitcairn shook his head. In the brisk night air he could see his own breath.
“Capture a dozen of the leaders and the rest will simply go back home to their
farms. It is only Adams, Hancock, and the like we need worry about.”

Loftsly pointed an angry finger across the no-man’s land between the ar-
mies. “No! They arall the enemy. Their spits, slurs, and bangs have earned them
the title of traitor and enemy. | want to conquer and, if necessary, kill them all.”

“Soften your anger, Loftsly,” cautioned Pitcairn. “A commander must lead
by cool logic, not by passion.”

That night Loftsly wrote:

Passion is all | have left—passion to revenge these spiteful
traitors for filling me with anger and hate. We arrest Whigs
at the drop of a hat. | care not anymore if they are guilty or
innocent so long as they rot in jail. Our animals are starving
in the midst of the world’s most powerful army in the midst
of the most plentiful country on Earth. It infuriates me and
confirms what cold-hearted cowards these Americans are.
How did the happy Boston of three years ago disappear?
Where did it go?
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| saw Rebecca Thompson on the street yesterday and yelled
at her to explain where she was going. Two soldiers cornered
and threatened her. | laughed and felt no remorse as a look of
fear and dread spread across her face. Then | turned away and
wept for the friendships and pleasures that have been destroyed
by this cruel and unexplainable hatred of the Americans. Re-
becca is hard and cold. | saw none of the excitement, wonder,
and eager joy that used to spill out from her countenance. | am
equally hard and cold. Is there no way to stop this neadf

The hungry drums of war could not, would not, be silenced. Lieutenant
Loftsly was killed in November 1776, during the attack to conquer Ft. Washin
ton in New York.

Aftermath

The polarization of the New England community surrounding Boston between
1771 and 1775 became a model for how the entire country would fracture between
1773 and 1778. Although anti-British sentiment peaked early in and around Boston,
the bitter and often brutal conflicts between Patriot and Tory factions did not develop
there as they did in many other parts of the country. After the British forces evacuated
Boston in March 1776, that original hotbed of revolutionary fervor remained surpris-
ingly quiet and peaceful throughout the remainder of the war. Boston was the spark
that lit the fires of war, but the war itself burned elsewhere in the Colonies. Boston re-
mained uneventful—even peaceful—during the long Revolutionary War.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* What is a frigate? Is a frigate different from a schooner or a navy ship-of-the-
line?

* Who was Governor Hutchinson? What power did he have? What did colonial
governors do? Did every Colony have a British governor?

* Why did British soldiers have to dress so neatly and perfectly every day? Why
were officers so concerned with how their troops looked?

* Why were British officers popular social figures in 1770? Why were they so
despised five years later?

2. Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of

this book will help you get started.

* Research the British military hierarchy in the 1700s. What were the enlisted
ranks? Did soldiers volunteer, or were they drafted? What were the officer
ranks? How did someone become an officer? How did an officer advance in
rank? How many soldiers and officers were there in the British army?
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* |dentify another British officer who kept a journal that has been published or who
wrote extensive letters back to Britain tlve¢re saved and later published. Re-
search his experiences and compare them with those of Lieutenant Loftsly.

* Research Boston at the beginning of the Revolutionary War. What was life
like? What kinds of jobs and industry existed in Boston in 1775? How many
and what kind of people lived there? What did they do? How many were edu-
cated? Were there restaurants? Did most people eat out a lot? What did they dc
for fun?

3. Make It Real

¢ |t took a minimum of three months for a letter to cross the Atlantic Ocean to
London and for the reply to return to America. Think back over the past three
months and make a chart of things that have happened to you during those
months. Have any of your feelings or attitudes changed? Are the questions you
asked three months ago still the mostimportant to you now? Does this exercise
help you to understand how difficult it was for the British commanders in
America to make requests of Parliament and to follow their orders?

* Often the Colonists had no more than rumors on which to base their decisions
about other people. Why are rumors so powerful and believable? Start a rumor
at school and see how fast it spreads through the whole school. What kind of
rumor will you start? Rumors can be malicious and damaging. Make sure you
choose a rumor that won't hurt anyone. As suggestions, start a rumor that
Christmas break will be three days longer (or shorter) than originally sched-
uled, or that a favorite movie star will visit the school. Avoid rumors that in-
volve anyone in the school community or their families.

How will you make sure that other students believe your rumor? Chart how
far and fast the rumor spreads. What keeps it alive? What destroys the rumor?

* Keep ajournal. Write in it every day about your feelings, friends, and family.
At the end of three months, read it and notice any changes that have occurred
over that short period.

* Find out how much of the world was under British control in 1770. Make a
map of each continent and color areas under British control red. Where else
besides America were British officers likely to be stationed?

4. Points to Ponder

* Have you ever had a friend who, over time, changed into an enemy? Why did
it happen? How? Whose fault was it? Can you imagine this happening to
whole groups of people as it did during the years preceding the Revolutionary
War? What role do you think a lack of communication between groups plays
in creating the alienation and mistrust that dissolve the bonds of friendship?

* Why do you think communication between the Colonies and London was so
poor? Why was it so difficult for the British in America to get clear directions
from London?

* Why was Boston such a hotbed of revolutionary fervor at the beginning of the
war? Why did conflict erupt there instead of in the south or in the mid-Atlantic
states?



at a
Glance

Drums of Glory; Face of Disaster

The year 1776 began on a thrilling crescendo for the Patriots. America had risen
up against the tyrant Britain. Although the invasion force in Canada was faltering, dis-
ease was at fault more than battle losses. Patriots throughout the full length of the Colo-
nies heard the stirring beat of the drums of liberty, and the ranks of Patriot militia and
army swelled. Washington had the British penned up in Boston. Congress was trying
to organize a country. Thomas Pain€smmon Sendead been published and stirred
the blood of every continental soul. In the south, Redcoats and Loyalists were soundly
defeated at Moore’s Creek Bridge.

Finally, in March British General Howe gave up on Boston and evacuated. It
seemed that the Patriot cause was destined for an easy and swift victory. This feeling
was confirmed when the British attack on Charleston was repulsed in June. America
felt invincible, even though the invasion of Canada had failed and the survivors had
limped home in defeat.

Totop it all off, Congress passed a Declaration of Independence. It felt like a time
to celebrate.

Then the war began in earnest. British forces gathered 30,000 strong in New York
harbor. The Battle of Long Island (August) was a complete disaster; American forces
were routed. Suddenly Washington’s army seemed to dissolve. They lost Manhattan
and battles at Harlem Heights and White Plains. The supposedly unconquerable twin
forts along the Hudson River, Forts Washington and Lee, both fell. Washington’s rag-
tag rabble seemed to sprint in retreat across New Jersey to hide from the unstoppabl
British.
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America reeled in shock. What had seemed to be certain triumph in early August
appeared to be disastrous defeat four short months later.

In mid-December Thomas Paine wrdienerican Crisis (“These are the times
that try men’s souls. . .”) Everyone grimly nodded and muttered, “You've got that
right!” The fire had left the revolutionary spirit of the country, the wind had dropped
from her sails. It was a desperate time when the Revolution hung by the thinnest of
threads. A victory—any victory—was needed to rally the hopes of soldiers and the
support of the people.

Washington, to his great credit, found just such a triumphant note to play when he
attacked Trenton the day after Christmas and Princeton six days later. The roller
coaster year of 1776 closed with a ray of hope.

Key Events in 1776

Date Event

January 1 .....ccoooeevevviviinnnnn. British Lord Dunmore burns Norfolk to punish rebels.

January 10 .......ccceevveennnn. Thomas Paine publi€loesmon Sense

February 27 .......ccccceeees Patriot victory at Moore’s Creek Bridge, Virginia.

March 15 .......................... &ghington mounts cannons on Bemis Heights overlookostpB.

March 17 .........ccccoeeiiie. British evacuate Boston.

May 6 ..o, Americans’ final attack on British at Quebec fails, ending the
invasion of Canada.

Early June ......ccccvvvvvvveeenee, Washington moves his army to New York to defend the
all-important Hudson River.

June 12 ..o Virginia becomes the first independent state by adopting a
state constitution.

June 28 ... British attack on Charleston fails.

July 2 o Declaration of Independence is passed.

JUIY 4 Declaration of Independence is announced to the public.

August 27 ... Battle of Long Island (New York).

September 16 ................... Battle of Harlem Heights (New York).

October 28 .........cccvvveeeen. Battle of White Plains (New York).

November 16 ................... Fort Washington (New York) surrenders.

November 23 ...........ceveee Fort Lee (New Jersey) surrenders.

December 13 ................... The retreating Continental Army abandons New Jersey.

December 26 ................... Attack on Trenton.

January 3, 1777 ............... Attack on Princeton.



Children Choose
Friends Torn Apart by Political Loyalties, 1776

IAngr'y gélonlal hob |
At a Glance

A small but passionate and vocal minority of Colonists actively favored inde-
pendence. Approximately an equal number were adamantly against independence
The vast majority lay in the middle. They felt loyalty to both sides, but did not passion-
ately support either. They had always been British citizens and part of the British sys-
tem. They had also always been Americans. How could they choose between country
and mother?

But choose they must. That was where the real revolution occurred, in the minds
and hearts of ordinary American citizens. In many respects, the “real war” wasn’t
fought on battlefields, but in small towns across the continent. This war was fought not
with soldiers, but between ordinary citizens who had to wrestle with their own con-
sciences and then with their loved and trusted neighbors in the public squares of their
towns. This struggle tore apart communities and entire colonies, but somehow in the
process forged a new nation. Even in small, rural towns, childhood friends often found
themselves divided by a burning conflict and hatred they could not fully understand.

Meet Rebecca Vandermeer

Rebecca Vandermeer was born in late 1766 in Poughkeepsie, New York, into a
life of ease and comfort. Her father was a wealthy local merchant and an ardent sup-
porter of Britain who became an active Tory during the war. Her mother came from a
family with great land holdings in western Connecticut. Rebewmzer took to the
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refined life her father laid out for her. She would rather romp barefoot with the local
boys than attend finishing classes after school.

Rebecca’s father was forced to abandon his businesses in 1779 after repeated P«
triot threats to both the businesses and his family’s lives, and fled with his family to
England.

In 1786, Rebecca (then 19) returned to America and settled in Albany, New York,
where she taught school for four years before marrying the owner of a timber com-
pany. She was killed in an accident at the lumber mill in 1809 (at the age of 43), leaving
a husband and two daughters.
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Children Choose

“‘Jsremy Schlister! You are the dumbest person in the world!”

Eleven-year-old Rebecca Vandermeer was so mad she screamed it out for
the entire world to hear—well, at least for the entire town of Poughkeepsie, New
York, nestled along the Hudson River almost 60 miles up river from Manhat-
tan—as she stood barefoot in the dirt street, carrying her expensive English shoes
and stockings in one hand.

Twelve-year-old Jeremy just laughed, “What's the matter, Becky? You
scared to race me?”

Rebecca shook her free fist in Jeremy’s face. She was taller, but he was
compact and quicker. “I most certainly am not! It's just a dumb belt.an and
you still have to apologize to the King.”
“Never! You're just scared. My father says all Tories are scaredy-cats.”
Two other boys paused to watch, and both laughed and pointed at Rebecca.
Rebecca felt so angry at her lifelong friend, she trembled bright red. A warm
breeze pushed cotton-ball clouds through a crystal blue sky on this gorgeous day
of Tuesday, August 6, 1776, as Rebecca spun round and, not knowing what else

to do, ran home before tears flooded into her eyes. All the way she could hear
Jeremy’s cruel laughter ringing in her ears.

Rebecca’s mother found her crying on the front steps of the Vandermeer’'s
spacious wood frame house. “What's wrong, dear?”

Rebecca wiped her eyes with the backs of her hands and sucked in a long
slow breath to calm herself. “We were just talggin. . ”

L‘We?ﬂ
“Jeremy and me.”

Mrs. Vandermeer smiled. “You two have played together since you were
three. What happened?”

“I said something about the King and Jeremy spit on the King’s name!”
“He actuallyspit?”

Rebecca solemnly nodded. “Said his father told him that's whahloelld
do. But of course itisn't. Is it?”

Mrs. Vandermeer’'s mouth and jaw tightened. Her eyes lost their sparkle.
“The Schlisterswould say something crude like that. Is that what this is all
about?”
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“Well, that . . . andthen Jeremy bragged that he could swim across the Hud-
son faster than me. Well, he can’t.”

“I know dear. You're a good swimmer,” said Mrs. Vandermeer, sinking
onto the step beside her daughter.

“Jeremy can barely swim. But he wouldn'’t give up. Just kept harping and
taunting me.”

“‘Taunting.” That's a nice word, Rebecca. One of your new vocabulary words?”

“Yes mother. One of eight | learned yesterday. But it fits Jeremy Schlister
all over—taunting and teasing. He probably would have drowned halfway across
and I'd have to save him.”

“Don’t swim across the Hudson, Rebecca. The current is too strong.”

“That’s not the point, mother. The point is how stubborn Jeremy isl An
and...whywouldhe...”

“Spit on the King's name?” Mrs. Vandermeer paused and looked away as if
deciding whether or not to answer. Then she turned back, her face set cold and
hard. “Because his parents are common rebels. He farms a stingy little plot.”

“It's a nice farm,” interrupted Rebecca. “They even have a pig.”

“Onepig,” said her mother. “They wear rags and the children have to go bare-
foot. She has to take in sewing on the side to make ends meet. And then they blame
the King and Parliament for the troubles they have brought upon themselves.”

“This world has gone mad!” Mr. Vandermeer bellowed on entering his
house that night.

“What now?” asked his wife.

Mr. Vandermeer was a trim man who wore fashionable English stockings,
breeches, and coats. To some he appeared frail and prissy. “A self-appointed
Committee of Safety paid me a visit today and insisted | wear American-made
clothes. | replied, ‘When Americans learn how to make decent clothes | will
gladly wear them.’”

“How many were there, father?” This from Rebecca.
“Six. I'm sure they meant to intimidate me.”
Mrs. Vandermeer recoiled in fear. “You actually said that?”

Chuckling, Mr. Vandermeer said, “I certainly did. They can’t bully me. |
own two very profitable stores in this town. Then they said I'd have to stop carry-
ing English goods. | said, ‘When there is something else | can legally import and
sell at a decent profit, | will.” ”

“Oh, dear. | hope you didn’t make them angry.”

Vandermeer's faced reddened as he bellowed, “One of them was waving a
copy of that damnable Declaration of Independence as if one worthless piece of
paper gave them the right to order decent, law-abiding citizens around. They
even threatened to burn down my stores! They call themselves Patriots. Phooey!
| spit on the word! They’re nothing but common thugs and vandals!”
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“That’s what Jeremy did today,” added Rebecca in a quiet, solemn voice.
“Whatis? Burn down a store?”
“No, father. He sgi. . . on theKing’s name.”

Vandermeer’s thin forefinger wagged at his daughter. “His father was one
of this committee of hoodlums. They are rotten, evil people. You shouldn’t play
with their kind anymore.”

“But father! Jeremy haalwaysbeen my best friend. He’s not a hoodlum.
Who else can | play with?”

“Find someone of our own kind. But don’t play with him.”

“But . . . but, why isn'tJeremymy kind?”

“The Schlisters are rebels, out to poison the natural order of the world.”
“Jeremy isn't a rebel. He’s just a boy.”

Mr. Vandermeer’s lips tightened as he scowled. “No! If | allow you to asso-
ciate with a rebel child, some in this town will assume that we have rebel leanings.”

Rebecca pleaded, “I just want to play with him . Well, most of the time |
do.”

“No. Now that that Declaration has been passed, we each have to make our
position and loyalties clear and consistent.”

‘But...”

“Enough! You will not play with, or like, that rebel boy any further. I'm
sorry, Rebecca, but that is the way it is going to have to be.”

Mr. Vandermeer pointed angrily at Rebecca’s bare feet. “And why don’t
you have on the proper shoes of a young lady?”

“I hate shoes.”

“I will not have you romping through town like an uneducated commoner.
Wear your shoes or I'll never be able to place you in a fine English finishing
school.”

In an almost inaudibly small voice, Rebecca said to her father’s back as he
marched toward the kitchen, “I still like Jeremy. . And Istill hate shoes.”

Late the next morning Rebecca and Jeremy awkwardly circled toward each
other in the school yard.

“Where you been?” Jeremy demanded.
“Learning new vocabulary words so | won't ligmorant”
“Be what?” Jeremy squealed.

Rebecca proudly smiled. “That’s one of my new words for today. And it's
what you'll be if you don’t study more.”

Jeremy shrugged. “Who cares about school? It won't help grow food.”
“| care,” Rebecca snapped.
Eyes downcast onto his bare feet, Jeremy started, “Sorry 'bout yesterday.”
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She also looked down. “That's okay.” Rebecca carried her shoes and stock-
ings in one hand so she could run barefoot through the thick summer grass.

“I know you're a better swimmer,” he continued. “l jus. . ”
She interrupted. “I said it was okay.”

He pawed at the grass, searching for the right words. “My parents said we
can't play together any more.”

“Just because I'm a better swimmer?”
“Because you're a stinking Tory who hates America.”

Rebecca instinctively lashed out, pushing Jeremy back. “You take that
back, Jeremy Schlister! | love America and | don’t stink!”

Jeremy made no move to retaliate for the shove. His eyes were still locked
onto his feet, which continued to paw at the grass. “I know. But that's what my
Dad says.”

“Well, he’s wrong!”
“I'know . . .l guess.”

Rebecca’s eyes bored into her friend’s face. “My parents said the same
about you.”

“That I'm a Tory? | am natl . . ."

“No. That you hate America and are trying to ruin it.”
“Oh. ... Well, they're wrong!”

“l know. ... lguess.”

Jeremy flopped onto the grass. “This war has made my parents crazy. It's all
they talk about anymer. . . ”

Rebecca nodded. “My parents think who | choose for friends will make
them turn into rebels.”

“They meanme Don’t they?”

Rebecca lowered her eyes and sadly nodded.

Jeremy shook his head. “But | don’t care what they ¥dg.renot at war.”
“Agreed. Friends?” Rebecca asked, beginning to smile.

“Friends,” concluded Jeremy. “And I'm still faster than you!” He sprang to
his feet and dashed toward a distant tree. “First one to the school house tree
wins!”

“You cheated!” screamed Rebecca, tossing her shoes aside as she raced af
ter him.

By early afternoon Jeremy had to head back home to finish his farm chores.
“I'll help,” Rebecca offered. “I like your farm.”
Jeremy hesitated. “You better not. If my father caught you ougther”
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Both children paused and cocked their heads as the sound of a rumbling
commotion back near the center of town drifted toward the school yard. They
raced to see what was afoot and found a thick crowd packed onto Williams Street,
blocking their view. The outer rows of adults also strained to see, leaning this
way and that, rising onto tiptoes. Nearer the center they could hear shouting—an-
gry, vicious, and mean.

The thunderclap of a musket shot made the crowd gasp and squeal. Screams
rose from the center along with frantic shouts and threats.

Rebecca and Jeremy were stuck behind a wall of adults packed sardine-tight
and couldn’t see a thing. But the threats and growls made them both shiver.
“Come on,” whispered Jeremy, grasping Rebecca’s hand. “I gotta see this.”
Ducking, crawling, wiggling, he led her, threading their way to the inside.

Two packs of angry, glaring men faced each other on the street like minia-
ture armies on a battlefield. Bricks, knives, and clubs were held high in the air.
Several men held muskets. One of the guns was still smoking. Each man stared,
dumbstruck, like the frozen tableau of a painting.

“He was going to throw that knife at me, | swear it,” stammered the man
holding the smoking musket.

“You've killed him!” hissed a man who was cradling the head and shoulders
of another man lying in a growing pool of his own blood.

Rebecca stood, rooted to the rut-filled road, and stared wide-eyed at the
growing pool of blood. Human blood had been spilled in Poughkeepsie! She
could scarcely make herself breathe. Jeremy stared at the man holding the smok-
ing gun. It was his father’s cousin and best friend.

“| swear. It was self-defense.”

A uniformed constable arrived, blowing frantically on his whistle, and mus-
cled his way through the crowd. “What’s all this now?” he demanded, trying to
restore calm and order.

Mr. Vandermeer, standing beside the fallen man, shook an angry finger at
the opposing mob of men. His voice squeaked out high and tight. &hos
thugs of the rebel Committee of Safety started this—pushing and shoving elderly
Mr. Balkner just because he properly supports the King and Parliament. We came
to his defense and tried to break i u. .”

“Tryin’ to drive us out of town by raising prices 'til we bleed is what you
do,” shouted one of the opposing men.

“Not true,” bellowed Mr. Vandermeer. “I charge affai. . ”

“This town will be better off when the likes of you are run out on a rail!”
shouted another. All the men on that side growled their agreement.

“This is America,” shouted another man, whom Rebecca recognized as
Jeremy’s father. “Crawl back to England if you want to kiss the King’s toesies.”

The rebel side laughed.

The constable raised his hands and scowled in turn at both mobs of men.
“Order! Order! | will have order here! Thisisnotawa. .”
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“Yes it is,” shouted one of the rebels, shaking a copy of the Declaration of
Independence in his clenched fist. “A war for our liberty!”

“Not here it's not!” shouted the constable. “There’s no war in Poughkeep-
sie. Let’s be civil and put down the weapons.”

There followed much grumbling from both sides and painfully slow compli-
ance as those in the front rows lowered guns, re-sheathed knives, and droppec
bricks, clubs, and stones.

Rebecca’s heart pounded at the deadly tension of this drama. It terrified her
to see adults from her very own community turn on each other like savage ani-
mals. She felt that every shred of safety had been stripped away and that Pough:-
keepsie had turned into a wild jungle.

A heavy brick sailed from the back of the rebel side and struck Mr. Van-
dermeer over his left eye. He collapsed on the street. Thick streams of blood
flowed across his face and hair to mix with the dust of Williams Street.

Rebecca screamed and, still clutching Jeremy’s hand, raced to her father.

A shot rang out from a rooftop and the rebel who had thrown the brick spun
like a scarecrow and dropped.

Again the mob froze, feeling the sobering chill of musket fire and blood.

“Cease this firing!” screamed the constable as a police squad of reinforce-
ments raced in, blowing their shrill whistles, cheeks puffed out, elbowing
through the crowd.

Jeremy’s father saw him still standing with Rebecca as she knelt, trembling,
next to her father. “Get over here, boy. What are you doin’ on the stinkin’ Tories’
side?”

Embarrassed at suddenly being the center of attention, Jeremy dropped his
head and scurried to his father. Mr. Schlister whacked Jeremy’s ear hard with his
open hand. “l tole you not to play with her no more, boy!” Mr. Schlister actually
lifted Jeremy off the ground by his shoulders and shook him violently like a rag
doll before slamming him back down.

“But father . ..” Jeremy began. Whap! Mr. Schlister’s fist slammed into the
side of his son’s head, making Jeremy'’s knees wobble.

The crowd slowly dissipated as a line of police separated Patriot and Loyal-
ist. Each side hurled angry taunts and threats as they retreated. An eerie calm an
three pools of blood were left to mark the spot of Poughkeepsie’s entry into the
Revolutionary War.

Rebecca and Jeremy met the next day at school. As accusingly as if he had done
it himself, Rebecca said to him, “Your father’s friends almost killed my father.”

He lashed back, “My uncle was shot by your father’s Tories.”

She replied, “My father says there will be a lot more rebel blood spilled
around here unless certain people stop trying to ruin things withballion—
That's one of my new words for today.”

He answered, “My father says everyone has to choose. And either you're
the revolution and liberty or you'ragainstit.”
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Rebecca slapped her hands against her sides in frustration. “I don’t care
about thevar, Jeremy Schlister! | care about my father getting hit with bricks and
about being safe when | walk to school.”

Jeremy insisted, “Yowgan't say you don't care. My parents said everyone
hasto care.”

“Well, my parents said America is—evas—just fine the way it was until
rebels began to invent problems.”

Two older boys (with a young girl tagging along beside them) watched from
across the street. One yelled at Jeremy, “Why are you talkingTtorg” The
other sneered, “You must be one yerself! You're probably a King lover. Think
I'll go tell your father.” He continued in a whiny, sing-song voice, “Jeremy is a
Tory....JeremyisaTory.”

“l am not!” Jeremy yelled back, turning beet red.
“Don’t let themtauntyou. They're jusignorant” Rebecca whispered.
Jeremy angrily shrank away from her. “I'm not a Tory!”

The boys swaggered across the street. The young girl followed at their heels.
“Then why are you talking ther?”

One of the boys shoved Rebecca. She sprawled onto the grass, only to
bound back to her feet. “You stop that, Miles Hoffman!”

Jeremy looked at her, and then at the two boys glaring at her. Miles sneered,
“My dad said she loves the King, she’sthe enemy!” and pushed Rebecca
again. She was ready for it and only rocked back with the blow. Miles turned to
Jeremy. “And if you talk to her, then my dad says you’re the enemy, too.” And he
shoved Jeremy on the shoulder.

The young girl darted out from behind her brother’s legs and kicked Re-
becca. When Rebecca doubled over to grab her shin, the girl spit on her.

The older boys laughed. One pushed Rebecca again, hard. She crashed
down, tearing her dress and grinding her face into the dirt. Almost as fast as she
fell, Rebecca scrambled back to her feet, eyes filled with fury, fists clenched.

Jeremy looked from Rebecca—dress ripped and stained with smears of dirt
and grass, nose trickling blood—to the two boys. Back to Rebecca. Back to the
boys.

Miles Hoffman turned to Jeremy and demanded, “Should | tell everyone
thatyou’re a Tory lover, or are you going to stand up for your liberty like a man?”

All eyes turned to Jeremy as his gaze flitted from Rebecca to the boys and
back. He slowly stepped to Rebecca.

She tried to hide a smile as she whispered, “Whew! For a minute | though

He whispered, “Sorry,” and shoved her viciously into a row of bushes along
the edge of the school yard. Rebecca sprawled through the thorny hedge and tum-
bled across the grass.

Jeremy shouted, “I choose America!” With arms around the shoulders of the
older boys, he laughed and pointed at Rebecca’s mud-smeared face and ruined
dress.
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Rage burned deep inside Rebecca. She snatched up arock, glared at Jerem:
and reached back to take aim. The bitterness of the Revolutionary War had set-
tled on Poughkeepsie, New York. Rebecca had never felt such anger and loss in
all her life.

Aftermath

This story, this scene, or scenes very much like it, were repeated hundreds of
times up and down the Colonies until the war ended in late 1782. This “real war” cre-
ated much of the heartbreak and anguish that accompanied our Revolutionary War.
Yet it was through these intra-community struggles that the conviction, values, and
principles of a new nation were forged.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* How many Colonists supported the Revolution in 17707 In 1775? In 17787
How many supported it at the end of the war? What caused the change in attitude?

* What was a Committee of Safety, and what did its members do? Did they have
strong links to the Committees of Correspondence?

* What was a constable? What would we call someone in that position today?
Where did the title “constable” come from?

* What type of people tended to be Tories and what type tended to be Patriots?
Can you name any general characteristics? Did wealth, social standing, or pro-
fession tend to affect a person’s persuasions?

2. Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* What were the population demographics in America during the Revolutionary
War? Where did people live? How spread out were they? On average, how
many lived in each colony? In cities? What occupations did they have?

* Public schools, which provide you with a strong, general education, were not
available to colonial children. What kinds of school were available in the
mid-1700s? Who was able to go? How much did schools cost? Which schools
allowed girls? Which were for boys only? What did each kind of school teach?
What did children your age learn at school in 17707?

* The vast majority of Americans were farmers. What did they grow? What
equipment did they use? How big were their farms? Research farming prac-
tices in the mid-1770s. How would a typical farm at that time differ from a
typical American farm today?
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3. Make It Real

* Pretend to be either a Patriot or a Tory child of your own age in the summer of
1776. In as much detail as possible, describe your daily life: activities, friends,
chores, what you do with your free time, who you see, what you own, your
worries, views, fears, and hopes, and so forth.

* Make a chart showing “average” male and female people in the Colonies.
How old is each average person? What did he or she do? Where did the aver-
age person live? How much education did men get? Women? How long did
they live? How many children would they eventually have?

* Make a chart showing the various professions practiced in the American Colo-
nies. How many people worked at each profession? Were there significant dif-
ferences in occupations among the Colonies?

* Make a chart showing the possible levels of colonial education and how many
people achieved each level. Compile your information by colony. How many
attended dame schools? How many traveled overseas to attend college? How
many reached each level of schooling between these two?

* What was daily life like for an average American in 1775? Pretend to be this
average American and write a detailed journal entry describing everything
you did on a typical day.

4. Points to Ponder

* What types of political issues have separated friends and next door neighbors
in the past and turned them against each other? What issues do it today? What is:
sues tore American communities apart during the Revolutionary War? See how
many examples of such issues you can find in American and world history.

» Whatreally turned a dispute between the Colonies and the British Parliament
into war and revolution? One dispute over tea couldn’t have done it. “Taxation
without representation” couldn’t have done it. (The Colonies had been
taxed—without representation—for decades.) Why weren’t the individual
disputes peacefully resolved? Why did they end up in a war?

* The last paragraph of this story says that Rebecca felt “anger and loss.” Why
loss? What did she lose? Do you think most citizens “lost” something during
the Revolutionary War? What? How? Why?

* How do children get caught up in the conflicts of war? Have you ever been
ridiculed or hurt because of your parents’ beliefs or actions?
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Passing the Declaration of
Independence, July 2, 1776*

I '!'H

At a Glance

To what date or event would you trace the origin, the founding of the United
States? To the Boston Tea Party? To the first shots fired at Lexington and Concord? To
the first real battle, the Battle of Bunker Hill? To the moment when the Continental
Congress resolved to become an independent nation? To the date the Declaration of In
dependence was signed?

Our July 4 celebration honors none of these events. The great vote was taken or
the stormy afternoon of July 2, 1776, in Philadelphia, by the Continental Congress.
That is when the Colonies decided to break away from England and become the United
States of America. July 2 is the first time the words “United States” were officially spo-
ken or written.

However, it took two more days for the delegates to agree on the specific wording
of the declaration announcing their decision to the world. The final document, the Dec-
laration of Independence, was presented to the public on the afternoon of July 4, 1776.
The document wasn’t brought back to Congress for signatures until August 4.

* Excerpted from Kendall Haven’s story, “United States Independence DajginYears to Kwanzaa: Origi-
nal Stories of Celebratigrirulcrum Publishing, 1999, 800-992-2908, www.fulcrum-resources.com. Used here
with the publisher’s permission.

70
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John Adams predicted that future generations would honor and cherish the date
July 2, when the decision to become a free nation was made. He was wrong. We chose
to honor and celebrate the date of the completion of the document. But the truly inter-
esting story is how close that vote on July 2 was, and by what a razor-thin margin we
agreed to become a unified country of 13 states.

Meet Andrew McNair

Andrew McNair, a soft-spoken Philadelphia native, turned 56 in 1776. An imme-
diate supporter of independence, McNair had worked for the Pennsylvania legislature
as a scribe and doorman for well over a decade before he, along with the meeting hall,
was loaned to the First Continental Congress. He was the only official doorman for
both the first and and second Continental Congresses. McNair, at 63, was one of the
men allowed to ring the liberty bell after the signing of the Paris Peace Treaty, offi-
cially ending the war in September 1783. He continued to serve as a congressional
doorman until health problems (probably arthritis) forced him to retire at age 66. He
died quietly in his Philadelphia home two years later.
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“United” States

l ' nanimous. . . Why did Mr.Adams say it had to be unanimous?

My name is Andrew McNair. I've been the one and only doorman for the

First and Second Continental Congresses. Some say |I'm too old for an important
job like this. Butthen they see what happens when someone tries to sneak past me
without proper credentials, and they don’t say that anymore. No, | don’t just open
the door. My real job is to make sure no one gets into the red brick State House
here in Philadelphia without proper credentials. No assistants, pages, messen:
gers, or visitorsNo onegets in except the delegates themselves, and they have to
have proper credentials from their states.

Now, it's always exciting, listening to official Congress business, watching
President John Hancock with his aristocratic airs run the debates from his raised
presidential platform. Butin early July the vote on independence got me in such a
lather | could scarcely sleep!

When the vote on independence first came up on June 10, it was de-
feated—couldn’t even get a simple majority. Many wanted another “humble and
dutiful appeal” for discussions to resolve the “unhappy disputes” between Colo-
nies and Crown. Some said it was too late to turn back. Blood had been spilled at
Lexington and Concord, at Bunker and Breeds Hills, during the unsuccessful Ca-
nadian Campaign. Some argued that Washington’s army had already driven the
British out of Boston and that maybe they could win a war.

Others said an unbeatable British force was gathering at New York and we
had better stop the fighting before it was too late. Others said it was already too
late. It looked like a war, felt like a war, and killed like a war. Therefore it was
war! Some said “No, no. Just a misunderstanding which can—and should—be
diplomatically resolved before any more provocations are issued.”

No one could agree on anything. So Hancock postponed the vote for three
weeks.

Then, on Monday, July 1, 1776, it came up again. And Mr. John Adams
went and declared that it had to beiaanimousrote for independence! Ha! A
month before they couldn’t even win a majority of the 13 Colonies and 56 dele-
gates! But if it lost again, | feared the tide of freedom would be lost for ever.
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Oh, lunderstood Mr. Adams’s reasoning. If the 13 Colonies weren'’t united,
he was afraid they would tear apart from within. We’'d wind up in a civil war in-
stead of a united fight against England. But how could he hope to get a unani-
mous vote of all thirteen colonies when he couldn’t get seven to vote “yes” a
month before?

| couldn’t lie in bed past 5:00 that morning. | walked the five blocks down
Chestnut to the meeting house and arrived by 7:00, a full hour early. Sessions
start at 9:00. | am usually here by 8:00. | check the Congress meeting room,
loaned to Congress by the Pennsylvania legislature. | open the curtains to flood
light across the white-paneled walls. | make sure the high-ceilinged room is
ready. If there is a chill, | light the fireplaces. Then | take my post by the heavy,
carved door to greet and admit the delegates.

But every action seemed charged and extra-significant that Monday. Even
the weather seemed to feel the tension. By 8:00 the thermometer had reached 78
degrees. It was frightfully muggy. Swirling clouds were gathering. A summer
storm was brewing—as if even the sky knew the significance of the day—either
we would commit to freedom (and war), or we would remain forever a servant of
England!

Such a momentous decision for 56 men to make all on their own, isolated
here in this room. One way or the other they would commit the lives of a million
Americans!

It would be hard enough to get a majority. But John Adams insisted on a
unanimous vote!

After the previous Friday’s session | overheard Adams and Benjamin
Franklin talking outside the meeting hall while Dr. Franklin waited for his “sedan
chair.” He suffers from gout and can’t walk much, so has hired two stout men to
carry him around Philadelphia in a chair mounted on poles.

As | passed by, | heard Adams mutter as he rummaged through his green
cloth satchel, “The four New England colonies are solid. So are Virginia and
Georgia.”

“That’s only six,” cautioned Franklin, peering through his spectacles.

“Two weeks ago New Jersey appointed new delegates. The new group is
solidly for independence.”

“That’'s seven,” answered Franklin.
“Both North and South Carolina are wavering. | think they could be talked

into voting ‘yes’.
“That’s nine.”

Adams rubbed his forehead for a moment. “The Delaware delegates are
split. Maryland delegates are in favor. But their legislature back home won't al-
low them to vote yes.”

Franklin’s chair arrived and he climbed in, his long, gray hair straggling
across his shoulders. “That still leaves New York and Pennsylvania’s ‘cool con-

siderate men’.
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[New York was thick with Tories, supporters of English rule in America. No
one believed New York would ever vote to split from England. Pennsylvania
delegates, led by the tall, bean-pole thin Quaker, John Dickinson, were opposed
to any drastic action, and especially to war. Thegrein favor of pressing the
Colonies’ case with England, but firmly against anything so radical as a declara-
tion of independence. They were now called the “cool considerate men.” Those
favoring independence and war were dubbed “the violent men.” Most of these
were rash New Englanders.]

As two thick, seaman-looking porters hoisted Franklin’s chair and started
toward his home, Adams called out, “Has your committee of five finished the
Declaration yet?”

Franklin shook his head. “It's really a committee of one. Tom Jefferson’s
doing all the writing. He has a wonderful start on the first two sections based on
the Virginia resolution. But the last two sections are going slowly.”

“Tell him to hurry. If the vote goes for independence on Monday, we'll need
a document on Tuesday to present to the delegates for their approval.”

After hearingthat conversation, how could | sleep over the weekend? So
much depended on one roll call of the delegates. Each colony would cast one
vote. If a colony’s delegates disagreed on an issue, that colony’s vote went with
the majority of its delegates.

By 8:30 delegates began to file in, wigs carefully combed, wearing knee
breeches and white hose, satin waistcoats, broadcloth over coats, and stylisk
pumps. Southern drawls mingled with Yankee twangs. A subdued rumble grew
across the room as delegates in small groups discussed the day’s decision in ur:
gent tones.

| had cleared every delegate through the great front door by 8:50, a record.
Outside the temperature climbed past 84 degrees. The first rumblings of a distant
storm crept down Chestnut Street and made me shudder.

| closed the big front door and slipped inside the congessional chamber as
President Hancock gaveled the meeting to order exactly at 9:00. Delegates ex-
pectantly slid into their seats. Hancock raised a stack of mundane business that
needed attention before bigger matters could be addressed. There were two let
ters from General Washington concerning new British troop ship arrivals in New
York harbor. There were army supply requests, mostly for food and shoes. Many
groaned openly. How could they deal with smaller issues when a vote on freedom
waited in the wings? | felt like joining them but didn’t dare make a sound.

On and on the business of Congress droned until 12:80when Hancock
announced that Congress would now consider the proposal by Richard Henry
Lee. This was it! Richard Henry Lee was the Virginian who first moved to de-
clare independence back in June. An electric tingle surged through the room,
matching the growing rumble of thunder from gathering clouds outside. Dele-
gates straightened in their chairs. Attention focused on every word of the debate.
| had to force myself to breathe.
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John Dickinson, the Pennsylvania Quaker and leader of the “cool consider-
ate men,” leapt to his feet asking to be heard. Apparently he had been up most of
the night preparing for this plea. The other delegates used to consider him the
leader of Congress, but his power had fallen away in recent weeks as independ-
ence gained support. Besides pleading to defeat this measure (which he called
“far too extreme”) , it seemed to me that he was making a final plea for his own
position of authority in Congress.

Dickinson spoke for over four hours. Through his impassioned speech we
again and again heard the arguments against independence. Mutters of support
drifted through the chamber as he spoke and re-spoke each one. So did louder
grumbles of disagreement.

“A lack of prudence will cost the lives of thousands of Americans.”

“France’s friendship and support are still unknown. But we cannot hope to
win a war without them.”

“We can still make gains through negotiation.”
“Declaring independence now is rash and is a blind and precipitous measure!”
“We are in a wretched state of preparation for war.”

At 5:00 an unofficial straw vote was taken as the first jagged lightning bolt
knifed to the ground nearby. Hancock wanted to see how the votes would fall.
Thunder rattled the windows as New Hampshire, the first colony, shouted “yes!”

The declaration for independence won that straw pole, but only by a vote of
nine to four. New York, Pennsylvania, Delaware, and South Carolina voted “no.”
Edward Rutledge of South Carolina, a supporter of independence, quickly called
for a one-day postponement of the official vote.

John Dickinson paled and seemed to shrink. His lengthy plea hadn’t swayed
anyone. Independence won the day. He was defeated.

I glanced at John Adams. He looked, if not defeated, worried. Only one day
left until the official vote, and still four colonies to convert if the vote was to be
unanimous.

Before | could lock the doors, rumors were flying. Hasty, tense side conversa-
tions filled the hall and spread into the street. One of Delaware’s delegates, Caesar
Rodney, was absent, but had been sent for. If he arrived in time, Delaware would
swing to the “yes” side. New York voted no because their delegates had not received
new instructions from the colony’s legislature, even though they had repeatedly re-
guested them. Early on the evening of July 1, the New York delegates had agreed to
abstain from voting at all unless they received new orders from home. South Caro-
lina delegates agreed to vote “yes” for the sake of unity if no one else voted “no.”

That left Pennsylvania. The Pennsylvania delegates had voted five to two
against independence. But | heard John Dickinson say he would not even attend
the session on Tuesday as a protest against losing the unofficial independence
vote. One of his strongest supporters decided to do the same. That meant that
their vote tomorrow would béhreeto two against. But one of the three, John
Morton, was wavering. | heard Sam Adams tell Hancock that he planned to take
Morton out for dinner and a talk that night.



76 \ 1776

Suddenly quiet John Morton of Pennsylvania was the key. How this one
man voted on Tuesday would decide the fate of all 13 colonies! If he voted “no,”
Pennsylvania, followed by South Carolina, New York, and possibly North Caro-
lina, would also vote “no.” Any thought of a united front of colonies would be de-
stroyed. But if he voted “yes,” everyone else would fall in behind.

Morton had long been a supporter of John Dickinson. His family, friends,
and colleagues were all “cool considerate men.” Although he had lately begun to
see the value of independence, could he possibly vote against family, friends, and
his own history, when so much rode on his one vote?

| shuddered as | walked back home. What an awesome responsibility for
one delegate! Then | shuddered again. Independence seemed to hang on a thi
and tenuous thread of “if's.” IF Rodney of Delaware arrived in time, and IF no
new instructions arrived from New York, and IF South Carolina held true to their
word, then, IF Morton voted “yes,” independence would be declared.

What a day the 2nd of July would be!

| arrived by 6:30 on the hot, rainy morning of July 2. Somber delegates
also arrived early. Hancock gaveled the session to order exactly at 9:00. Several
bits of congressional business had piled up overnight. It was after 11:00 when
Hancock turned back to the final vote on Richard Henry Lee’s motion to de-
clare independence.

After final debate the roll call began. Massachusetts, Rhode Island, New
Hampshire, and Connecticut all voted “yes,” as expected. New York abstained,
having received no new instructions overnight. | nervously scanned the room.
Caesar Rodney had not yet arrived. | stood by the front door, looking into rain-
soaked Chestnut Street, listening to the voting inside.

New Jersey voted “yes.” So did Maryland. The clerk called, “How does
Delaware vote?” My heart sank. Rodney hadn’t made it. Just as fast my heart
bounced back into my throat. | heard the hard clatter of pounding hooves on the
cobbled street.

“A rider approaches!” | yelled into the meeting room.

Splattered with mud, soaked with rain, gaunt and pale from having ridden
all night through the storm, Caesar Rodney slid from his horse and handed me his
credentials. One minute later Delaware officially voted “yes.”

| sagged, panting, against the great front door. We think such drama only
happens in stories. But here it was in real life. Rodney arrived with only seconds
to spare! And all our independence had hung in that narrow balance.

But the drama was not over yet. The clerk called, “How does Pennsylvania
vote?”

Of the first four delegates, two voted “no” and two voted “yes,” as expected.
All eyes turned to John Morton. John remained seated for over a minute, eyes on
the floor. He neither moved nor uttered a sound. | could see the doubts, the uncer-
tainty, the inner conflict written across his face. Slowly, ashen-faced, he rose and
said simply, “I vote yes,” and slumped back into his chair.
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Quickly Virginia, Georgia, South Carolina, and North Carolina added their
“yes” votes. The clerk reported the vote, “twelve for, one abstention, none opposed.”

Adams had done it! | expected cheers to explode across the room, and for
delegates to jump and dance, tossing papers into the air.

Instead there was silence. The moment was too solemn, too important for
cheering. The delegates simply sat in silence, almost stunned.

Hancock adjourned the session with an agreement to take up the wording of
Mr. Jefferson’s Declaration of Independence in the morning.

The delegates filed quietly out into the late afternoon as the rain faded to
drizzle and streaks of golden sunlight broke through from the west.

As he pulled his broadcloth coat over his shoulders, Mr. Adams said, “The
second of July will be the most memorable date in the history of America. It will be
celebrated by generations to come as the day of deliverance for our new nation.”

| smiled and nodded in agreement as | locked the door. The 2nd of Julv.
What a day! | was sure Americans would celebrate this date as long as there
an America.

Aftermath

Passing the Declaration of Independence had little effect on America’s relations
with England. The King had already declared war (after the events at Lexington and
Concord). We had already fought two vicious battles (Bunker Hill and the defense of
Charleston Harbor). An American army had already tried to invade and conquer Can-
ada. An American army had already besieged the British garrison at Boston. No,
America and England were already at war when the Declaration became just one more
insult hurled at an already infuriated king.

But the Declaration had a profound effect in America. It electrified and galva-
nized the population. American morale skyrocketed. American patriotism became
fashionabe.

Passing the Declaration also put Congress back in apparent control of the war ef-
fort. It made them appear to be doing something to lead the country, rather than appear
ing to be a major impediment to progress and action.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* When was the term “United States” first spoken, and in what place and context?

* How many delegates sat in Congress? How many delegates did each colony
get to send, and who were they?

* Where did Congress meet? Why was that place chosen?
* What differences existed between the Colonies other than their accents?

* What is pacifism? What is a Quaker? What other groups in America were
pacifists?
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2.

Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back o
this book will help you get started.

* Our national Declaration of Independence is remarkably similar to a declara-
tion passed in the Virginia House of Burgesses more than six months previ-
ously. Research the Declaration and its history. Who in Virginia first created
the basic form and structure of the document? Who worked on it? Who in Con-
gress contributed to the rough draft? What parts did Congress change most
during the debate over the Declaration’s exact wording?

* The Liberty Bell was rung to announce the passage of the Declaration. Where
did this bell come from? Did it really get cracked? How Why? When? What
happened to it during the war?

e Benjamin Franklin of Pennsylvania and Thomas Jefferson of Virginia were
two well-known members of the Continental Congress. Jefferson was ex-
tremely quiet and hardly ever said a word during congressional deliberations.
Franklin was a powerful and influential man who worked best behind the
scenes. Research these two men who were so prominent in the drama of the
Declaration. How did others perceive them? What did they do before and after
the war? What special contributions did they make during the war?

* Quakers are the best known of the pacifist groups in America. Research paci-
fist groups. What similarities did they share? What made each group unique?
Where did they come from? Where were they concentrated in America? What
did they do? What happened to each group over time?

* The Continental Congress was the first attempt at a national government.
When did the First Continental Congress meet? How many were there? How
long did the Congress function? What replaced it? Who served in Congress?
How long could delegates serve? How were they elected? What did Congress
do? What powers did it have? What powers did the individual states retain and
not grant to the national Congress?

Make It Real

* As a class, create your own declaration of student rights. What rights do you
believe students should automatically have? Write a document clearly stating
these rights and your justification for claiming them.

* What do you do to celebrate our independence? Why? Make a list of what you
typically do on the 4th of July. Compare your answers to those of your class-
mates. What elseouldyou do? Are there more “patriotic” things you could
do? If so, what are they? Make as extensive a list as you can. Search for people
who do these patriotic activities and find out why they do them.

Points to Ponder.

* Why do you think we celebrate independence on July 4 instead of on July 2?

 John Dickinson of Pennsylvania refused to sign the Declaration when all the
other congressional delegates did. Can you find out why?
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The Battle of Long Island,
August 27, 1776

Battle of Long Island

At a Glance

American confidence was riding high in the early summer of 1776. Washington
had turned the mob of individual militia units outside Boston into a real army, had
forced the British to evacuate Boston, and had sent most Massachusetts Tories fleein
to Nova Scotia. General Clinton’s attempt to take Charleston had been repulsed. The
Declaration of Independence had been passed. The attempted American invasion o
Quebec had failed, but it was never really authorized, anyway.

Maybe one more quick military success and the British would give up and go
home. But where to gather for that all-important battle?

The Hudson River and Lake Champlain formed a natural highway that both cut
the American Colonies in two by splitting the hothead New England Colonies from the
rest of the continent and linked the Eastern seaboard with British-held Canada. New
York City was the gateway to that north-south highway.

In April 1776, Washington moved his headquarters to New York and began
preparations for its defense. Surely this was where the big battle would occur.

In May, British Redcoats and German (Hessian) troops (hired by Britain to fight
in America) landed on Staten Island. During June additional British forces sailed in
from other regions, so that a forest of British masts crowded outer New York Harbor
and the bays around Staten Island.
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Would they come by land through New Jersey, attempt a landing straight on Man-
hattan (a patriot stronghold), or attack first on Long Island (which boasted a strong
concentration of Tories and Loyalists)? Washington split his army to be better able to
respond to British advances in any of these three areas.

The British Parliament demanded quick, decisive victory from the new com-
mander in America, Lord Howe, and gave him 30,000 troops (the largest British army
ever to set foot on foreign soil) to do it with. The stage was set for the first real battle
between armies of the American Revolution, the test to see if the American forces
could really stand up in traditional battle against the mighty British war machine.

Washington waited in New York, not knowing if the British would attack through
New Jersey, directly at Manhattan, or by striking at Long Island. The British chose
Long Island, with its large population of Tories, to make their move. The question was:
Would American commanders be able to meet the challenge of decisive battle with
seasoned British troops?

Meet Colonel Samuel Atlee

Born in Carlisle, Pennsylvania, in 1740 of German-American immigrants, Sam-
uel Atlee was a 36-year-old senior commander in 1776 for the Battle of Long Island.
Samuel was raised on a family farm and attended an American “Latin” school run by
Quakers for seven years before sailing to England for three years of college.

Atlee cut his studies short to return to America so he could serve as an infantry
lieutenant during the French and Indian War. He received good reviews by his British
superior officers but saw no real action.

After the war Atlee married and, by 1774, had five children when he emerged as a
fervent Patriot supporter. He helped form the 8th Pennsylvania Infantry and was
elected to command it by the officer corps of the unit. His confidence was shattered by
the battle at Long Island and other defeats over the next three months. He grew fright-
ened and ineffective as a field commander, so he served as staff officer for three years
before being wounded and discharged in 1779. During his remaining years, he man-
aged the series of dockside warehouses and shops he owned along the waterfront i
Baltimore. He died in Baltimore in 1796 at the age of 56.

Most of the quotes from Colonel Atlee’s journal included in this story come from
Christopher Herbert's boolRedcoats and Rebglslew York: Avon Books, 1990).
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Disaster by Any
Other Name ...

“ ook at us! We tattered remnants of the proud force that greeted the
L dawn—wild eyed, shivering, huddled together like hunted animals.”
Colonel Samuel Atlee, commander of the 8th Regiment of Pennsylvania
Infantry, clutched his overcoat around him like a protective cocoon as if to hide
from this terrible day. But Atlee’s heart told him nothing could protect them any-
more. Tomorrow or the next day, the British would charge over the Americans’
puny walls and mow them down like helpless wheat lying in the field.

One short day ago he had eagerly awaited the chance for battle. What a dif-
ference one day can make!

Colonel Atlee’s 8th Regiment of 400 Pennsylvania backwoods recruits was
assigned under General William Alexander, called Lord Stirling because of his
Scottish claim to a title. Stirling’s command of 1,600 men spread across part of
the American defensive line in front of Brooklyn, Long Island. Atlee’s regiment
was shoved up against the East River and New York Harbor just ahead of Gow-
anus Bay and its mire of small creeks and swamps.

“The men are nervous, but eager to get their first battle over with,” wrote At-
lee in his journal. “We have no officers with battle experience—myself in-
cluded—but how can such proud and eager enthusiasm ever be defeated?”

He continued, “Scouts who daily ventured the four miles to Gravesend
point, the southwest corner of Long Island, report a dozen new masts in the Brit-
ish fleet each day. No one in camp can imagine so great a force as would require
such a mighty armada of ships. A few of our lads were at Boston and have had a
taste of fighting Redcoat regulars and have shared stories of their triumphs with
the rest of us who have never felt the thrill of battle.

“This camp and this effort feel important. Our dear America is being in-
vaded and it feels that we were chosen to stand up and say, ‘No! You may not
come here and do this. Get out!” Pride and eager excitement permeates our ranks
and camp. We will surely triumph if the British dare attack.”

Scouts rushed back on the evening of August 22. Eight hundred flat boats
had landed on Long Island. More troops than they could count off-loaded and
started the march toward Flatbush. The great red line stretched over four miles.

It was only three miles from Flatbush to the lines of the 8th Regiment. Lord
Stirling’s command numbered only 1,600. All American forces on Long Island
numbered under 8,000. Whispered rumors spread at the speed of fear. Some said
20,000 British and barbaric Hessians had landed. Some said 50,000.
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Colonel Atlee wrote, “I notice that the men wipe their palms more now and
talk in hushed tones. Muskets are clutched tight instead of being loosely slung or
carried as before. We double our efforts to dig adequate redoubts to anchor our
position. Guards and scout patrols are redoubled and keep a much more attentive
eye than before. The easy laughter | so enjoyed hearing throughout our camp has
disappeared.”

On the brisk morning of August 27, Colonel Atlee was awakened before
dawn by one of the forward scouts. British troops were on the move, advancing
through an apple orchard in their immediate front. Alarms were sounded, the
regiment rushed to their positions. All could hear scattered musket and cannon
fire off to the left.

The battle—their battle—had started!

Three ranks of Redcoats containing more than 1,000 men marched like ma-
chines out of a tree line, emerging through thin wisps of mist like endless red
ghosts, Brown Bess muskets held forward, bayonets gleaming. They paused to
fire at about 100 yards. Waving his sword above his head, Colonel Atlee held the
regiment in check and then returned fire.

The Redcoats advanced, marching slowly, indifferently, as if the Colonists
posed no significant threat. Slowly, grudgingly, the 8th gave way as the British
pressed in on them. Atlee sent a messenger back to Lord Stirling for reinforce-
ments. Step by step, volley by volley, the 8th retreated across an open field to-
ward athick tree line. The colonel felt proud of his lads, standing rock-solid in the
line even when a wall of fire and whining musket balls exploded from the British.

The Pennsylvanians halted their retreat justinside the line of trees. Two new
companies of eager Delaware lads joined them. On Atlee’s command, the regi-
ment fired twice and then advanced, the first advance ever by an American force
against a British battle line!

“Give 'em hell, boys!” cried the Colonel as they marched stiffly toward the
waiting red line. Bodies on both sides began to fall as the two lines closed on each
other.

Atlee wrote, “What a rush! What a thrill! They paused, wavered, and slowly
fell back! The fire was hot and thick, the morning air filled with smoke and the
racket of musket and cannon. And still we advanced and still they retreated! We
were shoving the mighty British off the field of battle. What joy! What bliss!”

Scattered fire off to the left attested to the size and importance of this en-
counter. America was winning!

By 7:00 A.M. the British had reformed with a force of almost 2,000 men
about 500 yards beyond the American position and began firing five six-
pounders at the 8th, with little effect. Atlee halted, awaiting new orders from
Lord Stirling before continuing his giddy advance.

Rumors began to flash through the ranks like lightning bolts. A great force
of British had circled around their left flank to cross through undefended Jamaica
Pass four miles off to Lord Stirling’s left. They were smashing through the rear of
the American lines, crumpling American units like paper.
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Colonel Atlee told his men to ignore such malicious rumors. “How could it
be true?” he called. “We are winning! We are beating the British.”

At 7:30, everyone heard three mighty cannon blasts from the area of Bed-
ford far in the rear. Fear gripped the American forces. It was true. British forces
were behind the American lines!

In a flash Atlee understood that these cannon blasts were a signal and that
now the real attack would begin. Not 1,000, but almost 6,000 British and green-
clad Hessians emerged from the cover of woods and advanced toward Colonel
Atlee’s position.

In a sickening flash he realized that his glorious early victory was a sham.
The early British attack had been a feint, a fake. With overwhelming British
power both in front and behind, the real battle would now begin—a battle for
their very lives.

Three thousand Redcoats swept up along the shore to force past the 8th on
the right. Barbaric Hessians, numbering 2,500, uttering animal cries and bearing
long bayonets, axes, and clubs, rushed at their center. The hopelessness of his po-
sition hit Colonel Atlee like a crushing cannon ball.

The 8th turned to retreat in orderly fashion, only to face new British units
that had materialized out of the woods and paths between the front lines and the
safety of Brooklyn.

They were surrounded. They were alone. And they were cut off from all
American aid. In their first battle they would have to endure the worst possible
battlefield nightmare. Confusion and panic rippled through the 500 men under
Colonel Atlee’s command. Some rushed blindly one way, some rushed the other.
All met stiff lines of the enemy and raced back to the central body of the regi-
ment. Only the sound of raging cannon and musket fire up and down the Ameri-
can line kept the regiment from thinking that the rest of the army had ceased to
exist and that the entire British force had turned its brutal power upon them.

The regiment massed and tried to smash through one of the British lines but
were repulsed by heavy fire. Again they massed and cdargendagan . . . and
again. The British lines were too strong, their flashing bayonets were too deadly
to overcome.

Green-clad Hessians, supported by several companies of local Tory militia,
rushed into the field, slashing and hacking at the rear of the 8th regiment.

Order dissolved. Chaos and panic reigned. The men scattered for the swamp
and creeks and woods, running like wild animals, terror in their hearts, fearing
that a line of red would appear around every tree, bush, and turn.

Gowans Creek bulged with high-tide water. The men of the 8th plunged in
anyway, hundreds of them wading through water up to their necks, through
slime, muck, and thick nettles. Some held their muskets above their heads. Most
cast them aside in their desperate scramble for survival. Some swam; some
drowned. All felt as if they were moving through thick molasses while the British
dashed freely along the bank.
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British musket balls thudded into the water all around them, creating a sea of
mini-geysers. Many hit their mark and the bodies floated thick on the water. At-
lee saw three Maryland boys sprint into a muddy slough at the end of the tidal
creek, their feet getting stuck in the thick goo. They were each slashed by a dozen
bayonets where they stood, unarmed and defenseless, as the wild Hessians roare
through.

The battle was over before noon. The American forces had been routed. The
forward units had been destroyed with no more effort than a bully would need to
humiliate and torment a young child. Of the original 500 in Colonel Atlee’s 8th
regiment, only 150 made it back to the shelter of the American forts that ringed
Brooklyn. Among the losses were 120 killed and 130 captured and chained in
hideous dungeons and prison ships like slaves.

Colonel Atlee wrote, “The illusion of American military strength and power
has burst. We are like foolish children playing at war. How can we ever hold up
against a British charge? Will they attack tomorrow or the next day? Will they
wait until their navy can sail up the east river and bombard our forts into dust? It
matters little. When they come | am now convinced that we will surely die. When
we do, the revolution will surely die with us.”

The bleak night of August 27, 1776, was a very gloomy moment in Ameri-
ca’s long struggle for independence.

Aftermath

Washington successfully (some say almost magically) extracted the remaining
shreds of his shell-shocked army from Long Island and began a long series of re-
treats—first up Manhattan, then (when Forts Lee and Washington fell) into New Jer-
sey and down into Pennsylvania. American forces ran from the British Redcoats
almost before the Redcoats could fire. Positions were lost almost faster than they could
be identified. The last three months of 1776 were an endless string of disastrous routs
for the American forces.

New York was lost to the British and would not be reclaimed until the peace
treaty was signed in 1783. New York and Long Island became the center of Loyalist
and Tory strength and activity.

Washington was forced to admit that his officer corps was too weak and inexperi-
enced tareate a powerful fighting force. Without extensive officer and enlisted training,
he would never defeat the British army. He also knew that the Revolution would collapse if
he were defeated in a decisive battle. His forces would have to become like the shadow o
an army—always present, and yet always dancing just out of British reach—and he must
never allow his flimsy force to be trapped into a major confrontation.

The confidence of American citizens was deeply shaken after Long Island. Over
half of the population of New Jersey assumed that the Revolution had collapsed and
signed Loyalty Papers pledging to support the King.

The British government and people rejoiced and assumed the rebellion would
quickly collapse. The situatiodid appear exceedingly bleak for the rebels, but that
only brought out the cunning best of the Patriot resistance. A five-year cat and mouse
game began—one the British were not prepared to play.
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Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* The Battle of Long Island was considered extremely important because it was
the first “real” battle between the Continental Army and the British army.
Why didn't the leaders think that Lexington and Concord, or Breeds Hill,
counted aseal battles between armies? What was different about the Conti-
nental Army by the summer of 1776, when the Battle of Long Island took
place? Why was thérst battle felt to be extra important? What information
did it give American leaders about their chances of success in the Revolution?

* Lord Howe was not the first British commander in America during the Revo-
lutionary War, nor was he the last. Can you hame the other British command-
ers? The first two were stationed in Boston. Then came Howe. How long did
he command? Who followed Howe?

* Why did soldiers in the eighteenth century stand in open, tight-packed lines
and fire at each other? Does that tell you something about how accurate their
muskets were?

Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Who was Lord Howe? How did he become a lord? What had he done before
taking command of the largest British expeditionary force in history? What
happened to him after he left America?

* Long Island was considered a Tory stronghold. How many Tories were there
in America during the war? Where did they live? Were they organized into mili-
tia units like the Patriots? Did any Tory militia units fight in any of the battles?

* Research muskets and flintlocks. What was the difference between a musket
and a flintlock? How did they each fire? Why weren’t muskets very accurate?
When did soldiers stop using muskets? Draw a picture of a Revolutionary War
era musket and of a flintlock rifle.

Make It Real

* Imagine you are in an eighteenth-century battle in your school, with 500 stu-
dents acting as British and attacking 200 Americans (or numbers in that same
ratio). As the “action” occurs, write the numbers on the board or an overhead
projector. Each student commanding officer would have to coordinate four
kinds of weapons:

Cannon.The British would typically have two six-pound
field pieces for that regimental-sized unit. They can fire ac-
curately for 500 yards and can fire once every 45 seconds if
using solid shot cannon balls. Such a cannon ball would be
expected to kill three defenders if a shot landed among the
soldiers. If the defenders are entrenched behind earthen
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walls, cannon balls would create more fear than real dam-
age, because few if any cannon balls would clear the walls
and not also sail over the defenders’ heads. The British can-
nons would aim primarily for the American cannons. The
Americans would probably have one cannon, also a six-
pound field piece. Firing into close-packed advancing
troops, that cannon could kill eight to twelve men per shot.

Rifles.Rifles were accurate to 275 yards, but could only
fire once every 35 to 45 seconds. The Americans would
typically have ten in a 200-man unit, deployed as sharp-
shooters out in front of the main line. They would fire sev-
eral times and fall back to keep from being shot or captured,
winding up as a reserve force behind the action. The British
probably wouldn’t have any rifles. They tended to concen-
trate their rifles in larger units that stayed with divisions and
armies instead of something as small as a regiment.

MusketsVirtually everyone else had a musket. They were
reasonably accurate at 100 yards and could be reloaded and
fired once every 20 seconds. At 100 yards, figure that one
out of every four of the defenders’ muskets fired would
cause a casualty. (Some would miss; some attackers would
be struck by more than one shot.) At 70 yards, one out of
three would put an attacker out of action; at 40 yards, one
out of two;, and at 20 yards, two out of three. The British
guns wouldn't fare nearly as well if the defenders hid be-
hind protective barricades. Figure that they would score
hits about one-quarter as often as the Americans.

BayonetsThe British were better at bayonet fighting than
were the Americans. Figure that, in hand-to-hand fighting,
40 British soldiers could defeat 60 Americans, and that for
every two British killed, three Americans will be killed.

Now figure that the attacking British can cross a 500-yard field in five
minutes while marching in formation. If they start 530 yards away from the
Americans and pause twice along the way to fire and reload (20 seconds added
for each) and charge at a sprint from 30 yards away (Six seconds to close and en-
gage the Americans with bayonets), who will win?

Imagine holding the battle. Have each commander decide when the troops
will fire. Assess the “kills” for each volley and appropriately “thin” the oppos-
ing lines. Also thin ranks to account for cannon fire. How many British are left
for the final charge? Enough to defeat the Americans? How many British and
Americans lie dead on the field? Can you see now why Revolutionary War
forces were quick to surrender (and stop the killing) once they could clearly see
who was going to win?



Disaster by Any Other Name . .. / 87

* What did American soldiers carry as they marched through the summer cam-
paign? Research what each soldier had to pack. Remember to include powder.
bullets, and wadding in a cartouche box and camp equipment (cook pot, tents,
etc.) as well as clothes, blanket, and musket. Can you estimate how many
pounds each soldier had to lug? Using books and other readily available ob-
jects, build a pack of similar weight. How does the extra weight affect your
ability to walk?

* Make a map showing the date and location of every Revolutionary War battle.
Can you see the general flow of the war from north to mid-Atlantic to south?
Did you have trouble locating all the battles? Did you have trouble deciding
which werebattlesand which were skirmishes and local fights? How yibdi
distinguish battles from smaller fights?

Points to Ponder

* The Battle of Long Island was a disastrous defeat for the Continental Army.
They were completely outmaneuvered and out-generaled by the British. Is de-
feat always bad? Can disaster ever be good for an army? Can you find any
benefit to the American Army from this defeat? Search for examples of when
disaster turned out to be beneficial.

* Long Island was a command failure for the Continental Army. It was a failure
of senior officers, not of the rank and file soldiers. If you were in charge, how
could you tell if your officers were capable of doing their job? Why didn’t
Washington know that he didn’t have a capable corps of senior officers? Why
didn’t he do anything about it? What could he have done?



Revolution or Redcoats?
New Jersey Indecision, 1776

At a Glance

Events beginning the Revolutionary War took place in and around Boston (the
Boston Massacre, the Boston Tea Party, Lexington and Concord, Bunker Hill, and the
Siege of Boston). Colonists outside New England felt somewhat like outside observ-
ers. In 1776 the war shifted its central focus to New York and to the area between New
York and Philadelphia: New Jersey. For the next three years armies tramped acros:
New Jersey, either in hasty retreat or in advance.

New Jersey citizens were caught in the middle. Most (as was true of all the Colo-
nies) supported American liberty and the Declaration of Independence. They also sup-
ported the early war efforts in Boston and Canada. It was easy to support a cause bein
fought somewhere else.

Then, in the summer and fall of 1776, Washington’s army disintegrated into inef-
fective tatters and fled south, abandoning New Jersey. Suddenly British Redcoats con:
trolled the colony. British victory seemed inevitable. Revolution and liberty looked
like a foolish pipe-dream hatched by radicals in far-off Boston.

Over half the New Jersey inhabitants lined up to sign Loyalty Papers offered by
General Howe in the late fall of 1776 and re-entered the good graces of England. By
signing, each person pledged to loyally support the King, Parliament, British rule, and
the British army. On paper, New Jersey looked like a great concentration of faithful
Loyalists.

88
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However, after Washington’s victory at the Battles of Trenton and Princeton,
most of those who had signed such papers renounced them and again supported th
Revolution.

New Jersey was inhabited by neither vast plantation owners nor the powerful
merchants who were most affected by the taxing and domination policies of Parlia-
ment. New Jersians were ordinary citizens trying to make ends meet. For such people
1776 was a year when it was difficult to sort out loyalties and the murky issues of per-
sonal and family safety, tradition, and ideology. It was a confused and confusing time
for New Jersey residents, a time when what appeared “right” one day might not look
right at all the next. As the tide of war shifted back and forth through the summer and
fall of 1776, so too did the loyalties expressed by many of the citizens of New Jersey.
This is a story of one of those citizens, his daughter, and his friends.

Meet Charity Kosterman

Charity Kosterman was born in Freehold, New Jersey, in the spring of 1764, the
second of the two children in the family. Charity’s childhood was typical for the times
and, except for the excitement of the Revolutionary War, remained relatively unevent-
ful. She was assigned household chores when she turned six and attended neighbo
hood Dame School for five years. There she fought for the chance to learn to read
instead of concentrating on needlepoint, etiquette, and sewing (the normal subjects for
girls).

Charity possessed all the intellectual curiosity and drive her older brother, Israel,
lacked. Still, she was never able to further her education. At age 18 she married a mar
who apprenticed to her father and moved with him to Wilmington, Delaware, where he
set up his own pewter shop after completing his training.

Charity raised seven children, was a lifelong avid reader, and was active in the
Wilmington community and in efforts to improve local educational opportunities.
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Revolution or
Redcecoats?

welve-year-old Charity Kosterman hung the broom, dust pan, and dust
Tcloth on their assigned hooks in the small closet at the back of her father’s

pewter shop and smiled, not because she had done a good job of cleaning
the shop before another day’s work, but because she had managed to finish a full
15 minutes early. That gave her 15 minutes of solitude to curl up on the wooden
floor behind the counter and read before her father arrived from the family house
next door to begin his day’s work sculpting magnificent pewter plates, goblets,
bowls, forks, knives, spoons, and other utensils.

It was early July 1776, and the Kostermans lived in Freehold, New Jersey, a
small, sleepy farming town. Certainly they had discussed the growing war with
England. A few Freehold boys were part of a militia unit that had marched off to
Boston to join Washington’s army. But Boston and Philadelphia seemed like other
worlds. The struggles of war seemed like someone else’s problem. They didn’t
seem to have anything to do with daily life in Freehold. Charity was much more
concerned with finding time to read than with either Revolution or Redcoats.

Entering the shop precisely at 9:00—as he did every morning—Charity’s
father, Joseph Kosterman, eagerly rubbed his hands together with a great
“Ahhhhh!”—as he did every morning—as if he already knew that this day would
be the best day of his life.

Joseph Kosterman was a thick, rock-solid man of 31—thick chest, thick
arms, thick mop of curly brown hair, and thick, beefy hands. Yet he had spent 20
years training those massive hands to produce the colony’s—and maybe the con-
tinent's—most delicate and elegant pewter ware.

But this day’s “Ahhhh” caught Charity’s ear, made her pull her mind out of
a good story to peak up over the counter. This “Ahhhh” boomed across the room
like a dozen regular “Ahhhh’s” all piled on top of each other. Her father so
gushed with dazzling enthusiasm that it frightened Charity.

“What's wrong, father?”

“Wrong? What could possibly be wrong on such a glorious day, Charity?
Why even the air smells freer dhisfine day!”

Charity still knelt behind the work counter, almost afraid to move.

“We're free!” cried Mr. Kosterman, dancing his way across the small shop
toward his daughter.
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Charity’s eyes, resting just above the counter and work bench, were like
soft, dark pools that soaked everything in. The girl behind those eyes was
thoughtful and studious. “Weren't we free before, father?”

“Not from the British,” he snorted. “But now Congress has passed a Decla-
ration of Independenc&owwe’re an independent country and free!”

Charity’s eyebrows knitted as she turned her father’s words over and over in
her mind. “But, father, you've always told me that werefree and that only
slaves weren't.”

“How could we be free when we were stuck under English tyranny without
any representation? We were no better than dogs to the British.”

Charity stood and rubbed her forehead as she thought. “But father, you've
always said we wereickyto be English and that being English was the best thing
in the world.”

“I never!” he spluttered.

“Last Christmas,” answered Charity, “when | got to meet my cousins and
we were counting our blessings, that's what you said.”

Suddenly flustered and embarrassed, Mr. Kosterman said, “A lot of people
usedo say that, Charity. But that was before we realized the British aim all along
was to make us English slaves, not free and equal partners.”

“And” she continued, “you’ve said it several times in here with customers.”

“I probably knew they were Tories and had to appease them to make a sale,”
he muttered. “I'vealwayswanted freedom and basic human rights,” he ex-
plained. “But the lobster-back dogs won't give it to us. So we're goirtgheit.”

He rubbed his thick hands together and chuckled. “Washington has a grand army
digging in to defend New York. Mark my words, Charity, those Redcoats are go-
ing to be sorry they ever set foot in this country.”

“I'm still confused, father. Didn’t you join &ritish militia unit?”

“Charity!” Mr. Kosterman snapped, frowning. “You obviously don’t under-
stand politics! We alhadto join. It doesn’t mean a thing.” He cocked his head,
peering around his daughter. “What'’s that behind you? A book?”

Her eyes lowered to the floor. “A science book, father.” She defiantly raised
her dark eyes to gaze into her father’s face. “I want to study science and go to
school.”

“You mean to learn needlepoint and etiquette? You already know them.”
“No. Booklearning. Science and matRealschool.”

“Why would a smart girl like you want to waste her time on something she
will never be able to use?” he demanded.

“Becau® . .. " shebegan, but was interrupted when the shop door clanged
open. A tall, thin man with a droopy, hound-dog face entered.

Kosterman slowly tore his eyes away from his daughter. “Ahh, Mr. Gunter.
Welcome.” Kosterman pumped the hound dog’s hand so hard the thin man
looked as if he feared his arm would be torn out by the roots. “What can | do for
you?”
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Gunter’s voice was thin and precise. “Goblets, dinner plates and silverware.”
Kosterman scowled as he stepped behind the couRtace wareMr. Gunter.”
“That is what | said.”

“You saidsilvemware. This is a pewter shop. No silver crosses my doorstep.
I makeplaceware.”

Charity slid the book back behind her and eased toward the back door of the
shop, planning to escape with her book and dream both intact.

“Would you like an independence theme on the scroll work?” Mr. Koster-
man asked, dipping a quill pen and preparing to take notes.

“You mean that disaster of a Declaration of Independence?” replied Gunter,
wrinkling up his nose in disgust.

“Disaster?” bellowed Kosterman. “It is a glorious triumph.”

Mr. Gunter dabbed a handkerchief at the corner of his mouth and rolled his
eyes as he said, “If you say so.”

“I do!”

“Personally, | thought it was just those New England radicals letting off
steam. | thought it would end with that tea business, which | never fully under-
stood. Why argue about tea when the price is going down? Wouldn't it make
more sense to protest when the price goes up?”

Kosterman nodded. “I must admit | never quite understood why cheaper tea
suddenly meant we were being taxed without representation.” He quickly added,
“Though | agreed with the Bostonians’ principles, of course.”

Gunter nodded in agreement. “As did I. But things got so rapidly out of
hand. One day we are arguing about tea. Next day everyone’s yelling ‘Liberty!
Liberty!” and men line up to kill each other.” He wrinkled his eyebrows as his
droopy, hound-dog eyes gazed at the pewter smith. “| never understood how be-
ing offered cheaper tea meant we weren'’t free. Did you?”

“Well . . . it's more complicated thathat,” Kosterman spluttered.

Gunter shrugged and waved his handkerchief through the air. “It always is.
Could | see some samples of your plates, please?”

Charity stood rooted in the doorway, fascinated by this political debate,
soaking in every word.

“Just a moment,” Kosterman insisted. He sucked in a deep breath to regain
his enthusiasm. “You must admit thadwwe are definitely free! We can decide
our own future, make our own decisions.”

Mr. Gunter frowned. “l say it's dangerous to slap the hand that feeds us.”

“Feeds us?” bellowed Kosterman. “Thaitishesus. Liberty or death—isn’t
that the motto they're using? We'll spin those Redcoats around so fast they won't
know what hit them?’

“I wouldn’t be so sure of your revolution, Joseph. And | would like to see
some samples.”



Revolution or Redcoats? / 93

Kosterman pulled back with a look of shocked surprise. “Don’t you support
the revolution?”

“I support New Jersey. | don't give afig for the other colonies and they don't
give a fig for New Jersey. All I'm saying is that it will be very uncomfortable
around here for anyone who supported this independence business if the British
win. How heavy are your forks?”

“But the British can’t win,” laughed Mr. Kosterman.

“Yes they can,” Gunter insisted. “They beat the French and they have a real,
trained army. Washington has to fight the greatest army in the world and with no
trained officers and no soldiers with combat experience.”

“But. .. but ourfreedom,” stammered Kosterman. “We need to fight for our
freedom.”

“You've always made a decent living for your family doing exactly what
you wanted to do under British rule. Haven't you?” Gunter demanded.

“Well, lguess .. .”
“How much freer than that can you be? Apldasdet me see your samples!”

“We need the right to govern ourselves!” Kosterman argued, ignoring the
request.

“Why? | don’t see anyone except British governors in these colonies who
know the first thing about governing a country.”

“You sound like a Loyalist,” insisted Kosterman.

Gunter tapped a long, thin finger on the counter. “I'm just saying, principles
are fine, but be smart, Joseph. Make sure you are on the side that wins. That's
where freedom and privilege will come from.”

“You aim to side with the British, then?” Kosterman asked, almost spitting
the words.

“I ‘aim’,” Gunter barked, “to be standing proudly with which ever side is on
top in the end. And now | think | ‘aim’ to purchase rsilverware from someone
who will show me samples! Good day!” And he stomped out of the shop, leaving
Joseph Kosterman angrily attacking a pewter pitcher with a polishing rag to work
off his frustration.

The noise of Charity opening the back door to sneak out drew Mr. Koster-
man’s attention. His finger jabbed at the air toward her. “And you. Why waste
your time with nonsense you can’t possibly use when you could do useful chores
around the house and shop?”

“I wantto learn. And I'm smarter than Israel.”

Her father snorted and shook his head. “Girls have no practical use for learning.
Your brother goes to school because he will be a man. Hedtto be educated.”

“At least let me be your apprentice and learn how to make pewter.”

“This is a man’s trade, Charity. Besides, you're already part of the business.
You sweep and clean. Now, nho more nonsense. You'll be a fine, lovely woman.
But Charity, try to behave like a woman. Now run inside and help your mother
with chores. | have a business to run here.”
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Charity fumed as she walked, quiet and ladylike, back to the house, wonder-
ing all over again who was, and who was not, free.

The morning of November 26, 1776, found Joseph Kosterman slumped on a
stool behind his workbench, puttering nervously and idly with a dull lump of
pewter. His hands were covered with a sheen of oil and gray shavings. His eyes
were locked on the counter before him, but his mind seemed to wander a thou-
sand miles away. Charity silently finished her morning cleaning, sensing her fa-
ther would not tolerate the interruption of her questions.

Steven Karcoff, a bearded local farmer with callused hands that looked like
they hadn’t been out of the dirtin years, pushed open the door and stepped in. The
silent, brooding entry of her father’s lifelong friend redoubled the worry building
in Charity. Something must be very wrong. Mr. Karcaftvayslaughed and
joked like a refreshing spring breeze when he entered the shop. It was one thing
for father to brood; that happened a lot. But if Mr. Karcoff was watrie .

Kosterman kneaded his ball of pewter. “I told you those idiot New England-
ers would drag us all down. And for what?”

Karcoff nodded solemnly in agreement. “Washington’s army has com-
pletely disintegrated.”

“The army is made up of idiots,” grumbled Kosterman, rumbling like dis-
tant thunder. “The officers can't lead. The soldiers are cowards who run away
when anyone says ‘boo’!”

Charity thought both men seemed nervous and fidgety. Their talk both con-
fused and frightened her. “But, father, you said Washington was going to pound
the tar and feathers out of the Redcoats.”

His eyebrows arched in surprise, then wrinkled in anger. “Don’t argue with
your father, young lady. . . AndI’ll not having you using that kind of language!
It's not lady-like.”

Charity’s cheeks reddened in shame. She whispered, “I'm sorry, father.”

Mr. Kosterman went back to pounding his lump of pewter. “Who were we
to think we could conquer the greatest army on Earth? How can we beat the Red-
coats with a bunch of disorganized amateurs? You mark my words, Steven. This
whole business is turning into a disaster.”

Again Karcoff solemnly nodded. “There was nothing for us to gain and eve-
rything to lose from siding with those New England rebels. No one on Earth is
freer than citizens in the British Empire.”

“Exactly!” exclaimed Kosterman, slamming his pewter ball onto the coun-
ter. “England has always supplied the manufactured goods we Bagthndis
the future.”

Karcoff slowly rubbed his chin with his thick stub of a hand and watched his
friend out of the corner of one eye. “Having second thoughts about backing the
Revolution?”
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“Nothing wrong with thinking things through again,” Kosterman defen-
sively answered.

Karcoff lowered his voice. “So you're going to sign a Loyalty Paper, then?”

“I'm thinkingaboutt. ...” Mr. Kosterman tried to sound casual, but Char-
ity could tell he was tense and worried.

Karcoff jabbed a thick finger on the counter and leaned forward as if to
make sure no one overheard him. “We both openly declared support for the Pa-
triot cause and the Revolution. You think they don’t know that?”

Mr. Kosterman answered, “General Howe said they would forgive if we
signed the papers now.”

But his voice didn’t sound as if even he were convinced. Charity could no
longer stand not knowing what they were talking about. “Wmatpapers?” she
blurted.

Both men turned to glare at young Charity. Her face reddened.

“The Loyalty Papers, Charity,” repeated her father. “General Howe has
given New Jersey citizens a chance to again pledge the loyalty of our families to
King George.”

“But. .."” began Charity.

Her father raised his voice to cut her off. “The British are obviously going to
win this fight. They have always treated us well, and if we are among the first to
show our renewed support to the King, our position will be substantially im-
proved once the rebels are crushed.”

The dark pools of Charity’s eyes clouded as she found itimpossible to make
any sense of her father’s words. “But don’t we still want our freedom and inde-
pendence from English tyranny, father?”

Irritated by having his daughter bring back his own words to haunt him,
Kosterman snapped, “Freedom, Charity, will come from being trusted by the
British once this meaningless rebellion is crushed and they are looking for solid
citizens to put in responsible positions in the colony.”

Steven Karcoff nervously shifted his feet and wiped his face. “It could be a
trick to lure former rebels into the open. We were both signed up to join a Patriot
militia unit in the spring. Why would they believe us now if we signed?”

“It's a chance we have to take,” answered Kosterman. “We need to be on the
winning side if we are to live comfortably after the war.”

Steven Karcoff still looked edgy, nervous, and unconvinced. “What if
Washington rallies?”

“Not a chance,” Kosterman sadly snorted. “The British are professional sol-
diers. Washington is powerless because he is surrounded by cowards. They lost
on Long Island. They lost on Manhattan. They lost at White Plains. They lost
Forts Washington and Lee!” Kosterman chuckled and jabbed a thumb toward his
daughter. Charity could rout Washington’s army, the way they're fighting!”

“Did you know, Gunter already signed?” asked Karcoff.
“Of coursehewould. He always leaned British, anyway.”
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Karcoff frowned and shook his head. “No. Gunter doesn’t care about any-
one except Gunter. He's only acting British because he’s convinced the Revolu-
tion has collapsed.”

“Maybe he’s right,” answered Mr. Kosterman. “Maybe we should sign,

too.
“Maybe . .. " echoed Karcoff.

To distract himself while he wrestled with this great decision, Kosterman
wiped his hands and furiously attacked a new pewter bowl with a polishing rag,
trying to punish the metal with his soft cloth.

Karcoff was still unconvinced. “What if Congress convinces the French to
enter the war? What if public support turns in favor of the rebels?”

Kosterman snorted. “Congress is a bunch of fools who couldn’t argue their
way out of a burning building. And without victories, the public will never turnin
favor of the rebels. Nor will the French.”

Karcoff laughed. His usual sparkle appeared in his eyes. “| suppose you're
right. The ‘war’ is over. The English are here to stay and we had better make the
best of it. I'll sign this afternoon for my family.”

Joseph Kosterman sucked in a deep breath and nodded. “I'll go and sign
with you.”

He seemed greatly relieved, but Charity was not. “But father, you said the
British were tyrants who wanted to crush us.”

“Of course they want to crush thanemiesdaughter. Buiveare not the en-
emy. We are part of the British family.”

“But what if | don’t want to be British anymore?”

Kosterman raised his voice like booming cannon fire. “And we will not
doubt the King, our British loyalty, or our own father again. Nor will we ask any
more senseless questions. Understood?”

Charity clenched her teeth to dutifully shut in her flood of concerns, lowered
her eyes, and silently nodded her head. Loyal to the British she would be. What
she really wanted to ask was: Do the British allow girls to goeta school and
learn science?

As light snows swirled past the shop windows in a biting wind on January 4,
1777, Charity stoked the shop’s wood stove to warm it enough for her father to
work comfortably. It was 13 minutes after 9:80/. and it was not like her father to
be late for work. Six days a week, rain, sleet, heat, or snow, Joseph Kosterman
worked from exactly 9:0@.M. to exactly 4:00P.M.. Filled with foreboding, Char-
ity stared at the corner clock as it tocked slowly past 9:14 and headed toward 9:15.

The door was flung open. Beaming like Christmas, itself, her father sprang
in, arms spread wide to hug the world. “Ahhhh! They did it, Charity! It was a total
rout!”

Charity stammered, “Was there a battle, father?”
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“Of course there was, Charity. A glorious victory!” He actually danced his
way into the shop.

“The British have won?” asked Charity.

Joseph Kosterman stopped, his face scrunched up as if he had bitten sour
lemons. “The British? Whatever could you be thinking, Charity? Washington has
crushed the lobster backs at Trenton and at Princeton. General Howe’s Redcoats
are retreating toward New York as fast as they can rukhéwthe British
couldn’t sustain a war this far from their home base. It was obvious that Washing-
ton would cut them down when he was ready to.”

Charity asked, “Does this mean we aren’t British anymore?”

“We never were, daughter. Don’t you see? We are Americahiis our
home.Thisis where our loyalties lie.”

“But you signed a Loyalty Paper for the British. You pledged our oath to be
loyal to the British and gave it to General Howe.”

“That doesn’t matter, Charity. They are the enemy and nothing | say to them
really counts. Any oath thahight have been pledged is totally invalid. | even
wrote a note saying it was a lie. No, daughter, we are pure Americans and have al-
ways supported General Washington and the Revolution.”

Charity’s dark eyes soaked in her father’s boyish enthusiasm. She slowly
nodded. “If we’re going to be revolutionaries again, father, and seek our libel
I'd like to talk to you about going to school.”

Aftermath

New Jersey followed its year of indecision with seven years of solid support for
the Continental Army and the War for Independence. The colony remained rock-solid
in its support even though it sat under the shadow of British naval power in New York
harbor and under the threat of General Howe’s massive British army housed next door
in New York City. The Colonists remained loyal even though Howe'’s soldiers regu-
larly foraged across New Jersey to plunder the land and threaten the residents. In the
end, the solid strength of New Jersey support was a major factor in making General
Clinton afraid to venture out of his sheltered New York fortress for any offensive cam-

paigns from 1779 through 1782.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

» Charity said that she wanted to be an apprentice to her father. What does that
mean? What is an apprenticeship? Why have apprenticeships? Do we still use
apprentices and apprenticeships in America today? For what trades and fields?
How else do young workers get their training now? If you could be an appren-

tice, what field of work would it be in?

* Why was the Battle of Long Island important? Why did the British win and the

Americans lose?
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* Why did patriotic Americans feel confident in August 1776 as they watched
Washington’s great army prepare to defend New York and await British attack?

* After the Battle of Long Island, Washington was able to sneak his army across
to Manhattan. Why did the British think that the army would surrender in-
stead? How was Washington able to sneak them out without being seen?

Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Make a list of the key ideals of the Revolution that the Founding Fathers
fought to attain. Then trace the history of each of these ideals in American life.
Which ones have been the easiest to achieve? Which have been the most diffi-
cult to fulfill? Why?

* Eventsin 1776 ranged from glorious successes to unbelievable disaster for the
Continental Army. Research the early successes (Boston, Moore’s Creek
Bridge, Charleston, and the Declaration of Independence) that created such
enthusiasm for and confidence in the Patriot cause. How were the Patriot
forces able to win these victories? Describe the size and strength of the British
forces the Continentals had to face in each of these battles.

* Research the string of disasters from August through early December 1776
(Long Island, Manhattan, Ft. Lee, Ft. Washington, abandoning New Jersey) that
had most people thinking that Washington’s army and the Revolution were
about to collapse. Why did Washington’s army fare so badly in the last half of 1776
when it had seemed to do so well against the British during the previous year?

* Research the role and position of an apprentice. When did the practice of appren-
ticeship begin? Typically, how old were beginning apprentices? What did they
do? What did they have to learn? How long did an apprenticeship last? What hap-
pened to an apprentice when he or she finished his or her apprenticeship?

Make It Real

* Research the kinds of schools that existed in 1776. Who attended them? What
did girls study? What did boys study? What did the children do who couldn’t
afford Latin Schools? Create a one-day schedule for what someone your own
age would do in school in 1776.

* Pretend that you are your own age, living in Brooklyn, Long Island, in the
summer of 1776. You may decide to be either a Patriot or a Loyalist. Write a
letter to a friend describing your experience of the Battle of Long Island: the
appearance and emotions of the soldiers; the sounds and sights of preparation
and the sights, sounds, and feel of the battle. Describe the change in the Conti-
nental soldiers after the battle. How did their complete collapse make you
feel? How did you feel as the British moved in to occupy your town?

Points to Ponder.

* Why do you think so many New Jersey citizens first supported the Revolution,
then signed Loyalty Papers, then went back to supportingéwolution? Do
you think it had anything to do with military events during the nine months in
guestion?
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¢ In this story, do you see any parallel between Charity’s discussion with her fa-
ther about her freedom and the freedom of the Colonists in relation to Eng-
land? Reread the story and try to build the case that there are similarities
between these two struggles, that they are both the struggle for personal inde-
pendence. Does this same kind of disagreement happen in your family? How?
Over what issues?

* Did you ever change your mind on an issue, then later change your mind back
to your original position after you received new information? Were you a little
embarrassed by your changing back and forth? Did you feel defensive about
it?
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At a Glance

The first half of 1776 was full of successes for the Revolution. The second half
saw terrifying disaster. Long Island was lost. Manhattan was lost. The Hudson River
was lost. Ft. Washington—Ilost. Ft. Lee—lost. General Lee had been captured. The
army was in tatters and total disarray.

Conditions were more dismal than anyone could have imagined. Men were de-
serting faster than they could be counted. Twelve thousand troops had become 6,000 o
less. Common citizens were convinced that Washington was going to lose. No one
would accept Continental paper money for supplies. The army was disintegrating; mo-
rale was nonexistent. The men were lethargic, energyless, and beaten, and couldn’
wait to leave.

To make matters even worse, the enlistments for many—if not most—of the army
would be up on December, 31, 1776. At the stroke of midnight, most of the army, like
Cinderella, would revert back to ordinary citizens and would walk out of camp, leaving
Washington with fewer than 2,000 men in tattered uniforms.

A French observer said, “There is more energy and passion for your Revolutionin
one coffee house in Paris than in your entire army!” Washington was described as “de-
pressed.”

British General Howe, on the other hand, felt quite content. The Revolution was
disintegrating all on its own and he could take the credit. He established a string of
posts throughout New Jersey to keep Washington bottled up during the winter, assum-
ing there would be no Continental Army left by spring and he could go home a hero.
General Cornwallis (the British second in command) packed for a vacation trip to Eng-
land. Howe retired to New York for an endless string of winter parties and balls. Gen-
eral Clinton settled in Newport, Rhode Island, dreaming of his next assignment.

100
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Colonel Rahl, the Hessian in charge of the garrison at Trenton, New Jersey, felt so
confident he didn’t order redoubts (small fortifications) built and scheduled no distant
sentry routes or scouts. What was the point when Washington’s army was afraid to
fight? Rather than plan for Trenton’s defense, he planned luxurious Christmas parties,
seizing supplies and goods from locals in New Jersey.

Washington needed a victory, any victory, or he would have no army left with
which to fight come spring. The Delaware River was both his sole protection from the
advancing British and a major obstacle if he were to make some aggressive move.

Late in that December of 1776 there was a warm spell quickly followed by a bru-
tal cold snap. The Delaware roared at near flood levels, with thick ice floes drifting and
twirling in a strong current. Everyone thought it was impassable.

But Washington needed a victor . . fast. He couldn’t wait for spring. He
couldn’t wait for better conditions, or for the British and their hired Hessians to attack.
If he didn’t fight and win now, the army and the Revolution would collapse. Even
though his army had been decimated in six straight battles and was in shambles, Wash
ington would have to attack, now, before the end of the year, in the worst imaginable
conditions.

Meet Marcus Raymond Stanton and Oliver Cromwell

Marcus Raymond Stanton was born a South Carolina slave in 1757. His mother
also had been born on the Stanton plantation northwest of Charleston. His father hac
been purchased as a teenager. Marcus, a field worker, had never set foot outside th
boundaries of the modest Stanton plantation when he was shoved into a recruiter’s
wagon and hustled 1,500 miles north to join the army, taking the place of Mr. Stanton’s
son, who didn’t want to serve.

Marcus didn’t know what an army was, that there was a war in progress, or even
that there were other countries and colonies when he climbed out of that wagon and
found himself thrown into the chaos surrounding Washington’s retreat up Manhattan
just after the battle of White Plains. Marcus survived the war and then drifted west, set-
tling firstin Kentucky and then in Ohio. He never returned to South Carolina for fear of
again being made a slave.

Oliver Cromwell was born a free black in a ghetto on the south side of Philadel-
phiain 1752. His father died of disease when Oliver was a young boy. His mother and
her three surviving children worked their way to New York and then to Boston, arriv-
ing when Oliver was 12. His mother died when he was 14. His older brother and
younger sister moved west to start a farm. Farming held no attraction for Oliver, who
stayed in the city to scrounge whatever work he could. Over the years, he always found
enough work to survive but never enough to climb far ahead of starvation.

Oliver jumped at the chance to join the army, thinking it meant a steady source of
food, clothes, and income. He held no ideological leanings one way or the other during
the war, seeing it only as a practical way to survive. After the war he headed west, plan-
ning to meet up with his brother and sister. However, there is no record of him after his
split from Marcus Stanton.
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Victory or Death

hree soldiers huddled around a puny fire in the dark. Patches of bare dirt and
Tdead grass peeked through the crusted snow. Stars sparkled crystal-clear ir

the bitter-cold sky above. Many in Washington’s Continental Army had al-
ready crawled into tents to shiver under threadbare blankets. Others sat huddlec
around meager fires, unable to sleep.

Some, since this was the night of Tuesday, December 24, 1776, thought of
Christmas at home. Some thought of Thomas Paine’s stirring words (“These are
the times that try men’s souls. The summer soldier and the sunshine patriot will,
in this crisis, shrink from the service of their country.”) , which had been read
to every soldier that afternoon. Some thought only of the cold.

Two of the three soldiers huddled close to this particular fire were black:
Marcus Raymond Stanton, a 19-year-old slave sent up from South Carolina, who
joined the army in September just after the Battle of Long Island, and Oliver
Cromwell, a 24-year-old Massachusetts free black who had been with the army
since before the Battle of Bunker Hill. The third soldier, 17-year-old Joseph Mar-
tin, was fresh off his family’s Pennsylvania farm. He had waited until all the
crops were in to enlist and had only been in the army for a month. This was the
first time in his life he had been more than 10 miles from home.

Joseph still glowed from the emotion of Paine’s words read by their com-
pany commander. “Wasn’t that a wonderful paper?”

Oliver said, “Nothing is wonderful when I'm cold, hungry, and tired.”

Marcus added, “I'm too cold to sleep.” He shivered, trembling through
every part of his body. “l am so cold | don't think my bones will ever warm up
again. There were nights in South Carolina we thought were cold, but they were
like sweetest honey compared to the cold up here in this frozen North.”

Joseph’s mind couldn’t leave Paine’s stirring words. “Paine must be a great
man to write like that. Just remembering the words still makes me excited.”

“A coat would make me excited,” interrupted Marcus. “How come we can’t
get coats? They should give us c®at . andmore fire wood.”

“I had a coat last summer,” said Oliver. “Hated lugging the thing around in
the heat. | thought | wouldeverneed that mass of wool while we sweltered on
Long Island. Didn’t mind at all when | lost it when we ran at Gowanus Bay. Now
| sure do miss that coat.”

“You really been in all them battles?” asked Joseph.
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“l was there—and don’t you even hint | weren’t. Breeds Hill | was under
Colonel Prescott from Massachusetts. Fought next to Peter Salem and Salem
Poor—nowthere was two amazing black fighters, sure enough!—both won
theirselfs medals that day! For Long Island | was in Lord Stirling’s Command.
Man, was that one awful day. | was at Ft.d.e..”

“l was even at Ft. Lee and Ft. Washington,” interrupted Marcus. “Those
losses was just last month—only four weeks after | was joined up.”

“You volunteered, too?” asked Joseph.

Marcus rocked back and laughed, white teeth flashing in the d&iddut-
teer? Naw. I'm a slave. My master had to send somebody. It was either one of us
or his son. So here | am.”

Oliver asked, “Why don’t you run away?”

“Naw! Then I'm a run-away slave. Ain’t nothin’ lower than that. I'd be
lynched for sure.”

“Plenty of soldiers are running away,” added Joseph. “I hear if we stay
we're all going to die—Kkilled in battle or hung once the British win. | hear this
army is only one more defeat away from total collapse. But still we have to try to
win the war to gain our freedom.”

“Naw, | ain’t runnin’ away. And this here war is for white man’s freedom,
not mine—which is mighty peculiar since they already seem plenty free to me.
No, | figure it this way. All | gots to do is not get shot and | win. I'm free. If the
Americans win, | get my freedom 'cause | served in the army. If the British win, they
ain’t gonna hang a poor black slave ordered to fight, and since they don’t believe in
slavery, they’ll make me free. ‘These are the times that try men’s.soul®hooey!

This is the best of all ‘times’ for me. | stay alive and | am no longer a slag@i’t
goin’ anywhere.”

Oliver shook his head and laughed, “Man, you make me almost wish | was a
slave instead of a free black who join up 'cause | was starvin’ to death without a
job in the city.”

Joseph fidgeted, staring at the glowing embers of their fire, before he asked,
“Do they treat you different because yoel'r. . youknow, black?”

“Mostly, naw,” answered Oliver. “Black or white we all march the same, eat
the same slop, carry the sam. . ”

Marcus interrupted, “Not me. | gots to carry the cook pot for our unit. That
thing must weigh 20 pounds.”

“Yeah, but plenty of whites are carryin’ cook pots, too. | say it's only the
few Southern whites who hate blacks that make it hard.”

“Speakin’ of whites that hates blacks,” hissed Marcus leaning in toward the
fire and his comrades, “here comes Captain Herfanger.”

Oliver groaned. Joseph asked, “What's wrong with Captain Herfanger?
He’s helped me whenever | need it.”

“That’s because you're white,” muttered Oliver.
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Captain Sherman Herfanger was a blacksmith from North Carolina. He had
been elected captain just after the Battle of Long Island. “You two,” he growled,
jabbing a cigar butt toward Marcus and Oliver, “on guard duty tonight.”

“Again?” whined Marcus.
“Don’t sass me, boy. Just do it.”

“I'll think on it, Captain,” answered Oliver, leaning back to gaze up at the
stars as if he had all the time in the world. “Maybe if you was to make it worth my
while . ..”

“You do it!” spluttered Herfanger, now red faced. “I'm an officer and | got
privileges—Ilike giving orders.”

“Yeah,” muttered Oliver. “And like stealing blankets and shoes from supply
and selling them.”

“l got expenses.”

“Yeah, like bribing half the company so he can get reelected captain.”
“He never bribed me,” interrupted Marcus.

“You're black,” answered Oliver.

“I never got a bribe, either,” said Joseph.

“It ain’t time for elections again. You just wait.”

Herfanger hissed, “You two stop yer bellyachin’ and get out there or you'll
get 100 lashes in the morning!”

By noon on Christmas Day the camp buzzed with the certainty that some-
thing was up. Campfires were stoked and each unit was ordered to prepare three
days’ rations. Kits were packed. Powder and musket balls were distributed so that
cartouche boxes bulged.

During supper the password was whispered to each company: “Victory or
Death.” Joseph Martin paled. “Oh, no. It's gonna be death. I just know it.”

Almost 5,000 soldiers in ragged groups began a two-mile march to the Dela-
ware River just after sunset. Anicy wind had swirled through camp all afternoon.
Now it was filled with sleet and howled out of the northeast, straight into the
men’s face as they trudged toward the river.

Joseph still had shoes because he had only been with the army a month anc
his hadn’t worn out yet. Marcus’s and Oliver’s bare feet were both wrapped in
slowly disintegrating rags that were stained a dark red from where their feet had
bled through tender cracks between thick calluses.

They reached the bank of the Delaware River at 1@:00Snow and sleet
drove into their faces, making it difficult to see. The river current ran hard, with
jagged boulders of ice swirling ominously through the eddies.

Oliver sighed, “Too bad the weather and river are so mean and nasty to-
night. They’ll cancel the fight for sure.”

Marcus scoffed, “Yowvantto fight on a night like this?”
“Better to fight than just sit around and freeze.”
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Young Joseph's eyes filled with terror. “Look at that river! We're gonna
freeze or drown if we try to cross. We'll never make it!”

A fleet of 60-foot Durham boats, manned by John Glover's Marblehead,
Massachusetts, fishermen volunteers, began to ferry the troops, horses, and can-
nons across the river. Oarsmen slowly picked their way between raging chunks
of ice, many big enough to crush a boat. Fighting wind, snow, current, and ice,
the crossing bogged down, tedious and frightfully slow.

Troops waiting on each bank were ordered not to smoke, drink, or talk for
fear of being heard by British scouts and pickets. The night grew fearfully cold
and raw for men shivering without coats or shoes in the drifting snow, ice form-
ing in their hair and on their skin. The air was wet and bitter cold and stung the
face. The snow thickened into blinding clouds.

The crossing was supposed to be completed by midnight, but it was after
3:30A.M.when the last of the artillery rolled off the battered boats and back onto
New Jersey soil. Still Washington stood wrapped in his cloak at the river's edge,
calm and unruffled, as if his desperate timetable weren’t beginning to unravel.

In these bleak, dark hours of the frozen night, the weary army began the
nine-mile march to Trenton. No rest halts were allowed for fear that some men
would freeze to death if allowed to sink into the snow to doze. Washington issued
orders to maintain strictest silence. Wheels on cannons were wrapped in cloth to
muffle their sound.

Hail and sleet tore at their faces as Marcus, Oliver, and Joseph stumbled for-
ward. The roads grew slick with ice. Unshod horses pulling cannons were unable
to stand or walk on the ice and slid in every direction. Many bucked and stomped
in fright. Two men had to walk beside each horse to hold it up and keep it moving.

When someone fell with a clatter of equipment, 10 others would fall over
him, unable to stop in time in the dark. Officers hissed curses for everyone to be
quiet. The fallen would have to be forced back up to their feet.

Ice built thick on eyelashes, closing eyes. Blood soaked through rags
wrapped around feet and stained the new-fallen snow. Yet these injured feet were
too cold to feel the pain, so soldiers numbly marched toward dawn and Trenton.

The snow turned to freezing rain and then back to sleet that cut through a
man like a knife. Many drifted to sleep while they shuffled forward. Sergeants
hissed and prodded them back awake for fear that, if they drifted off, they would
never wake up again.

Still no one complained. Each soldier agreed that even this torment was bet-
ter than running backwards away from the British. All seemed to know that the
Revolution itself was on the line. The army couldn’t afford to lose again.

Washington’s plan called for the attack to begin before dawn. The wintry
sky began to lighten to pale blue in the eastern sky while the lead units were still
three miles from Trenton. The army staggered into a long trot over the slick
ground, trying to reach Trenton before surprise was lost.
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The hundred scattered houses of Trenton, New Jersey, were quiet and shut
under the pounding of the storm. Ice glinted off picket fences and covered every
tree branch in the wide apple orchards surrounding the town. The German sol-
diers of the Hessian regiment stationed by General Gage at Trenton were still fast
asleep after their wild Christmas parties as the sun rose behind slate-gray clouds.

The units under General Nathaniel Greene were the first to reach Trenton,
arriving just after 7:30.M. Captain Herfanger's company was second in line.
The snow and sleet had stopped at first light, only to be replaced by dancing mists
that swirled through the gray twilight.

A Hessian lieutenant, whose uniform coat was still unbuttoned, stepped out
of the first house with a great yawn to gather his sentries for the day and post them
around town. He froze, thunderstruck, staring at the mists. At first he thought his
eyes were playing tricks on him. Then he thought he was seeing ghosts. The
ranks of ragged Continentals shuffled out of the mists, and he screamed, “Der
Deind! Heraus! Heraus!”

Neither Marcus nor Oliver could understand the words, but they both knew
their meaning. They had been seen. Precious surprise was lost. Several in the lea
company fired to scatter the lieutenant and the few soldiers who staggered in dis-
belief out of the door behind him.

The lead company rushed forward. Without waiting for a command, Cap-
tain Herfanger’s company followed, almost at a sprint. Surges of battle-induced
excitement shattered their frozen weariness.

They heard drums and bugles call the Hessians to arms, but the German
mercenaries were too slow. The Continentals rushed forward, scattering the Ger-
man units before they could form. Powder was too wet to ignite, so the charge
was made in an eerie silence, broken only by drums, the clanking of bayonets,
and an occasional shouted order.

Captain Herfanger screamed a command to halt so he could reorganize his
company before their ranks were lost in the chaos of a mad charge. He hesitated
glaring at Marcus, Oliver, and the five other blacks in his command, unsure of
where to place them—in front to get killed first, or in the rear because he didn’t
think them capable of carrying out an effective attack and he wanted his company
to do well.

The sight of a Hessian unit hastily forming a hay-bale blockade across the
road before them settled the question. The soldiers galloped forward as they
were, not waiting for any orders from their captain. Maybe some hand-to-hand
action would warm their chilled blood. The company leapt upon the barricade
and the Hessians. Bayonets gleamed and flashed in the misty light. The first rank
of green-coated Hessians crumpled to the dirt. The rest dissolved into a rout.

Two German cannons set up on Princeton road to sweep the flank of Gen-
eral Sullivan’s men. Colonel Scott rallied Herfanger’s and two other companies
and led a charge across open fields of ice that crunched under their feet to capture
the cannons and Princeton Road.
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By 8:00 the powder began to dry and the crackle of gunfire erupted like pop-
corn across the town. The Hessians were almost surrounded, jabbering to each
other and running this way and that. Riflemen mowed down German troops try-
ing to find their units and stay out of American fire. The German colonel was shot
leading a retreat into an ice-covered apple orchard. Within minutes, the Hessians
surrendered.

The whole battle lasted less than one hour. Whereas 900 Hessians had been
captured, 80 killed, and 150 wounded, only two Americans had died and only
three were wounded. Panting, his breath snorting out as clouds of steam in the
cold, Joseph shouted, “We did it! We won! We're alive!”

Oliver smacked his lips as if savoring the sweetest of desserts. “This win-
ning surely feels better than losing and running!”

Captain Herfanger grudgingly nodded, acknowledging Marcus’s and Oliv-
er's performance during the battle.

Marcus elbowed Oliver in the side. “He smiled! Ndhat is a victory.”
Then his thoughts turned back to the gnawing hunger in his stomach and the
numbed pain in his raw and bleeding feet. One smile was a start, but it would t
a lot more than that to survive this winter and this war.

Aftermath

Militarily and strategically, the battles at Trenton and Princeton meant little. Psy-
chologically, they meant everything. Both were victories for America. Both were of-
fensive (not defensive) fights for the Continentals. Both were won by bayonet charges.
(Americans weren't supposed to be any good with the bayonet.)

Trenton and Princeton made the Americans look like a real army. They made the
citizensbelievethat they had a real army, and they madeBh#sh believe that Wash-
ington had a real army. Howe drew his tentacles in close to New York and refused to
venture out until reinforcements arrived from England in the spring.

Washington was a hero again. Some of the short-term enlistees re-upped for an-
other term, but most still left. The army dropped to as few as 1,500 souls. But Washing-
ton was able to hide his weakness from British view until new recruits (encouraged by
the Trenton and Princeton victories) joined during the winter and spring.

The Trenton and Princeton battles didn’t win the war, but single-handedly they
kept Washington from losing the war. Washington was given credit for baffling the en-
emy. He had “pounced like an eagle” and was elevated to the status of national hero.
With beaming smiles of relief, many in Congress said, “If he does nothing more, he
will live in history as a great military leader.”

Over 10,000 free blacks and slaves—sent in place of their masters—fought for
the Continental Army during the Revolutionary War. Over 1,100 fought with British
forces. Blacks made up as much as 20 percent of Washington’s army near the end o
the war. The Continental Army was the most integrated American Army ever fielded
until World War II.
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Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* This story describes men trudging through snow and ice barefoot. Why didn’t
they freeze? How dangerous is it to march barefoot through snow, ice, and
sleet?

* At Trenton, the Continental Army fought Hessian mercenary soldiers. What
are mercenaries? Why would one country “rent” soldiers from another? Why
would a country “rent out” its own army? Has the use of mercenaries been a
common practice throughout history? Is it still practiced today? How? Where?

* Did blacks live in all 13 of the Colonies at the beginning of the Revolutionary
War? Were there slaves in each of the 13 Colonies?

* How could a black slave gain freedom? List as many ways for slaves to be-
come free as you can. How did they prove they were free when they needed to?

* Why were the Hessians so lax in their security at Trenton? What did they ex-
pect to happen?

Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
toresearch in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* How many blacks lived in each colony? How many were free? How many
were slaves? What percentage of the total population did blacks represent?
What jobs did slaves perform? Who does similar types of jobs in this country
today?

* Washington’s soldiers were already dressed in rags by December 1776. Why
didn’t they have new shoes and uniforms? Who was supposed to supply them,
and how? Why didn’t those supplies ever get to the soldiers who needed them?
Research the funding and supply of the Continental Army. Where did the real
problems with supplying the army lie?

* During the early stages of the Battle of Trenton, no soldiers could fire their
weapons because their powder was too damp. How did early muskets fire?
How were they loaded? Research the use of muzzle-loading muskets to see
how slow and awkward they were.

Make It Real

* Prepare a chart showing the population of free blacks and slaves in each col-
ony at the beginning of the war. Compare life for free blacks and black slaves
in the mid-1770s.

* Research the writer Thomas Paine. Why were the two books he printed in
1776 so powerful and effective? What did he do before and after 1776? What
else did he write?
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4. Points to Ponder

* The Continental Army enlisted more blacks than any American army until
World War II. Why do you think the Continental Army was so integrated?
What was the benefit to the army of recruiting blacks? Search for as many
benefits as you can to opening the army to minority races. Then search for rea-
sons why whites might not have wanted to arm blacks and place them in the
army.

* Do you think Washington’s attack on Trenton was a militeaynpaigror just
a bluff, a meaningless show? How close to defeat was Washington in late De-
cember 17767 Do you think the attack on Trenton was a last, desperate gamble
to keep the army from total collapse?
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Glance

The Best and Worst of Times

The year 1777 dawned on notes both of cautious optimism and of dread for the
American cause. Would events follow from the glorious closing triumphs of Trenton
and Princeton, or would the great surge of British military might reassert itself as it had
the previous summer and fall?

The year started slowly for the Americans, waiting for the British to make a
move. General Burgoyne devised a grand, three-pronged plan to slice the Colonies in
two along the Hudson River and Lake Champlain. London approved, but apparently
General Howe never cared much for the plan.

In early summer, Burgoyne started south from Canada with his army. Howe was
supposed to move north up the Hudson from New York with his troops. Colonel Le-
Gare, with a smaller force, was to sweep east from Lake Ontario through the Mohawk
Valley in upstate New York. All three forces were to meet at Albany, New York, in the
fall.

Burgoyne progressed slowly, hampered by his ponderous line of soldiers and
supply wagons. Howe decided to attack Philadelphia instead of marching up the Hud-
son to meet Burgoyne.

Washington moved toward Philadelphia to follow Howe. With the Continental
Army moving south, a volunteer army of militia groups gathered in upstate New York
to meet Burgoyne. Burgoyne’s force was destroyed; he surrendered his entire army.
LeGare was crushed. Triumphant town bells announcing these great victories were
rung from Maine to Georgia.

At the same time, Howe and Cornwallis outmaneuvered and outfought Washing-
ton’s army at every encounter. Just as victory was declared in the North, defeat was re-
alized in Pennsylvania. Howe took the Patriot capital and Washington limped off into
the country, afraid to face another major battle with the British.
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Just when it looked like America had something to cheer about (Burgoyne's de-
feat), it appeared that Washington’s Continental Army might once again utterly col-
lapse and disintegrate as the disillusioned, lifeless, ragamuffin band shuffled (more
barefoot than not) into winter camp at Valley Forge, seemingly incapable of defeating
any British armed force.

Key Events in 1777

Date Event

May 20 .....cceviieieeeeei Cherokees sign Treaty of DeWitts Corner, giving up all land
in South Carolina.

Early June ..o Burgoyne begins his move south from Canada.

June 14 ..o, United States flag adopted by Congress (Flag Day).

JUIY B oo Burgoyne captures Ft. Ticonderoga.

Mid-August ........ccccceeeee.. Howe swings his army by ship south from New York to
capture Philadelphia.

August 16 ..................l Battle of Bennington, New York. Burgoyne pushes farther
south to the Hudson.

September 2 .......cccceeeeennn. Battle of Brandywine, Pennsylvania. Howe outmaneuvers
and defeats Washington.

September 19 .........ccee.... Battle of Freeman’s Farm (New York). Burgoyne is halted.

September 20 ................... Paoli Massacre. British, Tory, and Mohawk force is destroyed
in western New York.

September 26 ...........c....... Howe occupies Philadelphia.

October4 ... Battle of Germantown. Washington muffs a chance for victory.

October 17 .....cccvvvvvvvveeneee, Burgoyne surrenders at Saratoga.

December 11 ........cccceene Washington limps into winter quarters at Valley Forge.



You Go, Girl!

Women Take up the War,
Groton, Massachusetts, 1777

Tue SENTIMENTS of an

AMERICAN WOMAN.

N the commencement of a&ual war, the Women of America manifefied a frm refo-

lution to contribute as much as could depend an them, to thedeliverance of their coun-
try. 'Animated by the purct patriotifm, they are fenfibleof forrow at ¢his day, in not offer-
ing morc than barren withes for the fuccefs of (o glorious a Revolution: They alpire to ren-
der themfelves more really ufeful s and this fentiment is univerfal from the north to the fouth
of the Thirteen United States. Qur ambition is kindled by the fame of thofe heroines of an-
tiquity, who have rendered their fex illuftrious, and have proved to the univerfe, that, if
the weaknefs of our Conftitution, if opinion and marisers did not forbid us to march to glo-
ry by the fame paths as the Men, we fhould ar leaft equal, and fometimes furpals them in our
love for the public good. I glory in all that which my fex has done great and commendable.
Lcall to mind with enthufiafm and with admiration, all thofe acls of courage, of conftan-
ey and patriotifin, which hiftory has tranfmicted to us ;. The people favoured by Heaven,
preferved from deftruction by the virtues, the zeal and the refolution of Deborah, of Judith;
of Efther ! The forritude of the mother of the Macchabees, in giving up her fors to die be-
fore her eyes : Rome faved from the fury of a victorious enemy by the éxorts i volumniag
and other Roman Ladies: So many famous fieges where the Womien have been feen forget-
ing the weaknefs of their fex, building new walls, dipging trenches with their feeble hands;
furnithing arms to their defenders, they themfetves darting the mifiile weapons on the ene-
my, refigning the ornaments of their apparel, and ¢heir fortune, to fill the public treafury;
ard to haften the deliverance of their cousitry s burying themfelves under its ruins; throwing
themfelves into the flames rather than fubmit to the difgrace of humiliation before a proud
enemy.

Opening paragraph of a famous statement of women'’s view of the war

At a Glance

Fighting had always been men’s business. In colony after colony men left the
farm unplanted, or unharvested, the live stock untended, the grain unthreshed and un
milled, the hides untanned, and rushed to join armies and militia units. Fishing boats
were tied to docks, stores were locked, and men raced to war.

Women were left at home to do their own warkiscare for the childreplusdo
the men’s work that supported the familjussupport the war by making clothes, blan-
kets, and gunpowder and by collecting food. It was a crushing burden.

But many women took on even more. Many formed local committees and militia
of their own under the general banner of “Daughters of Liberty.” If the war could not
have been won without the brave efforts of many men, neither could it have been won
without the equally courageous, usually more arduous, and mostly unheralded efforts
of an army of women. This is a small part of the story of one such group.

Meet Virginia Wright

Virginia Haverall was born in 1737 in England. Her parents immigrated to Amer-
ica for better economic opportunities when she was five and settled in Providence,
Rhode Island. Her father worked in a sail-making shop, eventually becoming foreman.
Virginia worked with her mother as a seamstress from the age of eight. She attended ¢
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Dame School for six years in Providence and traveled to Boston for finishing school,
staying there with an aunt. In Boston she met David Wright, whose father owned three
fishing boats in Groton, Massachusetts. They married and settled in Groton when Vir-
ginia was 17.

David Wright took over the family fishing business and was able to double the
size of their fishing fleet and add a whaling schooner, partly because Virginia helped
run the business. She was a tall and powerful woman who could easily intimidate most
merchants and dealers.

Virginia was a pillar of Groton society and the recognized leader of the local Pa-
triot (Whig) women. Mr. Wright was wounded during the war. He was carried home
with a bad limp and was never able to put out to sea again. Virginia lived comfortably
in Groton until she died in 1807.
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You Go. Girl!

he rainy Tuesday afternoon of February 10, 1777, looked like a typical win-
Tter day in the seaport town of Groton, Massachusetts. The fishing boats

were tied thick and tight in the harbor, some because of the gale winds that
had kicked the seainto a wild toss of whitecaps and driving foam and spray, some
because owners and crew were off fighting the war and had abandoned their trade
until national freedom should be won.

One by one, the women of the town braved the driving storm to struggle
down Harbor Street and around the corner onto tree-shaded Maple Road to the
generous house of Mrs. David Wright. (Mr. Wright, the owner of a fleet of five
fishing boats and one whaling boat, was off at the war as a colonel of militia.) The
porch offered a grand view of the usually quiet marshes that surrounded the in-
land sides of Groton. As was true at every spot in town, visitors to the porch could
smell the pungent scent of salt water and hear the sound of buoy bells, of screech-
ing gulls, and of clanging ropes against masts in addition to this afternoon’s driv-
ing rain and pesky wind. Groton was a town that lived by the rhythms of the sea.

One by one the women mounted the stairs to the wide sitting porch and
shook off their coats and shoes in the sheltered safety. Every Tuesday afternoon
and evening were reserved for the Daughters of Liberty sewing and knitting bee.
The women of Groton were more obviously divided into Loyalist and Rebel by
who attended these bees than had been the men of the town before they rushed off
to join Patriot and Tory militia units.

“Mrs. Parsons! Welcome,” said Mrs. Wright, holding the door and extend-
ing a greeting hand. Virginia Wright was a tall, heavyset woman with fashionable
chestnut hair and sea-blue eyes that blazed with patriotic zeal like shimmers of
sunlight off a calm ocean.

“Good afternoon, Virginia,” replied Susan Parsons, wife of Henry Parsons,
prosperous local merchant, whose bad leg kept him from joining the military.
“Will the rain everlet up?” She leaned close and whispered, “Will | be in the
basement today?” Susan Parsons appeared thin and frail, with willowy blond
hair. Her eyes always appeared as if she were about to cry. But she was a tough,
dependable worker and a mainstay of the Patriot community.

“No, Susan. We are well stocked on gunpowder, but there has been a des-
perate call for blankets. So we will all be working upstairs on knitting today.”
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Susan Parsons settled into her work in the spacious Wright living room next
to Phoebe Henshaw (wife of Parson Henshaw, who was chaplain for three Mas-
sachusetts regiments camped with Washington at Morristown, New Jersey) and
young Charity Plummer (wife of William Plummer, first mate on a whaling ship
now serving the army as a boatman to ferry supplies and soldiers across rivers
and lakes).

Although pleasant conversation rippled around the room, all were focused
on their work. “Ladies,” announced Virginia Wright in a commanding voice, “I
have just received the final casualty lists from the sterling victories at Trenton
and Princeton. A total of 30 dead. Two were from Massachusetts, but from the
western end of our fair state. None of the wounded were from Groton.”

A cheer arose throughout the room and the women seemed to redouble their
efforts to produce an overwhelming abundance of blankets for their soldiers.

Mrs. Wright's servants brought out carts of tea and coffee to refresh the
workers.

“Tea?” asked Phoebe Henshaw, more as an accusation than a question. Witt
callused hands, patched and faded clothes, and tousled hair, Phoebe looked mor
like a washer woman than a parson’s wife. On a parson’s meager salary, she hac
to work more like a washer woman than a society lady.

“Apricot leaf tea from good Massachusetts trees,” answered Virginia
Wright with relish and pride. “The coffee is wheat coffee. Weak and poor of
taste, but very patriotic!”

Again everyone clapped and paused long enough to crowd around the cart
fora cup. As they settled back into their work, Phoebe Henshaw brushed back her
hair with rough fingers. “Why has real coffee become so expensive? It isn’t
banned or blockaded by British ships.”

“Need | remind thee that there is a war on?” answered trim Mary Titus, a gi-
ant Quaker woman who stood well over six feet tall and towered over everyone
else in the community. Her dark, thoughtful eyes always appeared grave and
stern against her pale, alabaster skin. But she really possessed a quick wit anc
was free with her friendly smile.

Young Charity Plummer batted her long lashes as she said, “Phoebe is right.
There is no reason for the price of coffee to have tripled in the last year.” Chari-
ty’s red hair fell in curls across her shoulders, but it was her deep green eyes that
drew attention—maybe because she loved to bat her eyelashes when she spoke
“My cousin wrote that they caught a merchant in Boston hoarding coffee just to
raise the price and gouge extra profits.”

Virginia Wright rose with a commanding scowl. “Ladies, that is positively
un-American and unacceptable! If it is happening here we must stop it!”

Mary Titus asked, “And how exactly will thee find out and do that, Virginia?”

After an awkward pause, Susan Parsons added, “And why are Tory messen-
gers allowed to roam freely up and down the coast, and in and out of town?”

Again it was Mary Titus who responded. “Because the men of the militia
who could stop them are off at war, Susan.”
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Virginia’'s considerable bulk seemed to swell; she looked like a general pos-
turing before his troops. “Ladies, the Daughters of Liberty must do more than
knit (and make gunpowder).”

Weary Phoebe Henshaw said, “We are already overburdened. With the men
gone, we have to plant, make hay, husk and garner corn, care for livestock,
butcher and clean meats, make flour and breads, make rum, make linen and wool-
ens, blankets and bedding, do the weekly wash, care for the house and the sick
and needy, and raise the children. What more can we do?”

Virginia snapped back, “We must do what needs to be done! If we do not
win the warhere there will be no pointin our husbands and sons winning the war
on the battlefield.”

Charity laughed, “Groton’s not important, Virginia. There’s nothing that
needs to be won here.”

Virginia’'s voice rose as she answered like a preacher rising to the climax of
afiery sermon. She shook her finger. “Groton is important to us. It is our home. It
is where we are. It must be where we fight as needed to win the war.”

Mary calmly said, “That is fine talk, Virginia Wright, but what does thee
propose to do?”

Again there was an awkward pause before Virginia answered. “For today, |
propose to think upon the matter. But know this. We ndassomething. Liberty
depends on it!”

As the clicking of knitting needles swung into high gear at the beginning of
the next week’s knitting circle, Virginia Wright rose and politely coughed to
draw everyone’s attention. “Ladies, the Groton Daughters of Liberty must be-
come the women’s militia in the absence of our husbands.”

Looks of surprise and horror were exchanged around the room. “But | don’t
know how to shoot.”

“We don’t have a musket. My husband and son took our only two when they
marched to war.”

“There is already too much to do. We have no time to drill and practice.”

Mary Titus smiled, “Would thee have us become the Groton Minute-
Women, Virginia?”

“Precisely! We have been plundered several times by British ships confis-
cating supplies for their army. Other towns have been stripped bare by the thiev-
ing Redcoats. Churches have been taken over as British granaries and stables.
Tory units have terrorized decent, law-abiding citizens. Loyalist merchants see
the war as a chance to gouge extra profits from their communities. We must make
sure it never again happens here!”

“How?” demanded Mary.

“First, we will post armed guards at the bridge to disrupt Tory communica-
tions. No foe to freedom shall pass over our town’s bridge! Next we will inspect
the stores and records of the town’s merchants to ensure they make only a fair
profit on grains and coffee.”
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Again Mary demanded, “How? What if they will not show us their ledgers?”
“With a force of 30 armed women, we will not ask, we will demand!”

A rush of empowering energy ran through the room and erupted in sponta-
neous cheers. Heady with excitement, the women agreed to scrounge whateve
arms they could muster—musket, pistol, pitchfork, or club—and become the
Women's Army of Groton.

The next afternoon frail Susan Parsons and towering Mary Titus were on
guard duty. Susan carried an old family musket. Mary carried only a pitchfork.
They stood by a tree at the Groton end of the bridge over the Nashua River and
the road to Pepperell. At the sounds of an approaching rider, both women raced to
the middle of the road. Mary also carried the large drum that was the signaling de-
vice for reinforcements.

The rider approached at a fast trot but reigned in his horse in mid-stride
while he sized up the women blocking his path. “Good afternoon, ladies,” he said
with a sweeping bow of body and hat.

“It's Captain Leonard Whiting,” hissed Mary.

“He’s a known Tory,” whispered Susan, priming and cocking her musket.
“Hit the drum.”

Mary began to beat the booming drum. Gulls screeched and flapped into the
air in response.

“Is there a problem, ladies?” inquired the captain, glancing nervously at the
road to town beyond the bridge guards.

“Step down, Captain Whiting, or | will fire.”
“Are you bandits?” he demanded. “This is robbery. This is an outrage!”
“Dismount, Tory spy,” repeated Mary.

Too late Captain Whiting saw the flood of armed women racing down the
street toward him. Too late he realized his danger. He tried to wheel his horse and
make a run for it. Susan’s gun exploded in flame and smoke. A thunderclap re-
port echoed across the landscape.

Captain Whiting’s horse bucked and whinnied. Whiting sprawled on the
bridge’s deck, a neat musket ball hole ripped through the hem of his coat.

Almost before he could scramble to his feet, he was surrounded by an army
of women wielding guns, knives, cleavers, and pitchforks. Slowly he raised his
hands and the search began. In his left boot Virginia Wright found the folded
messages from the British in Canada to Tory units throughout Massachusetts.

“To the jail!” bellowed Virginia Wright, and Whiting was prodded and hus-
tled through town by his women captors while Groton men laughed and pointed.

With Whiting locked inirons, Virginia cried, “To Milikin’s store. Let’s find
out the truth about coffee prices!”

The army of women cheered and, waving their weapons, stormed down
Market Street toward Milikin's general store. A crowd of onlookers—some
amused, some horrified, some shocked—followed behind the militia, determined
not to miss one word of the coming confrontation.
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Hearing the clattering commotion tearing down the street towards him, Mr.
Samuel Milikin met the women’s militia on the boardwalk outside his front door
and tipped his hat. “Ladies. What can | do for you this fine day?”

“Thee can sell us coffee at a fair price, Mr. Milikin.”
“Mrs. Titus. You know | always sell at a fair price.”

“We will be the judge of that,” bellowed Virginia Wright. “We would see
your ledgers.”

“That’s out of the question, Mrs. Wright.”
“The key to the ledgers,” she demanded.

He repeated “no,” but the growls from the crowd of armed women brought a
growing look of alarm to his face.

“Ladies, what do we say to that answer?”

A dozen women, led by Virginia, towering Mary Titus, and tough Phoebe
Henshaw, lifted Mr. Milikin into the air and flung him onto his back in a small
cart. “Tar and feathers!” cried several women.

Milikin’s usually red face paled in panic and a shaky hand extended the key
to his ledgers toward the women.

It took less than 10 minutes for the women to determine that Milikin was
hoarding coffee and mocha (chocolate) to artificially raise their price. The
women seized his entire stock and distributed it equally to Patriot households all
across town. Patriot families refused to shop in Milikin’s store. Within a month
he had scampered away to Canada and was never seen in Groton again. Prices in
other stores mysteriously dropped to pre-war levels.

At the knitting bee the following week the Groton Daughters of Liberty
were still flushed with their victories—except for Virginia Wright, who held a
letter she had received from her husband. “Ladies, we must still do more!”

“More? We're already guarding the bridge. Why us?”

“Because we are here and liberty needs us. My husband’s letter says new
wagons are needed and the Groton town cannons must be repaired and made
ready to ship to the army. We need a blacksmith.”

All eyes turned to stocky Betsy Hager, whose husband had run the town
blacksmith shop until he left with the militia. “But the forge has been closed since
my husband left.”

Susan Parsons said, “But, Betsy, | have seen you shoe a horse before. Can't
you run the forge?”

“What of my children and house work? What of my gardens?”

Virginia announced, “We will cover those chores if you become our black-
smith.” There was a great cheer as Betsy shrugged and softly nodded. §i caritr
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The sound of hammers pounding on metal rang again in Groton. The bridges
were guarded and safe. Fields weredth Crops were weeded and gathered.
Breads were baked. Laundry was washed. Children were fed. The pungent scent o
salt water filled the town, as did the sound of buoy bells, screeching gulls, and clang-
ing ropes against masts. But in Groton, Massachusetts, as in a hundred other Ameri:
can towns, the Daughters of Liberty had forged a new kind of citizen—the kind a
new country would need as it spregtew, and struggled.

Aftermath

Daughters of Liberty groups were organized throughout the Colonies. Some
raised money; some collected food. Virtually all made clothes and blankets. Many sent
volunteers to work in army camps, cooking and cleaning for the soldiers. Many acted
as spies and messengers. Washington’s army could not have survived, liberty would
not have taken root so firmly, and the war could not have been won, without the stead-
fast and vital efforts of these women.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* What did women do during the war? With a few exceptions, they didn’t fight,
yet they made essential contributions to the war effort. What were they?

* What were message riders? What did they do? Did both sides use messenger
to carry news and plans back and forth?

* Why do prices often go up during a war? Why were the Groton women wor-
ried about retailers raising prices? What is price gouging?

* Why did the Groton women spend so much time knitting and sewing? Who
were they sewing for? Typically, what were they sewing and knitting? Why
was clothing for the army a concern of wives and women at home?

2. Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* This story covers some, but not all, of the responsibilities women commonly
assumed during the Revolutionary War. Research women'’s responsibilities
during the war. Were women'’s efforts more or less important than those of
soldiers? Compare the list of women'’s chores to what you have to do today.
Did womenin 1777 have more responsibilities than you do? Why, or why not?

* How did armies communicate and keep in touch with different units and posts
with no telephones or radios? Research eighteenth-century communications.
How did notes, reports, and orders get from post to post and from unit to unit?

* What dangers did a message rider face? Why were patrols on both sides out
searching for messengers? What did the messengers have that each arm
wanted? What protection did a messenger have if stopped by the enemy?
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3. Make It Real

* Try to determine the importance of “women’s work” to an army. First make a
list of all the services women provided for an army in the field. Now compare
that eighteenth-century army to your school. Make a chart showing how clean-
ing, washing, grass trimming, food preparation, and supplying classrooms get
done at your school. Chart how books, school supplies, school schedules, and
plans are created and get to your classroom. Chart how facilities, trained
teachers, and necessary equipment are made available when you need then
Who provides each of these services? What would happen if they weren't
done?

* WWomen'’s groups often acted as local activist groups to advance their cause.
Research activist groups in your area. What have they formed to accomplish?
How successful have they been? What tactics have they used?

4. Points to Ponder

* Why do you think we don’t usually hear about or read about the critical roles
that women played during the Revolution? When we hear about women, it is
usually only about those few who played a man’s role—that is, actually fought
in battles. Do you think the women who fought did more than those who
didn’t? Find as many reasons as possible to support your answer.

* Do you think the roles of women in the home, the economy, the government,
and the military have changed since the Revolutionary War? How or how not?
Why or why not?



I’m an American, Too
Staying Neutral, 1777

JOIN or DIE
-===—'——'_._—-_——“J

Famous Patriot slogan and threat

At a Glance

War is always divisive. A civil war is the most divisive of all. The American
Revolutionary War didn’t pit regions of the country against each other, but rather pit-
ted neighbor against neighbor in virtually every region and community of the country.
Everyone grew suspicious of everyone else because few declared their politics openly.
Loyalties and militia units were formed in secret. The very person you pleasantly did
business with during the day might be part of the group that attacked and burned your
farm at night.

Rampant suspicion made it very harchiat choose a side. Many thought “if you
aren’t for us, you're against us.” A few groups, like the Quakers and Shakers, main-
tained official neutrality. But even many Quakers actively supported the Revolution
and participated in it.

Many people felt that everyoriedto choose a side, that it was impossible not to
have a strong emotional bond with one side or the other. To these people, anyone whc
refused to admit loyalties was probably a spy for the other side.

The Revolutionary War was perhaps the hardest time in the history of this country
to remain neutral. Yet there were some, like Gregory McDowell, who insisted on
maintaining their neutrality. Gregory McDowell’s story, like that of many neutrals,
shows how heavy a price neutrality could carry.

122
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Meet Gregory McDowell

Gregory McDowell, age 26 in 1778, was a hard-working craftsman with a wife
and two children. McDowell was a devout Presbyterian, mostly apolitical but with a
slight leaning toward being a Loyalist because that’s the way he had always leaned.
His people were Scottish but had been in America for three generations. He was the
firstin his family to live in a city (Annapolis), the first to leave the farm, and the first
to have a trade. He was taught to read and write at home and finished his apprentice:
ship as a printer in 1775. He opened his own printing shop that same year. McDow-
ell's fondest wish was to be left alone to do his work and live his life in peace with his
family.
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I'm an
American. Too

-

hispers.

WGregory didn’t hear them as much as feel them, as if each whispered ru-
mor was a dart thrown at him from the shadows. There had been a time—say, a
year ago—when he would have turned and proudly confronted the rumors, the
raised eyebrows, the slowly shaking heads as he passed. But now, in the fall of
1777, the British army sat in Philadelphia and the British fleet roamed freely
through Chesapeake Bay, as the last few stubborn leaves still clung to the trees.
Now it was harder to face the accusing looks of his neighbors. Gregory McDow-
ell kept his hat squashed low over his face and flame-red hair as if to hide from
the looks and whispers.

Gregory McDowell owned a small print shop on Gloucester Street near the
corner of Market Street in the seaport of Annapolis, Maryland. In 1774 McDow-
ell declared that he and his family were and would remain neutral. He could not
take sides between his country and his motherland. In 1774 that had been easy tc
say and easy to uphold. But in late 1777, every new day seemed to bring new
pressures to declare one way or the other.

So these days McDowell scurried—almost ran—home at the end of his
work day up Randall and King George Streets to his house on Hanover. Stepping
into his house and the smell of roasting apples, George pried his hat off his head
and straightened his flattened hair.

“You look worried,” said his wife, Mary, wiping her hands on her apron.
“What happened today?”

“Nothing . . . andeverything,” blurted Gregory. He plopped into a chair,
wringing his hands. “Every customer these days doesn’t care if | do good work, if
| know my trade. They just want to know who | work for. | say ‘for my custom-
ers.” They reply Whig customers oifory customers?’ | answer ‘my customers
don’t have to sign oaths of allegiance. They just have to appreciate quality print-
ing.” Then, no matter who they are, people sneer at me like | have just admitted to
being a traitor. I'm losing business—all because | won't pick a side in this ugly
family squabble.”

Mary sighed. “Peace and tolerance have little place in today’s world.”

Their two children burst into the house. Nine-year-old Robert was tall,
skinny as arail. Melody was stocky and six. Both had carrot-top, red-orange hair
inherited from their father. A galaxy of freckles tumbled across Melody’s cheeks
and nose. Robert was a student at a prominent Annapolis day school. Melody was
scheduled to begin finishing school in another two years.
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Robert was bold and brave, even though he lacked the muscle to back it up.
“Father, two of the older boys called me a Tory today and shoved me.” His fists
were defiantly jammed against his hips. “I threatened to pound them if they ever
called me that again!”

“Very brave of you, Robert, to stand up to two older boys. And certainly you
are right. We are not Tories.”

Melody's face reddened and her eyes lowered to the floor. “OhDoes
that mean we're Whigs then, father? | kicked a boy in the shin today because he
called me a Whig. Should | apologize?”

“Kicking is never good behavior, Melody. So, yes, you should apologize.
But no, we are not Whigs either.”

“Then what are we?” wailed both children.

“We are Americans.”

“But which kind of Americans? Patriot or Loyalist?”
“Whig or Tory?” added Melody.

“We are neither of those things,” insisted Gregory. “We are loyal to Mary-
land (our colony), to America (our country), and to Britain (our motherland).”

Both children scowled in confusion.

“There! See?” said Gregory, pointing at his children’s facdhdt's the
look | get from customers in the shop!”

Mary patted her husband’s shoulder. “Maybe it is because this is a time
when everyonenustchoose.”

“No!” he exploded. “I will not be goaded into taking sides. If your own be-
loved parents were squabbling, would you pick one over the other? No. You
would love and support them both. You wouldveto.”

Mary rose, sniffing the air. “I think dinner’s ready. Wash up, children.”
Robert asked, “Are we pacifists, then, like the Quakers?”

“Certainly not,” laughed Mr. McDowell. “We’ll fight for what we believe
in. lwould fight for either England or America, but | won’t fighgainsteither.”

The children looked more confused than ever as they shuffled toward the table.

The next morning, Gregory McDowell was cleaning his printing press
while a misty rain dampened the cobblestone street outside. The shop bell rang as
a plump, red-faced man, stuffed into a heavy cloak, stepped in.

Secretly Gregory groaned even as he tried to sound cheery. “Good morning,
Mr. Simpton. How is your bank faring this fine day?”

“Ahh, exactly why | have stopped by, Mr. McDowell,” replied the banker,
with a smile too broad and forced to be anything but a warning. “I'm worried
about your future, Gregory, and therefore about my bank’s loan which allowed
you to open this shop.” All the while he spoke, Simpton leisurely ran a finger
along the trays of type, the presses, and the counters, as if inspecting for dust.

Gregory stoically ground his teeth. “Worried? Abaong Mr. Simpton?”
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Simpton finally turned his gaze on Gregory. “I've noticed you haven't
signed a Loyalty Oath or joined a local Loyalist militia. | also have heard that you
have done printing for known rebels. One might suspect you of being a rebel,
yourself.”

“l'am no rebel, Mr. Simpton, and | work for whoever wants quality printing.
But neither will | take up arms against my fellow countrymen.”

“Ahh, there, you see, is the rub. Once the rebellion is crushed, the army, |
fear, will say that anyone who didn't actively support His Majesty wgainst
His Majesty and treat you as if you had been a rebel. That would put you, your
shop—and thus our loan—in jeopardy.” Again a phony, thick-lipped smile
spread across his face.

Gregory began to tremble, both with fear and anger. “Are you saying that if |
don’t become an active Loyalist, you will foreclose my bank loan and drive me
out of business?”

“I'm only trying to protect the bank’s position, Gregory.” Simpton adjusted
his cloak and hat and turned for the door. “Think hard about it, Gregory McDow-
ell. The future is with mother England.ybudo not care about your future, why
should 1?”

The bell clanged behind him as he slammed the door.

Gregory was still trembling with indignation when, less than two hours
later, his shop bell clanged again as a squat, tough man muscled his way into the
shop. This man stomped to the counter and came straight to the point. “Give me
one good reason why | shouldn’t treat you as a Tory, McDowell.”

“And good morning also to you, Mr. Kanto. . ”

“That’s ColonelKantor,” interrupted the bull of a man, who had long owned
a sail-making and rope-making shop down at the foot of Shipwright Street.

Gregory was taken aback. “ knew you were a member of the local Commit-
tee of Safety, but a colonel? Of what?”

“l was elected to head the local Patriot militia last week—as you would
know if you attended any Patriot meetings.”

Gregory protested, “I am not a member of any militia unit or support com-
mittee for the revolt.”

“And that'swhy I'm here,” snapped Colonel Kantor. “You haven't pledged
your support to the Revolution. You refuse to join the militia or to aid the cause.
You still work for known Tories and Loyalists.” His voice lowered to a threaten-
ing growl. “That sounds like the definition of a Tory to me, McDowell.”

“I have told you a dozen times, Joseph Kantor, | and my family are neutral.
Neutral Do you hear?”

“What | hear sounds like a pack of Tory lies. How can you stay neutral when
the whole country’s at war? Either you're for us, or you're against us. Which will
it be, McDowell?”

Colonel Kantor paused to turn at the door. “You don’t have long to decide,
McDowell—Patriot or Tory scum.”
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“I'm neutral!” whined Gregory to the closed door as the bell still clanged.

It was young Robert McDowell who, two days later, brought home a copy of
the poster and an ugly-looking black eye. “They beat me up for being a Tory, father.”

“Who did?” demanded Gregory.

“Four of them. It was because of this.” And he handed his father the copy of
the Patriot poster announcing the names of eight suspected local Tory spies.

Gregory McDowell’'s name was on it.

The poster challenged each person on the list to prove his innocence by
openly declaring support for the Revolution or be prepared for the consequences.
Gregory stared blankly at the page before saying offhandedly, “Not a very good
printing job. Look at how the letter margin . .”

“Gregory!” snapped his wife. “This is serious! They might destroy your
shop and burn this house if they believe we're spies.”

Gregory’s head dropped into his hands, his face drained of all its color.
“What can | do that | haven't already done?”

“Decide.”
“I have. | amfor both andagainstneither.”
“You can’t be. Not any more.”

“But | am. | was educated in England. You were born there. Yet we both
have lived almost all our lives in America. How, in good faith, can we turn our
backs on either?”

Mary saw the fear and anguish in his face. “What will you do?”
With a small, helpless shrug he answered, “Try to explain again.”
“Do you honestly think anyone will listen?”

Sensing her parents’ fear, Melody began to cry. “I'm frightened.”

Gregory wrapped hertightin hisarms. “There, there. Don'’t cry. It will be all
right .. . . somehow.”

At the public meeting held in Fish Market Square, two others on the list
openly declared themselves in support of the Revolution, joined Patriot militia
units, and received rousing applause. Colonel Kantor announced that four of the
named spies had scurried out of town. Again the crowd cheered.

All faces now turned to Gregory McDowell as he climbed onto the platform
made from several fish tables shoved together. “Most of you know me. I've done
printing jobs for many of you. You know that | am fair and honest. You ask me to
choose sides as if this were a game. You ask me to declare—Whig or Tory. But |
tell you, in my heart | have no grievance with either party. | am a good citizen of
this community and of this colony, but | will take no political stand. | cannot
choose one deep loyalty over the other. | cannot.”

Through a long moment of silence many eyes lowered to the ground; many
feet nervously shuffled over the wood planks of the wharf that was home to the
fish market; many hearts felt the same impossible tug-of-war that tormented
Gregory McDowell.
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Then Colonel Kantor barked out, “It is impossible not to have a side. If he
isn't with us, he’s against us! If he won't declare, he probably spy!”

The crowd cheered and shook fists at Gregory. “Get out of our meeting,
spy!” shouted the colonel.

To chants of “Spy! Spy!” Gregory stumbled back to his shop. Inside, he
locked the door, tears streaming down his face.

By first light the next morning, the wagon was loaded with their most prized
possessions and with the equipment from Gregory’s shop.

“Why must we leave, father? I like this house and I like my school.”

“We aren’t welcome in this town any longer, Robert.”

Mary added, “We’ll go somewhere better, where we can be safe.”

“But where?” whined Melody.

“Up into Pennsylvania, | think, Melody,” answered her father. “To the
Amish communities west of Philadelphia. | think they will understand and accept
us.”

With a light snap of the reins, the two horses pulling the McDowells’ wagon
clopped slowly up Hanover Street. Mary turned in her seat, gazing ashen-faced at
the house she had loved. Gregory’s hat was pulled low over his flame-red hair.
His face, set like a stone, stared cold and hard at the road ahead. He did not ever
once glance behind.

Aftermath

Gregory McDowell actually wound up in Hagerstown, Maryland, and lived

peacefully there for the rest of his life. He also stayed neutral, although it cost him
dearly in friends, home, and financial stability. He never returned to Annapolis.

Others who insisted on maintaining neutrality also suffered. During the war,

many neutrals were treated like the enemy by both sides. After the war, neutrals were
looked upon as being unworthy and undeserving of the benefits of hard-won American
freedom. In many cases, neutrals were held in lower regard than were former Tories,
who had chosen the wrong side but at least had stood up and fought for their convic-
tions. Few people ever accepted that neutrals had had to fight just as hard, if not harder
to maintain their convictions.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* |s staying neutral (neutrality) the same as being a pacifist? How are these posi-
tions different? How do they both differ from not caring about an issue?

* Why were both Patriots and Tories distrustful of someone who claimed to be
neutral? Why did they often treat neutrals like the enemy? What were they
afraid would happen?
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* Why is it hard for people during any war to remain neutral? Why is it easier to
choose a side?

e In this story, a Patriot mob drove Gregory McDowell out of town. What
threats could they use to force someone to do such a drastic thing? Why didn’t
the police protect Gregory?

Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Annapolis was a bustling colonial shipping center and is now the capital of
Maryland and the site of the U.S. Naval Academy. There are more preserved
colonial houses in Annapolis than in any other city. Research the history of
this key colonial town. When was it founded? What happened there? How did
it develop? What is it like now?

* Research the idea of neutrality. Have ordinary people been able to success-
fully claim neutrality during other wars? Search for historical examples of de-
clared neutrality, both by individuals and by countries. Have these people and
countries managed to remain neutral? Have others respected that neutrality?

* Printing was one of the active trades in the Colonies at the time of the Revolu-
tion. Research the trades active in America at the time of the Revolutionary
War. What were they? How many people practiced each trade? Did each of the
trades offer apprenticeships?

* Research the political organization of Patriots and Loyalists during the war.
What “committees” did each community and colony have? What militia or-
ganizations? Did they tend to remain secret? Why?

Make It Real

* Make a list of controversial issues facing your community, city, state, and na-
tion today. Are there some you feel strongly about? Are there some students,
or family members of students, who feel just as strongly about the opposite
viewpoint? Are there any issues you don’t have an opinion about? Are you in-
different about these issues (don't care how they turn out), or is it that you care
deeply but can understand both sides in the argument and can’t completely
support either side? (The latter is being neutral.)

Imagine that you are your own age living during the Revolutionary War and

that your parents have declared that they will remain neutral. Your personal
feelings and loyalties may lean in either direction. Write a journal entry de-

scribing how you feel about your parents’ decision and how your friends at

school and around your community have reacted to it. Also describe how other
adults act and treat you because of your parents’ decision.

Points to Ponder

* Do you think it was acceptable for someonatitake sides during the Revo-
lutionary War? Search for arguments both for and against the right of staying
neutral.
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* Do you think it made sense for an American colonist to love both America and
England while they were at war? Try to make a list of reasons for Colonists to
feel affection for each of the two countries. Why do you think neutral people
didn’t feel outraged by English injustice as did those who led the revolt?

» Can staying neutral (refusing to choose a side) ever make sense when it also
makes sense for others to feel so strongly about something that they are willing
to give their lives in support of their choice? How can both positions make
sense?



Citizen Soldiers Meet British Regulars

The Battle of Freeman’s Farm,
September 19, 1777

Battle of Saratoga

At a Glance

Through most of 1777, Washington successfully bobbed and weaved, hiding and
surviving with his main army in New Jersey and Pennsylvania. General Howe seemed
unable to pin him down and crush his army. So General Burgoyne devised a brilliant
plan to split the Colonies, or “cut off the colonists’ head.”

Burgoyne proposed to use three forces to cut New England away from rest of the
Colonies and stop the flow of supplies and men from that region. Washington would
soon be dried up and easy as dust to blow away. General Clinton (under Howe) would
sail up from New York along the Hudson River to meet Burgoyne, who would march
south from Canada along Lake Champlain and the upper Hudson River, while Colonel
St. Leger, with a smaller force, would march east along the Mohawk Valley from Lake
Ontario and would meet the combined Burgoyne-Clinton force along the Hudson.

Burgoyne’s plan was approved by the English War Department. The three forces
were ordered to meet at Albany, New York, sometime in the late fall of 1777. If Bur-
goyne’s plan worked, the rebellion would be crushed.

Washington, tied up playing cat and mouse, fox and hounds, with Howe around
Philadelphia, was unable to move troops north to stop Burgoyne. That burden fell on a
few thousand Continentals scraped together from across New England and New York
and on local militia units. Would such untested, piecemeal forces be any match for
“Gentleman Johnny” Burgoyne’s seasoned British regulars, hired Hessians, and brutal
Mohawk Indians?
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The very Revolution seemed to hang in the balance.

The French were withholding overt support until they could be shown that there
was a real chance for the Colonists to win against their long-time enemy. Spain waited
in the wings, ready to pounce on England if it appeared that they had a serious fight on
their hands. Without outside help, the Revolution was doomed.

All eyes turned toward upstate New York to see what untrained citizen soldiers
could do against British regulars. How these citizen soldiers fared against Burgoyne’s
seasoned troops was sure to be one of the most important factors in the war.

Meet William Slater

William Slater was born near Manchester, Vermont, in November 1748, on his
family’s farm. As a 14-year-old, he was apprenticed to the owner of a candle factory
and textile store in town. He worked there for a decade until the owner died in 1773 and
left the store to William.

William married his childhood sweetheart in 1768 and bought a comfortable
house in town. He lived in Manchester and ran that same shop all his life, dying in early
1830 at the age of 71, survived by three children, fourteen grandchildren, and seven
great-grandchildren. His wife lived only three years after William died.
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Citizen Soldiers
Meet British
Regulars

e

rambling line of the 8th Hampshire Grants (New Hampshire) volunteers,
tramping through the first blush of fall colors across the upper Hudson River
Valley.

Maybe “marched” is the wrong word. We were all just walking in the same
direction. We wore no uniforms. Those were saved for Continentals. Our mus-
kets and rifles were our own, not government issue. Likewise, our cookpots and
bedding came from home rather than from government stores.

Still, there | was, in a solemn line of almost 200 that made up our Militia
Regiment. Before me walked Thomas Kent, a butcher from Bennington. Behind
me walked—more correctly limped, for he was not in the practice of long romps
across the countryside—young Jeffery Post, like me, from Manchester. Jeffery,
still 19, was the apprentice at the grist mill on the west side of Manchester where |
used to buy my grain.

My name is William Slater. I'm the owner of a small candle factory and tex-
tile shop in Manchester, a loving husband, and father of three children—boys age
seven and four, and a daughter just past her first birthday. At 29, | am called the
“old man” of the outfit. Atfirst | protested because Jason Church, from just above
Bennington, is 31. But the name stuck during our three weeks of training and now
| wear it proudly.

How did I, an avowed pacifist who refused to carry arms in the French and
Indian War a decade ago, come to be in this line of citizen soldiers marching to
meet British General Burgoyne and his hosts of butcher lobster-backs? Jeffery
Postis a hothead, quick to anger and slow to think, and has been begging to enlist
in the Continentals for almost a year. One insult from a British soldier would be
enough to make his blood boil for revenge.

But | had vowed to stay out of this frightful, bloody affair. Then Burgoyne
stomped south from Canada, stripping farms, stealing all their grain and corn,
turning decent farmers into destitute paupers. He sips champagne and changes
shirts twice a day while the lives of local Patriot and Tory alike are destroyed in
his wake. Then the Indians—pure savages—he brought south with him began
their slaughter. When | heard what they did in the Mohawk Valley to the west,
and then when they killed and scalped poor Jane McCrea, and when Burgoyne’s
rampaging Hessians slaughtered cattle for their cowbells and shot horses just for
the joy of it, | had had enough.

I never pictured myself marching in a military unit. But there | was, in a long
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If Burgoyne isn’t stopped, it could be my wife and children who are next tor-
tured and scalped. Stocks of wax and finished candles are both low. The bolts of
linen | ordered three months ago haven't arrived yet. The store is left with just my
wife to run it, and there’s a leak in the store roof | ought to fix before winter sets
in. But it no longer matters. Burgoyne must be crushed. And, since Washington
and most of the Continental Army aren’t within 500 miles of here, | guess it's or-
dinary citizens like me who are going to have to do it.

So here | am. And God help Gentleman Johnny Burgoyne if he gets in the
sights of my long rifle. | may be slow to anger, but | am far slower to forgive.

We dragged into the Continentals’ camp on the evening of September 13
just as great washes of red and gold spread across the western sky. The jovia
lightness of our march was instantly shattered by the grim and serious expression
on every face | saw. We were here for a battle—a real battle—with cannons, for-
mal lines of battle, and death. Suddenly the sky’s red looked like a premonition
instead of an inviting fall landscape.

Colonel Talbert, our commander, marched us to General Gage’s central
headquarters to get our assignment. More generals and colonels than | could
count milled around the headquarters, saluting each other, covered with braid and
flounce, puffed up with self-importance while marching back and forth as if the
Almighty himself had personally sent them on their errand.

We marched another half mile through the woods in the growing dark to
reach the camp fires of Daniel Morgan'’s riflemen, the regiment we would sup-
port. The regular Continental troops looked just like us—Ilean and rangy, no fat
paunches like you find on citified folk—and they grumbled and joked and
laughed just like we had during our four-day march. These were country boys
like ourselves. Half were under 20, half in their twenties. | was still the “old man”
of the group. Morgan’s regiment included free blacks, some black slaves serving
for their masters (they were supposedly guaranteed their freedom at war’s end),
and a few Indians (mostly Onondagas from the Iroquois Nation).

Everyone was treated the same and got the same supplies and rations, too
$5.00 per month standard pay ($6.67 if you brought your own musket), but it
seemed they never got it, or got it in worthless Continentals (paper money issued
by Congress) instead of metal coin or British sovereigns. We each got a shirt,
blanket, and straw for bedding. Well, some of the time we did. We each got the
same daily ration: one pound of beef or three-quarter pound of pork or one pound
of salted fish, one pint of milk, three pints of beans or peas, one-half pint of rice,
one quart of spruce beer, and an occasional pull of rum. Many had signed up just
for six months, feeling they couldn’t stay away from home and farm any longer
than that; some were in for three years or for the duration of the war.

The regulars welcomed us cordially enough and helped us get fires started
to push back the chill and the dark and get our tents up and in an acceptably
straight line. They also shared a double ration of rumors. There seemed to be no
limit to the number of rumors each soldier was allowed to hear, enlarge upon,
and pass on.
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Burgoyne was marching steadily toward us with 7,000 regulars (some
claimed as high as 20,000); 2,000 Hessian barbarians who never took prisoners,
preferring to settle the issue with their bayonets on the spot; and 138 cannons,
enough to flatten whole forests and any fool who dared stand in them. He even
had lumbering 24-pounders whose great cannon balls could tear down any stone
wall humans could build. They said he also had turned loose 1,000 bloodthirsty
Mohawks pledged to scalp every captive while still alive!

Jeffery Post, Thomas Kent, and | shivered like we would after a good ghost
story and inched closer to the safety of the fire. My heart raced and | began to
wonder whether | could stand against this fierce enemy—if any of us could.

Every day companies of snipers eagerly marched out to hide in the trees and
bushes to harass British pickets and outposts and slow the advance of Burgoyne
and his ponderous train of supply wagons and cannons. Every night they returned
with reports of how much closer the British were coming and stories of the Red-
coats they had killed that day. My spirits were greatly lifted by the success and
casual confidence of these groups of scout riflemen.

During the days, as September edged toward the glories of a radiant fall, we
were free to explore the area—a heavily wooded place with few roads and trails
and a few open fields—mostly those of an abandoned farm with a weed-masked
cabin owned by one Mr. Freeman. And we were free to wait, to grow increasingly
nervots . . . and tovait some more.

Three of the Continentals in the next camp were excellent singers and sere-
naded us each evening. Their voices floated over camp like glowing sparks from
our fire drifting peacefully off into the clear night sky. I could feel a toughness
about these Continentals that can only be forged by months of deprivation and
toil and hundreds of miles of forced marches. Still | could feel the growing ten-
sion. Doom was drawing near. This would be no small skirmish or strutting and
posturing show in a field; this would be war. | worried that the Redcoat regulars
would be even tougher than Continentals after their years of training and that we
humble farmers would be no match for their practiced ferocity.

In the blue-gray light before dawn on September 19 we heard the ghostly
patter of distant drums sounding like squirrels’ feet racing over a shingled roof.
The crisp smell of fall lay across the Hudson River Valley that morning, a smell
that always makes me want to stroll around my farm, kicking at the first crop of
fallen colored leaves, peaceful and content with my crops grown and my family
safe for another year. This day that smell reminded me only of my absence and
made me angrier than ever.

We rifled militia were deployed early with Morgan'’s rifle brigade, gliding
between and behind trees like half-seen men with fur caps, fringed shirts, and
long, deadly rifles, not in neat lines like the British, but hiding behind, in, or on
top of anything that would give us cover. Morgan'’s officers used an unearthly
turkey gobbling for signaling. Rifle clutched tight, heart pounding, crouched
down behind bush and tree, | could barely see into the open fields of Freeman’s
farm.
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First we heard the approaching drum and fife, their noise washing over us
like a heavy blanket to suck away our spirit and will. Then | could feel the trem-
bling of the earth from the rhythmic marching of thousands of stiff British boots.
The first lines of red took shape through the last mists of morning, which lay like
thin gray fingers on the field.

These lines were not the precision terror we had imagined. Shirt cuffs were
ripped or missing, coats faded, torn, and patched, white breeches stained the tar
of light mud. Months of muck, mud, and sweat were ground into every fiber.
There was a look of deep exhaustion to these bedraggled men, as if their three-
month march from Canada had been almost more than they could bear. | almost
felt sorry for the men who had had to endure so much toil—almost.

We cut loose with our first volley. Every officer and many enlisted men in
this advance line fell. The restran. Sharpshooters high in the trees took out the of-
ficers and gunners of every cannon Burgoyne wheeled into the field. The sharp
reports of their rifles sounding like popcorn exploded through the woods.

Back and forth across that field the battle raged for four hours. They at-
tacked. We fired with deadly effect from the protection of the trees. Redcoated
regimental lines closed up as the falling dead left holes in the line. Companies
shrank to platoons; platoons to squads. Every time they advanced, another 50 ol
so of Morgan'’s boys scampered into the trees like squirrels for better aim, firing
down from on high, picking off all officers who dared lift their heads above pro-
tective walls in the rear.

Their advance collapsed and they retreated. Then we advanced—blue-
coated Continentals and leather-shirted militia. | let out all my fury in great lion
roars as we advanced—fury because | was here instead of at home, fury becaus
of what Burgoyne had done to this land, fury at the senseless killing of this war.
We yelled and galloped past fallen bodies and weeds to the trees at the far side of
the field where the British had halted their retreat.

| had never had a bayonet or been trained in how to use one. But suddenly |
longed for a sword or gleaming bayonet of steel to slash through the crimson
ranks hiding in the tree line, to slash my revenge, to hack out all my anger.

Now the British lines opened fire. Smoke and whining musket balls filled
the air. Good men around me began to drop. British reinforcements arrived. We
were pushed back just as they had been.

They advanced again, and we mowed down their precise ranks from our
protected spots behind the trees, littering the ground with a new crop of crimson
coats and crimson blood. By sunset, most of our ammo was spent, our cartouche
boxes (powder and musket ball boxes) were empty. Both sides staggered back
and called it quits for the day. Twice I'm sure | had Burgoyne himself in my
sights. Once | know | put a fat hole in his fancy, feathered hat. But, dang it, |
didn’t bring that devil down.

That night we sat around our same campfires—just as we had for the past six

nights. On the surface, everything looked the same, as if we hadn’t fought at all.
Was that the battle? Would it continue tomorrow? Did we win? What now?
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Questions swirled thick as stew through my mind. We hadn'’t taken the
field. We hadn't crushed the British. And yet generals strutted left and right
through the camps, congratulating everyone and saying that we had won a great
victory. Were British officers doing the same in their camp? Only the mournful
howls from a pack of wolves rushing in to feed on the dead made the horror of
war seem real to my addled mind.

For two weeks camp life returned to its former pattern. Companies of snip-
ers marched out each morning and returned at night with empty cartouche boxes
but a full packet of stories of their exploits during the day.

On October 8, Continentals attacked the British and their hastily dug fortifi-
cations on Bemis Heights. We were held in reserve and could only listen to the
din of musket, cannon, yells of the advancing men, and cries of the fallen. Ru-
mors said that General Benedict Arnold had fought like a rampaging bull, like a
madman, and had won the day for America when he smashed into Burgoyne’s
small redoubts, toppling all resistance. All | know for certain is that we spent the
day squatting in a small clearing near camp, collecting splinters instead of battle
stories.

That night, Burgoyne made a dash in a pouring, cold rain for Ft. Ticon-
deroga in the north. | guess that means we had won and that he, being defeated,
was scampering for a safe haven for the winter. He didn’t get far, however, before
Hampshire Grant boys under General Schuyler cut off his retreat.

Nine days later, it was over. Burgoyne surrendered near the village of Sara-
toga. He surrendered an entire British army to Continental rabble no one thought
stood a chance against British regulars. We stood in formation watching the
gaunt, tattered Redcoats march sullenly past.

| was filled with a sense of relief and of overwhelming pride. What a great
country! Such power—not in the government and army, but in the people—in
Jeffery Post, in Thomas Kent, in me—and no force on Earth can defeat such
power. Content, | waved farewell the next morning and, along with the otheg
Hampshire Grant boys, headed home to my shop and family.

Aftermath

The destruction of Burgoyne’s army was the turning point of the war. Based on
this one Continental victory, France openly declared support for the Colonies and de-
clared war on England. Spain, also wanting to settle old scores, soon followed suit. A
minor colonial revolution had suddenly transformed into a world war for England.

Supplies flowed openly into colonial ports on swift blockade runners from France
and Spain. British General Clinton was afraid to venture out of New York City for fear
his army would meet a fate similar to Burgoyne’s. American hopes soared, everywhere
except in Washington’s headquarters, where his still pitifully small band of Continen-
tals struggled to hold out against Howe, who threatened to take Philadelphia and
seemed to be unstoppable.

Burgoyne’s surrender at Saratoga meant help would arrive and the American
Revolution would survive, but victory was still tantalizingly far away. Washington
also had to survive and, even if he didn’t win any battles, he knew he must never lose a
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decisive engagement. Cat and mouse, fox and hounds must continue. But now pressur
would quickly mount on the British generals to finish the game quickly or lose the en-
tire effort.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* The Battles at Freeman’s Farm and at Bemis Heights were called the “turning
point” of the war. Why? What “turned,” or changed, because of those battles?

e Two other British forces were supposed to join General Burgoyne when he
reached Albany, New York. Who were they? Where were they supposed to
come from, and what happened to them?

* What were the accepted rules of conduct for European armies at the time of
Revolution? Now armies follow the rules of the Geneva Convention. What
does that convention tell all armies and soldiers to do and not do?

Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* “Gentleman” Johnny Burgoyne was a most fascinating British general. Re-
search his life and military career. What had he accomplished before he de-
signed the British campaign of 1777 that ended with his disastrous defeat?
What happened to him when he surrendered? What did he do after the war?

It took many months for Burgoyne to force his way south to the Hudson River.
Why did it take so long? What made the trip so difficult? Research Burgoyne’s
struggle to force his way south from Canada and discover the factors that so
drastically slowed him down.

Benedict Arnold is most famous as a traitor, but before that he was the most
successful and one of the best-loved of all Continental generals. Research this
amazing fighter and his early career as an American general and trusted leader
Why did he switch to the British side? What happened to him after that?

During the several months before the Battle at Freeman’s Farm, Burgoyne
sent Hessian soldiers and Mohawk Indians into the countryside to seize sup-
plies and fresh horses and to force the local population to support the British
army. How did these raids affect the local population? Did his strategy work?

A murder happened about a month before the Battle of Freeman’s Farm that
outraged the New England citizens and made them terrified of the Mohawks
and of Burgoyne—and also grimly determined to keep him from conquering
New England. A Loyalist woman named Jane McCrea was captured, scalped,
and killed by Mohawks. Research that infamous event and its effect on the
New England citizenry.

General Howe never showed up with his army from New York to close the
British trap. Why not? Where did he go instead? Why didn’t he try to get word
to Burgoyne? What happened to Colonel St. Leger’s force? Why didn’t they
ever arrive to support Burgoyne?
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Make It Real

Note the standard daily ration for the Continental soldiers described in the
story. That ration was usually split between two main meals. Have a group of
students measure out these portions of these foods for one of the two daily
meals and see what it looks like. Does it look like a lot of food? Would it be-
come boring to have the same thing every day?

Imagine that you are a British soldier in Burgoyne’s army and write a letter
home describing how you feel after the surrender of your army. After strug-
gling through mosquito- and swamp-infested forests and through months of
backbreaking toil, you have just been defeated by an untrained collection of
volunteer citizen soldiers. Not only were you defeated, you were forced to sur-
render. Write down how you think you would feel about this and why. As best
you can, describe what happened to the army after they surrendered.

Points to Ponder

Existing European “rules of warfare” in the 1700s required that (1) armies face
each other in open fields and (2) officers be respected and not be shot at inten-
tionally. The American army at Freeman’s Farm (plus snipers before and af-
ter) violated both rules. Was it fair for them to do so? Why or why not? When
is it all right to violate agreed-upon international codes of military conduct?

Modern armies fight under what is called the Geneva Convention for
military conduct. All armies, ours included, have pledged to fight according to
the rules of this convention. Would it be acceptable for some other army to
break the Geneva Convention in a battle against us? Would we protest their
brutal and inhumane tactics? The British protested how we fought at Free-
man’'s Farm. Should we have listened to their protests?

The last time the three British commanders involved in Burgoyne’s grand plan
to split the Colonies had any direct contact with each other was in May 1777.
Does it seem foolhardy or bold to create a plan that calls for three forces to
meet after five months of campaigning with no significant contact during all
that time? Why do you think the British agreed to the plan?
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British Occupation of Philadelphia,
September 1777 to June 1778

ar e

Dressed for a Philadelphia bal
At a Glance

In mid-summer 1777, the military situation looked bleak for the Revolution in
every direction. Burgoyne advanced south from Canada, seemingly unstoppable.
British forces were moving east from Lake Ontario. Terrible news continued to pour
in from the mid-Atlantic states. General Howe, able to consistently outmaneuver and
defeat—but not crush—Washington'’s army, believed that Washington would have to
defend the capital of Philadelphia. He sailed his army of 30,000 men down the coast
from New York, up the Chesapeake, and landed in northern Maryland, planning to
march on Philadelphia and force Washington into a decisive battle.

At almost the same time, Burgoyne was defeated and Washington lost a long series
of battles trying to save Philadelphia. To save his army, Washington had to retreat and al-
low Howe to march unimpeded into the capital of the American Colonies. Philadelphia
patriots were shocked and dismayed. How could the army abandon their own capital?
Congress had to scramble to move to safer quarters before the Redcoats arrived.

Philadelphia Loyalists, still reeling from the news of Burgoyne’s defeat, took full
advantage of Howe's arrival as an opportunity to cheer. Patriot supporters had to find
ways to support Washington without attracting any attention and getting themselves
arrested. Tension and friction ran high in Philadelphia. Sparks could fly at the smallest
provocation. Still, the Loyalist and Patriot citizens in Philadelphia had to live together

140



Kill Them with Kindness / 141

day after day no matter which army was in control of the city. While Philadelphia Loyal-
ists happily rubbed elbows with British generals, local Patriots—like Lydia Darragh—
had to be more subtle and clever in how they supported their army and their Revolution.

Meet Lydia Darragh

Lydia Maestrop was born in Philadelphia of Quaker parents in 1746. Both her
parents were of German descent and had been born on American farms. After marry-
ing, they moved into the city to open an upholstery and sewing shop. Lydia grew up in
the bustle of the shops and under the stern, firm, but gentle hand of her father. From the
age of eight on, she worked as a seamstress in the family shop.

In 1761 she met William Darragh when he stopped in the shop. He had just moved
to Philadelphia to apprentice under a local lawyer after completing law school in Eng-
land. His office was less than a block from Lydia’s parents’ shop.

Lydia and William were married in 1763 when he was 32 and she was only 17.
The marriage caused a great uproar in the family because he was not one of the Circle
of Friends (a Quaker). Lydia’s father threatened to disown her, but he relented at the
last minute.

Lydia and William lived in Philadelphia in the same house for the rest of their
lives: she, a quiet but powerful guiding force; he, a big and boisterous voice for justice
and equality. He lived to the age of 77, dying in 1808. Lydia lived quietly for another
19 years, dying in 1827.
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Kill Them with
Kindness

Drinker’s buckled shoes splashed through shallow puddles that were the

lingering remnants of a heavy morning squall on the 22nd day of Septem-
ber 1777. He clutched the morning newspaper tight in his fist. A triumphant
gleam blazed from his pale blue eyes and radiated across his face, making him
unaware that his shoes and stockings were soaked from the shins down.

The power of this joyful glow almost—almost—nhid Drinker’s comical ap-
pearance. Thin as a rail, with bird-like legs but with a full, round belly, Drinker
looked as if someone had stuffed a fat pillow in the front of an underfed scare-
crow. Around, bulbous nose stuck out from his sunken face and nearly bald head.

Drinker threw open a door marked “William Darragh, Attorney at Law,”
loudly clanging the door-mounted bell. Storming past the startled secretary like a
righteous missionary, Drinker slammed the paper onto William Darragh’s desk
and jabbed his finger at the two-inch headline. “Did you theg William?”

Darragh pretended to be too busy to stop and notice the paper or his intruder.
“Go away, Henry. I'm busy.”

“Washington was crushed at Chad’s Ford! Howe and Cornwallis crumpled
his lines like a flimsy piece of paper. What do you say about your glorious revolt
now, William?”

A fierce glare on his face, Darragh unfolded from his squat chair and rose to
tower over Henry Drinker. At six foot two, William Darragh’s shoulders were
level with Drinker's eyes. He leaned far across his desk so his nose almost
touched Drinker’s. “The revolutiowill succeed. Americwill be free.”

Drinker laughed. “Noble words, William. But how will you do it if your
army can’'t win a single fight?”

“I'll take up a musket myself to defeat the British if | have to.”

Again Drinker laughed. “I'm sure General Howe is trembling in his boots
for fear of facingyou”

Darragh’s finger jabbed into Drinker’s chest. “But my first bullets will be
reserved for Tory traitors like you.”

Henry Drinker wrinkled his nose as if smelling a foul sewer. “I am not an
armed Tory, but rather a loyal citizen of the country and King who founded these
Colonies, who protects and supports them, and who is the rightful ruler. And you
should be, too. When Howe occupies Philadelphia—as he certainly will—fools
who support the revolt will be in big troublebig trouble.”

As he marched the cobblestone streets of Philadelphia, 46-year-old Henry
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“Maybe you'd like to step into the alley and see who’shig trouble,
Henry.”

“Threaten me all you like, William. It's just one more thing for me to report
to General Howe when he arrives!”

William Darragh grabbed Drinker by the collar with one hand and the seat
of his breeches with the other, half lifted him of his feet, and dragged him toward
the door. “And now I'll show you how General Howe will be welcomed when he
arrives!”

Halfway to the front door William stopped, halted by a gentle hand laid
upon his arm. “Caution, William,” said his wife in a soft, commanding voice. “It
will not pay to mistreat a fellow citizen just before the British arrive.”

Still seething, William stammered, “Bu. . buthe ...”

A single, slender finger raised to quiet him. “Kindness is a more powerful
weapon than the sword, William. Kindness is how the Revolution will be won in
Philadelphia.”

“Buthe. . ..” With afinal growl, Darragh roughly released his neighbor and
stormed back to his desk.

His wife, Lydia, followed. “You will see, William. Kindness will win where
pride and threats will fail.”

“How?”
“Somehow.”

On the street outside two young women, both maidens in Philadelphia’s top
society circle, giggled in anticipation of the change of political winds. “I hear
there will be over 100 British officers in Philadelphia—all in glorious red uni-
forms with sabers and sashes!” cooed Peggy Shipper.

“And | hear they are allowed to hold dances and parties every night,” replied
Rebecca Franks. Both women were 18, beautiful, and picture-perfect, fairy-tale
princesses who tried to dress, look, and act the part. As fashionable society
women, balls, teas, and parties were the events that defined a season, ayear, and a
life for them.

“Finally there will be some fun around here,” giggled Peggy.

“Better the British than those stuffy Congressmen. We haven't had a decent
ball in months,” added Rebecca.

Threedays later, hundreds of drums rattled windows for blocks. A vast proces-
sion of fluttering flags and banners seemed to fill the road for miles. Columns of
heavy artillery rumbled past. Finally an army of fifes guided the endless close-
packed ranks of red coats, like a moving red carpet, marching into Philadelphia on
September 25. Congress had fled to York a week earlier. Patriots had hauled the
famed Liberty Bell to Allentown on the 24th, fearing the British would melt it down
for musket balls. Philadelphiatieed the streets to watch the grim and endless col-
umns take control of their city, some with shouts of joy, some in silent horror.
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The first ball honoring the British officers was held the next night. Peggy
and Rebecca were thrilled and spent the day preparing to make a lasting first im-
pression on this crop of dashing—and eligible—dance partners that would be the
talk of all Philadelphia. They vowed to fill every dance card for a year to over-
flowing and never repeat a partner in the same evening.

Henry Drinker beamed as he strode into the ballroom in the spacious home
of the mayor. He lavished greetings on every British officer he met, bowing and
scraping as low as his belly would allow. He quivered with delight at shaking the
hand of any of the dozen generals in the room.

William seethed, refusing to attend a party honoring the British. His wife
Lydia sweetly but firmly said, “We must go, William. We must be gracious.”

“I know, ‘Kill them with kindness’,” he sneered.
“Exactly,” answered Lydia.
“I'd rather just kill them,” muttered William.

William cringed when Howe established his headquarters across the street
from their house on 2nd St. Lydia smiled, said, “Perfect,” and invited the general
and his staff for tea, during which she offered them the use of her house any time
they needed it. William was outraged that his wife had brought the hated British
into his home.

“We will have a party here, | think,” she announced. “The British like par-
ties. Every one of the Patriot families in town will host parties.”

“Are you crazy?” he bellowed. “Have you turned Tory?”
“If the town makes the British welcome enough, they may not want to leave.”
“My point exactly,” he said.

Lydia smiled and held up one slender finger to calm her husband. “If they
don’t leave Philadelphia, they will never venture out to attack General Washing-
ton. Then he can rebuild his army in peace over the long winter and we will have
helped to ensure our nation’s liberty.”

William’s eyes widened. His mouth unclenched and sagged opé&yw
see the genius behind your plan.” His voice filled with awe and admiration for the
quiet mastermind he had married. Then his face clouded “Can the British be fool-
ish enough to fall for it?”

“They are British. They put pomp and pageantry above common sense. We
must let our gracious kindnegsakeit work.”

October passed in a whirlwind round of nightly parties as fall colors gave
way to first swirling snows. Officers rarely staggered off to bed before dawn.
Peggy and Rebecca were in heaven. Each averaged three proposals a night. Eac
glowed as officers in gleaming uniforms thronged around when they entered a
ballroom, begging for their names to be written on a dance card.

Lydia beamed with quiet pleasure at the progress of her plan—until one
night in early December when General Howe’s adjutant asked to use her dining
room for an important meeting. Lydia was ordered to ensure that her entire fam-
ily was in bed and asleep before the meeting began.
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She herself lay awake, fretting while her family slept and while the voices of a
dozen high-ranking officers murmured up from her dining room below. Consumed
with fear and curiosity over what was being planned in her house, Lydia crept from
her bed, tiptoed down the stairs, and pressed an ear to the closed dining room door.
The booming of her heart almost overpowered the soft voices from inside. She
jammed her ear harder against the door. The hinges creaked under the pressure.

The voices stopped. Lydia froze, afraid to breath. In the silence, seconds
seemed like days. Then the voices began again. Lydia sighed, but her legs trem-
bled too hard to stand and she sank slowly to her knees while she listened.

In 10 minutes she had heard enough to make her sick with apprehension. A
5,000-man British force would march out on December 11 for a sneak attack on
Washington'’s position at Whitemarsh, 11 miles away.

Parties alone hadn’t worked. The British were going to attack anyway. Ly-
dia felt physically ill. She couldn’t tell William what she had heard. He would
sneer that he had told her so all along. There were few in town she could trust not
to leak word back to the British. Yet she couldn’t do nothing. There was only one
thing left to do: warn Washington herself.

But leaving the city would be no easy task with martial law in effect and
guards and patrols on all the exit roads. Claiming she needed flour, Lydia obtained
a pass from General Howe himself, slung two burlap sacks over her shoulder, and
headed for a mill she knew in Frankfurt, just beyond the guards and patrols.

Once in Frankfurt she left her sacks at the mill and started to walk the six ad-
ditional miles to Whitemarsh and Washington’s lines. To be caught during this
two-hour walk would be to be exposed as a spy and shot.

Lydia lost time by trying to walk on the stones and bare spots so as to not
leave a trail of footprints in the snow. Every distant clomping of a horse sent Ly-
dia diving into bushes and thick shrubs for cover. Every hint of a human voice on
the afternoon wind made her cringe and freeze.

Twice she lay motionless in deep snow banks while patrols trotted past, lost
in idle conversation. Once she missed a turn and started on a looping road that
would lead her back to Philadelphia.

It took her over three hours to make contact with an American patrol and be
led to a captain who took her report and, without a word of thanks, raced back to
the main lines with it.

Lydia was left alone to make the dangerous return trip, feeling that her trip
was somehow incomplete. She had not seen Washington as she thought she
would. She had not even seen the American fortifications, as she thought she
would. She had not been praised and called a Patriot hero by ranks of cheering
soldiers, as she thought she would. She stood alone on the snowy road wondering
almost if it had even happened.

The return trip as the sun sank below the western hills was faster, but even
scarier because she had been out so long. She gathered her two sacks of flour and,
feeling emotionally drained and bitterly cold, trudged back home, now wonder-
ing if her trip had been worthwhile and if she had saved anyone or anything with
her brash and risky venture.
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Three days later the British Adjutant General, Colonel Ashton, pounded on
Lydia’s front door and entered with a threatening scowl. “A week ago we met in
your dining room.”

“I remember, Colonel.”
“Are you sure everyone in this house was in bed and asleep?”
“Yes, | tucked everyone in myself. Why?”

The colonel paced as he spoke, periodically pausing to glare at Lydia.
“Someone heard of our plans—plans created in this very room and not spoken of
again—and passed word to Washington.”

“Really?” interrupted Lydia with mock shock. “Whoever would do such a
thing?”

“His army was well entrenched and waiting for our attack. We had to cancel
the whole affair and return with nothing to show for our effort.”

“l am sorry to hear that your efforts went for naught,” cooed Lydia, patting
the colonel’'s arm. “By the way, would you and your officers care to drop by for a
party and dance tomorrow evening?”

“A party,” he beamed. “You're so kind. We'd love to.”

And Lydia secretly smiled with smug satisfaction. “You will always be wel-
come in my house, Colonel Ashton. Tea?”

Aftermath

A continual round of parties and dances lasted through the winter and spring in
Philadelphia. Howe’s British army ground to a lethargic and contented halt. Washing-
ton was given the time he needed to focus on mere survival at Valley Forge and to al-
low Baron von Steuben to train and discipline his troops. Washington entered Valley
Forge with a listless, defeated mob of fighters; he left it in June with a trained army.

Because of his failure to win a decisive victory during the Philadelphia campaign,
General Howe resigned. General Clinton took over as British commander-in-chief.
Fearing Rebel uprisings in New York, he withdrew all British troops from Philadel-
phia in June 1778, and moodily consolidated his strength in New York. After a quiet
year (1778) with little action by either major army, Clinton devised his “Southern
Strategy,” a plan to reconquer the South and then move north from this solid base.
Having been defeated in the North and stalemated in the mid-Atlantic states, Britain
moved the war south beginning in 1779.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Philadelphia patriots had no weapons to use against the occupying British
army. They didn’t dare stage protest rallies for fear of being arrested. Still they
fought against the British. How?
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* In the story the phrase “kill them with kindness” is used several times to de-
scribe the Philadelphia Patriot strategy. What does this phrase mean? Can you
find examples in modern times of other populations that have tried to “kill an
occupying army with kindness?”

* Why did armies have to go into winter quarters? Why not continue to fight
during winter? Why don’t modern armies have to stop fighting each winter?
What has changed to make warfare possible all year long?

Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* During the fall of 1777 a series of battles occurred in an ever-tightening circle
around Philadelphia between British General Howe and American General
Washington. Research that series of battles. Who won each one? Did Wash-
ington do as well as he was expected to do? What was Washington’s one great
accomplishment during that campaign?

 Lydia Darragh was one of many well-documented Patriot women who risked
their lives for the Revolution. Research these Patriot women. How many can
you find? What did they do? Were any caught and imprisoned by the British?

* Every year both British and American armies drifted into “winter quarters.”
For each year, 1776 through 1781, locate and research the winter quarters for
both armies. What did winter camps typically look like for the British? For the
Americans? Did the armies sometimes split into more than one winter camp?
Why would they do that?

* Philadelphia was only one of the American cities occupied by British forces
during the war. Research the other occupied American cities: Boston
(1773-1776), New York (1776-1783), Savannah (1778-1781), and Charles-
ton (1779-1781). Did the citizens of these cities resist British occupation?
How? What was the experience of each occupied city?

Make It Real

* How did the Treaty of Friendship between France and America affect the war?
Did America really need France’s help to beat the British? What arguments
can you find to support your answer? Hold a class debate, with one group ar-
guing that we did need France and another arguing that we didn’t.

* Lydia Darragh risked her life and freedom to pass information to General
Washington. What would it feel like to try to sneak information through en-
emy lines? Try a fun classroom game to see:

Divide the class in half. The teacher will designate a receiver on each
team. Everyone should know who the two receivers are. Each team meets and
secretly picks a messenger for the team. The messenger’s job is to get a mes.
sage to the other team’s receiver before the end of the school day without be-
ing caught by any of the other team members. The teacher will create and
write a secret message for each team’s messenger to pass to the other team’
receiver. Only the team’s messenger is allowed to know the message. The
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first messenger to successfully pass the message to the opposing team’s re
ceiver and “escape” back to his or her seat without being caught by the other
team members is the winner. Teams may try to guard the receiver during lunch
and recess to make it harder for the opposing messenger to reach that person.
Were the messengers nervous about being caught? Was it hard to figure out
who the messengers were? Was either messenger able to successfully deliver th
message? Imagine how nervewracking this would be if your life were on the line.

4. Points to Ponder

* Do you think Lydia’s “kill them with kindness” qualifies as a legitimate defen-
sive strategy for an occupied civilian population? Isn’t it more courageous to
actively fight against an occupying enemy? Why or why not?

* Why did the British plan to capture American cities (Boston, New York,
Philadelphia, Charleston, Savannah)? Would this strategy have worked in
Europe? Why didn’tit work here, except for the attack on Charleston in 17807
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Winter at Valley Forge,
December 1777 to April 1778

Valley Forge

At a Glance

The defeat and capture of Burgoyne’s army in upstate New York was a great vic-
tory for America. It sang of American military power and of foreign aid and hope. But
atthe same time, each and every one of a long series of smaller battles around Philadel
phia was lost by Washington to British General Howe.

Howe occupied Philadelphia. Washington and his ragtag army were left out in the
proverbial cold. Washington didn’t dare move too far away from Philadelphia because
that would allow Howe to forage freely across a greater portion of Pennsylvania. On
the other hand, Washington couldn’t get too close to Philadelphia for fear of inciting a
British attack. Washington was still stuck in the mouse’s role in a cat and mouse game,
being constantly batted and battered by Howe the cat. And the best Washington could
say was that he was still alive—if only barely.

This should have been a high point for America (later, Burgoyne’s surrender
would be called the turning point of the war), but it felt like a low point for the main
Continental Army and for Washington. Many historians have agreed that the win-
ter of 1777-1778 was the lopoint of America’s struggle to meld into a free and
united nation.

149
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It was a confusing time. There seemed to be every reason both for optimism and
despair. Washington’s army was again collapsing, but Burgoyne’s had been defeated
Citizens hoped for freedom and yet grew greedy and stingy and tended to horde. Mer-
chants who had cheered Patriot victories refused to honor either Continental or state
paper money, demanding to be paid in British sovereigns. Merchants rooted for Wash-
ington but often preferred to sell hay, food, and other supplies to the British because
they had hard cash.

Washington’s army was starving at Valley Forge in the midst of a land of plenty,
in the midst of a region of the country where many granaries were stuffed full and the
civilian population lived a life of comfort and plenty, where some helped (usually
helping only their own state’s or county’s units) but where many didn’t, turning a blind
eye to the suffering of their own army and a deaf ear to the pleas of Washington and
Congress.

The winter at Valley Forge should not have been a tortuous test of the faith and
character of the Continental Army. It became so only because there was no nation or
real national government to support the army and because there was much doubt in the
country as to whether Washington'’s fledgling force stood a chance even if it could last
until spring.

Valley Forge gave the Patriots every opportunity and excuse to quit, every reason
to cave in and surrender. The path to victory lay not in glorious charges and deafening
cannon volleys, but in grim and endlessly torturous survival amid an indifferent popu-
lation and the capricious and brutal vagaries of Mother Nature.

Meet Abigail Trenton

Bornin July 1759 in St. Mary’s County, Maryland, Abby McDade was described
as a bright, outgoing, lively girl. Her parents were second-generation immigrants of
Scottish descent and ran a large farm with some tobacco and rice for export and live-
stock for local sale.

Abigail met her husband, Seth Trenton, through her community church. His fam-
ily owned a farm less than two miles from the McDade farm. Seth had visions of buy-
ing the land between the two family holdings and creating one giant farm that might
have qualified as a plantation. They married in 1775 when Abby was barely 16. In
early 1777, after Washington'’s victories at Trenton and Princeton, Seth volunteered
for service. Abby decided to travel with him. Partly, she didn’t want to leave her hus-
band. Partly, she knew she would be needed to cook, clean, and sew around the camy
Partly, she wanted to see places outside the small corner of the country in which she
had been raised.

Seth was badly wounded at the Battle of Monmouth and left the service. Because
of those wounds, Seth was unable to farm. The couple moved to Baltimore, where Seth
took work as a clerk. They lived near the harbor and raised four children. Abby died in
1828 at the age of 69.
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Red Snow.
Leather Stew

)

t snowed again on Tuesday, January 20, 1778, light flurries that swirled with a
I bitter wind so that the cold crept under and through any clothes a person could
find to put on. It had snowed every day for over a week, with only the wind to
fill the cold gaps between snows, and with no stars or moon at night. The roads,
which had thawed to slick mud during the chill rains of mid-January, were again
frozen solid and looked like mounds of frosting with hints of chocolate poking
through. Morning sun rose over some distant land, but only a dull gray light fil-
tered through the unending leaden clouds that seemed permanently parked over
the small plateau that rose above the meeting of Valley Creek and the Schuylkill
River in Pennsylvania.

“A blanket. I'd give anything for a blanket this cold won't seep through,”
complained 18-year-old Abigail Trenton as she huddled on her wood plank bed.
Her breath puffed into the early morning air and instantly froze to tiny clouds of
ice.

“Ha! You'd have to stand in line fothatblanket,” moaned Susan Hollings
through chattering teeth.

Thiswinter of 1777-1778 was as cold as any that could be remembered. The
area called Valley Forge (centered around an old forge that had been destroyed
by British forces in September) seemed to be the very heart of this frozen inva-
sion. These two women, and a hundred like them, huddled in the “wives’ camp,”
a quarter mile down from the main winter camp of General Washington’s Conti-
nental Army since the army had moved here in late December. The army de-
pended on wives coming to the winter camp to cook, clean, sew, and tend to sick
and wounded soldiers.

Susan shivered. “I swear, this winter and this dismal camp make me think
the Revolution isn’'t worth it. British rule and my warm Providence (Rhode Is-
land) house seem a bargain compared to liberty if it comes with this cold!”

“Hush with such talk,” rebuked Abby. Her brown eyes flashed under thick
eyebrows. Her dark hair, piled onto her head in summer, now flowed loose down
over her ears and shoulders for warmth, framing a pale but pretty face. “Nothing
is more important than liberty.”

“Food and warmth,” replied Susan. “I think today I'd rank both ahead of
anything else in the world.”

The eight wives sharing this makeshift cabin stiffly rose from their pallets
and stretched aching muscles, sore from hauling and endless shivering. “Any
wood for a fire?” called one. “I'm freezing.”



152 \ 1777

Abby pawed through their wood basket with mittened hands. “A few sticks.
But Dr. Waldo told me that one of the Connecticut regiments tore down an entire
pasture fence for fire wood yesterday. We’'ll surely get some.”

Susan snorted. “Ha! I'll believe that when | feel the warmth cheering this dump.”
Abby frowned, “Our cabin is better than sem. .”

“Hut,” interrupted Susan. “Not cabin. And it's barely a hut. It's not even fit
to be called a dungeon.”

The meager flames of their carefully tended fire absorbed each woman'’s at-
tention as they crowded close to soak in any heat it provided. But the tongues of
fire were no match for a thick Arctic cold that settled in like it owned the whole of
Pennsylvania.

“Any food supplies make it in yesterday?” asked one of the older women in
as hopeful a voice as she could muster. Susan grunted. Two others groaned.

Abby sighed and stamped her foot. “So many families and farms within a
day’s walk have plenty. Why won't they share with their army?”

Susan rubbed her hands over the fire. “It's a long winter and there may not
be an American army come spring, they’re deserting and dying so fast. Anyone
who gives supplies to Washington may find themselves on a British gallows, or
at least will run short of food and supplies, themselves, come summer.”

“Washington pays,” protested Abby.

“With Continental dollars,” replied one of the other women. “They’re
worthless. You can’t use them in any store from Savannah to Boston. Their paper
is so poor, they aren’t even good for kindling.”

Abby continued, undaunted. “Several women are hiking out today—and
one is riding—to forage at local neighbors.”

“You meanbeg; sneered Susan. “| hate the superior way they look when
they offer us a few crumbs.”

“Maybe supply wagons can get through now that the roads are re-frozen.”

“Maybe,” answered Susanif ‘Washington and Congress can find anyone
who'll sell.”

Carolyn Minks, a lifelong friend of Abby’s, said, “The British are using real
metal coins—sovereigns—to buy food. They have their bellies full in Philadelphia.”

“And their rooms nicely heated and cleaned!” scoffed another.

“While we starve out here on firecakes and water,” concluded Susan, begin-
ning to mix the thick flour paste they cooked on hot rock slabs near the fire as the
staple of their diet. “All for the sake of a bunch of misfits Washington calls an
army and that couldn’t win a fight against school boys.”

“Washington won at Trenton and Princeton,” insisted Abby.

“And he lost everywhere else,” Carolyn shot back. “He’s lost Long Island,
New York, White Plains, New Jersey, Baltimore, Philadelphia, and most of
Pennsylvania. The rest he hasn’tlost just because his army hasn’t had a chance t
lose it yet.”
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“I heard a joke from one of the soldiers in the hospital yesterday,” offered
Abby, trying to cheer the deep gloom in their hut. “A soldier in the 7th Connecti-
cut said to one of his friends, ‘I hear the New York boys are making their dinner
stew out of smelly socks and cracked shoe leather.” And his friend replied,
‘Those New Yorkers always get the best food.” ” Then Abby stomped. “Well,
laugh! It’s a joke.”

“Some joke,” scoffed Susan as she fried their meager ration of flavorless
firecake.

Abby scrunched up her face trying to remember, and then brightened.
“Here’s another one that really is humorous—I heard it from a Rhode Island boy
whose frostbitten foot was amputated last week. ‘What do you call a hand-sized
piece of meat so thin you can see through it'?”

The other women groaned.

“You call it ‘dinner for twelve’!” continued Abby. “Come on. Laugh a little.
Things will get better.”

“They can’t get any worse,” Susan muttered.

Only the column of replacements for the night guards had stirred from the
meager protection of their beds when the women emerged into the whistling
wind to begin their day’s duties. They wrapped coats and scarves around their
heads and bodies and shuffled through the blowing snow. Most of the women
turned toward the Potter house, where Mrs. Washington led groups in knitting,
darning, and patching soldiers’ uniforms and socks.

Many of the guards they passed were barefoot and stood on their hats to pro-
tect their feet from the snow. All wore threadbare coats, scarred with rips and
holes from months of marching and campaigning and now a patchwork of
patches sewn on top of patches. Most were wrapped in thin blankets to block the
worst of the wind. None seemed the kind of vigorous soldiers who won battles
that Abby thought she would find when she joined her husband for this year's
winter camp.

Susan and Abby first trudged to Washington’s headquarters building, where
they would turn in a request for food and fire wood for the wives’ camp. The
woods around the camp had been reduced to a stubble of stumps. Trees had been
felled for crude cabins to replace the tents soldiers had used during the summer.
The plateau looked like an orderly slum city of almost 1,000 ramshackle huts
struggling to withstand the onslaught of wind and cold.

Abby refused to use any of the direct trails used by soldiers. More than one-
third of the army was now barefoot. Most of the others’ shoes were cracked and
broken. Cracked and bleeding feet left trails of red in the snow wherever they
walked. Abby couldn’t stand to walk on these trails of red snow. Frostbite-related
amputations were the most common operation in the hospital where she volun-
teered as a nurse.

Standing at the adjutant’s desk at headquarters, Abby could see through an
open doorway into the officer's meeting room. Washington and three other sen-
ior officers sat sternly at a long table. A man in handcuffs stood before them.
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Armed guards lined the room. Another terrified prisoner was being roughly
hauled away by two tough-looking sergeants.

The adjutant jerked a thumb toward the man. “Caught trying to desert. He’'ll
hang this afternoon.” Abby clenched her teeth and squeezed her eyes shut. She
hated the almost-daily hangings. How could an army hang its own soldiers?
Didn’t Washington need all these men to fight the British?

“That man’s not even a soldier,” whispered Susan, nodding toward the
handcuffed man in the courtroom.

“Caught him selling beef to the British,” said the adjutant, a young captain.
“He lied to our commissary officer, saying he didn’'t have any, and then sold to
the British when they offered a better price. But he’s a civilian, so he’ll probably
only get a couple hundred lashes.”

“A whipping!” exclaimed Abby. “I thought they only whipped slaves.”
The adjutant chuckled. “Happens every day in this camp, ma’am.”

Abby looked troubled as the two women huddled under the protection of the
adjutant’s porch before parting. “What’'s wrong?” asked Susan. “He promised to
have food and wood delivered this afternoon.”

“Don’t you see? We're part of a great struggle for liberty—us, right here at
this camp. And yet all | see is hangings and whippings, misery and starvation.
The army can’t keep its horses alive. It can barely keep us alive. It makes men
stand guard all night barefoot in the snow and almost naked. How can this be
what the struggle for liberty is supposed to look like? Can this possibly be the
road to liberty?”

Susan patted her cabin-mate’s arm. “Don’t think so much Abby. Thinkin’in
a place like this will just make you depressed.”

“But will any of these men be fit to attack the British come summer?”

“Ah, summer,” sighed Susan. “Such a lovely word.” And she turned west
toward the Potter house across the plateau. Abby retraced their steps along the
river road, past the prosperous Stewart and DeWees farms, to the one-room
schoolhouse the army had commandeered as a hospital.

She found Dr. Waldo feverishly preparing for the day’s surgeries. “I'll need
more towels and hot tar, Abigail. We have five amputations today and smallpox
cases are way up. I'll need you to scout out another building where we can house
them all.”

No matter how often she was part of these operations, Abby never got used
to the screams of the men when the surgeon’s saws began to tear through flest
and bone, and she flinched every time. There was nothing to give the men, not
even a guzzle of rum to dull the pain.

It was after sunset when, feet and hands both numb with cold, mind numbed
by the misery of this camp, Abby reached her hut and was greeted by an almost-
cheery fire inside. “Wood and meat, as promised!” announced Susan.
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The green wood burned slowly and billowed smoke that stung the lungs.
But no one complained. It was far better than gnawing cold. Still, Abby’s sense of
foreboding was not lifted. “It's as if liberty, itself, drifts farther away each day as
the army shrinks and suffers. What can we do?”

Susan grunted in the flickering firelight. “Survive.”
“Just surviving isn't enough. We're supposed to be fighting for liberty.”

“In a place like this, survive is all there is to do. And sometimes to survive i
to fight. Sometimes, to survive is to win.”

Aftermath

Washington’s army survived the winter, although almost 3,000 died during the

long months of bleak cold (almost one in six of the men who entered camp). Far more
were lost to desertions and executions. Washington also survived the challenges to hi
command from other generals—Charles Lee, Benedict Arnold, Gates, and especially
Conway—and emerged as a stronger leader.

Thanks to the training of Baron von Steuben, the army shrugged off their winter

coats looking like and acting like a real army. The Continental Army emerged from
winter famine with 10,000 trained, tough men—stillin rags, still underfed, still unpaid,
but still burning with a revolutionary spirit that kept them in the field and gave the
revolution a chance to succeed.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

2.

What Do You Know?

* Why didn’t local Pennsylvania farmers share their crops and their grain with
Washington's army?

* Why did Washington need to stay close to Philadelphia that winter of
1776-1777?

* Why couldn’t Washington buy the supplies he and his army needed? Why
didn’t Congress give him money he could spend on food?

* Why did the army allow men to bring their wives to winter camp to live at the
wives’ camp? Why did the army need the wives in camp? Do armies still allow
their soldiers to bring spouses to the camps where they are stationed during
wartime?

Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Soldiers stood guard barefoot in the snow on bitter-cold winter days and nights
at Valley Forge. How could they do that and not freeze, or at least get severe
frostbite on their toes and feet? Research this question and see if you can create
an explanation. How many soldiedil suffer from frostbite that winter? How
many had feet and legs amputated because of it?



156 \ 1777

* This story mentions the problems the army had with, and the harsh punish-
ment for, desertion. Research military discipline for desertion through the
ages. What punishments have different societies and armies meted out to those
who try to run away?

* Two Continental Army generals, Charles Lee and Conroy, mounted chal-
lenges to Washington’s authority and leadership during the Valley Forge win-
ter camp. Research the careers and fortunes of these two generals. Lee, ir
particular, had a checkered and fascinating career as a general and Washing
ton’s second in command.

* Why couldn’t Congress supply the army during the winter? They were the na-
tional legislature, and this was their national army. Why was it so poorly sup-
plied by the national government?

* There were three Continental armies: Washington’s and a northern and a
southern army. What did these other two armies do during the winter? Where
did they go? Why don’t we hear about their winter hardships?

* Valley Forge wasn’t rated by Washington’s soldiers as their worst winter. The
worst happened at Morristown, New Jersey, in the winter of 1778-1779. Re-
search the two winters Washington spent at Morristown. How bad were condi-
tions there? Why did Washington go back to Morristown the following
winter?

3. Make It Real

* Make a Continental Army dinner of firecakes and weak vegetable stew, made
by throwing all the available food into the squad’s one cooking pot with water
and hanging it over a small fire. There was no official recipe for firecakes; they
were made with whatever was available. Primarily, firecakes were a mix of
flour (corn or wheat) and water mixed into a thick dough. Pinches of salt and
baking soda (if available) were added, as was sugar (generally available only
for the officers’ meals). Some kind of fat (lard, drippings from yesterday’s
meat, or butter) was cut and kneaded into the dough so that the cakes would
sizzle on the hot stove rocks. Firecakes were formed into pancake-like shapes
and fried until crisp on the outside.

Compare firecakes to the following version of the Journeycake that was
popular as a food to pre-cook to take on journeys. Note that this recipe gives
modern measurements. Cups, tablespoons, and teaspoons did not exist unti
the late 1800s as cooking measures. In 1777 the recipe would have called for a
pinch, a smidgen, or a bit of dry spices, for a “little” butter, and for a fist-sized
lump of cornmeal. Ovens were wood heated and had no thermometers. The
recipe would have said to “bake until done.”
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Journeycakes

1 cup yellow cornmeal

1/4 cup sugar

1/2 teaspoon baking soda

1 teaspoon cream of tartar

1/4 teaspoon salt

1 cup buttermilk

1 well-beaten egg

1 tablespoon molasses (or maple syrup)
1 tablespoon melted, unsalted butter

Directions:

Preheat oven to 425 degrees.

Lightly grease an 8-inch square baking pan.

Sift all the dry ingredients together in a bowl.

Add the milk, egg, molasses, and butter. Mix until smodgh.
Bake for 30 minutes. Remove from pan and let cool.
provide an entire class with a taste, double this recipe

* What did soldiergdo in winter camp? Sure, they were cold and hungry. But
what did they typically do every day? What jobs had to be regularly per-
formed? Who did them? What did the soldiers do for fun? Research what it
was like to be a private in Washington’s army in winter camp at Valley Forge
and write a letter home describing your activities and feelings during a typical
day.

Points to Ponder

* Why did our nation’s army suffer from lack of food and clothing every winter?
Especially, why did they nearly starve at Valley Forge, which was surrounded
by the most productive agricultural land in the country? Local civilians didn’t
suffer and starve. People in nearby Philadelphia didn’t starve. The British
army didn’t starve. Why did Washington’s Continental Army suffer? How did
Congress, the individual states, and local people contribute to its suffering?
How did the army bring on its own problems?

* Many of the soldiers that winter had no shoes and walked barefoot across the
snow to stand watches and conduct their army training. Few had enough food.
Why did they stay? Why didn’t the whole army quit and go horb&® any
soldiers try to quit and go home? Why didn’t more try?
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Glance

The Armies Are Stalemated While
the Frontier Burns

At the beginning of 1778 both sides in the conflict were wary and cautious. The
Continental Army was locked in its struggle for survival at Valley Forge, Pennsylva-
nia, and would not emerge until June. The British had just lost an entire army with Bur-
goyne’s surrender and dared not risk another. Howe sat in Philadelphia and refused tc
venture out. He claimed he either wanted 5,000 new troops or to be relieved of his
command. The British government was cautiously eyeing France to see how that age-
old rival would react to recent events in the American war.

In February, France signed a treaty with America. Everything changed for Eng-
land. It was now a world war against their most hated enemy instead of a pesky colo-
nial uprising. The War Department decided to let Howe go and turned the American
mess over to General Clinton, telling him to come up with a new plan for winning the
war—quickly and without any additional help because the rest of the army would be
tied up combating France at various spots around the world.

Clinton’s first plan was to abandon Philadelphia and return to New York, but
thousands of Loyalists had flocked to Philadelphia and now demanded to go with him
if he left. It took months to organize the massive caravan. They could not leave Phila-
delphia until June 18.
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Washington was again under tremendous pressure for a victory. He left camp on
June 20 and decided to chase Clinton’s stretched-out column and strike a blow at his
rear guard, forcing a battle Washington could win—his whole army against Clinton’s
rear guard. But Washington got a late start. He had to send part of his army sprinting
forward to catch even Clinton’s rear guard.

The battle at Monmouth should have been an easy Patriot victory. But the Conti-
nental Army command (this time General Lee) muffed it again and the battle ended in
a draw. Clinton escaped to New York to plan his southern strategy, and the major ar-
mies of the war never met in battle again although the fighting would continue for an-
other three years.

By year’s end Clinton had begun sailing his forces south to attack the major port
cities of Savannah and Charleston. Because the British had lost in the North (Burgoy-
ne’s surrender) and had failed to trap and defeat Washington in the middle, they would
try to secure the Carolinas and move north from a solid Southern base.

While all east coast eyes watched the dance of armies between Washington anc
Clinton, the British in Canada turned forces of Tories and Seneca Indians loose to pil-
lage and burn the Patriot frontier areas that were supplying much of the food and grain
for the war effort. The brutal fighting of 1778 occurred in western New York, Ohio,
and northern Pennsylvania—vicious fighting without the gentlemanly rules that civi-
lized armies followed. Civilians were slaughtered. Whole valleys and all the homes,
fields, barns, and livestock in them were burned. It was a time of scalp collecting and
sneak attacks, of mass murder more than warfare.

Key Events in 1778

Date Event

February 6 ........ccccvvvvvveeee. Franco-American treaty signed. France enters the war.
June 18 ... Clinton evacuates his army from Philadelphia.

June 20 ... Washington leaves Valley Forge.

June 28 ..., Battle of Monmouth, New Jersey.

JUIY 4 Wyoming Valley, Pennsylvania, massacre.

August20 ...l French forces arrive in Rhode Island to join the war.
November 11 ................... Cherry Valley, New York, massacre.

December29 ......coccoeeennns Savannah falls to the British.



Red, White, and Betsy

Women in Business During the War, 1778

Betsy Ross presenting
her flag

At a Glance

We have all heard the story that Elizabeth (Betsy) Ross sewed the first American
flag. Interestingly, it is virtually impossible to prove that the story is true, although itis
plausible—itcould have happened just that way. It is true, however, that Betsy Ross
was a determinedsuccessful businesswoman who owned, managed, and expanded a
thriving upholstery shop from 1773 until her retirement in 1827, through two wars and
three husbands. It is also true that Betsy Ross was a staunch Patriot and sewed mar
American flags once the design was approved by the Continental Congress. She was an ir
teresting, skilled, and successful American businesswoman and is worthy of our attention,
whether she sewed the first flag or not. This is her story of how the first flag was made.

Meet Elizabeth Griscom RoOss

Elizabeth Griscom was born the eighth of 17 children of Quaker parents in 1754.
She was named Elizabeth, but was always called Betsy. She attended a Quaker schot
eight hours a day, where she learned to read and write and received instruction in a
“practical trade,” sewing. At age 18, she talked her parents into allowing her to leave
home while still a single girl (rare for any family in the mid-1700s and especially rare
for a Quaker family) to apprentice in an upholstery shop in Philadelphia. It was also
rare for girls to be allowed to apprentice in any trade.

Betsy had sparkling eyes, a keen intellect, good business sense, and a power
ful (her parents said uncontrollable) will. She met John Ross at the upholstery
shop. He was asther apprentice and the son of an Episcopal minister.

In 1773 John and Betsy eloped, even though it meant Betsy would be cut off from all
family, church, and Quaker community ties. Typical of Betsy, shendidt she wanted to
do. She and John established the upholstery shop she would own and operatedos 54 ye
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Red. White.
and Betsy

this spacious brick house in Philadelphia. Six young children drew,
played, and wrestled on the floor. Six women sewed, talked, and laughed at
the long eating table back by the kitchen.

A 75-year-old, white-haired woman eased herself into the comfortable
rocker that had been “her chair” for almost 50 years. Slowly she surveyed this
happy, noisy home with a deep sense of pleasure and pride. This was a house
filled with life and love. Surely this was the old woman'’s greatest achievement.

She began to rock as she loved to do, and looked down at her hands. Gnarled
and arthritic now, they had once been so quick and nimble. Once they had been
champion sewers, these old hands. But that didn’t matter now. Her eyes were go-
ing bad, and she couldn’t see to sew anyway.

Even that didn’t matter tonight. Tonight two of her three daughters, four of
her granddaughters, and six great-grandchildren had gathered for a celebration
Tomorrow was Betsy Ross’s last day working at the family upholstery shop she
had owned, nurtured, and expanded for 54 years. This was her retirement party.

Seven-year-old Melissa stopped her drawing and flopped across her great-
grandmother’s lap. Her chin rested on the long skirt covering Betsy’s knees. Her
glowing face shone up at her great-grandmother, filled with wonder and excite-
ment. That face reminded Betsy very much of her own seven-year-old face. The
thought made her smile as she reached out to stroke the child’s hair, yellow as
golden wheat waving in the field.

“Tell us a story, Granny Betsy,” Melissa asked.
“That’s greatgranny to you, Melissa,” teased Betsy.

“Great-Grandmother Betsy’s too long,” complained six-year-old Joshua.
“Granny Betsy is bad enough.”

“Pleasetell us a story,” Melissa begged.

In a flash all six great-grandchildren crowded eagerly at their great grand-
mother’s feet, chanting, “Story, story, story!”

“All right,” Betsy laughed. “A story it shall be.”
“Yeal” cheered six young voices.

One of Betsy’s granddaughters at the table leaned back and called, “Joshua.
Back up and give Granny Betsy some room.”

“Yes, mother.”

A crackling fire radiated cozy warmth throughout the long living room of
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One of Betsy’s daughters, Clarissa, chuckled, “Here she goes. I've got a
feelingall the old stories will come out tonight.”

Betsy contentedly rocked. “Let me see. A stary. Ah, here’s a good one.
Did you know that | was a real rebel when | was young?”

“You mean in the Revolutionary War?” asked Melissa.

“Oh, way before that,” said Betsy with a wave of her hand. “I drove my fa-
ther crazy.”

The children giggled. This sounded like a good story.

“When | was 16 | hounded my parents to let me work outside our home. My
parents were fit to be tied! ‘It isn’t proper for a Quaker girl,’ they said. | told them
| didn’t care a hoot for proper.

“My father crossed his arms and said, ‘Industry itself is enough reward,
whether the job be new or old.’

“l said that if it didn’t matter if the job was new or old, I'd pick new, and
somewhere new besides. Father would throw his hands into the air and mutter,
‘Auch! That girl!””

The children all laughed at Betsy’s imitation of her stern Quaker father.

“When I turned 18 they finally let me get a job as an apprentice in a Philadel-
phia upholstery shop, since everyone knew | was a champion seamstress.”

“Graaanny, when'’s the good part?” whined Joshua.

“I'llhave you know it was exciting for a girl to get a professional job at all in
those days,” answered Betsy. “I was the only female apprentice in any of the
shops for four blocks in any direction! And that shop is where | met John Ross,
your great-grandfather. He worked beside me, and was only three years older
than | was. John was kind, bright, funny, and he loved America with all his heart
and soul. Of course, he wasn't nearly as precise and neat at his work as | was. But
he was faster and stronger.

“In 1773 we wanted to marry. My parents wouldn’'t even discuss it because
John wasn’t Quaker. Quakers aren’t allowed to marry outside the faith. But re-
member, | told you | was a rebel. John and | eloped!

“Father was furious when | told them | was married and that John and | were
going to open our own upholstery shop in Philadelphia. Father exploded! He
jammed his fists on his hips and said slowly enough to emphasize each separate
syllable, ‘Thee should not have done this thing!" ”

One of the boys laughed, “That’s not even angry, Granny Betsy.”

“You never met my father. ‘Thee should not have done this thing, fuas
ousfor him.”

The children howled at Betsy’s exaggerated impersonation of her father.
Several tried to imitate her with little fists wedged on hip bones. Then they
laughed all the harder.
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“Life in the city was so exciting for a sheltered country girl like me. Every-
where was something new and different to see and do. Business was brisk in our
shop, and we soon established a reputation for fast and exceptionally good work.
It felt wonderful to walk out our front door and see the sign, ‘Ross Upholstery
Shop,” and know it wasny shop!

“Then in 1775 John joined the Continental Army. There were secret meet-
ings, sudden drills, and John’s hidden musket under a wide bolt of cloth in our
shop. | thought it all very exciting—but a bit gjll . . ”

“The war was silly, Granny?” asked Joshua.

“Until early 1776 when John was killed when an explosion destroyed a se-
cret ammunitions warehouse he was guarding. | was devastated. But there was
the shop to manage every day, my three girls (your grandmothers) to care for, and
at night | secretly forged musket balls for the army.”

“You made muskets, Granny?” exclaimed Joshua.

“Musket balls,” corrected Betsy. “The army had no money and had to rely
on local citizen groups to supply its needs. Besides, times were hard. Material to
sew with was hard to come by with the British embargo in effect. Business was
slow—especially when customers found out | owned the shop.”

“Why Granny?”

“Because, Melissa, | was a woman. Folks didn’t mind if | did the work. But
most felt it wasn'’t right for a woman to own a business.”

“Why not, Granny?”

“Because banks wouldn’t loan money to a woman. A woman couldn’t own
property and equipment. So it wasn’t considered proper for a woman to try to
own a business.”

One of the women leaned back from the table. “But you did, Mom.”

“Folks gave me extra leeway after the war because | had two husbands die
during the war.”

“Two?” asked Melissa. “Who was the second one?”
“He was a smuggle. . .”
“A pirate?” interrupted Joshua.

“No, a privateer. He mostly smuggled material and dry goods to sell. He
provided most of the material | had to work with.” Betsy chuckled quietly. “The
material he smuggled in for me to sew with got me in big trouble during the Brit-
ish occupation of Philadelphia in 1777. The British knew | was a Patriot sup-
porter. But they never closed me down because they hoped to trap my husband
when he came for a visit.

“They raided my shop six times that awful winter. Always in the dead of
night. Pounding on the door with the butts of their muskets. I'd be forced to stand
in a corner while they tore the shop apart, searching for Alfred—my husband—
and for illegal weapons. Twice they made the girls get up, too. Lined them up in
front of the fireplace. They wailed and sobbed, thinking they were going to be
shot.”
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Betsy stopped and chuckled again.
“Getting shot’s not funny, Granny Betsy,” wailed Melissa.

A wrinkled hand patted the girl's head. “l was laughing, dear, at how funny
it was that they never found any of the thousands of musket balls | made and hid
around the shop. Clarissa was two that winter. On one raid she wailed so loud, the
soldiers made her go sit on a bench in the far corner. They searched every-
where—except under Clarissa’s bench. And that's where a captain in the army
was hiding who had come to pick up my stock of musket balls and bring me news
of Alfred.”

Then her face sobered. “But that winter was a bleak and frightful time. We
never heard from my husband because he couldn’t get through the British lines to
visit us. | was constantly threatened with arrest. Three times the British confis-
cated every scrap of material in the shop because | didn’t have proper British im-
port papers.”

“Weren't you scared?” asked six-year-old Joshua.

Betsy cocked her head and thought for a moment. “Some. But mostly | was
too busy supporting the Revolution, trying to keep the shop open and support my
girls to have time to think about it. By March of 1778, business was so bad | had
to let two of my three workers go. | hated to do it, but we barely had enough food
to live on ourselves.”

Betsy sighed. “I'll never forget the March afternoon when a British major
pounded on the door and sneered with obvious glee when | opened it. It was such
a beautiful early spring afternoon, | couldn’t help smiling at him. Then he told me
that my husband’s privateer ship had been captured. Alfred had been wounded
and was in chains in a British dungeon. He died a year later in that prison without
ever feeling the sunshine again.”

The room was silent while Betsy slowly rocked. The women had stopped
their work to listen. Melissa’s faced was scrunched into a look of horror. “He
died?”

“But Grannnnnny,” whined Joshua. “When are you going to get to how you
made the flag?”

“Oh, that” beamed Betsy with false modesty at being asked to tell her fa-
vorite story. “l suppose, if you insist.”

“Yea!” cheered the children.

“Time for bed, children,” called one of Betsy’s granddaughters, leaning
back to stretch from her quilting.

“Not just yet,” said Betsy. “They can stay up for one more story. After all,
it's a celebration night.”

“YEA!"” cheered the children.
“Now wherewa | ..."
“The flag, Granny Betsy,” huffed Melissa.
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“Oh, yes. The flag. But first, don’t you want to hear the rest about how
through two wars and three husbands I, a woman, owned and ran a thriving busi-
ness for 54 years right here in downtown Philadelphia? And all that time women
weren’'t supposed to be able to do it. Hogwash! There was no reason why a
woman couldn’t do it then. And there’s no reason a woman can’t do it now. You
remember that, each one of you, as you grow.”

Her finger wagged in mock seriousness at them as she spoke. The children
erupted in giggles at hearing their great-grandmother exclaim something like
“hogwash.”

She settled back in her rocker and surveyed the beaming faces before her.
“Now where was 1?”

“The flag, Granny!”

“Oh, yes, the flag. | remember the visit as clear as yesterday. It was just at
dusk, the sky still glowed pink and orange. It was less than a month after John had
been killed—early June of 1776. June the tenth if | recall correctly.”

One of the women leaned back, smiling. “You always told me it happened
on the twelfth, mother.”

The children giggled.

Betsy’'s eyebrows shot up and her hands thudded into her lap. “I'm afraid
your memory is starting to slip, Clarissa. If | can remember the whole visit clear
as yesterday, | can surely remember the date.”

Betsy turned back to the children as the women laughed among themselves.
“Now, where was 1? Ah, yes. | was just beginning to fix supper for my three
girls—your grandmothers—when | heard an urgent knocking on my door—on
that very front door behind you.

“I thought to myself, ‘now who is it comes a calling, pounding so hard on
my door atthistime of day?’

“l opened the door to three gentlemen huddled in the shadows. The first was
Colonel George Ross, your great-grandfather John’s uncle. He often came to see
me. Just behind him stood Robert Morris, a close friend of his. And behind him,
gold-fringed epaulettes glowing in the twilight, stood General George Washing-
ton, himself!

“My mouth dropped open. | didn’'t know what to do. | felt like | should
curtsy, or bow, or some suclihegeneral of the whole Continental Army stand-
ing at my door!

“Colonel Ross asked, ‘May we come in?’

“I remember | turned beet red with embarrassment, making three such im-
portant gentlemen stand waiting. They stepped into this very room. General
Washington started to sit on that bench by the book case. | grabbed his arm, say-
ing, ‘Oh, no. Sit here, General. The rocker's more comfortable.’

“He said that the bench would be fine, and sat right there in that very spot.”

As Betsy spoke she pointed at the middle of a bench across the room. All the
children turned to gaze, half expecting to see the general materialize before their
eyes.
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“The General's face looked kind, buttired, as he spoke. He told me that each
colony had its own flag. Most generals had their own flag, or pennant. Many
army units had their own. But if this was going to be a nation, we needed one sin-
gle flag everyone could follow. It had to be a flag that symbolized this new coun-
try, a flag that included everyone, a flag that would excite every soldier, and stir
the heart of every citizen.

“As | recall, | said that was a pretty tall order for one piece of cloth. But he
pulled a paper from an inside coat pocket and said that he had made some
sketches of what he thought would do the trick, and would | be willing to make
the first one so he could take it to Congress and get their approval?

“He unfolded a piece of paper and smoothed it over his knees. On it was a
sketch for a square flag with 13 alternating red and white stripes. Across the top
was a blue field with a circle of 13 white stars in the middle.

“‘Doyou see?’ asked Colonel Ross. ‘One star and one stripe for every state,
all equal, and the stars in a circle, a perfect union. It's perfect!’

“But General Washington was watching my face, and could tell | didn’t
think the idea was perfect at all.

“‘Do youhave any ideas for improving the design?’ he asked.

“I'm sure | blushed again, and got very nervous. After all, who was | to tell
General Washington what was wrong with his very own design? But you know
what my father taught me: If you have an idea, say it. So | said, ‘It's a fine flag,
and all, General. But if you moved the field of blue over to just one corner, then
you could make the circle of stars bigger and you wouldn’'t have these empty blue
patches on both sides.’

“My heart was pounding, half expecting General Washington to gruffly tell
me to mind my own business. But he didn’t. The general nodded, stroked his chin
and thoughtfully said, ‘Hmmmmm."”

The children at Betsy’s feet giggled as she imitated the famous founder of
the country.

“General Washington asked me if | had any other ideas. | answered, ‘As
long as you've asked, General, | think five-pointed stars would look better in the
circle than six-pointed ones.’ Besides, | knew a neat trick for making perfect five
pointed stars.

“By this time General Washington was getting a bit annoyed with all my
changes to his carefully thought-out flag design. He crossed his arms and asked,
‘Any morechanges, Mistress Ross?’

“*Just one more,’ | answered trying to smile and blush at the same time. ‘A
square flag doesn't flutter as well in the wind as one that’s wider than it is tall.’

“Mr. Morris tried to hide a smile behind a polite cough. Colonel Ross
shrugged. ‘I told you she was the best, General.” Now mind you those were his
exact words. ‘I told you she was the best.’

“General Washington just grunted and stared at his flag sketch. Finally he
rose, letting his sketch flutter to the floor. ‘So be it, Mistress Ross. We use your
design. One final question. Can you make the flag?’
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“‘I've never made one, General,’ | said. ‘Butit’s a good thing and | know |
can if | try.’—That's something my father often said.

“And that, children, is how the American flag came to be the way itis today.”

Clarissa said, “Mother, you always told me you were afraid to mention
changing the flag’s shape to General Washington, that you secretly made it a rec-
tangle, and that he liked it when he saw it.”

Betsy's eyebrows arched. “Fiddle-dee-dee, Clarissa. | worry about how
poor your memory has become. If | made the flag, you'd think I'd remember
what the General and | agreed to.” She turned back to the children, “Now off to
bed, all of you.”

Betsy Ross loved to tell the story of making the first American flag, and told
it many times. Additional bits of family evidence support her claim. General
Washington, Colonel Ross, and Robert Morris were all in Philadelphia and not
otherwise accounted for on the night Betsy claimed they visited her shop. But
we’ll probably never know for sure. There is no absolute proof that Betsy Ross
sewed that first American flag.

Aftermath

Congress adopted the design of the American flag on June 14, 1777. That date eacl

year is still celebrated as Flag Day. Whether or not she sewditghiiag, Betsy later
sewed many American flags and, more important, managed a steady, successful busi
ness for over half a century at a time when very few women were able to run one at all.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?
* What did the army use for a flag before Congress approved Betsy’s flag?

* Why was Betsy Ross'’s flag laid out and designed as it was? What did the
stripes and circle of stars mean? Can you think of a well-known English story
when a king used a circle for the same symbolic purpose?

* Betsy Ross’s family were Quakers. Did any Quakers fight in the Revolution-
ary War? Did they support the Revolution? How?

* Why was it not common for a woman to own a business in colonial America?
What laws and policies made it difficult for women to own businesses?

Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
toresearch in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Research Betsy Ross. Discover her history and her accomplishments.

* Research the origins and history of the American flag. What flags were used
before Congress approved Betsy’s? How did the flag change over the years?
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* Betsy Ross has become a symbol of the American Revolution. What do we
mean when we call something a symbol? What other symbols of the revolu-
tionary period can you find? Of colonial America? Of American history in
general? Symbols could be places, things, or people. How many symbols can
your class identify? There are hundreds you could find.

* Where did the Quakers live in America? Where did they come from? Why did
they come here? What did they believe? What is the difference between Quak-
ers, Amish, and Mennonites? Research the Quakers’ history in America. How
have they fared in recent times? Have they been able to hold onto their unique
beliefs without being persecuted? Have they been able to stay out of the mili-
tary? How do they support themselves?

* Betsy Ross claimed to know a simple, quick trick for making perfect five-
point stars. Search library sources and the Internet to see if you can find this
same, simple trick. Practice making five-point stars until you are as good as
Betsy was.

Make It Real

* Design your own flag for a new country being forged from 13 separate colo-
nies. What shape would you use? What colors and design? How would you
represent both the 13 separate units and the unity of the new, single country?
Draw your design on paper and write an explanation of why you chose the ele-
ments and design you did.

* Design a flag for your school. What images and symbols will you put on this
flag? What impression and information will you try to convey? What look,
color scheme, and shape will you use? Why?

Points to Ponder

* Imagine owning an upholstery shop in Philadelphia in 1777 when the British
seize the town, or a small wheel manufacturing plant in Front Royal, Virginia,
during the Civil War when opposing sides seized and lost the town on a regular
basis. How would you try to stay open? How would you ensure enough busi-
ness to support your family and employees? What would you fear? What
would you hope for?

* Whatis the point of having a flag? What is a national, state, city, or school flag
supposed to do?



Home-Fire Heroes

Life Away from the War,
Summer 1778

Typical 1770s
farm girl dress

At a Glance

All along the coast of America—in Boston, New York, Charleston, and Philadel-
phia—and throughout New Jersey and upstate New York, the war was real and presen
in 1776, 1777, and 1778. Elsewhere it was marked only by the absence of some of the
men who had marched off to join the army and by the occasional presence and drilling
of a militia unit.

In rural outback areas, weather, crops, and livestock were of greater and more im-
mediate concern than some distant war. On the rural frontier, every year was a test of
survival on self-sufficient homesteads. There was little extra time to consider the
philosophical or moral implications of breaking the Colonies’ bonds with England.

Life on arural farm was all-consuming and all-important to the Revolution. With-
out a steady flow of food, the Revolution could not survive. This story looks at farms
and their role in the war.

Meet Emily Maitens

Sixteen-year-old Emily Maitens was born in Philadelphia less than six months af-
ter her parents arrived from England in 1761. Her father was American born, but lived
in London for four years to study to become a doctor and surgeon. Her mother was
English, but was adventurous and had longed for sea travel and colonial life.
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Dr. Maitens quickly became a prominent Philadelphia doctor. He also became an
ardent Patriot. Mrs. Maitens held no deep feelings about the war one way or the other.
The doctor volunteered to serve with Washington and traveled with the army during
each summer’s campaign. The family stayed in Philadelphia during these tours be-
cause Mrs. Maitens was active in social circles.

Emily grew up as a smart, quick, city girl. She was part of the top social circles
and was exposed to the arts and culture available in a major city. Emily returned to
Philadelphia after the occupation of 1777 and lived there until she married the owner of
a shipping company. She was able to sail around the world with her husband several
times before settling in New York City, where she lived the rest of her life.
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Home=-Fire
Heroes

from you!” Twelve-year-old Josephine Wooten flung herself dramati-

cally across her bed. The move looked comically out of place in her
patched and faded farm work dress and the rugged wilderness of the Wootens’
western Maryland farmstead.

Her sixteen-year-old cousin, Emily Maitens, sat primly erect in a stiff-
backed chair in a fashionable “city dress.” “Don’t be silly, Jossie. How could
anyone be sick of the war? Saying you are tired of the war is like saying you are
tired of air.”

“ War. War. War. | am sick of hearing about nothing but the silly old war

Josephine lifted her head. “Those two are nothing alike, Emily.”

Emily raised herselftaller in her chair. Her eyebrows arched and an icy edge
creptinto her tone. “l am four years older and have seen Philadelphia and every-
thing in between. | have even been to New Jersey!i@omWwwhat is and isn’'t the
same!”

Jossie lowered her eyes, duly intimidated by the worldly wisdom of her
cousin. “Sorry, Emily.”

“What | was saying before | was so rudely interrupted is that air is the most
important of the gasses because air sustains life. War is the most important of all
events because it will determine how you'll live your life. Saying you don’t care
about the war is like saying you don’t care about the air that gives you life.”

Josephine stubbornly crossed her arms. “There’s no war here in Hager-
stown. We haven't seen even one soldier since the war started.”

“Of course nothere” scoffed Emily. “Butheredoesn’t matter.”

“Yes, it does,” Josephine snapped. “This farm is all that matters.” And she
turned away to end the conversation. Under her breath Jossie muttered, “I still
don’tthink war and air are any more alike than horse carriages and applesauce.”

Emily Maitens had been raised in the bustling excitement of Philadelphia
and, because of her father, she had seen Washington’s army form and grow. It
thrilled Emily to visit her father and see ranks of marching soldiers and to see the
glitter of officers’ uniforms around the headquarters.
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But thrill turned to danger when the British occupied Philadelphia in Sep-
tember 1777. Emily’s mother had been born in England and would be safe from
English persecution, but Emily was the daughter of a known member of Wash-
ington’s staff and she was a headstrong Patriot. “Spirited” is what the neighbors
politely called her.

Dr. Maitens feared that, if the British moved into Philadelphia on Monday,
Emily would get herself arrested by Tuesday. He ordered Emily to evacuate
safely to the country in western Maryland with his distant cousin, Herman Woo-
ten, until Philadelphia was again safe.

Lifting her skirts in both hands, Emily tiptoed her way out to the Wooten’s
barn the next morning. She was supposed to feed the cows and chickens. It was
how Mr. Wooten said she could “earn her keep” while she lived there. But Emily
knew that 18-year-old Jeb Wooten would always do her work if she asked
sweetly.

Halfway to the barn the grass moved in front of her. A long, hideous black-
ness slithered into the dirt path. Emily screamed and sprang onto a nearby fence,
clinging to the wobbly rails and screaming, “Kill it! Kill it!”

Jeb poked his head out of the small barn and laughed. “It's just a black
snake. We want them around.”

The snake wiggled back into the tall grass near the first in the line of apple
trees. “Youwantto have snakes?”

“They kill rats and mice that eat hay and grain.”

“Use traps,” shapped Emily, cautiously climbing down. “They don't terrify
passers by.” She shook her head and added, “Farms are disgusting!”

Jeb dragged his left leg behind him as they stepped into the tidy barn with
space for two cows, a hay stack, and racks for axes and scythes. “l want to leave
the farm, too,” he said. “I want to join the army and fight!”

“Why don’'t you? Washington is so desperate for soldiers he’ll take anybody.”

Jeb slapped his thigh and shrugged. “With this crushed leg | can barely
walk. How can | march all over with an army?”

“Be a horse soldier,” suggested Emily, smoothing her dress as she settled
into the soft hay stack.

“They really have soldiers who ride on horses?”

“The British do,” Emily answered. “I| saw them and they all had swords and
sashes and plumes in their hats, and their horses pranced down the street five
across.”

Jeb rubbed his dirty hands eagerly together. “Déashingtorhave horse
soldiers?”

“Why even ask?” laughed Emily. “You don’t have a hers . or aswod . . . or
a plume.”

“But we’ve got a hunting rifle and I'm a good shot.”

Emily smiled her most charming city smile. “Jeb,” she cooed. “Do my
chores this morning and I'll watch you shoot this afternoon.”
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“Can’t,” he answered. “We all have to weed the fields this afternoon. So do

you.

“Oh, fiddle-dee-dee. | hate weeding!” Emily stamped her foot on the dirt
floor. Both cows moo-ed and shifted uneasily in their stalls. “I'm no good at
weeding. Last time Aunt Mary yelled at me for pulling out the beans.”

Jeb’s hands modeled how the cornfield was planted. “The corn grows
straight up from the top of each mound. Bean plants grow alongside and wind
around the corn for support, and the squash grows along the ground at the base o
the mound. Everything else is a weed.”

Emily stormed out of the barn. “How can | care about silly old weeds when |
want to be back in the city discussing politics and the war?”

After breakfast, Emily accompanied her aunt and uncle on the jarring
three-mile, one-hour wagon ride into Hagerstown. Holding her hat with one hand
and the metal wagon rail with her other to keep from being flung out as the wagon
rolled through deep ruts, Emily said, “Philadelphia has paved streets and lights
and music and row after row of fancy stores. That'sriwd America!”

Thirty-eight-year-old Herman Wooten had thick arms, a thick middle, and
loved to laugh. “You lived in that stuffy city too long, Emilyf.hisis the real
America. Most Americans live on farms like ours, and grow food like we do, and
go into town once in a while for supplies like we are.”

“No! The real America is exciting, with theaters and music and dances with
flowing gowns.”

Trim, plain Mary Wooten answered, “That’s the kind of exciting that could
get a girl into trouble. Better a quiet life on the farm.”

Mr. Wooten added, “Your cities couldn’t survive without this America out
here.”

“But that'swhere the war is,” insisted Emily. “Don’t you care what happens
in the war? Don’t you want to be part of it and fight for freedom?!”

“The war will have to get by without us,” chuckled Herman, adjusting his
wide-brimmed straw hat and clicking his tongue at the horses. “We have all we
can handle making this farm work. Got no time left over to take on other fights.”

Emily stammered, “Bu. . . but the war is thenost important thing!”

“Why? No matter what happens on the battlefield my cow still needs to be
milked, the chickens need to be fed. The corn, beans, and squash need to be
weeded, the hay cut down and gathered. The goats need tending to. We'll still sell
apples, cheese, eggs, and extra hay at the Hagerstown market. What differenc
does the war make?”

Emily was almost too taken aback to answer. In the city everyone knew how
important the war was and she didn’t have to argue about it. “What diffé?ence
Why all the difference. If we win, we’ll have our liberty!”

Mr. Wooten rocked back and laughed. “Liberty, eh? | gave up my liberty to
the farm animals a long time ago. No one’s going to get it back for me by shoot-
ing at each other with guns.”
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“But...but...but...Emilyfeltdizzy, her mind spun so hard. How could
her father have banished her out here withéhesthese people who didn’t even
understand the most basic concepts of life?

That evening Emily collapsed on the living room floor. She stared vacantly
at her hands soaking in a large bowl of warm water to ease the raw ache after an
afternoon of weeding. “They’re ruined. I'll have to wear gloves for the rest of my
life.”

“You'llgetused to it,” offered Jeb, sharpening an ax blade. “Harvest time is
soon. Then it gets a bit lighter over winter.”

Mr. Wooten helped his wife prepare beans for drying at the table. “Check on
the cow when you're finished with that ax, Jeb. She may be ready to throw her
calf tonight. Oh, and make sure the barn doors are latched good. Feels like a
storm is brewing.”

Emily muttered “Oh, | wish | could go home where it's exciting and where
people care about the war!”

Thundering cannons rumbled through Emily’s dreams that night. Each
black muzzle exploded in great clouds of smoke and fire as they shot white-hot
streaks across a battlefield. She awoke with a start in the pitch black, hearing Mrs.
Wooten scream, “Emily! Wake up, child! We need you!”

Wind howled outside and rain pounded down so hard each drop bounced off
the dirt. Lightning flashed, jagged and close. Thunder roared like cannon fire
across the farm. Mary Wooten’s face was drawn and tense. “There’s trouble with
the calf and we need everyone’s help.”

“I don’t know anything about birthing cows,” Emily protested, drawing her
covers tight around her.

“No, but you know how to hold a lantern. So hurry!”

Inside the crowded barn, thunder rattled the scythes so that the metal blades
clanged. Rain drummed on the roof so that everyone had to shout to be heard.

The family’s youngest cow lay on her side, back legs pawing at the air. The
new calf's front hooves and face were already out, smeared with blood and sticky
fluid. Mr. Wooten lay on the dirt floor, one hand trying to feel around the calf and
discover why it was stuck. Jossie held one dim lantern. Jeb used a board to protect
his father from being brutally kicked by the cow.

Mr. Wooten called, “I think the back legs are bent up underneath. | can’'t get
in to straighten then out.” His arms were covered in blood and a big puddle of red
soaked into the straw.

Emily paled and backed away.

“Get more light down here!” Mr. Wooten screamed. Mrs. Wooten shoved
Emily and her lantern forward.

The barn doors rattled. One shutter on the house had come loose and slapped
against the siding. Lightning bolts exploded around the barn, almost blinding
everyone inside with their brilliance.
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One crackling bolt struck a maple tree just behind the barn. A curving
branch cracked off and thudded into the side of barn just as the thunder bolt ex-
ploded. Emily screamed and dropped her lantern. Hay caught on fire. The flames
quickly ate into a billowing hay mound.

Jossie and Jeb grabbed blankets and pounded on the growing flames. Jos
sie’s caught on fire. Jeb’s seemed to fan the flames more than extinguish them.
“Get that fire out!” screamed Herman. “| gotta save this cow.”

Emily raced to the wide barn door and threw it open. Then she flung open
the back door. Rain in torrents swept through the barn on the screeching wind.
The flames flickered and helplessly succumbed to the downpour. All three
youngsters had to strain to force the doors closed again, trapping the smell of
smoke and smoldering hay inside the barn.

Rain still dripped off each person’s face and slicked-down hair back at the
kitchen table. The calf—a young bull—seemed fine. The mother and the barn
had survived. “She’ll live to give milk again,” said Mr. Wooten as he sipped fer-
mented apple cider from a mug.

Emily still shivered from the wet and their close call with disaster. “I'm
sorry, uncle. | almost killed us all. The lightning bolt was just so startling.”

He smiled and patted her trembling hand. “It's all right, child. You're still
new out here. The battles on a farm take some getting used to.” He took a long sip
from his mug before continuing. “You see, Emitijsis our part of the war. Out
there tonight we saved a barn and birthed a new calf. That makes America just a
little stronger and richer. Soldiers help out their way. We help out our way. It may
not match a fancy theater play or a big battle, but helping a new life come safely
into being is pretty exciting in my book.”

Emily’s heart pounded from the excitement of the battle against the storm,
the fire, and death. And for just a moment there in the dark, with torrents swirling
outside, she understood how her uncle and his family felt.

Aftermath

Many small communities in America never felt the sting of war other than in the
lists of local boys killed in battle or from disease while serving in the army. But many
towns and farms were burned to the ground by Indian and Tory raids. Many fields were
trampled and many more stripped by hungry armies on the march. Many peaceful
families were left destitute by the passing war. Others made fortunes during and be-
cause of the war. There were few who were not touched by the war in a very personal
way.
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Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* What percentage of the American population during the Revolution lived on
farms? What size were these farms? How do they compare to farms today, in
size and methods of operation?

* In the last paragraph of this story Emily “knew how they felt.” How do you
think the Wootens felt, and why?

* Why did people living in the major cities think more about armies and fighting
than did the rural farmers?

* Were there differences between city folk and country folk? If so, what were
they?

Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you

to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* We now think of the Midwest states of Indiana through lowa as the “bread bas-
ket” for the nation, the area where most of our grains and crops are grown.
Where was the “bread basket” for the nation during the Revolutionary War?
Where were the farming areas that produced most of the grain and livestock
for the colonies?

* What crops did mid-eighteenth-century American farmers grow? Were differ-
ent crops grown in different regions of the country? How much of each major
crop did eighteenth-century farmers produce?

* Eighteenth-century farmers didn’t have tractors, threshers, and bailers. Researct
farm technology in that century. What equipment did farmers use? What inven-
tions in the eighteenth century helped farmers increase their production?

* Fire has always been a major threat and danger. Now we have fire trucks,
high-pressure water lines, pumps, and hoses to fight fires. How did people
fight fires in the eighteenth century? The danger of fire was greater then be-
cause people used candles and torches for light and open fires for warmth and
cooking. Open flames and fires were an ever-present part of their daily lives.
Research both how they fought a fire and what precautions they routinely took
to prevent fires from starting.

Make It Real

* Pick a distant city and try to learn as much as you can about it and its most re-
cent election. What technology did you use to acquire this information? What
would you do if you couldn’t use modern technology (telephones, computers,
fax machines) to obtain information? What else could you rely on? How else
could you gather news? Try gathering the same information using only those
means of communication available to someone in the eighteenth century.

* What percentage of the American population actually fought during the Revo-
lutionary War? The total colonial population in 1775 was about 2.7 million.
The Continental army, navy, and militia forces that actually participated in
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battles, plus Tory militia units that fought with the British, plus estimates of
the number of privateer seamen who saw combat only amount to between
70,000 and 80,000. What percent of the total population was that? What did
the rest of the population do? If they didn’t fight, does that mean that they
didn’t care about the war?

4. Points to Ponder

* How doyoulearn about the events of a distant war? How many of those meth-
ods of news gathering were available to eighteenth-century American rural
farmers? How didheylearn about the war and other distant events? How long
did it take news to reach isolated settlements in the eighteenth century? How
long did it take for news to come from overseas? Did the difficulty of gather-
ing distant news affect what settlers knew and cared about?

* Do you think that the Revolutionary War was constantly on people’s minds? It
lasted for seven years and involved fewer than 20 major battles. What do you
think people talked about and worried about when not thinking about the war?

* |t is often mentioned by historians that the Revolutionary War was a war of
ideas more than of armies. What do you think that means? What were those
ideas?



Water and Fire!

The Battle of Monmouth,
New Jersey, June 28, 1778

Mary Hays at the Battle of Monmouth

At a Glance

The American alliance with France changed everything for England. Suddenly
they had to contend not with an upstart colonial rabble, but with their old rival, France,
and especially with the French navy. General Clinton arrived to replace General Howe
in early 1778 with orders to withdraw to New York (and if necessary to Canada) and to
send 5,000 men to attack French positions in the Caribbean.

Clinton’s first act was to pull the British army back from Howe’s winter quarters
at Philadelphia to New York. He departed Philadelphia on June 18 with 15,000 sol-
diers, 1,500 wagons of supplies, and thousands of Loyalists who had gathered in Phila-
delphia for Redcoat protection and the tinsel-gaudy days of occupation. The endless
procession included bakeries on wheels, laundries, blacksmith shops, hospital tents
and stores, and 12 miles of Loyalist civilians and camp followers.

Washington’s army emerged from Valley Forge stronger, with a new sense of or-
der and discipline, and ready to test their mettle in a scrap. Washington had become
hungry to show the world he could win a battle with the British army. (It had been 18
months since he had shown any sign of victory—and those were only minor victories
at Trenton and Princeton.) Even the battle of Germantown, which he was supposed tc
win, he had bungled so that it ended in a draw.

179
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Clinton was in no mood for a fight. He just wanted to reach New York and re-
group. Washington had to race to catch the British and force a battle before they were
safely encamped on Manhattan. In the heat of late June, the armies sped across Ne
Jersey, the roles of cat and mouse reversed from previous years. The stage was set for
major battle in the middle of New Jersey and for Mary Hays, the wife of a Pennsylva-
nia artillery man, to become an American heroine.

Meet Mary Ludwig Hays

Mary Ludwig was born in 1755. She always preferred being called Molly. She
had dark hair, brown eyes under thick eyebrows, and a pale but pretty face. Molly was
raised on a farm in southern New Jersey and was always a “doer” with a restless itch
for adventure. She never felt content with the quiet routine of farm life.

At 19 she married John Hays, a barber from Carlisle, Pennsylvania. When he en-
listed in the Continental Army, Molly volunteered to travel with him. She was in
wives’ camp at Valley Forge. A wildly enthusiastic Patriot supporter, Molly was a
bubble of bright enthusiasm in that winter of gloom.

Molly became the first real American heroine of the struggle for independence,
but not because of the tireless, day-to-day support she gave to the cause. Thousands
women did that and more. Molly became a heroine on one day in late June when she
crossed the line that was forbidden to women and joined a battle. This is the story of
that day.
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Water and
Fire!

Trenton, New Jersey, that armies were on the move nearby. A British army

under General Clinton was scurrying from Philadelphia for the safety of
New York. General Lee, one of Washington’s deputies, was in hot pursuit with
6,000 of Washington'’s finest. Locals said they could smell a big fight coming
like you can smell a coming rain.

In the late afternoon heat of June 25 the first blue-coated units, scouts and
lead guards, marched past the Ludwig farm 20 miles east of Trenton. The sol-
diers’ grim faces remained hidden in the thick dust cloud they raised from the
parched road.

On June 26, General Washington’s main army marched by. Almost 12,000
bluecoats, with long French muskets, horses, sabers, wagons, and 500 French under
General Lafayette, all rushed through the choking dust to catch General Clinton.

Twenty-three-year-old Molly Ludwig Hays trembled with excitement and
ran back and forth between front porch shade and the scorching road to watch and
wave as each new unit quick-timed past, hoping for a glimpse of her husband,
John Hays. Her parents remained in the shade on the front porch, dabbing the
backs of their necks with cool wash cloths.

Molly raced back to the porch. “Oh, isn't it exciting? John’s bound to come
by soon!”

“Awful hot to be marching that hard all day,” said her father.
“They’re liable to drop of heat stroke 'fore noon,” said her mother.

In her eager excitement Molly hadn’t noticedwiashot, brutally hot. The
thermometer was fast pushing past 100 degrees. A thick, muggy haze made the
very land seem to suffer, and made breathing itself a draining chore.

“Oh, dear,” sighed Molly. “I hope John’s all right in this heat. He’s never
worked outside, you know. He was a barber until he joined the army.”

With a clatter of horses and the creaking of wagons the 1st Pennsylvania Ar-
tillery rumbled by, cannons rolling backward up the road, tied on behind caissons
and wagons.

“John! John!” Molly cried as her husband stood waving on his buckboard
seat. He leapt to the ground and ran to his wife.

“Back on your mount, Private Hays,” yelled a captain. “We're racing to
catch the British, and got no time for family visits.”

By June 20, 1778, word had spread along the farm roads south and east of
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“I'll follow and see you in camp tonight,” called Molly.

“No. There’ll be a fight tomorrow or the next day for sure. As much as I'd
love to see you, you shouldn’t,” he answered.

Molly stood gazing down the road as the billows of dust slowly settled back
to earth. “Why not?” she called after her husband. Long after the columns of sol-
diers had marched over the rise and faded into shimmering heat she still stood,
waiting for an answer.

Then she turned and dashed to the porch, her eyes burning with excitement.
“They’ll be exhausted when they catch the Redcoats. And the heat’s just getting
worse. If they have to fight in this awful weather, John will collapse. | know it.
I’'m going after them.”

“But what for?” asked her mother.
“Women can’t be around during a fight,” said her father.
“Maybe | can carry water to the men, when they’re dying of thirst.”

Her father chuckled. “They won't let a woman onto a battlefield. You'd just
be in the way.”

“This is my country, too. | have to dsomething’
“You could get yourselkilled is what you could do,” said her father.
“I know it's dangerous, " she answered, “butriowl| can help.”

In late afternoon Molly rode hard to the north through the oppressive heat
still shimmering up off field and road. Two large pewter water pitchers swung
from the saddle of her father’s horse. “Drat this weather,” she muttered to herself.
“It always seems to fight against us harder than the British do.”

By sunset on the 27th, General Lee’s forces had caught the British at Free-
hold, New Jersey, and forced them to turn for a fight. Molly and all other civilians
traveling with the army were ordered back behind the Tennent Church meeting
house well west of Monmouth Court House.

Just past 9:0@&.M. the next morning, Molly slung her pitchers over her
shoulder on a thin rope and crept past the scattered guards protecting the civilians
and supply wagons and through the crackling-dry fields toward the army’s posi-
tion. By 10:00 the steady boom! boom! of cannon fire guided her to a wide open
field of parched grass and thick, scattered bushes. A thick smoke cloud hugging
the ground across the field told her the battle had started.

It was already over 90 degrees. Heat waves shimmering above the grass made |
hard to see whether the units she watched were American or British. Eight American
six-pound cannons lined the crest of a low hill on the south side of the field.

British and American cannons roared with a steady, “Boom! Boom!
Boom!” The sound rumbled like the pulse beat of the earth. “Boom! Boom!
Boom!” Each cannon ball whined as it raced overhead.

Long, steady ranks of British Redcoats emerged from a thin line of trees at
the east end of the field. “Boom! Boom! Boom!” Mounted couriers raced back
and forth between each Patriot unit and General Lee’'s command post overlook-
ing the field.
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The stifling, humid day was edging toward 100 degrees by the time Molly
found a small spring and a wooden bucket with rough rope handles just across the
dirt Englishtown Road from the battlefield. She filled the bucket and poured pre-
cious water into both pitchers. At the edge of the field she crouched, waiting, as
the cannon shells smashed into trees, justin front of a line of advancing Redcoats.
Sweat pouring down her own face, Molly ducked and ran—looking much like a
scurrying fiddler crab—across the field with her supply of water.

Now several American units broke from the lines and ran to the right to
counter a British regiment trying to break around the American flank. Now
American units ran back to their left to mass for a charge at the British right side.
“Boom! Boom! Boom!”

By 11:00 heat had accomplished what the British could not. Continental sol-
diers began to drop to the parched grass, pale and feverish with heat stroke. Their
lines grew too thin to defend.

Molly Hays raced onto the battlefield with her precious cargo of water.
Many of the fallen men were too weak to lift their heads. She propped them up
while they gulped long drinks. Always she said, “If you need more, just call for
Molly.”

Her pitchers soon ran dry. Molly dashed to the spring across the road on the
north edge of the field.

The rough rope handle bit into Molly’s raw hands as she hauled up the full
bucket and refilled her pitchers. Watching men in heavy wool uniform coats
crumple, she started back into the smoky battlefield. Caught between an urgent
need to race as fast as her legs could run and a prudent desire not to splash any of
her precious water out onto the ground, she half jogged, half waddled into the
field.

Mounted on horseback on a hill just behind the American lines, the general
staff watched in curious fascination as this one white-capped woman zigzagged
across the field as if connecting fallen blue dots.

“Who is she?” demanded General Lee of an aide. “What'’s she doing down
there?”

“The only name I've heard, sir, is, ‘Molly.” She’s carrying water to the
men.”

Lee angrily pointed toward Molly. “That foolish woman could get herself
killed. And | won't change my battle tactics just to save her! | have called for all
units to withdraw.”

“Foolish?” scoffed General Anthony Wayne next to him. “I'd call her lerav.
verybrave.”

Soon the cry, “Molly. Molly. Pitcher. Pitcher!” could be heard from fallen
voices along the length of the American line. Volleys of musket balls whined
thick through the air and thudded into the earth. Cannon balls, like high-speed
bowling balls, mowed down entire sections of the brave soldiers dashing back
and forth. Smoke from muskets and cannons drifted across the field to sting the
eye and burn the throat.
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And the heat grew even worse. Just sitting was a torment on that broiling
day. The field felt like an oven. The air of Hades could be no hotter than the air
was around Freehold, New Jersey, that day.

Throughitall one lone woman ran zigzag from fallen blue coat to blue coat.
“Molly! Pitcher! Molly! Pitcher!”

Others picked up the chant, thinking Molly Pitcher was the name of this in-
vincible woman. “Molly Pitcher! Molly Pitcher!”

The American cannon fire faltered and slowed: “Bdam . Boom . . .
Boom!”

Molly dropped her pitchers and climbed the hill on the south side of the bat-
tlefield to find three of the eight cannons destroyed by British cannon fire. Many
American cannoneers lay wounded or dead. Many more had dropped from the
withering heat and the fiery exhaust of red hot cannons whose barrels glowed red.

“John! John Hays!” cried Molly over the roar of battle as she ran down the
line of cannon. She found her husband’s cannon fallen silent. Two of its four-
man crew were down and wounded. John had collapsed from the heat and could
not be revived. The fourth gunner slumped, panting, against a cannon wheel.

A messenger galloped up from General Wayne. “Why has this cannon
ceased fire?” he demanded. “All cannons must fire. General’s orders!”

“But sir,” mumbled the wobbly gunner, “I'm all alone.”

“No, you're not,” cried Molly. “I watched you practice at Valley Forge. Ill
be the scrubber and rammer.”

Both weary gunner and mounted messenger warily eyed Molly and then
shrugged. It seemed the only option at the time.

Molly lifted the long ramrod from where it had fallen next to her husband.
She grunted in surprise, finding the iron rod much heavier than she expected.
“Swabbing the bore,” she called as she ran the ramrod’s padded end down the
cannon barrel to clear it before firing.

Her one remaining cannon mate loaded the powder charge.

“Ramming home!” called Molly as she jammed that charge to the bottom of
the barrel with her ramrod. He loaded the cannon ball and wadding. She rammed
it down. He primed, aimed, and, “Fire!” The cannon erupted, belching a fireball
flash and smoke. Molly jumped and screamed at the deafening explosion. The
cannon bucked in recoil.

“Swab!” commanded her cannon mate.

Molly shook her head to ease the painful ringing in her ears, and ran the ram-
rod down the barrel. “Swabbing the bore!”

Ram home the powder. Ball and wadding. Ram it down. Prime. Aim. Fire!
Their cannonball streaked through the afternoon heat and crashed into the British
line of cannons, collapsing one into the dirt. Four Redcoats fell inert to the
ground with it.

“Swabbing the bore. . . Ramming the powder home!” Ball and wadding.
Prime. Aim. Fire! Swab. Ram. Fire! Swab, ram, fire!
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A British cannonball screeched out of the sky and scorched right between
Molly’s legs, tearing away a great hunk of her dress and petticoats. Molly stood
frozen in shock until her cannon mate yelled, “Swab!” Molly looked down in sur-
prise to see that she was unhurt, except for a painful burn on one calf from the siz-
zling heat of the cannonball. Her legs were still there, attached to her body.

“Swab!” yelled her cannon mate.

“Right,” answered Molly, shaking her head to recover. “Swabbing the bore
Ram the powder home.” Ball and wadding. Prime. Aim. Fire!

Redcoat units pressed forward. General Washington arrived with reinforce-
ments, riding cool and regal on a great, white horse. Up and down the line he
rode, cape fluttering, as the soldiers cheered. Relief units poured into holes in the
American line. Then Washington paused and turned to stare at the woman gunner
on Comb’s Hill. He waved his hat and cheered before galloping off to organize a
charge against the British right flank.

The Battle of Monmouth raged back and forth across the field all afternoon
until darkness forced the weary armies apart. All that time Molly Pitcher worked
her husband’s cannon, the first woman to fire an American cannon in battle, the
first dress on an American battlefield. By twilight almost 500 Americans lay
dead or wounded. Nearly 1,000 had dropped from the heat. Of those, 150 had
died. The British had lost almost as many men.

Molly’s face, hands, and dress were black from the thick smudgy smoke. As
the “cease fire!” order was yelled and repeated down the line, Molly sank down
next to her husband to hold his hand until a stretcher came to carry him to the field
hospital at the Tennent Church where Molly had started her day. Too tired to eat,
she slept in the grass next to her cannon.

By first light on the 29th, the British were gone. They had fled, defeated,
during the night.

A messenger rode up and stopped in front of Molly. “Are you Molly
Pitcher?”

“Molly who?” she answered, trying to stretch and rub the grimy sleep out of
her eyes.

“Come with me. General Washington wants to see you.”
“Now? Me? | can’t. | must look dreadfu. .”

General Washington said Molly had been a pillar of strength and courage
for his whole army. He called her an angel of mercy to his suffering men. He said
she was one of the best gunners he had ever seen. He said she had saved hundreds
of men with her water, and had done as much or more than any man in the army to
defeat the British. He awarded Molly the rank of Sergeant of Artillery and said
she could tell her grandchildren that she had won this battle along the road to
freedom.

Molly blushed as French and American soldiers cheered and saluted, but ‘g~
heart swelled with a pride she would never forget.




186 \ 1778

Aftermath

Nothing was decided at Monmouth. Because of General Lee’s bungling, the
Americans did not gain their coveted victory. Lee was later court-martialed for his
mishandling of this battle and drummed out of the army.

The British settled down in New York to devise their “Southern Strategy.” Wash-
ington was free to roam through New Jersey and Pennsylvania, but was afraid to ven-
ture far until he knew what Clinton and his 30,000 British soldiers concentrated in New
York and Long Island were going to do. Washington wasn't strong enough to attack
and couldn't afford to leave Clinton free to retake New Jersey and Philadelphia.

The two armies sat down for a two-year stalemate. The major American and Brit-
ish armies would never meet again for the remaining three years of war—just smaller
units on a number of southern battlefields.

The legend of Molly Pitcher quickly spread through the entire Continental Army
after the Battle of Monmouth. “Sergeant Molly,” the heroine of the Battle of Mon-
mouth, became an inspiration for soldiers from the Carolinas to Vermont. No one
knew her real name was Mary Hays, or that she was just a barber’s wife from Carlisle,
Pennsylvania. But everyone knew that a remarkable woman had sped tirelessly acros:
the battlefield to save American soldiers with her water and had then beaten back the
British with her cannon fire.

After the war, Molly and John returned to Pennsylvania. When she retired from
her job working as a cleaning woman for the Pennsylvania Legislature in 1824, Molly
was granted an annual pension for her bravery during the war of $40 per year, the only
woman from the Revolutionary War era to receive a military pension. She died at 77
and was given full military burial—the first woman so honored.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Why did the Battle of Monmouth take place? Why did Washington need to en-
gage the British? Why wasn't General Clinton interested in a fight? What
made that battle significant?

* Beginning with 1773, name the British generals placed in charge of the war in
America.

* Why couldn’t the British continue to send additional troops and supplies to
fight the war in America? What else was going on in the world that involved
the British military?

* Why was Clinton moving his army to New York? Why not stay in Philadelphia?

» Before the modern era of high-explosive artillery shells, what did the artillery
try to do in battle? What were artillery shells like during the Revolution? What
did the artillery primarily shoot at? Why? What usually happened?

2. Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.



Water and Fire! / 187

Mary Hays (Molly Pitcher) became an American heroine of the war. But she

was not the only woman who fought in battle during the Revolution. Research
the lives and accomplishments of Mary Hays and the other women fighters of
the Revolution.

Was serving on an eighteenth-century artillery crew a good assignment or a
bad one? Was it easy, exciting, dangerous? Research the dangers and benefi
of serving in the Revolutionary War artillery.

Use the library and the Internet to research the meaning of each of the basic
Revolutionary War era artillery commands and what they were meant to ac-
complish. How is that system different from firing modern army artillery?

Research Revolutionary War uniforms. What did the soldiers have to wear and
carry when they went into battle? What materials were their uniforms made
out of? How heavy were they? How hot were they?

General Clinton is the British officer who created and directed the British plan

for the last four years of the war. Research the career and history of this British
general. Where did he come from? What was his plan for winning the war?
What happened to Clinton after the war?

General Lee, Washington’s second in command, was in charge of the Ameri-
can forces at the Battle of Monmouth. Because of his blunders, the Americans
missed a chance to win a major victory. What happened to General Lee?

Make It Real

Write an essay about or hold a class debate on the pros and cons of women
fighting in battle. Historically, how have most cultures felt about this issue?
How do women'’s roles compare to men’s roles in the U.S. military today?
Should those roles be changed? Why or why not?

Choose cannoneer fire teams from your class and learn the cannon drill for fir-
ing a Revolutionary War six-pound field cannon. (Six-pound refers to the
weight of the cannon ball.) Use a log for your cannon (the diameter of a tele-
phone pole is about right) and pretend to load and fire.

Revolutionary War Cannon Commands:
« Attention.
* Tend the vent.
e Advance the worm and worm out the piece.
» Advance the sponge and sponge out the piece.
 Retrieve the powder and charge the piece.
* Ram down the charge.
e Charge ammunition.
* Ram the piece.
» Take aim.
e Prime.
* Make reag . . .
* Fire!
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4,

See if you can find a soldier or ex-soldier among the school parents who
knows modern artillery drill to help you compare modern methods to
eighteenth-century drill. How is aiming different? How far will modern artil-
lery shoot, and how does that affect the way it is aimed?

Imagine that you are a soldier on the battlefield at Monmouth and are writing a
letter home about your experience of that battle. Describe how you would feel
watching your friends drop from heat exhaustion. Desperately thirsty in the
terrible heat, what would make you fight on even though you felt frightfully
tired, weak, and sick? Would it frighten you to see more of your comrades
drop from heat than from British bullets? What would you think of one lone
woman in a full skirt and high-collar dress who dashed across the field carry-
ing heavy pitchers of water to give dying men a much-needed drink? How
would watching her make you feel? Include these reactions in your letter.

Points to Ponder
* Why didn’t men want women on the battlefield? Did they not want the compe-

tition for their jobs and positions? Did they feel a need to protect women and
so thought that any women in the area meant more risk and danger for them?
Did men believe that women were more important to society because they
could bear children and so shouldn’t be risked in battle? Did men believe that
women were weaker and so couldn’t withstand the rigors and stress of battle?
Which reasons do you believe were the real ones?

* Do men and women have separate roles during war? Do we still have gender-

specific military rolesBhouldthere be such gender-specific differences? Do
you think it is a good idea to have women in battle? Why or why not?
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Indian Fighting on the Western
Frontier, 1778-1779
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Women and Children

FALLING VICTIMS 1O THE

INDIAN'S TOMAHAWE. |

Broadside decrying Indian attacks
At a Glance

General Burgoyne’s 1777 campaign from Canada included Colonel Legre’s
failed attack on Fort Stanwick in western New York by a combined British, Tory, and
Mohawk force. The Mohawks suffered extensive losses during the battle and burned
for revenge against the American Patriots. Their zeal drew the entire Iroquois Nation
into the war on the side of the British.

The fertile valleys of the Finger Lakes region of New York and of northern Penn-
sylvania were an important food source for the Continental Army. British command-
ers, huddling in the safety of Canada, realized that if they could destroy that
agricultural base, they could cripple Washington’s army without having to trap and de-
feat him directly. The British didn’t have enough troops in the frontier region to do the
job, so they turned the vicious task over to Tory units and Iroquois Indians.
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The ensuing frontier campaign included some of the most brutal and destructive
fighting of the entire war. Battles ranged from lllinois to New York and from New
York down to South Carolina. Nowhere was the fighting more violent and destructive
than in Wyoming Valley, Pennsylvania (where 1,000 Patriot houses were burned and
all their fields and livestock were destroyed) and in Cherry Valley, New York. Both
valleys were attacked and burned in the firestorm summer and fall of 1778, as were a
dozen smaller settlements in northeastern Pennsylvania and southern New York. This
story covers the events of the attack on Cherry Valley.

Meet Red Jacket

Red Jacket had a rocky start to his adult life in the powerful Seneca tribe of the
Iroquois Nation. Never brave, often timid, Red Jacket was consistently described as a
coward in battle. Still, he rose to become a leader of his people as a famous orator—as
a spokesperson for the beliefs, needs, and values of the Iroquois. He also learned t
write, and wrote extensively of his experiences and of life in the lroquois Nation dur-
ing the last half of the eighteenth century. Red Jacket married late in life and fathered
six children. In contrast to the anguish of his early life of shame, Red Jacket lived out
his later life as a revered elder.

Meet Jane Young

Jane Young came from hardy Irish stock and lived most of her 97-year life in the
rustic and rugged rural lands of the Mohawk Valley in New York State. She grew up
surrounded by cherry trees and wheat fields and thinking it was normal to have milk
delivered fresh each morning, squirted from their cow into a bucket at the back door.
After surviving the Cherry Valley massacre, Jane lived with relatives in Schenectady
for atime before marrying Richard Ferguson (also of Cherry Valley), the only survivor
of the massacre in his family. They returned to Cherry Valley and raised five children
along with their annual crops of wheat and corn.
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War Paint

nestled against the trees at the edge of a clearing in Canandaigua and within

sight of the shore of the long lake in New York by the same name. On this
late October afternoon in 1778, the great long house was filled with important
chiefs and warriors and crammed with excited onlookers.

The six nations of the Iroquois were holding another war council, something
that had become common in the past year as the Iroquois had been steadily drawn
into the American Revolutionary War. Many of the great warriors sat in a wide
circle on the hard-packed floor of the long house, over 80 feet in length.

Joseph Brant, leader of the Iroquois, was there. Fish Carrier and Corn
Planter of the Cayuga were there. Twenty Canoes and Blacksnake of the Mo-
hawk were there. Hiadagoo of the Onondaga sat tall and proud in the circle. Little
Beard, Farmer’s Brother, and Red Jacket of the mighty Seneca, most powerful of
all the six nations, sat representing their tribe. Only lesser Oneidas and Tuscaro-
ras were invited. Both of these tribes were suspect, having maintained relations
with the Americans and more neutral positions on the war.

Blacksnake of the Mohawk was speaking. “We have not yet avenged our
lost brothers from one year ago. We demand revenge!”

All present knew that the Mohawk had joined with the British one year ear-
lier for a failed attack on Fort Stanwick in the Mohawk Valley of New York.
Many Mohawk had been killed. These losses sealed the alliance between the Iro-
quois Nations and the British, an alliance first formed by Sir Guy Johnson in
1773 even though many of the Iroquois (and especially the Mohawk) had fought
against the British during the French and Indian War a decade earlier.

“Are not our great victories in Wyoming Valley and other settlements
enough to satisfy your vengeance?” asked one of the Oneidas.

“No,” Blacksnake continued. “We must attack closer to the site of our
losses. And we must attack our way, not the British way.”

Joseph Brant glared at Blacksnake. “The British and their American allies,
the Tories, are our allies.” He held up a great chain belt of 21 strands of beads.
“By this wampum belt we have agreed to uphold our alliance with the British.”

Twenty Canoes shouted, “I say all whites are the enemy. They steal our
lands, destroy our foods, kill our people with their diseases and rifles. | say there
is no treaty with the whites and we should kill them all.”

Thick smoke curled from the chimney of the long house of the Seneca chief
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Many whooped in agreement.
“There are too many,” replied Brant. “We would be destroyed.”

“Joseph Brant is right,” said Red Jacket of the Seneca. “We must concen-
trate on the most dangerous of the whites. The Redcoats live far away and do not
care about taking the land. The Americans live close by and do want our lands.
The Americans are our worst enemy.”

Hiadagoo, one of the fiercest of all warriors, said, “But the Tory allies of the
British are also Americans and also want our lands. They, too, should be our ene-
mies.”

Joseph Brant said, “We must conquer them one at a time. First the Ameri-
cans with British help. Then when the British leave, we will attack the Tories.”

Murmurs of agreement drifted around the circle. It was a visionary plan
worthy of a great leader.

Blacksnake sprang to his feet. “But we must be avenged before another
snow falls to push us into our winter camps.”

Again there were general murmurs of agreement.

Red Jacket said, “There is a large settlement of Americans in Cherry Valley.
Would an attack there satisfy our Mohawk brothers?”

Blacksnake and Twenty Canoes both nodded.
Joseph Brantnow rose. “Thenitis agreed. | will lead a party to attack th
“To destroy” interrupted Blacksnake.

“We will destroy the American settlement in Cherry Valley,” Joseph Brant
concurred.

“And we will attack our way, not by the British rules,” continued Blacksnake.

“No!” commanded Brant, again glaring at Blacksnake. “We will abide by
our treaty and follow British rules. The Council is finished. We will leave from
this camp in eight days.”

Blinking as they stepped into the bright fall sunlight from the dim interior of
the longhouse, Blacksnake leaned close to Twenty Canoes. “Brant may do what
he likes. But we will attack our way to attain proper revenge.”

Twenty Canoes grimly nodded. Red Jacket, walking close behind, whis-
pered, “Many of the Seneca are with you and believe the British rules do not al-
low for great victories.”

The three solemnly shook hands before departing for their own camps to
prepare.

Cherry Valley was not a town, but rather a wide, unspoiled valley with 80
homesteads scattered along its length. A tributary of the Susquehanna River ran
through the valley, and on this waterway wheat, the most important product of
the region, was floated toward coastal markets. Life for the largely Patriot settlers
was self-sustained. Few products made the long trip into the area. If something
was needed, it had to be made there in the valley.
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Jane Young was 13 years old in 1778 and had lived in the north end of
Cherry Valley, called Springfield, since her parents moved from Philadelphia
when she was four. The Youngs’ house, with its orchards and wheat fields, stood
near John Kelly’s and William Campbell’'s homes and about a mile from the river
where Robert Wells’s house (the Patriot headquarters) stood and where Colonel
Alden’s regiment of 200 Continental soldiers had built Fort Alden.

Theyears 1777 and 1778 were filled with foreboding and tension for Cherry
Valley residents. Tory, British, and Iroquois units were on the loose. Substantial
American reinforcements were too far away. The threat of attack hung like a
gloomy cloud over every valley activity. Even Jane, a care-free teenager, sud-
denly felt cautious and timid, hesitating to walk trails she had previously frol-
icked along for days.

Jane hid in a side room of Robert Wells’s house to listen to the frantic meeting
in August after word of the Wyoming Valley massacre reached Cherry Valley.

“One thousand homes and barns were burned!” exclaimed Jane’s father.
“And thousands of cattle and miles of fields!” yelled another.

Colonel Alden raised his hands to keep order. “But the towns and garrisons
were allowed to surrender. Outside of direct battle losses, only 13 were killed.”

“Because British and Tory units were in charge of the attack,” countered
Robert Wells. “What if the Iroquois had been in charge?”

“But they weren’t,” insisted Alden.

“What will wedo if attacked?” asked John Kelly. “Fort Stanwick is too far
for reinforcements.”

Colonel Alden tried to smile reassuringly. “We have Fort Alden and we
have a network of scouts blanketing the area. Don’t worry yourselves. Grow
wheat for the country and rest assured. You will have plenty of warning if an at-
tack should ever come.”

The Colonel’s assurances sent a chill shiver through Jane. They reminded
her of when her parents told her not to worry about snakes in the wheat field and
that she was safe to do her chores. A week later she had been bitten.

After the meeting Colonel Alden took Captain Warren aside and whispered,
“Take a detachment of 12 men and ride to General Wade at Fort Stanwick to re-
guestimmediate reinforcement up here. | fear the worst with Joseph Brant on the
war path.”

Throughout August, a warm September, and a mild October, the valley re-
mained quiet but tense. Rumors and stories of towns burned and men murdered
by Joseph Brant’s Iroquois seemed to arrive each week with the post rider.

On the cold afternoon of November 8, with leaden clouds scurrying across
the sky and the last fall leaves crinkled brown on the ground, scouts rushed into
Cherry Valley with word that the enemy was near.

Panic rippled across the valley.
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Joseph Young grabbed his family by the hand and made them run the mile to
the fort. Other families, wide-eyed with terror, had already gathered, pounding
on the gate to be letin.

Colonel Alden arrived from Robert Wells’s house, where he had been en-
joying lunch. “There is no need for panic!”

“The Indians are here!” shouted the mob.

“There is only a report of enemy sitings in the region. | have ordered scouts
out to investigate. You are all safer sleeping in your own beds at home. The
scouts will sound the alarm in plenty of time—should that be necessary.”

The settlers reluctantly wandered away from the fort, clustering in small
knots to nervously talk among themselves. Colonel Alden ordered Captain War-
ren to ride back toward Fort Stanwick and see why his reinforcements hadn'’t ar-
rived yet.

In the pre-dawn dark of November 10, Red Jacket, Twenty Canoes, and a
small band of 50 Iroquois discovered one of the scout camps. They had orders to
wait until Captain Butler's 200-strong Tory regiment and Captain Colvile’s 50-
man British detachment arrived to command and coordinate all actions. Red
Jacket volunteered to stay back as a guide for the others. Twenty Canoes and hi:
Mohawks refused to wait and slithered like ghosts into the Americans’ camp. All
five scouts were killed in their sleep and scalped before Joseph Brant with his 650
Iroquois, Butler, and Colvile could arrive.

Blacksnake hissed, “Why were the whites allowed to come?”
“It is written in our pact,” answered Joseph Brant. “Besides, this is their

war.

“No. Thisis our war.” And Blacksnake stormed off to huddle with his fel-
low Mohawks.

The attacking force of 900 camped that night in an eerie silence in a thickly
forested area near the river, every warrior’s heart pounding with anticipation at
the chance for battle and glory. The plan was simple. Butler with his Tory rang-
ers, the 50 British, Joseph Brant, and half the Indians would attack the fort. Corn
Planter and Blacksnake would lead the others in surrounding the Wells house,
where many of the officers were meeting, and cut them off from their fort.
Women, children, and noncombatants were to be spared. Butler and the British
never noticed that Blacksnake, Twenty Canoes, Red Jacket, and others remaine
silent and never actually agreed to these terms.

Around dawn a hard snow began to fall. By mid-morning it had changed to
rain, so that a thick slush covered the ground. Butler’'s men found the fort closed
and well guarded. The attackers surrounded the fort but were reluctant to begin a
direct assault.

Officers poured out of the Wells house at the first sound of alarm. Colonel
Alden was tomahawked, and scalped almost before his body could hit the
ground. Four captains, five lieutenants, and six sergeants were cut down before
they could reach the front gate.
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At this point, the Indians were supposed to join the Tories in their attack on
the fort.

But they didn't.

Blacksnake and a dozen Mohawks massacred the Wells family—three ser-
vants, two women, and six children. They spread out across the valley to plunder,
burn, and kill. Pastor Dunlap raced home upon hearing the alarms only to find his
house in flames and the crumpled bodies of his family strewn about the yard. An
arrow and two tomahawks cut him down before he could cry in grief.

Twenty Canoes and Red Jacket led a dozen warriors against the Mitchell
house. Three shots were fired at them through first-floor windows. Red Jacket
dove behind a tree, trembling, and curled up into a frightened ball. The other war-
riors laughed at his cowardice and left him shivering and shamed behind the tree
while they butchered the family and burned the house and barn. Red Jacket spent
the rest of the day hiding alone in the woods and would forever live with the
brand of coward, even after he became a famous orator and civic leader.

John Kelly was behind his barn chopping wood when he heard screams
from the house. He raced around the barn, ax in hand, in time to see his seven-
year-old son die, but not in time to utter a word before he himself was cut down.

Jane Young was out back by the wood pile when the Senecas descended on
her house. She crawled into a swampy part of the woods and lay there shivering,
listening to the screams of her family and the crackle of burning wood as she
watched the bright orange glow and billowing smoke that had been her house.
She lay there, still clutching the dolls she had been playing with, afraid to move,
for almost two days before a patrol of Continentals found her and led her to the
safety of the fort.

Joseph Brant and Captain Butler were dismayed as they saw plumes of
smoke begin to rise above the trees around the valley and realized that they had
lost control of the Senecas and Mohawks. Detachments were diverted from the
fort attack to fan out across the valley and stop the carnage.

By nightfall the valley was in flames. Every Patriot (and a number of Loyal-
ist) houses had been destroyed. Fields, barns, and livestock were in ashes. Black-
snake had jammed eight scalps onto the pole he carried. Twenty Canoes had six.
In all, 15 soldiers and 52 local inhabitants—mostly women and children—had
been slaughtered.

Bonfires were lit in the open area in front of the fort and the Iroquois cele-
brated most of the night. In the morning they withdrew, leaving the fort and its
soldiers intact but the valley destroyed.

“It is done. Revenge is ours!” Blacksnake cried, shaking his scalp pole.

Fierce pride smoldered in the Indians’ hearts, matching the smoldering ri1-
ins of Cherry Valley as they marched back home to celebrate.
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Aftermath

All America was outraged by the brutal killings in Cherry Valley. As so often
happens, the Mohawks’ revenge became not an ending, but a beginning. Cries for re-
venge rippled through the Colonies. Congress created new Ranger Units especially tc
hunt down and destroy Iroquois forces. The western frontier would continue to burn
for another two very bloody years. But now it was mostly Tory and Indian settlements
that burned and Rangers and patriot militia that did the burning.

The hatred between Tories and Patriots intensified in upstate New York. Their
bitter civil war would continue for another two years until it became clear that the Brit-
ish were going to abandon the war effort. Then most Tories fled the country, settling in
Canada, England, or the Caribbean.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* What were the six tribes of the Iroquois Nation? Why were they important to
the Revolutionary War?

* Research the six individual tribes of the Iroquois. Which are best known?
Why? Which were most important during the era of the Revolution? Why? Do
these tribes exist today?

* Whatwas the Iroquois experience with European armies? Which side were the
Indians on during the French and Indian War?

* How many frontier settlements were there? When new people moved there,
how did they get land to live on and farm?

* Why were frontier settlements so important to the Revolution? What did they
provide that the Continental Army, in particular, needed?

2. Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* The relationships between European armies and settlers and the lroquois were
primarily defined by events during the French and Indian War. Research that
war. When and where did it take place? Who sided with whom? What hap-
pened? What was the outcome of the war? What were the Iroquois feeling at
the end of the war?

* Research the history of scalping. When and why was the practice started?
* How did scalping affect the loyalties of the settlers along the frontier?

* Why did the Iroquois decide to join in the Revolutionary War fighting? It
wasn'’t their war. They weren’t fighting to be free. What did the Iroquois hope
to gain by fighting on the British side?

* Research how settlers got land in frontier areas. How did they stake and file a

claim for land? How could they be sure the land was available? Who sold it to
them?
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Make It Real

* Pretend to be an Iroquois tribe member. Do you think you would be confused
by all these different groups of whites who looked alike to you but who
seemed to feel so differently about each other? Would you fear whites in gen-
eral? Would you trust any of them? Why or why not? Which ones would you
fear and hate the most? Why? Write a page on how you would feel about the
British, the French, and the Americans in general and the Tories, Loyalists,
and Patriots in particular.

Pretend that at your present age you are living in Cherry Valley at the begin-
ning of the Revolutionary War. What would your life be like? Was there a
school? What would you do? How many other people would you see on a
regular basis? Whom would you play with? Where would your family get sup-
plies? Research life on the frontier and then write an essay describing a typical
day in your life there.

Find all the frontier settlements that existed during the Revolutionary War and
mark them on a map. Shade in the frontier areas controlled by the British and
Tories and those controlled by Patriots and the Continental Army. List the ma-
jor items each frontier area produced and shipped back to the coastal cities.

Points to Ponder

* What did the Indians teach American fighters that helped them win many bat-
tles against the British? How did Indian tactics differ from traditional Euro-
pean army tactics? Did the American Colonists use Indian tactics at Lexington
and Concord? Did American guerrilla fighters like Francis Marion use Indian
tactics? Where else during the Revolution did American fighters use Indian
tactics to good advantage?

* By modern standards, slaughtering women and children is brutal and unac-
ceptable behavior. But did the lIroquois agree, or did they think it was legally
and morally acceptable behavior? If they did think so, did that make it any less
wrong?
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Glance

The Land War Stagnates;
the Seas Catch Fire

The year 1779 saw small strikes by army units on both sides and continued brutal
fighting in the West. The Continental Army created new Ranger Units to combat the
Indian terrorism along the frontier. The British slowly, leisurely consolidated their
hold on Savannah and seemed in no rush to move up the coast to attack Charleston.

For most of the year, General Clinton sat scheming and brooding in New York.
Meanwhile, Washington sat in New Jersey wondering what Clinton had up his sleeve;
his army was not strong enough to attack the British New York stronghold and he was
afraid to take it elsewhere for fear of what the British general might do.

The Continentals did have several minor victories to celebrate. Anthony Wayne
took Stony Point, New York, and seized control of most of the lower Hudson River.
Henry Lee captured several minor British posts along the Jersey coast.

Allin all, 1779 was a rather uneventful year—on land. At sea it was a different
story. The American privateer naval force was in full swing by 1779. Attacks on Brit-
ish merchant shipping were beginning to take a toll on the British army’s supplies.
America had also put to sea a few ships as an American navy. Most were small, old, un-
dergunned sloops. They stood no chance in one-on-one combat against modern Britisl
frigates and ships-of-the-line, but like pesky mosquitoes they disrupted England’s
mastery of the sea and carried a nasty sting—which English shipping regularly felt.
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Key Events in 1779

Date Event

June 16 ..., Spain declares war on England.

July 16 ..o Anthony Wayne captures Stony Point, New York, and control
of the lower Hudson River.

August14 ...l Naval battle at Penobscot Bay, Maine, is greatest American
naval disaster of the war.

August 18 ....cccooiiiiiiiiinins Henry Lee captures Paulus Point (Sandy Hook, New Jersey).

September 23 ................... Naval battle betw®erapisandBonhomme Richard

October9 ... American attempt to recapture Savannah ends in bloody failure

October 20 ....covveeeeeennnn... British abandon Rhode Island.



Patriotic Plunder

The American Privateer Navy and the Battle of
Penobscot Bay, September 1779

Privateer schooner

At a Glance

England owned the seas. Her navy boasted a fleet of 60 ships of war on duty along
the American coast plus almost 200 merchant ships supplying British needs and ferry-
ing British troops. Because there were few good roads in America, virtually all goods
had to be transported by ship. If England controlled the seas, she also controlled the
movement of goods and supplies.

America had no navy when war erupted—only fishing boats and a few small mer-
chant cargo vessels. Neither was there a national treasury or budget to build ships. Still,
the war could not be won without somehow challenging England’s dominion on the
open seas. So Congress authorized individuals, cities, and states to build and arm thei
own ships to attack British interests. These ships acted like pirates but, because they
were sanctioned by Congress, they were officially called “privateers.”

The goal of each privateer captain, crew, and owner was to capture British mer-
chant ships, steal their cargo, and sell it at the nearest port. The ship’s owner and crew
split the proceeds.

Privateering was very profitable. Hundreds of ships, hastily slapped together,
were thrown into the fray with visions of treasure dancing in their owners’ heads.

None of these flimsy ships could stand up to British navy ships. Some were little
more than long rowboats with one mounted cannon. Most were of the schooner
class—two mast, small, sleek, fast, built for speed and maneuverability, cheap to build
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and quick to be scrapped. None possessed much fire power. Cannons were expensiv
and heavy and required the ship to be more stable. But these privateers could hold thei
own against merchant ships and, more often than not, they won the day.

Many privateer ships were sunk or captured, but many garnered huge profits for
their crew. All of them harassed British shipping and diminished Britain’s ability to
supply the army fighting on foreign American soil. The story of Israel Trask illus-
tratess the typical life of privateers and also describes the greatest American naval dis-
aster of the war.

Meet Israel Trask

Israel Trask was born in Gloucester, Massachusetts, in 1767, and was raised by
his father, after his mother died giving birth to his sister when Israel was two. The sister
died three days later of complications. Israel’s father was a clerk in a local general
store, so Israel spent most of his days at a neighbor’s house. His father joined the army
in 1776. Israel went with him and became regimental assistant cook as a nine-year-old
boy.

In April 1779, Israel’s father became severely ill and left the service. Israel left
with him. By late June, Israel’s father was still sick in bed and they were penniless. Is-
rael signed on as cabin boy for tB&ack Prince a privateer ship, to support the family.

As a cabin boy, Israel received one-half of one share of the ship’s take. The owner
got five shares, the captain three, the mate two, and most of the crew either one or one
and one-half. Israel sailed on two privateer ships afteBllek Prince After the war,
he returned to Gloucester with a fortune of well over $20,000 in gold and goods and
lived comfortably until he died at age 82.
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Patriotic
Plunder

Twelve-year-old Israel scrambled up the narrow, creaking staircase to the
main deck. The ship’s cook, Jonathan Bollard, who always wore a stained and
graying apron—even in battle—caught Israel by the arm. “Where have you been
hiding when the mate’s callin’ you?”

“Down cleaning the crew’s room, sir,” Israel stammered, blinking in the
bright afternoon sun this day in May 1779.

The cook ground his teeth together. “Thagrters notroom. You'reaa...”
“I know. I'm on a boat now.”

“Not a boat you scurvy lubber! This isship. You savvy?”

“Sorry, sir.”

“There’s only two men you call ‘sir’,” spat out the cook. “The captain and
the mate. And it's the mate what wants you.” Half-lifting Israel off the ground by
the arm, the cook turned and shouted toward the quarter deck. “Mr. Bryce, |
found yer cabin boy!”

“Why don’t youhave to call the mate ‘sir'?” whispered Israel.
“I'm the cook. Now prance yerself up there to see One-Eye Bill.”
“One eye?” repeated Israel.

“He took a pistol shot at close range on a British frigate we plundered almost
a year back. . . Now, get goin’, lad. He’s waitin’ on the quarter deck.”

A blank look crossed Israel’s face. His sky-blue eyes clouded.
“The poop deck at thetern lad,” Cookie hissed.
Still a blank look.

“Thatway,” he growled, pointing to the rear of the ship. Israel scrambled aft
as best he could on the pitching deck as the schooner slammed through five-foot
swells with a stiff breeze. Cookie threw up his hands as Israel slipped and
sprawled across the deck. “The lad’s useless. Why’d we ever sign him on?”

“ I srael Trask, you worthless lubber! Get up here!”
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Bill Bryce stood rock solid on the rolling deck, hands clasped behind his
back and three peacock feathers rising like antlers from his broad-brimmed hat.
Deep scars, like cracks in a piece of glass, knifed out beyond the edges of the pur-
ple patch and black ribbon tied across his left eye. A stained blue coat reached al-
most to his knees. Bryce had been first mate of the American privBilaek
Princesince she had been launched two years back in Machias, Massachusetts
(The area is now part of Maine.) “The Cap’n gave you a job when you signed on
with this ship’s company in Providence yesterday, didn’t he, lad?”

“Yes sir, sir. He made me the cabin boy and cook’s helper, sir.”

“Cabin boy, eh?” repeated Bryce, rocking heel to toe.

“Yes, sir, sir.”

“Well, if you're the cabin boy,” Bryce bellowed, twisting his face into a

frightful rage, and jabbing his nose right against Israel’'s, “Why wasn’t the ward
room cleaned after breakfast, | would like to know!”

“...1...1...dont...ah...thevhatroom?” stammered Israel, eyes
growing both wide with fright and cross-eyed from staring at the wrathful coun-
tenance only four inches from his own.

“Cookie!” Bryce screamed. “Get this bilge rat out of my sight and make sure
he learns his duties.”

“Aye, Mr. Bryce,” the cook’s voice answered from below. “I'll beat it into
him if | have to.”

Cookie hustled Israel one deck below to the galley area and wagged an an-
gry finger at him. “You signed on thinkin’ it'd be easy to become a rich man,
didn’t you?”

“No sir. | signed on to fight for American liberty.”

“One of them idealists, eh? Well, first you have to act like part of this crew.
And that means learning yer way about and yer duties. Then you can claim a
share of the plunder and also strike a blow fer America.”

Israel Trask had signed onto a privateer ship (some called them pirate ships)
because his father—Israel’s only living relative—lay sick and near death in a
hospital and told Israel that earning a share of the pirate’s plunder was the only
way to support the two of them. Israel never thought about what life onboard a pi-
rate schooner would be like. He just knew he needed to earn the money to support
his father. Yesterday, boarding the schooBé&ck Prince was the first time
young Israel had ever set foot on any boat larger than a row boat.

“First,” continued Cookie, “You got to know yer way around a ship.” He
stepped back from the cooking hearth and pointed up through the forward hatch at
the intertwining ropes that climbed like spider webs up to the masts and spars. “What
are they?”

“Rope ladders?”

“They’re calledratlines,and they're part of theégging, boy, the ropes.” He
pointed at the billowing sails. “And them?”

“Sails. Even | know that one.”
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“The sheetslad. The sheets. The wood crossbars the sails hang from are
calledspars You'll see them up close afore long.”

Israel gulped. “I will? How close?”

“And by the by, the sheets are now rigged fore and aft of each mast to give
us more speed since the seas are so calm.”

“This is calm?” asked Israel, still having to hold onto posts and rails to keep
from falling over.

Cookie laughed. “Aye, this is very calm for the North Atlantic. Now point to
port.” Israel hesitated then pointed with his left hand. “Aye, lad. And now star-
board . . .Good. And foe . . . and novaft. Good.” Cookie nodded, smiled, and
then bellowed, “And don’t forget it again! You savvy?”

“No, sir!” Israel barked. “I mean, yesrsi. .”
The cook sighed and threw up his hands. “I told you not to call me ‘sir’.”
“Sorry, ... er, Imean, just sorry.”

“And remember, th8lack Princeis a schooner—only two masts and only 65
feetlong. Boasts a crew of 24—uwell, 25 counting you. It's fast, maneuverable, and
can outrun most British navy ships-of-the-line. But its only got four cannon on
board.”

“But | saw eight cannon ports on each side, Cookie,” interrupted Israel.

Cookie laughed and reached out to muss the boy’s curly brown hair. “Very
good for sayin’ port instead of window. But what gives you the right to be callin’
me Cookie yet like the mate does? You have to earn usin’ that name. | think you
can call me Mr. Cook for now.”

“But why only four, Mr. Cook?”

“Cannon cost thousands of dollars each and they’re heavy—slow down the
ship. Four’s a lot for a privateer ship.”

Abell on the quarter deck gonged. Clang, ganclang, clag . . .clang, clang.

“And what does that mean, lad?”

Israel squeezed his eyes shut, struggling to remember. “Six bells means that
the first six 30-minute segments of this watch are over.”

“And...”"

“And that there a& . . . twomore before the watch changes.”

“And. .. how many watches a day?”

“Six of four hours each.”

“Very good, lad. We’'ll get some sea legs on you yet.”

Israel beamed. Cookie said, “Now, yer duties. ” He paused, fingering
one of his long carving knives. Then he bellowed. “Get yer fanny aft and clean
the ward room—the officers eat there; you clean there. Savvy? Then you have a
date with this knife and that choppin’ block to chop the dried potatoes and pork so
| can cook supper. Then you'll serve food to the ward room and clean up again
before you go on night watch. After yer watch ends, you get four hours to do

whatever you like before yer face had better be smilin’ and back in this kitchen to
start all over again tomorrow! You savvy?! Then get a move on!”
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While Israel toiled, cleaned, and chopped, Biack Princeroared out of
Long Island Sound and into the violent North Atlantic, heading for the rich ship-
ping lanes in search of an unescorted, loaded English merchant ship.

The stars were covered by heavy clouds and the wind had whipped the
waves into towering whitecaps when the bell rang for the night watch to come on
deck. Waves crashed across the bow. Deck and masts groaned. Sheets snapped
the gale-force winds. Spray lashed at exposed skin and stung the eyes. It looked
like a world gone mad to young Israel, who clutched at railings to keep from be-
ing flung into the swirling sea as the deck pitched like a bucking horse.

First mate Bill Bryce stood calm as if on a Sunday picnic, next to the wheel
in a knit cap and rain slicker. “Storm’s comin’,” he hollered above the moaning
wind. “Prepare to furl top and main sheets! Man the clew lines! All watch hands
up the ratlines. Secure the sails!”

Feet scurried across the slick and bucking deck. Experienced hands grabbec
ropes hooked to the lower corner of the main and top sails and hauled them in to raise
the corners of each sail and reduce the wind’s tight hold on the stretched canvas.

Frozen in awe and terror at the monstrous waves surrounding the ship, Israel
crouched motionless as, like ants scaling a spider web, the rest of the watch crew
climbed the rigging. Jeremiah Douglas, a lean black man—a free black who
didn’t care at all about the war, but who had signed on for the money—seized Is-
rael by the arm. “That'’s you, too, boy. Mate said ‘all hands’.”

“Up there?” squeaked Israel.

The slippery ropes of the ratlines vibrated in Israel’'s hands with the violent
wind. They snapped in and out as the ship pitched over wave crests and into
three-story-tall troughs. Breath coming in ragged gasps, heart pounding in his
throat, feeling smaller and in greater danger than he had imagined possible in his
worst nightmare, Israel followed Jeremiah rung by rung up the rigging with wind
shrieking in his ears and tearing at his clothes, trying to rip him loose from the rat-
lines and fling him into the angry sea.

The sails flapped and snapped like thunder as the clew lines (ropes tied to the
bottom corners of each sail) were lowered and the main sail lost wind. Israel wanted
to scream. If he had thought tideckpitched, 30 feet up along the mast the whole
world seemed to sway like a monstrous earthquake. One second the deck was belov
him. The next, the mast had swayed out over the boiling sea. “Keep both feet on the
foot rope as you slide out the spar and help haul irstieet,” yelled Jeremiah right
into Israel’s ear so as to be heard. “Use the rope gaskets to secure the sail.”

“Out there?” cried Israel as a lightning bolt crackled nearby, announcing the
approach of drenching rain. “We have to climb thgre?”

Step by terrified step, Israel followed Jeremiah out the long spar with noth-
ing between him and empty, heaving space, supported only by one thin rope his
feet balanced on as it rocked and swayed and by the round and rain-slickened
spar his hands clutched. Israel inched his way out the rope and spar as the grea
canvas sheet flapped wildly in his face.
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Three bells had rung before the main and top sails were furled and the watch
crew collapsed on the deck, looping ropes around arms and legs to keep from be-
ing washed away by crashing waves in the dark.

A cold downpour mixed with the spray, foam, howling wind, and crushing
waves to create a watery world of terror for young Israel.

“First storm, boy?” asked Jeremiah Douglas.
Israel nodded and held out one hand to shake. “My name is Israel.”

“Your name’s ‘boy’ until | say different,” snarled Jeremiah. “And you're
lucky to have such a light storm as your first.”

“Light storm,” spluttered Israel. “This islgght storm?”

Next morning, as the clouds broke and the sea settled into long rows of six-
foot swells, Israel had a chance to glance at the ship’s log after delivering break-
fast to the ward room. “Main and top masts furled during mild storm. Watch un-
eventful.”

“UneventfuP” stammered Israel over and over. “That was uneventful?”

After one week at sea, Israel could not remember what walking on solid
ground feltlike. He could barely remember the smell and feel of land. It was as if
he had been a cabin boy on tBéack Princeall his life. It seemed that he had
never tasted food other than hardtack and the mush-like stew of beef or pork,
dried potatoes, and dried peas served twice a day. Israel’'s movements picked up
the rhythm of the waves and he could easily step through hatchways and dodge
around coils of ropes without breaking stride as he lugged food and supplies fore
and aft.

Israel was chopping stringy beef for dinner when the ship’s bell gonged in-
cessantly. The captain’s whistle blew, shrill and hard. “All hands on deck. Pre-
pare for battle! Cannons to port. Quakers to starboard!”

Now Israel noted an ominous, deadly earnest tone to the crew’s scurrying
rush across the decks as the 25 men scrambled to prepare for battle.

The captain stood on the quarter deck staring through a three-foot glass (a
small telescope) at a tiny dot far off the port quarter. “Rifles to the fighting top!”
yelled Bryce. “Roll the cannon into place!”

“Boy!” called Jeremiah Douglas. “Roll the Quakers starboard and lash them
down!”

“What . . . what's a Quaker?” asked Israel.

“Haven't yer learned anything, lad?” cried Cookie, apron tied tight around
him as he helped to secure one cannon with ropes to a port-side gun mount. “The
black logs, the fake cannons. Those are called Quakers 'cause no matter how
many times you ask, they won't fire. But from a distance tlomkreal and make
merchant ships think we have more guns. Now get them all to starboard to make
room for the real cannons here on the port side. You savvy?”
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“Come 10 degrees into the wind,” called the captain. “We’ll take her to lee-
ward. Run up the American flag and let them know who's conquering their ship.”
A tattered American flag was hoisted up a pole at the back of the quarter deck.

“Grappling hooks at the ready!” bellowed the mate.

Six men with rifles climbed to the wide platform two-thirds of the way up
the forward mast. From there they could fire down onto the deck of an enemy
ship. Cannon balls and kegs of powder were rolled onto the deck and lashed tight
between the cannons. The assistant mate lugged a chest with sabers and pistols ¢
deck for the crew to use during boarding.

“She’s tacking to port to make a run for it,” called the captain. “Come
about—30 degrees. We'll cut her off.”

“Coming about. 30 degrees port. Aye,” called One-Eye Bryce, swinging the
great ship’s wheel and watching the compass mounted beside it.

Israel’'s hands trembled with excitement. His mouth grew desert-dry. His
first sea battle for liberty! Then he noticed that most of the crew’s eyes gleamed
with greed instead of national pride. They were not out to strike a blow for lib-
erty, but for their own fortunes.

“I guess that’s why they call us pirates,” he muttered as he lashed the painted
Quakers to the starboard rail.

The distance between ships closed with agonizing slowness. Finally the
captain called,” Give 'em a broadside! Fire high into the rigging. | don’t want that
hull damaged until | can strip her of her cargo.”

One-Eye Bryce hopped down to the gun deck to command the cannons.
“Roll out yer pieces!” The cannons were rolled forward so that their muzzles ex-
tended through the ports. “Aim and priine . Fire!”

The four-cannon blast knocked Israel to the deck. His ears rang and ached.
A great cloud of acid fumes billowed over the deck. The boat rocked violently.

“Retract and reload yer piece!” cried the mate.

“Run up the flags,” commanded the captain.

“Butour flag is already up, Mr. Cook,” called Israel, still rubbing his ringing ears.
“Nay, lad. These flags call on them to surrender or die.”

Israel’s heart pounded. He gulped for breath. This was it! Hand-to-hand
fighting to the death. Would he have to kill some helpless English sailor? Would
he be able to kill? Would he be killed? Would an English pistol explode in his
face and tear out an eye? Israel clenched his teeth and crawled to the arms ches
for a cutlass.

Then the crew began to cheer. “She’s striked colors, Cap'n.”
“She’s heavin’ to.”

“Mr. Bryce,” called the captain. “Take a boarding party of eight, all armed,
to secure the ship. Release all unwilling crew in long boats. And sing a round of
‘Yankee Doodle’ once yer over there.”

“Aye, Cap'n!”



Patriotic Plunder / 209

Israel blinked and looked up, his face filled with confusion.

“We won, lad,” said Cookie.

“But. .. but, there wasn't any fighting.”

“They didn’t stand a chance, lad. Only one gun, probably only 12 in the
crew. They knew they had to surrender.”

“What happens now, Mr. Cook?” asked Israel as grappling hooks were
flung across to hold the two ships side by side while Mr. Bryce led his boarding
party in climbing across the gap.

Cookie shrugged. “England loses a ship and cargo, and we gets 'em. The
sailors who pledge loyalty to America will help Mr. Bryce sail her to port. The
rest of the crew will be turned loose in a long boat to row to shore.”

“But we're in the middle of the ocean!”

“Nay lad,” laughed Cookie. “We’re less than 12 miles from the coast. Can’t
be more than 80 down to Boston.”

By dawn the next morning thBlack Princeand her prize, th8reeman
dropped anchor at Portsmouth, New Hampshire.

“What will happen to thdBreemamow, Mr. Cook?” asked Israel.

Cookie said, “First, you can drop the ‘Mr.” and call me Cookie. Second, don’t
stop yer choppin to watch, lad. We still have a breakfast to serve. You savvy? This
afternoon there will be an auction to sell the cargo. If we're lucky, Cap’n will find a
buyer for theBreemanherself. Then he’llannounce what each crewman’s share is,
we take on supplies for a day or two, and head back out on the next tide.”

“We each get some of the cargo?”

“The plunder, lad. Aye. That's the way a privateer ship works. Last cabin
boy earned a share of $5,800.”

“$5,800! | didn’t know there was that much money in the world!”

“Aye, and plenty more than that. Plus the lad got 75 gallons of rum and a
half-ton each of sugar and cotton in six months. Then, of course, he was killed on
shore leave when he started braggin’ 'bout it.”

“I'm taking my share straight to my father in Gloucester!”

“Best find a swift horse, lad. You don’t want to be late gettin’ back. Crew
members get hung fer missing a sailing.”

With $530 in his pocket, a fortune in Revolutionary War times, and a paper
saying he owned one-half ton of molasses and two barrels of sugar that were

locked in a local warehouse, Israel bought the best horse he could find, sped
south, and was four hours early on his return to the ship the next day.

Israel Trask was the only member of the crew to ever take a share of the
Breemanplunder off theBlack Prince All other crew members stored their
shares in the ship’s chests.

Cookie looked worried as thlack Princeslipped out of Portsmouth har-
bor. “What’s wrong, Cookie?” asked Israel.

“Owner signed us on to attack a British fort.”
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“Just us?” gulped Israel.

“Nay, lad. We’'re joinin’ a flotilla. Owner signed an agreement with Con-
gress to have us join with 18 privateers, 3 navy ships, and over 20 transports to at-
tack a fort the British are building on the high bluffs overlooking the mouth of the
Penobscot River [along the southern coast of what is now Maine]. You mark my
words, lad. This voyage will be all trouble and ho money.”

In two days they joined the flotilla just as it rounded a rocky point in high
winds and choppy seas and came within sight of the fort—barely two walls built,
but already a row of cannons mounted and ready to fire. Six British navy frigates
lay at anchor in the harbor.

The ship’s bell clanged. The Captain’s whistle blew. “All hands on deck!
Battle stations!”

Two American navy warships led the attack: tMarrenand theHazard
Cannons roared from 14 of the attacking ships. Answering cannons belched fire
and smoke from the fort and the British ships. Sea water exploded around the
Black Prince One mast on thevarrenwas hit and toppled to the deck. Cannon
balls shrieked through the air thick as hail.

Israel was terrified and fascinated at the same time. He wanted to hide but
couldn’t tear himself away from the rail, needing to watch every shot of this
mighty battle. Clouds of stinging gray smoke covered the bay.

One of the British ships exploded when a cannon ball struck a row of pow-
der kegs. Flames and black smoke billowed into the sky. Gunners dsidhk
Princecheered, claiming credit for the shot.

But five of the American ships had also been badly damaged. The attack
was called off. The ships retreated just out of range of the fort's deadly cannons.

“Will we attack again at night?” asked Israel, back down in the galley chop-
ping dried potatoes and stringy beef for dinner.

“This is as ugly as a situation can get,” sighed Cookie. “We can't attack the
fort until those ships are driven off or sunk, and we can’t attack the ships until the
fort is silenced.”

“What will happen?”

“No good, | can tell you that. Other British ships—warships with 50 guns
each, and maybe more—have got to be on their way here. If we don't strike fast
or leave, | fear disaster.”

The firstinklings of dread and panic settled into the pit of Israel's stomach.

For three days the stalemate continued. Continental ships fired at the fort.
The fort fired at any Continental ship that floated within range. No damage was
done on either side. Through those nerve-wracking days, Israel chopped, hauled.
and cleaned, all the while sensing the mounting shipwide tension.

While preparing each meal, Cookie grumbled that they should weigh anchor
and skedaddle while they still had a ship. Israel asked why they didn’t leave. Cook
rolled his eyes toward the ceiling. “The owner wants to be a good American.”

“So do |,” protested Israel.
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“Aye, lad. And so do I. But | don’t want to be a dead one.”

No sooner had the words left his mouth than the ship’s bell began to clang
urgently.

“All hands on deck! Battle stations!”

Israel’s heart sank as he scrambled up the narrow stairs. Eight mammoth
British warships were churning through the choppy waters of the outer bay.
Three rows of giant cannon barrels bristled from each side of each ship.

“We're in for it now, lad. There are no Quakers on them ships. Those are
18-pounders—or even bigger. Over twice the size and range of our guns.”

“All hands hoist the sails! Mains and tops! Rig fore and aft!”
“Aren’t we going to man the cannons and fight?” asked Israel.

“Against them?” snorted Cookie. “We’'d be blown apart afore we got off
one broadside. No, we're running.”

Crawling out the main spar 40 feet above the deck, Israel saw the first puffs
of smoke from the new British fleet. Giant geysers of water sprayed across the
decks of the poor American ship farthest from shore. Several cannon balls
crashed through the deck. Several more must have torn giant holes below the wa-
ter line. The flimsy schooner began to list and settle lower into the water. Fire
broke out near the quarter deck. Sailors leapt overboard into the chilly waters of
the bay.

“Can we race past them out to sea?” called Israel.

“Not a chance,” answered Jeremiah Douglas, next to Israel working to re-
lease the sheets. “They got the sea lanes blocked. We'll have to run up the river
and hope they can’t follow.”

The American fleet raced for the curving Penobscot River as the fort's can-
nons opened fire from above. Fire from the British ships and fort rained down on
the fleeing American fleet. Nine ships sank before they could enter the relative
safety of the river. Eight more were badly damaged and had to be intentionally
beached for fear of blocking the channel for the ships still behind them. All eight
were set on fire to prevent the British from seizing and using them.

The Hazard biggest of the American warships and lead vessel in the flo-
tilla, grounded in mid-channel. The schoor@urran tried to pass to starboard
and also grounded. Other ships had to heave to and cast out anchors to keep from
ramming into the stuck ships. British cannon balls from the mouth of the river
could easily pick off the American ships as they sat at anchor.

The order was passed to burn the fleet to prevent the British from using any
of the ships or their supplies. Black columns of smoke curled into the afternoon
sky as the constant rumble of British cannons and the screeching of British can-
non balls filled the air.

A cannon ball smashed into the side of Black Prince splintered the hull
and deck timbers, and struck the store of powder kegs in the hold. The entire ship
was lifted out of the water by the explosion of those kegs. It settled back into the
river in a giant fireball with the hiss of steam as water poured through gaping
holes in the hull.



212 \ 1779

Israel staggered back to his feet in the galley as water swirled around his
knees. Cookie was dead, killed in the explosion. Smoke, fire, gurgling black wa-
ter, and the screams of burning and wounded men were everywhere.

The stairs had been torn away by the blast. Israel was trapped as the ship
rolled heavily to port and settled lower in the river. He sucked in three deep
breaths and dove under the rising water, kicking and feeling his way toward the
hull. The dim light of day filtered through the river water and guided him to a
monstrous hole in the belly of his dying ship. Israel kicked through and broke
back into daylight as burning timbers dropped like confetti all around him.

He swam to shore and struggled up onto the bank next to three other shivering
sailors from different ships. Then they turned and sprinted into the woods, seeing
long lines of Redcoats marching up both shores of the river to capture any survivors.

Israel walked almost 200 miles to reach home. The last hundred he managed
barefoot after his shoes wore out. Yet with each step Israel Trask was dreaming
of his next ship and of their next haul of plunder.

Aftermath

The fiasco in the Penobscot River was the biggest single disaster, and worst de-

feat, for the American navy during the Revolutionary War. Five hundred men died and
38 ships were lost. The British lost 1 ship and fewer than 20 men. Only eight of the
Black Prince’screw survived the blast. Four were captured. Only Israel and three oth-
ers escaped to fight again. But even after this a hundred privateer ships still sailed the
coastal waters, disrupting British shipping, and a growing Continental Navy began to
challenge the British for supremacy of the seas.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

2.

What Do You Know?

* What was the difference between privateers and pirates? Did the British con-
sider American privateers to be pirates?

e Many privateer ships carried only a few, relatively small cannons. Most were
small ships. Why wouldn’t a privateer want a big ship with lots of cannons?
Think about the price of the ships and the cannons. Also think about speed and
maneuverability. Which characteristics would you choose if you were going
to launch a privateer ship?

* What is scurvy? Why did sailors so often suffer from this disease? How is scurvy
prevented? Why couldn’t sailors easily keep themselves from getting scurvy?

* Why did so many sailors volunteer to serve on privateer ships? What was their
motive?

Finding Out More . Following are three important topics from this story for you
toresearch in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.
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* How did sailors at sea know where they were and what direction they were go-
ing? How could they measure the ship’s speed? Use the Internet and the Ii-
brary to learn about sailing ship navigation in the centuries before satellites
and electronic navigation systems. Build or find a simple sextant or quadrant
and learn how to use it.

* Research the motives for and dangers of privateering. What happened if a pri-
vateer was caught by the British? How many privateer ships operated during
the Revolution? How badly did they hamper British war efforts? What did the
British do to try to keep privateers from attacking merchant ships? How effec-
tive were their efforts?

* What was a “fortune” in Revolutionary times? To be considered “rich,” would
you need to have $1,000? $10,000? $100,000? $1,000,0007?

Make It Real

* Pretend your classroom is a sailing ship. What names would you have to use
for things and people: doors, windows, the floor, the room, the front and back of
the room, your teacher, other students, etc.? How would you enter and leave the
room? What do sailors do when boarding a ship? Find as many terms related to
life onboard a ship as you can and apply them to your classroom. Print these
terms on signs and hang them around the classroom in appropriate places.

* Make a typical sea meal of beef stew and hard tack for your school lunch one
day, using the following recipes.

Beef Stew

All measurements are approximate. On board ship, coofis
threw in what they had and scrimped on the items that we
in short supply.

Salted beef, 1/3 Ib per person. Soak strips of beef in saltwl-
ter for several months. If this isn’'t possible, landlubber
can use corned beef and slice it into thin strips.

Dried peas, 1/2 cup per person.

Dried potatoes, 1 cup per peson. Use the sliced potatggs
from scalloped or au gratin mixes or backpacking potatoe$.

Just cover the beef, peas, and potatoes with water and s@ak
for several hours. Then bring the mixture to a boil, addin
more water if necessary to keep all ingredients coveref.
Cook until the mixture becomes a thick, stew-like mus
When the potatoes begin to fall apart, the stew is ready.
Serve in bowls.
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Hardtack

1 teaspoon salt
1 pound flour
enough water to make a very stiff dough

Combine all ingredients, then cut the dough into four-inc
sections and punch tiny holes in each piece. Then bake off a
greased cookie sheet at 250 degrees for two or three houfs,
until light brown.

Each sailor also got one-quarter pint of rice and a one-quarter pint mug of
grog, which was watered-down rum (90 percent water and 10 percent rum, to
kill some of the germs and the terrible taste of the stale water).

4. Points to Ponder

* Debate the morality of privateering. Is a privateer different than a pirate? Did
privateers take the law into their own hands as did vigilante committees a hun-
dred years later?

* Do privateer ships operate anywhere in the world today? If so, what do they
look like? What do they do? How does the world react to their activities?



Patriot Son; Tory Traitor
Patriot Versus Tory Battles in Upstate New York, 1779

At a Glance

Although battlefield action between the British army and Washington’s Conti-
nentals cooled after the Battle of Monmouth (June 1778), the friction between
community-based Tory and Patriot militia units continued to smolder. By 1779 it had
risen to searing flames, becoming especially violent in upstate New York, where small
British attachments enlisted Tories and Indians (mostly Mohawk and Seneca tribes of
the Iroquois Nation) to break American control of the key upper Hudson River Valley.
The final outcome of the war was decided as much by these clashes between neighbor
as it was between uniformed armies marching across fields farther south. This story of
young Hugh McDonald embodies the conflicts, contradictions, confusions, and diffi-
culties of this neighbor-versus-neighbor war.

Meet Hugh McDonald

Hugh McDonald was a second-generation Scot immigrant born in Tarrytown,
New York, in August 1764. Hugh'’s father and grandfather were fiercely loyal mem-
bers of the McGregor clan. In Scotland, the leader of the clan received substantial gifts
of land and title from the king and pledged the support of his entire clan to the king. In
America, Hugh and his family’s leanings were strongly Patriot and Whig—until the
McGregor clan decision.

Hugh was a bright boy and promising student. At age nine he could read, do all
basic math, and had studied astronomy. His father was a farmer and operated a sma
tannery, but always held visions of much grander accomplishments for his son.
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Patriot Son,
Tory Traitor

he skipped along Connel Road on the edge of Tarrytown, New York, toward

home, too excited to merely walk or run. Mrs. Sarah McCall, a neighbor of
the McDonalds, was out hanging wash in the bright afternoon sunshine. “Well
now, Hugh McDonald. What's got you bubbling over on this fine day? A girl?”

Hugh stopped and blushedN6, Mrs. McCall. It's a secret.” His toe
scratched at the soft dirt next to the McCalls’ picket fencewtdatedto tell her.
He was pretty sure he knew where she stood and that she would approve. But still
he didn’t dare.

She put down her wash and wiped her hands. “And what sort of a secret
could turn you into the very picture of springtime happiness?”

“I can’t tell, Mrs. McCall. That's why it's a secret.”

She laughed and waved him off with both hands before turning back to her
work. “Ah, be off with you, Hugh. And say ‘Hello’ to your folks for me.”

Hugh turned and sprinted for his house another 200 yards along the road.

“Father! Father!” Hugh raced through the house and found his father sitting
quietly on the bench under a shade tree far behind the house, which he used for his
“serious thinking.” Hugh was too excited to consider what brought Mr. McDonald
to this bench. “Father! Jason Rogers is a captain of the Tarrytown Patriot militia.
Elias just told me. He let Elias join the militia and he’s a whole month younger than
I am.” (Elias Drew had been Hugh'’s best friend for four years.)

Mr. Fergus McDonald still sat, stony faced and silent, barely acknowledg-
ing his son’s presence.

“You know Jason Rogers, father. He helped build our new barn. He’d be
our .. .captain.” Still there was no reaction from Mr. McDonald. “What’s wrong,
father?”

“We will not join the Patriot militia.”

Mr. McDonald’s words crashed into Hugh like heavy boulders. “But father,
just last week we agreed that we’d both join the militia and help stop the brutal In-
dian and Tory raids.”

Under the shoulder-length brown hair and the wild hedges that were Fergus
McDonald’s eyebrows, his eyes seemed sad, almost heartbroken. His shoulders
sagged as if carrying a heavy burden. “We wikjoin the militia. We will notstop
the raids. This morning | met with Colonel James Skyles and enlisted us both in the
Tory militia.” There was no enthusiasm in his voice, only final cetai

I I ugh McDonald had only been 14 for three weeks when, on May 11, 1779,
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Hugh staggered back, clutching his stomach as if his father’'s words had
mortally stabbed him. “Bu. . . but, father. How can we? We have always sup-
ported American independence. You taught me to hate the Tories and their vi-
cious raids.”

“I have also taught you to honor your clan, have | not?” bellowed Fergus,
now shaking the letter he clutched in his left hand.

Hugh simply nodded, wide-eyed with foreboding.
“We are part of the McGregor clan, are we not?”
Again Hugh dumbly nodded.

Now Fergus tapped at the letter with his right hand. “This is a letter from
Fergus McGregor, himself, head of the clan and the man for whom | am named. It
is written in his own hand. He says that all McGregorsstsupport the King.

And so that is what we shall do.”

Hugh'’s legs could no longer support his weight. He sank into the grass near
the edge of the family corn field. His mind whirred drunkenly. His stomach
churned. His voice was barely a gurgled whisper. t'Bu . but father. The
McGregor clan is inScotland How can they know what's best fars here in
America?”

“No!” shouted Fergus, slamming his hand down upon the bench. “Don’t ar-
gue with me. Above all we are loyal McGregors and we do what the clan leader
says.”

All Hugh could stammer was, “How can this be?”

Mr. McDonald sighed and shrugged. “Personally, | think the King gave Fer-
gus McGregor new titles and lands to buy the clan’s loyalty. But none of that mat-
ters. We are now loyal Tory militia soldiers. And until Fergus McGregor’s own
hand tells me different, that is what we shall remain.”

There was a long silence broken only by the constant buzz of insects and the
occasional cry of a large bird circling high above. Suddenly one of his father’s
statements registered in Hugh’s mind. “We’re going to serve under James Sky-
les?! You, yourself, said that only the Devil could like so sour and heardles. ”

“No more!” interrupted Mr. McDonald. “He is now your colonel and your
leader. Speak noill of him.” Mr. McDonald tried to smile, but had little success. “I
understand Alfred Biterly will be in our company. He’s a friend of yours, isn’t he?”

“That weasel?” sneered Hugh. All of his shock and resentment erupted in a
bitter torrent. “I'd rather shoot Al Biterly than serve with him. And the same for
that weasel Mr. Skyles!”

Hugh turned toward the house, sick at heart, wondering how he could ever
face his mother and 11-year-old sister, Jessica, as a Tory soldier. But in two fast
strides, Mr. McDonald, a thick and powerful man, caught his son, lifted him off
the ground by his shoulders, and shook him hard. His gray eyes glared hard as
stone and hot as fire. “James Skyles is now your colonel and you will not speak ill
of him again. Do you understand?”



218 \ 1779

Hugh felt that he couldn’t breathe in this new Tory house and stumbled out
onto Connel Road. In the winter, when leaves were off the trees, you could
glimpse the Hudson River from this part of the road and you could see most of
Tarrytown as it spread down the rolling slopes to the eastern shore of the river be-
low. Thirty miles south lay New York City. Tarrytown was part of upstate New
York, which had erupted in bitter and bloody civil strife between Tory and Patriot
militia while the official armies tramped across fields farther south and farther
north.

Hugh plopped onto a flat boulder at roadside, trying to absorb the terrible
enormity of his fate.

“Why all of a sudden so glum, Hugh?” asked Mrs. McCall, who had fin-
ished hanging wash and had begun to weed her newly planted vegetable garden
“Your moods seem to change faster than the weather.”

How could he tell a faithful Patriot supporter that he was now the hated en-
emy instead of a trusted fighter for liberty—just because someone he had never
met who lived thousands of miles away had made a secret deal with a king he had
never seen or cared about? How could he tell a neighbor that his own father had
betrayed everything that Hugh believed in?

No. He couldn’t say any of that. It was too awful and evil. Hugh simply
shook his head and stared at the distant horizon.

“You'll get over it soon enough, Hugh,” she chuckled. “You're only 14. At
that age, wounds heal quickly.”

“I don't think this canheal,” thought Hugh.

Hugh sought comfort from friends and, as the sun sank toward the western
hills, found Elias Drew helping Frederick McCord finish his afternoon cleaning
chores at his father’s grain mill. Elias held his broom as if it were a musket and he
were marching in a parade. “Isn’t it exciting? We'll all be in the same militia
company together.”

“Frederick has joined too?” asked Hugh.

Elias shouldered his broom as if ready to fire. “Maybe they'll let us be part
of a Ranger Unit and we’ll tramp all over chasing Mohawks and Redcoats!”

Frederick looked up from cleaning the grist stones. “Why so glum, Hugh?
We've all wanted to join the militia foyears”

“Sure, thePatriot militia,” Hugh muttered.
“What doeshat mean?” demanded Elias. “Of course the Patriot militia.”

Hugh realized he faced a new dilemma: If he was now a Tory, he shouldn’t
talk with known Patriot soldiers, and certainly not confide in them. But neither
could he abandon his best friends. He felt trapped between worlds in a frozen no-

man’s-land.
“What's wrong, Hugh? You're supposed to be happy.”
“Ican’t...” Hugh stammered. “Fergus McGregor, our clan leader in Scot-

land supports the King. And my fathe. . ”
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“This is America,” interrupted Elias. “Those old-world clans don’t matter
here. Here everyone answers only to themselves and their own conscience.”

“Not if you're a McGregor.”
“But you're name’s McDonald.”
Hugh explained. “McDonalds are part of the McGregor clan.”

“Not in America,” said Frederick. “Here we don’t have clans and castes and
social stations. Here we have liberty!”

Hugh slumped onto one of the flour sacks along the mill’s wall. “Tell that to
my father.”

Elias said, “Cheer up, Hugh. We’'ll talk to Jason Rogers. He’ll know what to
do.”

Hugh snapped, “You don’t understand. My father enlisted us iff timgmi-
litia because Fergus McGregor told him to. | can’t talk to a Patriot captain.”

“You're a good American and so is he. Besides, he’s older and will know
what to do.”

Reluctantly, Hugh allowed his two comrades to drag him to the Blue Swal-
low Inn, a favorite tavern of Captain Rogers. In a dimly lit private back room,
around a small dinner table, Hugh spilled out his story to the quiet, dependable
carpenter, Jason Rogers, while he listened, “hmmmm-ed,” and nodded.

“That’s quite a dilemma, Hugh: how to be loyal to both your father and your
own beliefs.” Rogers paced while he spoke, hands clasped behind his back.
“Your father is loyal to his clan—am | right so far?” Hugh nodded. “But not spe-
cifically to the King or to England—isn't that true?”

“We both hate the Kig . . . " Hugh began.

But Rogers continued, “I know he really wants to be loyal to America. I've
talked to him about it.” Another nod from Hugh. “Noweouwant to be loyal to
your father and to America—isn’t that it?”

“Yes, exactly,” began Hugh.

But Jason Rogers talked over him. “And ycanby being loyal to that part

of your father that wants to be loyal to America and fight England, the real en-
emy.” Rogers smiled as if he had just solved a particularly difficult problem.

“But | don’t understand,” said Hugh. “Should | be a Tory militiaman or
not?”

Rogers clapped Hugh on the back. “Of course you should, Hugh. It’s the
perfect solution.”

“What is?”

“Be a Tory militiaman to honor the wishes of your clan. Be a patriot spy to
honor yourownloyalties.”

The word cut through Hugh like a knife. “Bpy? | can’t! We've always
hated spies. They lie and deceive people. ”

“Butit’s the best way to serve your country. Yatea Patriot, aren’t you?”
“Yes.But...”"
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“Then prove it. We need to know what the Tory militia is planning.”

Hugh squirmed on his chair. “You won't tell anyone?”

“Never.”

“My father will never know?”

“Never. | promise.”

“No one will get killed because of me?”

“Only Tories you would have been willing to kill as a Patriot volunteer soldier.”
“But now I’'m one of those Tories, and so is my father!”

Hugh felt gut-punched. Four hours ago he had been a proud, eager, and pa-
triotic citizen soldier, wanting to shout it to the world. Now he was everything he
despised—a Tory and a spy who would have to slink through a web of lies, de-
ceit, and mortal danger.

Over the next three weeks the Tarrytown Tory militia regiment (really only
75 local citizens under the supervision of Colonel James Skyles, who owned a
fleet of river barges and had bought the rank and position from the British) con-
ducted a series of secret drills. At first many in the company resented the pres-
ence of Fergus McDonald and his son, claiming they were self-proclaimed
Whigs.

Colonel Skyles, a short, tough man sour as lemons and hard as iron, dragged
Fergus and Hugh out in front of the company. “This man has pledged himself and
his family to the Loyalist cause. He signed a loyalty oath. I trust him, and so will
each of you.”

“But what if he's aspy?” called one man with sergeant’s stripes pinned to
his collar.

Hugh cringed and blushed deep red. His knees began to wobble.

Colonel Skyles said, “I have known the McDonalds for years. None of them
are liars. If they say they are loyal, then they are.”

The company nodded and murmured acceptance. Hugh felt sick and was
sure each one of them could tell he was a spy.

For three weeks the Tory militia met in the vast fields of Frederick Camp-
bell, one of the richest farmers in the Hudson Valley, where they could practice in
secret. They practiced assembling in firing formations. They practiced using bird
calls to coordinate an attack by two groups of soldiers coming into a field from
opposite directions. And they practiced the firing commands until Hugh’s arms
ached from holding up his musket.

All the while Hugh felt he was drowning in a pool of guilt and doubt. How
could he disobey his father's command? How could he participate in a Tory raid
andnottell the Patriot cause he loved about it ahead of time?

For weeks he avoided Elias and Frederick, not knowing what he would say
when they met. He also avoided his father’s eyes, always looking down and away
at meals and during drills, fearing one glance would give away his thoughts.
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At the end of the June 3 drill session, Colonel Skyles announced that the
regiment was ready to conduct the raid he had been planning on the Patriot store
of supplies in a warehouse across the Hudson River in Nyack. They would as-
semble at 3:0@.M. on June 6 and strike a blow for King and country that would
be heard from New York to Canada.

The regiment cheered.

Hugh thought he would be violently ill. There was no more time to linger in
indecision. This very day he would have to tell, or decide never to tell. He would
either have to become a spy or a willing Tory. In either case, by nightfall he
would be something he hated.

Late that afternoon Hugh wandered aimlessly along Connel Road, strug-
gling to sort out his loyalties, his duty, and his desires.

“You look like you're carrying the weight of the world on your slender
shoulders, young Hugh,” called Mrs. McCall from her garden. “I've never seen a
14-year-old boy walk so heavy.”

Hugh halfheartedly waved and tried to smile.

“You must have a big problem to fret so hard.”

“I sure do, Mrs. McCall.”

She stood and leaned on her picket fence. “I find that big problems often
seem big because we make them complicated. Find the simplest truth, Hugh,
down deep in your heart and you'll be steered right every time.”

“My heart?” he repeated.

“Your heart, boy. What does your heart tell you to do?”

Images of the new American flag and of Hugh and Elias as dashing Rangers
racing after fleeing Tories and Mohawks flashed across his mind’s eye. “My
heat . .. ” Then Hugh saw an image of his father standing proud in their wide
corn field.

And he knew.

Hugh ran to Elias’s house and told him to fetch Jason Rogers so he could re-
port without being seen meeting in public with a Patriot captain. Hugh paced be-
hind Elias’s house waiting for his friend to return, always fearing that either
Colonel Skyles or his father would step from the shadows to confront him.

Before sunset had faded into dark of night, Hugh had unloaded his burden of
the Tory attack plan to Captain Rogers. “Nothing bad will happen? Right?” asked
Hugh.

“With this warning, we’ll simply move the supplies so that the raid will find
nothing.”

“You're sure?”

Captain Rogers nodded and extended his hand. “Thank you, Hugh. Timely
information is what will win this war. You have done a valuable service to your
country.”

Hugh still felt like a cheat and a traitor as he slinked back home, wondering
what story he would tell his parents if they asked where he had been.
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At 3:00A.M. on June 6, 70 members of the Tarrytown Loyalist militia regi-
ment gathered with hushed whispers and marched a mile upriver to North Tarry-
town where a dozen boats had been hidden. The shuffling column disturbed only
a few local dogs who barked in protest at their passing. As silently as they could,
the men clambered into longboats and dipped their oars into the flowing waters
of the Hudson.

Hugh could see that his father was deeply troubled and lacked his usual en-
thusiasm and energy as he halfheartedly pulled on his oar. Hugh rowed happily,
knowing they would find only an empty and deserted warehouse.

The raiding party landed just north of Nyack, beached their boats, scram-
bled up the western bluffs of the river, and marched toward Nyack as first light
crept toward dawn.

“Be careful, son,” whispered Mr. McDonald. “If shooting starts, duck low
and stay under cover.”

“Don’tworry, father. Everything will be fine. You'll see,” Hugh answered.

The Tory force split into two groups as they had practiced. The main body
approached the sleeping town of Nyack along the river bluffs. A smaller detach-
ment circled inland to attack along the main road and cut off any Patriots who
tried to escape.

Just at dawn, Hugh heard the bird-call signals that called for final attack.
Hugh and 45 other Tories rushed into town to overwhelm the Patriot supply
warehous . . . andvalked into a wall of Patriot musket fire.

Eight Tories crumpled to the ground on the first volley. The rest scattered,
looking for cover. Colonel Skyles yelled for his regiment to assemble in line and
prepare to return fire. Six more were slain before a single Tory shot could be
fired. Patriot snipers on the roofs began to pick off Tory officers. Frederick
Campbell went down. James Skyles was hit but stayed on his feet.

“It's a trap!” yelled the colonel. “Retreat to the bluff and reform!”

By this time the second group of Tories had stumbled into the crossfire.
Bodies were piling up in the road deep enough for others to hide behind.

Twenty-five of the raiding party were down. The remaining 45 reformed be-
hind a barricade along the waterfront. Fergus McDonald bled from a bullet
wound in his upper arm.

“Someone leaked information!” growled the colonel. “Gentlemen, we have
a spy and a traitor in our midst.”

Tears streamed down Hugh's face as he tried to stem the flow of blood in his
father's arm. “I'm sorry, father. This wasn’t supposed to happen! They promised!”

Mr. McDonald glared at his son, then ground his teeth and turned his back.
With a deep sigh, he leaned back toward Hugh. “Don’t say another word. And
dry your tears this instant!” he hissed. “These men kill spies and burn their houses
and fields.”
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It was a slow, dismal row back across the Hudson for Hugh, feeling both be-
trayed and betrayer. The men were surly and angry now that immediate danger
had passed. Accusing glances and whispers drifted between boats. Hugh stared at
his hands and pulled on his oar, terrified every moment that he would be snatched
up by his collar and shot.

OnJune 7, Fergus McDonald sent his son to live with a cousin who had set-
tled in southern New Jersey. They told the neighbors Hugh was making the jour-
ney to help out on the farm while the cousin lay sick in bed. Hugh’s mother and
sister never learned what he had done.

Hugh never saw Elias, Frederick, or Jason Rogers again. By early July,
Hugh had joined the Continental Army. He served faithfully for 15 months, and
was killed in the fall of 1780 in a small skirmish in Virginia, dying for the cause
he had already risked so much to help.

Aftermath

Families and communities all across America were ripped apart by Tory-Patriot
battles and loyalties. The bitterness and conflict were worst in upstate New York and in
South Carolina, where families were slaughtered and houses and farms burned on the
strength of a rumor or to avenge past slaughters. The Tory-Patriot civil war became a
blood bath where no one was safe and no one was beyond the reach of the opposing mi
litia. Fighting along the Hudson River continued in an endless series of small, mean-
ingless skirmishes between opposing militia until mid-1782, when it became clear that
the British were going to abandon the fight. Then most Tories fled to Canada in the
mass exodus of 1782 and 1783.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Why was Hugh McDonald torn between the two sides in the conflict when the
Tarrytown Tory militia attacked the Nyack Patriot store house? What drew
him to each side?

* Hugh McDonald passed information to the enemy. What is that action called?
What is the usual penalty for getting caught?

* Atthe story’s end, Hugh's father sent him away. Why? What might have hap-
pened if he hadn't?

* Was Hugh being loyal? How? To whom? What does loyalty mean?

2. Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Throughout history, what has happened to spies when they were caught? What
happens to spies in modern times? Are spies viewed as heroes by their own
country? Why or why not? Search for historical examples. Why would anyone
become a spy?
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* Research famous spies throughout history. Are there any famous American
spies? What do they all have in common?

* Research the Tory-Patriot fights in upstate New York during the years 1778
through 1781. Where else besides Tarrytown did fighting take place? What
kinds of units were involved in the fighting? What was the outcome of the dif-
ferent fights in different places? Which side finally gained control of the area?
How? When?

* This story describes neighbor-versus-neighbor disagreement and fighting. Have
other American conflicts created this type of bitter, personal fighting? What
about nonmilitary movements (labor movements, the Civil Rights movement,
etc.)? What about other countries, for example in Africa and Eastern Europe?

* The American Revolutionary war pitted neighbor against neighbor, brother
against brother. This resulted in a cruel and vicious civil war. Use the Internet
and the library to study recent wars and search for events that seem similar to
our Revolutionary War in the way they tore communities apart.

3. Make It Real

* Hugh McDonald had to sort out his conflicting loyalties. What dlwgslty
mean? Hugh felt conflicting loyalties to his family clan, his parent, his beliefs,
and his country. Make a list of all the things and people to whom you feel some
loyalty—family, friends, school, clubs, church, scouts, sports, community,
country, humanity, etc. What would you do if some of these entities to whom
you feel loyal opposed each other and each demanded your support?

Find out about an issue in your community that creates strong feelings and sig-
nificant opposition (an environmental issue, a water use issue, a growth issue,
a transportation measure, etc.). Write an essay describing the position of the
side you believe in. Now imagine that the issue heats up to the point where ri-
ots happen and fights break out on the streets. Supporters on both sides take u
arms like vigilante gangs and roam the town searching for a fight with the op-
position. Also imagine that your family declares itself in support of the side
youdon’tbelieve in. How would you feel? What would you do? Write a jour-

nal entry or a letter to a sympathetic friend describing how you feel about what
is happening, what you plan to do, and why.

4. Points to Ponder

* What is the difference between a revolution and a civil war? How did the
American Revolution differ from the American Civil War? How did both of
these wars differ from recent wars (e.g., in Chechnya and Kosovo)?

¢ In this story, Hugh McDonald had to choose between obeying his father's
command and his own beliefs. How and what did he decide? How would you
have decided if you were in his place?

* Do you think spying is a morally acceptable activity? Are there times when
spying is not acceptable? Do you think it would be acceptable for the boys in
your class to spy on the girls, or vice versa? Is it all right for reporters to spy on
movie stars? Is that different from one country spying on another? Why or
why not?



“I Have Not Yet Begun to Fight!”

Naval Battle Between the Bonbomme Richavd
and the Serapis, September 23, 1779

=
T ——
A

/ — .
R o "

e i - = *%‘_ o b < %

% 7 4

Battle between theBonhomme Richardand the Serapis
At a Glance

England owned the seas. She boasted the biggest, best-trained fleet in the world
270 warshipsin 1775. Eighty were ships-of-the-line, often with over 100 guns, includ-
ing mammoth 24-pounders as well as a full complement of 18- and 12-pounders.
These giant battleships were cumbersome, lumbering, but almost indestructible be-
cause of their immense firepower and the great range of their guns. England had 15C
frigates—lighter, faster, more maneuverable, but with only 40-50 guns. Most of those
were 12- and 18-pounders.

America authorized three frigates in 1775. Two were purchased by Benjamin
Franklin and were worm-eaten, French surplus ships. All other American warships had
to be privately financed and built. The Continental Navy hit its peak at 23 warships in
1778. After that date, battle losses and storm damage removed ships faster than the
could be replaced. By 1780 the Continental Navy was virtually nonexistent.
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Still, the fledgling American navy logged many small victories over merchant
vessels and small frigates. During the entire war, there was only one great naval victory
for the Continental Navy. That victory didn’t decide the war, but it did buy respect and
support for colonial efforts from countries around the globe and established that Amer-
ica really did have a navy. America’s first naval hero, John Paul Jones, emerged from
that brutal fight. So did the war’'s most famous quote: “I have not yet begun to fight!”
This is the story of that bloody naval battle.

Meet Jeremiah Cottles

Jeremiah Cottles, called Jessie, was born in February 1756, in New York City and
was orphaned at nine when both parents died of disease. The city dumped him into ar
orphanage, but he ran away at 10 and took a job as cabin boy on a British merchant
ship. He lived on that ship for three years, then spent six months on a navy frigate and
two years on a whaling ship out of Groton, Massachusetts. Finally, he served as mate
on an American (Quaker-owned) merchant ship—mostly smuggling non-English
goods—nbefore joining the crew of a privateer schooner in 1775.

By 1775 Jessie had grown to hate the British because he had seen them force cap
tured American seamen—many still young boys—to do the hardest and dirtiest of their
navy’s work and whip many he believed to be innocent, just for the sake of maintaining
harsh discipline on board.

After two years of privateering along the New England coast (and building up a
considerable nest egg for his retirement), Jessie joined the Continental Navy. He was
assigned to th&angerunder John Paul Jones, and had just turned 23 in 1779 when
Jones landed thRangerin France and shifted his crew to tBenhomme Richard

Jessie stayed in the navy after the war until he retired at age 52 (in 1808). He died
in Groton, Massachusetts, at 61. He never married, but was a popular, growly-voiced
spinner of sea yarns in pubs and with local children, many of whom believed he was
really a pirate. Jessie, apparently, encouraged that belief.
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“I Have Not Yet
Begun to Fight!™

)

“ I don’t trust these Frenchies.”

American seaman gunner Jessie Cottles lay propped on one elbow on his
cot and gazed through the open window of their small, rented room toward the
harbor below.

“WhichFrenchies don’t you trust?” laughed Bill Skeeterman, his 21-year-
old roommate and fellow cannoneeAll'of them or just a chosen few?” Skeeter-
man (Skeet) focused his attention on the small piece of whalebone scrimshaw he
was carving.

Jessie flopped onto his back, hands laced under his head while he thought.
“Can’t say as | trust any of them. But especially | mean the French seamen we're
supposed to sail with. Oh, they bow and smile politely enough. But | think they’'d
each ram a knife into your back the first chance they got.”

Skeet and Arthur Targus, the last of the trio sharing this small, third-floor
room, nodded and chuckled.

Jessie Cottles, Skeet, and Art Targus, who called himself Pete, were three of
the 24 men Captain John Paul Jones had kept in France when he sent his first war-
ship, Ranger back to America in April 1779. For the first three months of the
year,Rangerhad cruised up and down the English and Irish coasts like a hungry
shark, plundering British merchant ships and coastal towns, making England feel
the bite of the colonial Revolutionary War. Then Jones landed his crew in France
to repair and restock his ship. There Jones decided he needed a more powerful
ship and sent thRangerhome.

Jessie said, “Look at us! Stuck here in this French city with nothing to do.
What a lousy way to fight a war!”

Skeet paused in his carving. “I say lounging at our leisure in the city of
L’Orient on the coast of France with nary a care in the world is a mijhgway
to fight a war. | could get used to fighting my wars like this.”

Targus laughed.

Jessie pounded his fist against the wall. “Why didn’t we all sail back to
America where the fighting is? Where we could do some good?”

Skeet blew dust and wood shavings away from his carving. “'l still say this
is the best way | ever heard to fight a war.”
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Pete explained, “Jones was assigned to disrupt shipping around England. If
he can force the British to pull three or four ships-of-the-line and half a dozen
frigates back from America to patrol English waters, he will have done more than
he ever could in American waters.”

Jessie growled and turned back to the window. “| still don’t like gidtng
here.”

The crew lounged in the port city of L'Orient for a month before the French
king gave Jones a new shipuc du Duras and assigned four other small navy
frigates and sloops to sail with him when he returned to English waters to disrupt
English shipping. A three-month refit of tliguc du Dura was nearing comple-
tion. The fleet was due to set sails in mid-August.

“Why not use a solid American ship?” asked Jessie, rising to stare through
the lone window at their new ship, gently tugging at its mooring lines as the tide
ebbed. The third-floor walk-up room they had been given stood above a first-
floor bakery and about halfway up the steep hill that rose from the harbor. Jessie
was convinced he had put on 10 pounds just from the wafting smell of fresh
baked breads and cakes.

Pete Targus looked up from the French novel he was trying to read. “Amer-
ica doesn’'t have the money to build a solid warship or a decent shipyard to build
itin.”

Jessie began to pace as he pressed, “Why not stay wikethge? She did
just fine.”

Skeet shook his headRangemwas small and slow. That'’s all right for con-
quering a lone merchant vessel or two, but no match for a British ship-of-the-
line.”

Pete added, “Captain Jones was right to send it back to America. If we're
going to take on the British, in British waters, we need a better ship. Besides, he
gave the new ship an American narB@nhomme Richard.

“What kind of a name is that?” Jessie demanded. “That’s not American.”

“It means ‘Poor Richard.” Benjamin Franklin helped Jones get the ship, so
he named it after Franklin's almanac.”

Jessie shook his fists, seemingly at the ship, the harbor, and also the entire
country of France. “Well, | don't trust that French ship. It's a worm-eaten dog
built for hauling. You'll see. It'll be no good in a fight.”

TheDuc du Durashad been built as a 900-ton merchant ship and plowed the
East India trade for years before being sold to the French navy as an outdated sur-
plus ship.

“You don’t trust much, do you, Jessie my boy?” Pete Targus, the oldest of
the trio at 28, often called Jessie “my boy.”

Jessie still hung under his dark and gloomy cloud. “And | don’t trust French
guns, either. Those 18-pounders we mounted in the lower gun room are ancient.
You'll see. They're no good.”

Pete and Skeet both laughed again. Skeet asked, “Is there anything you
trust?”
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“Captain Jones. I'd follow him anywhere.”

“Ha!” snorted Pete. “He doesn’t even use his real name. Did you know that,
Jessie my boy? He was a Scottish merchant captain wanted for murder by the
British. He fled to America and just added the Jones to throw off British naval
authorities. His real name is just John Paul.”

“I don’t care. | still I trust him and | always will.”

A fleet of six ships sailed from L'Orient on August 19, 1779, accompanied
only by the screeching of gulls and the groan of ropes and old timbers under the
strain of a brisk morning wind. Within 24 hours of entering the Irish Sea, Captain
Pierre Landars of th&lliancerefused to follow the orders of John Paul Jones, the
fleet commodore, and sailed off on his own to seek British merchant ships to
plunder. On the third day out, the two smaller French sloops had a bitter disagree-
ment and both turned back to France.

The French captain oviengeancevas sullen, moody, always objecting to
attacks, often refusing to participate unless he got first claim on the plunder and
the easiest, safest duty during the attack. Only the smaller, 32-gun American
FrigatePallas hung like a faithful lap dog in line with thBonhomme Richatd
following every order.

Jessie, Skeet, and Pete were assigned to 12-pound cannons on the main
deck. Their days were spent cleaning, first their cannon and then the deck. Their
nights dragged by stacked four high in tiny hammocks in the stuffy, overcrowded
crew's quarters. “l don’t trust the English deserters on this crew,” Jessie grumbled.

“You better,” answered Pete. “They make up over half the crew including
most of the petty officers.”

“They’re better than the Norwegians, Portuguese, Arabs, and Poles,”
grunted Skeet. “At least you can talk to the Brits.”

“But they’re English” continued Jessie. “And we're fighting the English in
English waters. What's to keep them from turning back?”

“They’d be hung as deserters. That's what, Jessie, my boy.”

“There are over 200 in this crew,” said Skeet. “Including the 14 American
officers, only 75 Americans could be found to man her. The rest had to come
from somewhere.”

Up the west side of England and around Scotland the tiny fleet sailed, plun-
dering ships and small towns and harbors as they went. Heading down the east
side of England, on September 23, just off Flamborough Head, lookouts spotted a
40-ship convoy. Two new navy frigates escorted the line of full, fat merchant
vessels.

The British warships detached and turned to face Jones’s flotilla as soon as
they were sighted in late afternoon. Bells and the mate’s shrill whistle called the
Bonhomme Richartb general quarters. Sailors scrambled grim-faced across the
decks and up and down passageways. There was an urgent rush to roll out powder
kegs and hoist cannon balls, double-enders (two cannon balls connected with a
four-foot chain), and grape shot (metal cans filled with metal scrap) up onto the
firing line.
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TheAlliance veered off, away from battle. Théengeancéollowed. Cap-
tain Jones was left with only two ships to oppose the British—his own and the
Pallas,which he ordered to take on the small (20-g@ountess of Scarborough
Turning to port to run with the wind, thBonhomme Richardrove through the
light ocean chop to engage the new, top-of-the-line frig8exapis bristling
with 50 guns, including four 24-pound giants, ten 18-pound brutes, and thirty
12-pounders and smaller quarter deck and fo’'c’sle guns.

Jessie could feel that this would not be another of the easy victories they had
enjoyed against merchant ships. T&rapisvas faster, newer, more maneuver-
able, and far more powerful than tlB®nhomme RichardShe was crewed by
skilled British navy seamen. This would not be an easy victory at all. Jessie
gripped the ropes that ran out his 12-pound cannon and glanced at Pete and Skee
both readying the next cannon over. Even though a chill wind had begun to blow,
Skeet's face was covered in sweat.

This time the enemy ship had a strong bite. This time blood would flow and
men would loose their lives. John Paul Jones had had the main deck and gun deck
painted red back in France. Now Jessie saw why. Red paint would conceal the
blood that washed across the weathered deck boards.

The winds had been slack all afternoon. Now they ripened, brisk and cold
out of the northwest as the sun set. Waves began to kick up about the bow. In the
deepening twilight, the sails of tt#&erapisstood out like luminous, white ghosts
floating above the dark ocean.

Jessie’s mouth grew painfully dry. His heart pounded and his hands trem-
bled slightly as he crouched below the deck rail waiting, wanting to pop up and
look, listening to the dreadful silence broken only by the ever-present creak of
wood and the gentle snap of flags and sails.

A voice shouted through a megaphone, floating over the waves. “What ship
are you?”

Captain Jones cupped a hand to his ear, pretending not to hear.
“What ship are you? Answer immediately or | shal. ”
“Fire!” shouted Jones.

Jessie touched fire to fuse and his cannon, along with 20 others @oihe
homme Richardroared and flashed fire into the growing darkness. Almost at the
same moment 24 guns from tBerapisanswered with their own thunder. For a brief
instant there was silence while the speeding balls of iron hurtled through the air.

And then the decks exploded in a shower of splinters and flying wood. Men
screamed as red-hot cannon balls tore through themRidiardseemed to rise
slightly out of the water as a great explosion rocked her belly.

“Was that the powder room?” called the captain.

All deck hands stared at the hatchway, waiting for an answer to be shouted
up from below.

“Reload!” yelled the deck officer.

“Not the powder room, sir!” called a bloodied petty officer, staggering to the
top of the stairs. “Two of the 18-pounders exploded on firing.”
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“Any casualties?” called Jones.

“Every man save six in the lower gun room. We dare not fire the other 18s
again for fear they will also explode.”

“Damn!” cried Jones, stomping his foot. “Now I've only got 12-pounders to
go against 18s and 24s!”

Pulling the ropes to run out his 12-pound cannon, Jessie growled. “I told you
not to trust those French 18s.”

“We'll have to withdraw now,” said Skeet. “Can’t fight 18- and 24-
pounders with just 12s.”

“Prepare for broadside!” cried the deck officer.
“Fire!”

Again theRichard’s12-pound cannons erupted deadly fire and billows of
acid smoke. Before the guns could be retracted for reloading the answering salvo
arrived from theSerapis Great holes were torn in the hull and decks. One salil
took four great tears and began to flop in the breeze. Bodies piled upon bodies,
making it difficult to haul powder and cannon balls across the deck.

“Rifles to the fighting top!” called Captain Jones.

Jessie watched 30 seamen with long rifles scamper like spiders up the rat-
lines to the wide platforms two-thirds of the way up each mast. Whenever the
ships drew within rifle range, they poured a wall of fire into the fighting tops of
the Serapisand onto her decks to add a new hazard to serving on one of her can-
non crews.

For two hours the battle raged on, with tBerapissteadily gaining the up-
per hand. Her 18- and 24-pound shot often crashed straight througictard
and out the other side. Theichard’sdecks were smashed and difficult to walk
upon. One fierce salvo tore inRichard’smain deck, forever silencing six of her
12-pounders. One cannon ball crashed through the railing and blasted into the
cannon nextto Jessie’s, killing both Pete and Skeet. Jessie was too numb with ter-
ror and shock to notice. Mechanically, he reloaded his cannon and hauled on the
ropesto run it back out for the next round. Only ten offiehard’s42 guns were
able to respond to the next call for firing.

Several small fires smoldered on the listing, crippled ship. Water sloshed in
through a dozen gaping rents in the hull. Prisoners and crew were diverted to man
the pumps. Smoke mixed with flickering lantern light and night-time shadows to
make theBonhomme Richartbok like a scene from Hell.

“It has to end soon,” mumbled Jessie, his face and hands blackened by the
soot of exploding gunpowder, his arms spattered with blood from fallen com-
rades. “It has to end.”

Jones maneuvered tRéchardright behind theéSerapisthe battered bow of
theRichardactually touching the stern of the other ship. Neither ship had a can-
non in a position that could fire upon the foe. “Do you surrender?” called the
Serapis’scaptain.
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Jessie’s heart sank as he realized that his mangled ship and crew could not
possibly fight any further. The few remaining crew members stumbled like walk-
ing zombies across the bloody, torn deck. The answer would have to be “yes” and
he would spend his days in a British dungeon.

But John Paul Jones cried, “I have not pegunto fight!”

The words seemed to instill new energy and confidence in the soul of each
sailor struggling to stand on the bloody deck. They seemed to rumble like fresh
reinforcements across the water to strike fear and caution in the heart of each
British sailor.

“Has he gone mad?” Jessie thought.

“Come on, lads!” cried the captain, leaping from the quarter deck to the
main. “We’ll havethemsurrendering before we're through!”

Maybe it was the calm certainty of his voice. Maybe it was the fierce gleam
of his eyes. But with a growing cheer, the weary crew responded, redoubling
their deadly efforts. Soon the ships were on a parallel course. Cannon fire from
the Serapispoured into the cripple®ichard The six remaining guns on the
Richardbravely responded to the onslaught.

TheRichardpulled ahead and Jones turned his ship hard across the bow of
the Serapis “Fire!” yelled the deck officer. The five functioning 12-pounders of
theRichardtore away a huge chunk of tiSerapiss forward deck and splintered
her forward mast.

The ships were too close to avoid collision. TBerapisrammed into the
Richardnear her aft mast. Jessie was thrown across the deck by the force of the
impact. TheSerapiss bow tangled ifRichard’srigging. “Use grappling hooks to
lock the ships together!” called Captain Jones.

The wind slowly pushederapiss stern around so that the two ships lay
locked together, side by side. Cannons fired at point-blank range. Sailors reached
through cavernous holes in the hull and rails with pikes and cutlass to tear at the
enemy.

The riflemen inRichard’'stops managed to kill all those firing from the
Serapiss tops and now directed their fire toward therapisdeck crew. But the
Serapiss big guns in the lower decks still blasted ifRichard’s hull, tearing
monstrous holes in the weakened wood.

Fire erupted in one of th8erapiss sails and raced through the rigging to
Richard’s top sails. Both ships burned like torches in the night. All fighting
ceased until each crew successfully fought to bring the fires under control.

American riflemen crawled across the tangled rigging lines to take posses-
sion of Serapiss fighting tops, firing straight down onto her decks.

Jessie sat in a shell-shocked stupor on his now useless cannon with a bac
shoulder wound, streaming blood down his arm.

“You, there,” bellowed Captain Jones, pointing at Jessie. “To the quarter-
deck!”

“What for?” Jessie mumbled.
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“Man the 9-pound cannon, man!” cried the captain. “By God, we have them
now!”

“We’re winning?” Jessie stammered as he gazed around at the ruin and
death that filled th&ichard “This is winning?”

“Quickly man! We need that cannon!”

Jessie hesitated, watching the fevered gleam shine in his captain’s eyes, as
the flickering light of small deck fires and lanterns danced shadows across his
face. Part of him said “go.” Part of him said “this is crazy. Don’t do it. Just sit here
and give up.”

“Trust me, man! We can win!”

Summoning a strength Jessie thought he had lost hours ago, he ran up the
stairs to the quarter-deck, fueled by blind trust alone. “Load double-enders in that
9-pounder and take out their center mast. I'll use grape shot in this one to clear
Serapiss decks!”

In 30 seconds the last two working guns RBithardfired as shots from
Serapiss big guns on the lower gun deck continued to poRithard’sbattered
hull into something resembling swiss cheese. Jessie’'s shot cracked the center
mast so that its rigging creaked and snapped. Captain Jones’s shot killed the only
four sailors who dared to show themselvesSarapiss main deck.

At the same time American riflemen began to drop exploding hand gre-
nades, which had been carried through the riggir§gmpiss fighting top. Sev-
eral exploded on deck. One bounced through a hatchway and down a set of stairs.
It landed in the midst of 20 powder kegs.

The deafening explosion ripped ap8#drapiss innards. Fifty British sailors
were instantly killed. Others were burned and maimed.

The will of the British to continue the dreadful fight seemed to collapse.
Their resistance and cannon fire ceased. The British captain crawled to the back
of the quarter-deck and lowered his colors, signaling surrender.

The three-hour battle was over. Both ships were battered beyond recogni-
tion. John Paul Jones moved his command t@&hmpisecause it was clear that
Bonhomme Richardiould soon sink. Only 66 of Jones’s original crew of over
200 were alive to make the transfer with him. Only 18 were free of any wounds.
Jessie Cottles was one of only 43 who were fit for duty. Losses oBdhapishad
been almost as bad. Almost three-quarters of the sailors who had begun the fight
at sunset died before dawn'’s light had shown the extent of the carnage.

Escorted by the trustiyallas, John Paul Jones and tBerapis—with Jessie
Cottles in the rigging manning the sails—limped back to France and into histol
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Aftermath

The battle between tHgerapisand theBonhomme Richamheant nothing strate-
gically, yet it meant everything. Over 350 died—three-quarters of each crew. Jones
limped back to France in a captured—but badly damaged—ship.

Still, this insignificant battle rocked the world. An American “pirate” with an un-
dergunned, worm-eaten, sluggish ship had beaten the best and the newest that the Bri
ish navy could put to sea. It was a moral victory of incalculable magnitude.

The American navy accomplished little, if anything, during the rest of the war,
becoming almost nonexistent by 1781 due to heavy losses. Still, the combined efforts
of hundreds of privateer and navy ships had hampered British merchant shipping and
military resupply efforts and stolen thousands of tons of British goods.

Almost as many men were involved in the sea war as in the land war. American sea-
men didn’t win the war, but they certainly made an important contribution by hindering
British forces in America and by greatly increasing the cost of the war to England.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Fire was a major fear on wooden sailing ships. What were other common fears
of sailors? Did you include drowning in your list? Did you know that few sail-
ors could swim? Why do you think they never learned?

* Why did theSerapissurrender to John Paul Jones when it wasbehomme
Richardthat had been most damaged and was sinking?

* What happened to John Paul Jones andbishomme Richardrew after the
battle with theSerapi® Where did they go? How long did they stay there? What
did they do with their captured ship? What else did they do during the war?

* Why did John Paul Jones, whose ship was badly damaged, on the verge of sink-
ing, and badly outgunned, cry his famous line, “I have not yet begun to fight!"?
He had been fighting for hours by that time. Most of his guns had been smashed.
His ship had more holes than he could count. Most of his crew had been killed or
wounded. Why didn’t he surrender to save the lives of the rest of his crew?

* Why were naval battles so bloody and dangerous for the sailors? Were all na-
val battles as deadly as that betweenSkeapisand theBonhomme Richafd

2. Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back o
this book will help you get started.

* John Paul Jones was America’s first naval hero. Research this naval captain.
Where did he come from? What had he done before taking command of the
Richard? What did he do after the war?

* TheSerapisvas a new British ship and the pride of the British navy. Research
the brief history of this ship and of other British sailing frigates. What was a
frigate? How was a frigate different from a ship-of-the-line? What were the
strengths of a frigate?
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* Naval vessels of the eighteenth century were armed with “24-pounders, 18-
pounders, 12-pounders, and 6-pounders.” These numbers refer to the weight
of the cannon balls they fired. Research these various cannons. How big were
they? How far could they fire? What sort of damage could they do?

* This story describes only one naval battle. Research the actions, battles, anc
accomplishments of the fledgling American navy during the Revolutionary
War.

* What was the significance of John Paul Jones’s victory onBibehomme
Richard? Was any land or territory captured? Did it force England to withdraw
any ships or troops from America? Did it hasten the end of the war? How did
this victory help the American cause during the war?

Make It Real

* Pretend you are a sailor on a navy ship in the eighteenth century. Write a letter
home describing life onboard ship. Do you mind the lack of privacy? The
cramped quarters? The long days of boredom with nothing fun to do? The mo-
notony of your routine? The bad food? What parts of being a sailor do you
like?

Imagine yourself a sailor during a naval battle in the eighteenth century. Giant
cannons erupt at point-blank range, belching fire and thunderous roars, tearing
great holes in the other ships. Sulfur smoke stings your eyes and obscures your
vision. Fires rage through your ship. You know that at any moment an enemy
broadside could tear away your part of the ship—and you. And there is noth-
ing you can do about it.

Research the kinds of jobs, or positions, sailors had on a fighting ship and
choose one for you to be. What would you be doing during the battle? What
would you be thinking and feeling? What would you be worried about? If your
ship sinks in the middle of the ocean, what will likely happen to you? What if
your ship is captured? Write a journal entry or letter describing your imagined
battle experience and what happened to you during it.

Points to Ponder

* Why did this battle between just two ships become so famous? What was the
point? Was anything decided? What did this victory do for America? Was it
really a victory when the American ship was sunk? Why or why not?

* How did the American navy contribute to the war? Was the navy a significant
part of the total war effort? Why or why not?

* John Paul Jones’s actions are said to have been “symbolic” rather than strate-
gically important to the war effort. What does that mean? He was said to be an
irritating mosquito in the British naval machinery. Find other symbolic acts in
American history. Nathan Hale’s brave line as he was about to be hung as a
spy, “I regret that | have but one life to give for my country,” is one. General
Doolittle’s long-distance bombing raids on Tokyo from aircraft carriers dur-
ing World War Il is another. How many others can you find? Make a chart that
shows where, when, and why each symbolic act happened. What is the value
of such symbolic acts?
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Glance

Southern Blood Must Flow

In 1780 the war exploded across South Carolina. General Clinton successfully
conquered Charleston, capturing the entire American southern army. Then lightning
strikes by Tarleton and Cornwallis destroyed the relief forces marching south from
Virginia and North Carolina.

Rebel resistance in South Carolina seemed to dissolve. Most South Carolina
Whigs accepted defeat and pledged to be good British citizens once again. Georgia ha
been under solid British control for over a year. The deep South appeared to have lined
up behind the British, as planned. Cornwallis prepared to move his army north into
North Carolina and Virginia.

But Clinton went too far. He ordered that every South Carolinian had to not only
accept British rule, but actively support the British war effort. If they didn’t, their prop-
erty could be confiscated or destroyed. Former Patriots and neutrals howled in protest.
Worse, Cornwallis placed Tories in charge of most local government functions so that
he would have to leave only a minimal force behind and have a larger army available to
meet Washington as he moved north.

Tories had lived for the first four years of the war under the thumb of harsh Patriot
leaders. This was their chance for revenge. Killings, burnings, and lootings were ram-
pant. Resistance swelled, first as guerrilla units that harassed British supply lines, then
as newly formed volunteer armies like the Overmountain Boys, who met and crushed
Cornwallis’s left wing at Kings Mountain in October.

Suddenly South Carolina was anything but secure. Cornwallis had to halt his ad-
vance and scurry back to South Carolina for winter camp. Virginia and the North
breathed a sigh of relief.

237
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August 16 ............

September ...........
October 7 ............

October 29

December 8

Key Events in 1780

Event

............ British capture Charleston and the American southern army.
............ Tarleton slaughters Buford’s American force at Wexaws,

South Carolina, refusing “quarter” (mercy), and is
labeled” Butcher Tarleton.”

............. Massachusetts adopts a state constitution, becoming the secor

independent state.

............ Cornwallis defeats the new American southern army at

Camden, South Carolina.

............. General Benedict Arnold defects to the British.
............. British slaughtered at Kings Mountain, South Carolina.
............ Cornwallis falls back to Winsboro, South Carolina, for winter

camp.

............. General Nathanial Greene takes command of the American

southern army.
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At a Glance

By the middle of the eighteenth century, slavery existed in all 13 colonies. In the
South, the number of black slaves already approached or outnumbered the number o
whites. Ghettos of free blacks were hidden on the fringes of most towns.

Blacks wanted freedom as much as, or more than, American whites did. These
feelings gushed to the surface during the Revolutionary War, which was being fought
for liberty and freedom.

Black slaves wanted their share of liberty and freedom, and they were willing to
fightto earn it. But which side should they support? Which side represented the road to
theirfreedom? Support for the British and Tories seemed to mean supporting the status
quo. Support for the Revolution sounded good, but most of the signers of the Declara-
tion were slave owners.

So who should black slaves support?

The British claimed to support black freedom because they wanted the manpower
of black servants and workers. But they couldn’t advertise their support openly for fear
of alienating Loyalists and Tories who owned slaves. The Continental Army offered
freedom to all blacks who joined the army. But, again, many Patriots owned slaves and
didn’t want to abolish slavery.

239
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Both sides talked about freeing slaves who helped their cause, but both sides
really seemed inclined to continue slavery without change once the war was over. So
what should slaves do to further their own aspirations, surrounded by a Revolution to
promote white folks’ freedom? Whabuldthey do? Different groups of slaves de-
vised a variety of schemes and plans to work toward their own freedom. This story tells
of the experiences of the slaves on the Montclair plantation in South Carolina.

Meet Darcy Montclair

Darcy Montclair's mother was born in South Carolina near Charleston in 1736
and sold to the Montclairs as a young girl. As with most slaves of the period, she was
given the last name of her owner. She worked as a house slave until she died in 1758
Darcy’s father was bought off the boat as a 13-year-old boy who survived the ocean
voyage chained in the hold of a slave ship in 1745.

Darcy was born in the winter of 1752 when his mother was 16. His father was
killed while trying to escape in 1756 when Darcy was four. Darcy began working in the
fields as a six-year-old. By age 27, he already felt old and stooped from a life of hard
field work. Uneducated, but viewed as a wise, smart man by other slaves, Darcy tendec
to be quiet and reserved when any whites were near. Still, he burned with the same de
sire for freedom that sent his father running to his death.
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Which Road to

Freedom?

fferson Frederick Montclair flicked the reins of the pair of horses pulling
jis loaded wagon and squinted out into the fields through the late afternoon
steam-bath haze. It was still May 1780, but it felt more like late July. Out on
the openroad he sang to the horses as they plodded along the dirt roads of north-
eastern South Carolina. But he always stopped singing as he neared the planta-
tion where he had been a slave all his life so as not to offend any of the white
folks with his off-key warbling.

“Hmmmm-ummm!” he muttered, dabbing the sweat from his aged and
wrinkled face. “This is surely one lousy day to be workin’ in the fields. It surely
is!” Jefferson Frederick was a house slave for the Montclairs, tending the horses
and gardens near the main plantation house, and was often sent on supply runs in
the wagon. It gave him the important position of “news gatherer” for the ram-
shackle community of Montclair slaves.

The late afternoon sun filtered through a tall line of cottonwood trees on the
west side of the indigo fields, casting long, much-appreciated shadows across the
workers toiling through the endless rows of plants.

Squinting into the sun, Jefferson Frederick whistled and clicked and gazed
into the fields until several of the field hands turned to look in his direction. Then
he stood on his buckboard seat and stretched both hands high above his curly
white hair. It looked to any whites like a simple stretch at the end of a long ride.
To the field hands it was a signal meaning there was news to share.

“See that?” whispered Darcy Montclair to Sampson and Clara, working
near him. “Jefferson Frederick’s got news.”

“Seewhat?” replied Sampson. “All | see is blisters and sweat.”
“I seen thesignal There’s news tonight.”
“l didn’t see no signal,” said Clara, a fierce cement block of a woman.

“Quiet!” yelled Bufford Clayton from his horse. Bufford's eyes were al-
ways hidden in the deep shadow under his wide-brimmed hat. “Quit yammering
and get back to work!”

“Don’t you shush me, Bufford Clayton,” snapped Clara, rising from her
weeding crouch. “l was just checkin’ on how they’se holdin’ up in the heat.”
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Clarawas the only slave who could get away with talking back to the planta-
tion’s harsh overseer. Twice they had had run-ins. Twice she had clawed his face,
leaving deep scars. On both occasions Mr. Montclair had laughed at his overseer,
saying that, if he couldn’t handle a mere female slave, maybe he should find a new
job. But he had also refused to allow Bufford to lay a hand on Clarain retribution.

With a final “Back to work!” Bufford spurred his horse and trotted down the
row.

“I'm tellin’ you. It's big news tonight. | seen the signal,” repeated Darcy
with a knowing nod. Darcy was considered a wise “thinker” by the Montclair
community of 26 slaves. Aunt Bea, the cook, was the final authority, but every-
one listened closely when Darcy spoke.

As final chores were finished and darkness settled over the line of huts that
bordered the swamp defining the northern edge of the Montclair plantation, the
Montclair slaves eagerly gathered for news. Jefferson Frederick sat as tall and
important on a tree stump as his withered old body would allow, soaking in every
moment of his time on center stage. “As you may know, | rode all the way over to
Camdar...”

“Shhh!” hissed Aunt Bea. “Wait for Mary to go back to the big house.”
“But Mary’s a sweet chile,” said Sampson. “| like Mary.”

“But she’s awhitechild. That's fine for playin’ with Clover and Sunflower.
But what she hears, she’ll tell her daddy. And don’t you know, he probably sends
her—on purpose—out here to spy on us.”

With Mary skipping back to the main house at her mother’s call, Jefferson
Frederick resumed. “I rode clear over to Camden for supplies today, and that
town is surely abuzz today. It surely is! See, | was pickin’ up a ldad o0”

“The news” interrupted Darcy. “Tell us theews”

Jefferson Frederick dramatically cleared his throat. “As | was sayin’, Cam-
denis surely abuzz! Word was being whispered and shouted all over. The British
have captured Charleston. They surely have.”

“Well, I'll be!” exclaimed Darcy and several others in the tight circle.

“I heared the British wasosing the war,” said Cleevis, the thick-armed
blacksmith. “Does this mean they’s all-of-a-sudden winnin’?”

All eyes turned back to Jefferson Frederick for interpretation. He squirmed
on his stump. “It just means the British have captured Charleston. That's what it
means.”

“It means,” said Darcy, “that the war has stepped into South Carolina.”

Many of the adults nodded in the near darkness. “But what tha¢mean?”
pressed Sampson. “l don’t want no trouhkre”

“It means a chance for freedom is hangin’ so close in the air you can smell
it,” continued Darcy.

“You be careful with your wild ideas, Darcy Montclair,” cautioned Aunt
Bea, arms folded over her ample chest. “You lived your whole life in these same
fields and you don’t know the whole world.”
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“I know this war is about freedom,” said Darcy. “And | know that when the
war comes near, the chance for freedom comes right along with it, waitin’ for
someone to snatch it up.”

“War this. War that,” huffed Clara. “| hearadlk of war and British Red-
coats, but | never seen any of it. The only waekenis with Bufford Clayton.
Whites is whites an’ blacks is blackBhat'sthe war.”

“I heared somethin’ else,” announced Jefferson Frederick. All eyes turned
back. All mouths hushed. “Two slaves on the Clifford Plantation ran away to the
Redcoats and the British let them join the army and made them free.”

“l told you freedom was ridin’ close enough to grab it!” squealed Darcy.
“If the British win will they set all slaves free?” asked Sampson.

“I guess,” answered Cleevis. “Anyway, | heared some white men worryin’
'bout that exact thing.”

“Ain’t true. Ain’t true!” snapped Aunt Bea. “Here’s the way | heared it in
the big house. The British and some Americans are fightin’ to keep things the
way they was.”

“We surely don’t want that,” interrupted Jefferson Frederick.

Aunt Bea continued, “And other Americans is fightin’ to make things
different.”

“You mean, ‘free’,” said Darcy.

“No. | only said ‘different.” But lots of them folks got slaves, theirselves. So
| figure they don’t mean any different when it comes to us.”

“Then what does the war mean?” asked Sampson. “It sounds the same either

”

way.

Darcy insisted, “I'm tellin’ you. Helpin’ the British is the road to freedom,
an’ bein’ free is all that matters.”

Cleevis shook his head. “That'’s true only if your master fighggainstthe
British.” Everyone stared questioningly at Cleevis. “Hey, | heared plenty of
things at the blacksmith forge when white folks stops in to fix a wagon wheel or
horseshoe.”

Sampson asked, “Which is Master Montclair—fightin’ for the British or
against the British?”

A moment of silence followed before Sally, a 16-year-old house servant, an-
swered. “I know.” Sally was shy and silent, as if afraid of the whole world, her
eyes always cast down toward floor or ground. But she heard more of their mas-
ter's conversations than anyone because she served in the big house. “He’s called
a Whig and he’s in the Patriot militia. Heagainstthe British.”

Darcy’s eyes gleamed in the dark. “There it is, then. Help the British and
we're free.”

“If they win the war,” cautioned Aunt Bea.

“They already took Charleston,” argued Darcy. “What else is there to take?
They must be close to winning already. If we help fast, we’ll be free fast.”
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“But how do we help?” demanded Clara. “Kill Bufford and the Montclairs?”

“Naw!” answered Aunt Bea. “If we did that, white folks 'round here would
surely Kill us all.”

Darcy rubbed his chin, deep in thought. “We’s good as free if we can jus’ do
... dosomethiny .. ."

“But what?”

Seven-year-old Clover had wandered into the circle after Mary had gone
back to the big house. “What's ‘free’?”

Aunt Bea laughed. “ ‘Free,’ chile, is when you can do whatever you want
and no one can order you or beat you or whip you or sell you.”

“Am | free?”
“No, chile, we’s all slaves. We’s owned by the Montclairs.”
Clover thought for a second. “Carbefree, then, if | want?”

Darcy answered, “Maybe tomorrow you can, Clover. I's workin’ on it.
Maybe tomorrow.”

The next night Jefferson Frederick returned from delivering a load of flour
and tobacco to the small river town of Wexaws with even bigger news. “The
Continentals is all confused and discombobulated. They surely is! These soldiers
come down from Virginia and North Carolina and four days ago they marched
through Camden headin’ south. Now word is that they got theirselves turned
right around and tomorrow will march right back through Wexaws headin’
north.”

“What's it mean?” asked Sampson.
“It jus’ mean that they is heading north. That's all it means!”

Darcy said, “It means the war is almost over. The British is winnin’ and the
Continentals is runnin’ away. We got to help the British fast or we’ll miss our
chance to makes ourselves free.”

“Maybe we can run away in the confusion,” Sampson suggested.

Darcy shook his head. “My Daddy tried to run. He only got 20 miles 'fore
they caught him. | think he was already dead from the beatin’ 'fore they dragged
him back here to be hanged. He was so broken an’ bloadyNo. Weain't run-
nin’. We're helpin’ the British so they'll set us free.”

“Help how?” demanded Clara.

The gleam of an idea sparkled in Darcy’s eyes. “Jefferson Frederick, did
you hear where the Continentals was goin'?”

“Word was, they was surely goin’ to camp for a day or so in the wide fields
on the north side of Wexaws and then skedaddle on north.”

“When will they get there?”
“They gets there tomorrow night.”
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“That’s it!” declared Darcy. “I'll lead the British to where the Continentals
is, an’ they’ll be so grateful to me for helpin’ end the war, they’ll set us all free.”

“How you gonna find the British?” Sampson asked.

“Simple. | head south and looks for a bunch of white folks wearin’ red
coats.”

“How you gonna lead them anywhere?” asked Cleevis. “You never been off
this plantation. Jefferson Frederick is the only one who's seen the roads and
places.”

“Jefferson Frederick is too old to go. 'Sides, I've heard all his stories, so |
got pictures of every place out there locked tight in my mind. I'll find it.”

Aunt Bea folded her arms across her chest. “And how is you gonna get off
this plantation without bein’ missed and hunted as a runaway?”

Darcy laughed. “I think | needs a day of bed rest.”
Everyone glared skeptically at Darcy.
“You'll see. | got it all figured out in my mind.”

Aunt Bea said, “You jus’ be sure your mind isn't figuring out a mistake
that’s gonna get us all in a heap of trouble!”

There were many ways to get whipped and beaten as a slave: refuse to work,
threaten a white, sabotage plantation operations, run away, steal even the tiniest
item, show disrespect to any white, even work too slowly. Most of the Montclair
slaves had been beaten and whipped, but none severely since Darcy’s father’s
failed escape attempt almost 20 years before. A little beating was supposed to be
good for slaves. It kept them in their place. It kept them in line. But what Darcy had
in mind broke almost every known rule and could easily get him beaten to death.

Allmorning Darcy had rehearsed his planin his mind. For hours he had tried
to find the courage to put it into motion. In the early afternoon, with the heat
waves shimmering up from the fields, Clara was weeding next to Darcy. “Where
is your big plan, Darcy?” she hissed. “l don’t see you prancin’ out to be the hero
and set us free.”

“Patience, woman! These things take timing.”

“Humph! Don't take no ‘timing.” Jus’ take courage, which I's afraid you
ain’t got.”

Darcy’s face contorted in anger. “Hush up, woman!” He raised his hoe with
his right hand and slammed it down as hard as he could onto his left. The hoe
blade whistled down, slicing into the back of his hand, splintering bones, cutting
tendons, shredding skin.

Darcy gasped and screamed. His face paled. Blood poured out to stain the
red South Carolina dirt.

Bufford Clayton reigned in his horse and galloped down the row, pushing
his way through the cluster of slaves gathered around Darcy’s crumpled figure
lying on the ground. “Get up, you!” he growled, snatching his leather whip from
his saddle horn.
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“My hand, suh. | done broke my hand.”

Crack! The whip lashed out, catching Darcy full across the back. His eyes
bulged and he gasped in pain.

“That’s for being a clumsy fool.” Crack! The whip lashed out again, slicing
through Darcy'’s shirt and raising an ugly red welt on his back. “That’s for dam-
aging Mr. Montclair's property. That hand belongs to him.”

“One day’s rest, suh. Jus’ one day to mend it and I'll be back in the fields
doin’ my work, suh.”

Bufford sneered, “You probably hurt your self on purpose to get a day off. |
oughto...”

“No, suh! | wouldn’t do such an awful thing, suh. You knows I'm a good
worker, suh.”

Clara stepped forward and planted herself between Darcy and Bufford. “Let
me tend his wound afore he bleeds to death and the master takes after you for let-
tin’ a perfectly good slave die!”

Bufford snarled, “Get him out 0’ my sight,” and spurred his horse on down
the row.

With his bloody hand wrapped in the remnants of his shirt, Darcy and Clara
walked back to the slaves row of shacks. “Only two lashes,” giggled Darcy. “I
told you I'd do it! We're as good as free!”

At sunset Darcy scampered like a deer through the swamp, circling east and
then south away from the plantation. He had a little food wrapped in a bandanna
and his left hand wrapped thick in gauze. Through the quiet night he used the
stars to guide him. After sunrise he used the sun.

Twice he asked for directions, once of a group of free blacks living in hand-
made shacks along a swampy lake and once, while hiding in the bushes along the
edge of a plantation, of some slaves trudging toward the fields to begin the day’s
work.

Before the sun had climbed above the trees, Darcy felt the road under him
vibrate from the distant rumble of moving horses and men.

“An army’s comin’. Iknowedt'd work!” sang Darcy as he trotted down the
road toward the growing din. Then he froze. Uniformed riders approached, a col-
umn of well over 100—wearing green coats, not red.

An apple-sized lump tightened in Darcy’s throat. What if these were the
Continentals instead of the British?

“Out of the way!” yelled a horseman as they approached Darcy, standing
frozen with indecision in the road. His mind whirled, realizing that if he guessed
wrong, he would die. How could he word his question to find out, withmaihg
found out?

“’Scuse me, suh. But is you chasin’ or bein’ chased?”

“Get out of the road!” the rider yelled, reigning his horse to a stop—which
stopped the whole column.

“l got information, suh.”
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A man on the next horse eyed Darcy, sizing him up. “We're chasing a regi-
ment of Continentals. What kind of information could you have?”

Darcy’s face spread into a beaming grin. “You’s British, then, suh?”

A lone rider galloped along the stopped line of riders toward the front.
“What's the reason for this delay?”

“Colonel Tarleton, sir,” saluted the men in front as they pointed at Darcy.

This man, young, muscular, and “pretty” looking, wore tight white pants
and an ornate red coat with a monstrous—almost comical—purple plume billow-
ing out of the top of his hat.

Darcy sighed. A red coat. “| knows where the Continentals is, suh.”
“Where?” sneered the Redcoat colonel with the plume.

“In the fields just past Wexaws, suh. Arrived there las’ night and plannin’ to
stay for a day or so afore movin’ on north.”

“There, you see!” cried Colonel Tarleton, turning in his saddle to face his
regiment of Tory riders. “The majority of AmericamsntBritish rule. | tell you,
this whole countrywill rise up in loyal support of England once they see how
fiercely we deal with rebels.” He snapped his fingers at a lieutenant who had rid-
den up behind him. “Bring our new guide a horse and prepare for battle!”

To Darcy the column of Colonel Tarleton’s Dragon Guards seemed to stretch
for miles. Really, there were only 700 in this infamously savage New York and
Pennsylvania Tory unit of cavalry, a small part of General Cornwallis’s British
army.

Bouncing clumsily on his mount, Darcy’s eyes filled with wonder at every
new sight he saw—a river, a town, endless miles of other plantations, each with a
community of slaves that looked just like his own.

By that mid-afternoon, the 29th of May, 1780, Darcy stood in open-
mouthed fascination as the lines of Dragon Guards—some on foot as tight-
packed infantry, some mounted as cavalry—charged with blood-curdling cries
and walils against Colonel Buford’s 400-man Virginia militia. Clouds of smoke
enveloped the lines. Volleys of musket fire roared like thunder. Men on both
sides began to drop. The ground shook.

“Lord have mercy,” whispered Darcy. “I didn’t think a war could look like
this!”

Surrounded and outnumbered, Colonel Buford sent out a messenger with a
white flag of truce. Both sides momentarily ceased fire. The Continentals laid
down their muskets.

“Now the fun begins,” called Colonel Tarleton. “Come, Darcy, and see how
the British treat rebels!”

Tarleton raced to the front on his horse, sword drawn. “Bayonets!” he
yelled. “Charge!” The messenger with the flag of truce was hacked to death in
three swift swings of the colonel’'s saber.
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The Dragon Guard ripped into the Virginians like a tiger pouncing on a
helpless squirrel. Now unarmed men with hands raised in surrender were sliced
to ribbons. Cries of “Quarter! Quarter!” [an old English word for “mercy”] were
answered with vicious jabs and hacks by flashing Dragon sabers and bayonets.

Not one of the surrendering Americans survived the butchery. Many were
trampled and killed after sinking defenseless to their knees. Tarleton’s Dragon
Guard hacked the life out of every man on the field.

Darcy stood rooted in horror. “Lord have mercy. Lord have mercy,” he
mumbled. “Isthishow the British treats folks? Americans don’t even tdaves
like this. . . . What has | got ourselves into?”

“Will you join the British army and become a free man?” asked the colonel,
casually wiping blood from his blade.

Wide-eyed with terror, Darcy stuttered, “Ahhh, n-n-no, suh. | got to get back.”

Tarleton shrugged. “Very well. But tell everyone what you saw here, Darcy.
Tell the whole South what Tarleton’s Dragon Guard does to those who oppose us!”

“I'will, suh. I will surely do that!”

Sick at heart, still tormented by the screams of a hundred dying men, Darcy
stumbled and jogged back to familiar swamps and trails and to the Montclair
plantation, arriving an hour after dark. His tortured mind was flooded with im-
ages of the nightmare butchery of the British. His hands refused to stop shaking.

In fits and starts, Darcy poured out the story of his adventure, struggling to
find words to describe the savage cruelty of Tarleton’s soldiers. The circle of
blacks listened in open-mouthed, spellbound fascination through every moment
of Darcy'’s brief taste of freedom. He ended by saying, “You dewérwant
British freedom—you get hacked to death by British freedom. An’ you don’t
ever want them British to come here. They kills men jus’ for surrendering and
dropping to their knees!”

“I tol’ you | didn’t want no trouble bein’ stirred up,” growled Sampson.
“An’ | tol" youyou didn’t know everything in the world,” said Aunt Bea.
“What we gonna do now?” asked Cleevis.

Aunt Bea answered. “I knows what I's gonna do. I's goin to bed. | got to
work tomorrow.”

Young Clover asked, “Will | be free tomorrow?”

“No, not tomorrow, chile,” answered Darcy. “Not tomorrow. But I'm
workin’ on it.”

Aftermath

Tarleton’s victory over Buford at Wexaws on May 29, 1780, was little more than a
skirmish. Still, Tarleton’s brutality created bitter hatred of the British in many southern-
ers and actually helped to rally the populatfonthe Revolution. “Tarleton’s quarters”
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became a Patriot slogan meaning “show no mercy.” A surge in enlistment in Patriot
militia through late 1780 could be partly traced to Tarleton’s brutality.

Few slaves were freed as a direct result of the Revolutionary War, and those few

were almost all males who served in various army units. Both Tories and Whigs in the
South were terrified of a possible slave uprising. Many senior officials on both sides
were reluctant to free even the slaves who actually fought in the war effort. It was em-
barrassingly clear that “Liberty” in the Revolutionary War sense was never meant for
blacks.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* Darcy had to find his way over strange terrain with no maps, street signs, or di-
rections and where he couldn’t ask anyone for help. How did he do it even
though he had never left the plantation? What information did he have?

* Why did the British think that the slaves would side with them? Why was it
important to the British to have the support and service of blacks?

* Who was Tarleton chasing in this story, and why was this battle important?
* How did Colonel Tarleton gain the title “Butcher” Tarleton?
* What did the wordjuartermean? Where did it come from?

Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* How could slaves in separate and isolated communities communicate and
share news with no television, radio, satellites, phones, faxes, Internet, com-
puters, newspapers, books, or letters? Research communication systems de
veloped by American slaves. How did slave communications compare with
non-slave communications?

¢ Colonel Tarleton was one of the most colorful of all British commanders dur-
ing the Revolutionary War. Research his life and career. What did he do after
the war? What had he done before it?

* Research the slave trade that brought African slaves to America. Why was it
called the “triangle trade?” Who started that famous trade route? How many
Africans were captured and enslaved? What parts of Africa were they from?

* Research the role of slaves in the southern economy. What jobs did they per-
form? For which crops was abundant, cheap (slave) labor essential? Which of
those crops developed first? When did cotton become the dominant crop?

Make It Real

* How would you make a trip similar to the one Darcy had to make? What infor-
mation would you want to know? Write down exactly what you would say if
you had to tell someone how to get from school to your house. What kinds of
information did you write down? Do you think that the words you wrote could
really guide someone to your doorstep?
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* Research slavery in the Colonies in the mid-eighteenth century: the origins,
slaves’ living arrangements, their jobs.Then imagine that you are a plantation
slave in South Carolina and write a detailed essay describing a day in your life
and in the life of your plantation. What job do you have on the plantation?
How old are you? What do you typically eat? Who cooks it? Where do you
live and sleep? How many other slaves are on the plantation with you? Are any
of them directly from Africa, or were they all born in America? Where were
you born? What are your hopes and fears? How is your health?

4. Points to Ponder

* Do you think it was acceptable for the Founding Fathers to fight a war for lib-
erty and freedom while many of them owned slaves? Can you think of why
they never considered the inconsistency of wanting to be free while not grant-
ing freedom themselves?

* The slave trade flourished in America partly because shipping slaves from Af-
rica to America was part of an easy and profitable triangular route ships could
follow. Make a list of the products that were carried along each leg of this ship-
ping route. If the ocean current flowed the other way around the north Atlantic
Ocean, do think African slaves would still have been brought to America?



Swamp Fox Hunt

Southern Patriot Guerrilla Fighters,
1780-1781

Swamp Fbx's éémp o
At a Glance

In early 1780 the British army and navy captured the two major southern coastal
cities, Savannah and Charleston. The main army moved freely up and down the roads
Tory bands of thugs had government power and rampaged unchecked across most c
South Carolina and parts of Georgia and North Carolina. Patriot resistance in the South
seemed to have totally collapsed.

But, like swarms of pesky mosquitoes, several Patriot militia units harassed the
British supply line and continually nipped at the British heels. These small units never
offered real battle, never faced the British in the open. They used hit-and-run guerrilla
tactics and were monumentally successful. They slowed Cornwallis’s movement north
and created time for Patriot forces to gather and later win major victories at Kings
Mountain and Cowpens.

These seemingly insignificant guerrilla units forced British General Cornwallis
to abandon his original plan for conquering America from the South.

The best known of those Patriot militia guerrilla fighters were Colonel Thomas
Sumpter and Colonel Francis Marion, called “the Swamp Fox” by Colonel Tarleton,
whom Marion tormented through the important and precious months of late 1780 and
early 1781. This story describes several of the Swamp Fox’s early raids.
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Meet Francis Marion

Francis Marion was descended from Huguenots (French Protestants) who fled to
America at the beginning of the eighteenth century. Francis grew up on a small planta-
tion in Bell Isle, South Carolina. He was a pale, frail, slight man with a swaying limp
and an eagle nose. All who knew him said that Francis was a man of few words who
hated military formalities and never wore a uniform.

Marion joined the army as a young man and was a veteran of the campaign
against the Cherokee, where he was known as a cunning planner and fierce fighter. He
served as a captain in the Continental Army under Colonel Lincoln, who defended
Charleston. Lincoln’s entire army was captured except for a few wounded sent from
the city, including Francis Marion, whose broken ankle saved him, even though it
never properly healed and created his lifelong limp.
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fternoon rains had rumbled through the swamp region of northeast South
ACaroIina, but shafts of the late afternoon’s slanting light had broken

through the clouds. The 25 horsemen racing down a narrow trail that
wound into the swamp’s interior hardly kicked up any dust as they sped by. The
men on these horses didn’t look like soldiers, but rather like country backwoods-
men. They passed in a swarm of buckskin coats and leather leggings and black
caps.

These men raced with urgency, with necessity, but not with fear on this
steamy afternoon in mid-August 1780. On the contrary, they laughed and
whooped as they sped into the swamp. They were being chased in a deadly game
of tag, but it was a game they knew they could win. The lead rider, wearing only
an outdated helmet of the 2nd South Carolina Infantry to indicate that he was
both in the army and an officer, raised his hand to stop the band.

Oak and pine trees shouldered close to the trail. Long beards of Spanish
moss draped from tree limbs waving in the afternoon winds kicked up by growl-
ing thunderhead clouds.

“We'll split here,” said the officer, Colonel Francis Marion. “Eight go with
Captain Horry. Loop around past Lynch’s Creek and enter the swamp from that
side. The rest stay with me and swing up to ford the Pee Dee River into the
swamp. Let’s see if Colonel Tarleton’s northern Tories can follow.”

The buckskinned ruffians grinned and saluted, then spurred their horses and
galloped down diverging paths. Anyone who saw Colonel Francis Marion would
never have guessed him to be a tough, battle-hardened guerrilla fighter. He was
short and frail and walked with a pronounced limp from a broken ankle that never
healed. But Marion was not only a fighter. He was the one-man leader and genius
behind the guerrilla movement that was systematically undercutting Corn-
wallis’s iron grip on South Carolina.

The first distant sounds of Colonel Tarleton’s 400-Tory cavalry rumbled in
the distance. Tarleton had become the most hated man in the South for his re-
peated acts of butchery. He had personally sworn to bring down Marion’s bri-
gade and to bring back Marion’s head on the end of his sword.

Marion waved his helmet over his head and sped off into the swamps.
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A lone young man, stocky and freckle-faced, hiking along the same trail
with bedroll over one shoulder and musket, canteen, and powder horn jangling
over the other, waved both arms to stop the riders. “Are you boys with Marion’s
brigade?” he called.

“Who wants to know?” answered Marion.
“Joseph Hanley, sir. I've come to join up.”

“That so?” answered the colonel. “Why should we show you where Mari-
on’s camp is?”

“Colonel,” muttered one of the other riders. “We shouldmgov. | can hear
Tarleton’s men gettin’ closer.”

Joseph Hanley answered, “Major Weymas, one of Tarleton’s men, burned
my house and my barn and run off my cattle. | never did nothin’ to them. But |
sure plan to now!”

Colonel Marion nodded to the rider behind him, who extended an arm and
lifted young Joseph onto his horse.

They rode another half mile before the colonel stopped. “This is the perfect
spot,” chuckled Marion. Mists hung low over the swamp; muck and ooze
stretched as far as the eye could see; the sluggish black waters teemed with alliga
tors and would frighten anyone but a swamp native. Impenetrable nettles and
brambles, rotting vegetation, twisting trees with ghost-like beards of Spanish
moss, and arm-thick water snakes made it the most dismal, forbidding spot on
Earth.

“We'll cross here where’s it good and soft. Two stay with me to watch how
the British take to our swamps. The rest back to camp.”

The horses, used to the muck of the swamp, lightly eased into and through
the sluggish black water. Colonel Marion’s horse, as always, led. The other
horses followed where the colonel’s horse showed them it was safe to tread.

Colonel Marion dismounted on a raised patch of dry ground, well hidden
behind thick brambles and a thick tangle of trees and vines. The remaining 13 rid-
ers galloped along well-known paths to Snow Island, a dry expanse of land in the
middle of the swamp surrounded by the meeting of the Pee Dee River and Lyn-
ch’s Creek. The horse carrying young Joseph Hanley stopped with Marion.

Even in the swamps, 400 horsemen rattle the ground. Marion felt Tarleton’s
approach before he heard it. Then the green uniform coats of the Tory cavalry
unit appeared, skirting the twisting river channel.

“Duck down, boy,” Marion whispered. “Don’t move.” He turned to the
other two men. “Keep one hand on the horses’ muzzles. They must stay quiet.”
The men nodded. Both they and the horses knew the drill well.

A lead Tory scout dismounted and peered at the ground and then saluted
Colonel Tarleton (easily recognized by the monstrous plume on his hat). “Sir, |
think some of them crossed about here. But there’s been so much water on the
trail the past half mile, it's hard to tell. They could have crossed anywhere.”
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Tarleton slapped his thigh with a riding crop in anger. “No! He will not slip
away to hide in his swamp again! We're too close on his heels this time. | can
smell it. One squad cross here. See if there is a trail on the far bank. The rest will
follow with me along this bank.”

“If there is a far bank in this cursed swamp,” grumbled one of the riders.

Colonel Tarleton’s riding crop lashed out to smack the soldier’'s shoulder.
“Silence!”

“Sorry, sir.”

Ten soldiers bravely slid and stumbled down the bank into the murky waters
on their horses. Two horses stumbled into thick muck and began to sink. One
bucked, its rider sailing like a flying trapeze artist into the black and stagnant
stream. A thick water moccasin hissed as it swam away from where he splashed.
One horse sank too deep in the mud to lift its feet and slowly sank out of sight and
drowned. Its terrified rider thrashed through the water and scrambled onto shore.

Several horses and riders panicked at the sight of an alligator sliding below
the water’s black surface. The riders brutally spurred their horses back toward
shore, afraid that they would feel the gator’s jaws close around one of their sub-
merged feet.

Horses on shore whinnied and nervously pranced. Riders struggled to con-
trol their mounts. Chaos reigned at the water’s edge as riders struggling to get out
of the water pulled others in.

Tarleton thwacked his riding crop against his thigh. “Enough! He’s long
gone by now. It’'s getting late. | want to be out ofghi. .this dismal swamp by
sunset. We’'ll head back.” He turned to a captain. “| want guard posts at every
known entrance to this swamp.” He turned and screamed at the swamp. “You
may be a swamp fox, but | will have you yet!”

As Tarleton’s cavalry regiment trotted off, Marion rose. “Swamp fo .
swamp fox. | like that.”

Sliding out of the saddle in the middle of camp, Francis Marion said to
young Joseph, “Welcome to the Snow Island home of the bushwhackers.”

Joseph gazed around the clearing in the dense Snow Island trees and its ram-
shackle collection of lean-tos and tents. “Where are the rest of your men?”

Marion scanned the camp. “We’re all here except for four sentries, all 75 of
us.” Then he called out. “Captain Horry, please show the new man around
camp.” He turned without another word and marched off to check on his men and
review supply sheets and horse feed.

As they began the tour, Joseph asked, “Did | do something to make the colo-
nel mad?”

“No,” answered Captain Horry. “He’s never been much of a talker. That's
already the most he’s said to one person in a week.”

Joseph asked, “How can you battle Cornwallis’s 3,000 regulars and 2,000
Tory militia with only 75?”
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Horry stretched and smiled. “We only fight 25 at a time.”
“But you were being chased by 400.”

“Today our brigade of 75 raided a British supply detachment at Briton Neck.
We killed 20 Brits and destroyed their supply depot—of course, we took enough
powder and shot for ourselves. When we heard Tarleton was on our trail with 400,
the colonel let a few riders be seen to draw a company of Tories down a trail into an
ambush. We killed 20 more from our hidden spots in trees and behind bushes. Then
we skedaddled back here as Tarleton’s main body thundered after us.

“That’'s how we do it. We don’t fight the army all at once, and we don’t fight
like an army. We attack the British supply line. Cornwallis and his 4,000-man
army are running around well north of here, but can only function if supplies flow
up from Charleston. We attack that supply line.”

Marion met Joseph as the men gathered at the mess tent for dinner. “Tell me
about Major Weymas.”

Joseph spat in disgust before answering. “Major Weymas’s Tory spies gave
him a list of suspected Patriots in this part of South Carolina. On Tarleton’s or-
ders, Weymas burned the houses, barns, and fields of every person on this list.
He’s seized all our livestock, killed any of the men he found at home, and run off
the women and children. | never helped either side. I'm no Patriot, just a farmer.
But Weymas burned my house and fields anyway. Now I'll be on any side that
kills British!”

“Then you’'ve come to the right place,” said Marion, extending his hand.
“Join us for dinner.”

Dinner at Marion’s camp day after day consisted of boiled beef and sweet
potatoes served on oak-bark plates—no bread, no butter. All sat on logs and ate
from their laps. The only exceptions were after raids that brought in stocks of sto-
len British supplies.

Marion, as always, sipped water mixed with vinegar from his canteen. It
was an old habit that protected him from drinking bad water. Many in his brigade
had picked up the habit out of respect for their commander. “You'll get used to
it,” laughed several bushwhackers, seeing Joseph'’s face turn up like sour lemons
at his first sip.

After dinner Marion and his other officers huddled together, squatting on
the sandy soil. Marion drew maps and diagrams in the sand with a stick.

“What are they planning?” Joseph asked another man.
“The next raid, | suppose.”
As the meeting ended, the officers rubbed out the diagrams with their feet.

“Scouts!” shouted Marion, who then huddled with four rugged-looking men
while others cleaned up camp after the meal.

“What's the plan?” Joseph asked one of the officers.

“Scouts will ride out at first light to check two British supply camps, one at
Tarcote and one at Shepherd’s Ferry across the Black Mingo.”
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“That’s near my farm,” Joseph answered. “I know the Shepherd’'s Ferry
Camp.”

“Colonel,” the officer shouted. “The new man lives near Shepherd’s Ferry.”

“Can you draw a map of the camp?” Marion asked, while other bushwhack-
ers crowded around.

Joseph nodded and roughed out the small British camp with a stick.
“How many men?”

“About 25, commanded by a Captain Ball.”

“Do they store powder and food?”

“Can’t say, Colonel. They never let me see inside the storehouse.”

Marion rubbed one fist into the other palm as he thought. “How long would
it take us to get there?”

“I walked from there in just under two days. Probably three hours by horse
once you clear the swamp.”

Marion paced for a full minute, mulling over his plans. “Three scouts leave
at first light to map Tarcote. Meet us at Shepherd’s Ferry by mid-afternoon day
after tomorrow. We’'ll rest here tomorrow and then see if we can hit two depots in
one raid. That ought to steam Colonel Tarleton!”

“What about the guards Tarleton said he was going to post around the
swamp?”

Marion just grunted. Captain Horry explained, “It would take 1,000 good
men to block all the ways in and out of this swamp—and it would &R60Brit-
ish and Tories!”

The men’s chuckles died away as they heard the signal from a sentry that a
rider was entering camp. By uniform he looked to be a Continental infantry cap-
tain. He asked for Colonel Marion, clicked his heels, and saluted.

“That’s the most formal salute this camp ever saw,” said Marion. The bush-
whackers again chuckled.

The captain asked for a private meeting. He and Marion walked to the end of
the camp and sat under a giant willow tree. Handing Marion a report, the captain
said, “I'm afraid it's bad news.”

The report described a battle at Camden, South Carolina, on August 16 be-
tween Cornwallis and General Gates’s army of 3,000, the entire Continental
Army for the South. The Continental Army had been crushed. No units of the
army had escaped. All were either killed, captured, or scattered in tiny bands and
squads trying to flee north. The report concluded by saying that Marion was the
only Patriot resistance left in South Carolina and that the fate of the state, and
maybe the entire Revolution, now depended on Marion’s brigade alone.

“I'm Captain James, sir. I'd like to join your command,” said the captain,
saluting again.

“You may,” Marion answered, “If you promise not to salute anymore.”
Marion crumpled the report into a ball. “Tell no one of this.”
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“What will you do?” James asked.

Marion sighed and walked to the campfire so he could watch the wadded re-
port burn. “We will do, Captain, what we do best. Fight and run. Fight and run.
And survive until resistance can build a new army to oppose the British.”

Just at first light on August 23, 1780, as the first birds were beginning to
chatter in the trees, the Swamp Fox and his brigade rode out of camp.

Joseph Hanley rode next to Marion and acted as guide. By noon the brigade
had crossed the Black Mingo and approached the east landing of Shepherd’s Ferry.

“The ferry’s too well guarded to cross there,” Joseph reported. “But there’s
an old, unguarded bridge about a mile upstream.”

Seventy wary horse soldiers clomped cross the bridge of loose wooden
planks. Mid-span Marion stopped, listening to the horses’ steps reverberating
down the river. “Too loud,” he hissed. “Walk your horses across.”

But he feared that the enemy had already heard and been warned.

Marion split his tiny force into four groups. One group, as a decoy, would
ride up to the front of the house that served as British headquarters and supply
house. Two groups would dismount and circle through the woods, one approach-
ing the British camp from each side. One group, with Marion, would remain in
reserve and attack where needed.

Joseph Hanley rode with the decoys. Captain Horry led the group circling to
the west. Captain Biltcher led the group circling east. All was quiet—too
guiet—as the bushwhackers crept through the woods. The decoys reached the
main house and found it deserted. Marion waited nervously on his horse. This
was not going well. He was used to surprise attacksdéfendean quick sur-
prise attacks. He couldn’t afford pitched battles where the enemy had a chance to
fire back. But this attack had the markings of being anything but a surprise.

Captain Horry’s group reached a grassy field that led to the west side of
the compoud . . . andwalked straight into an ambush. A volley of heavy fire
poured into his men from British soldiers lying in the tall grass and crouching be-
hind bushes.

“Everyone down!” Horry cried. “Return fire!” Before his group of bush-
whackers dove to the grass, six fell, clutching mortal wounds. Captain Biltcher’s
men met no resistance sweeping in from the river side on the east and rushed
across the open grass, yelling as they surged past the main house to assist Horry’
stricken group. The decoys dismounted and joined Captain Biltcher’s charge.

But the British did not surrender as hoped. They reformed and met the new
attack with hot and heavy fire, refusing to buckle even though they were being at-
tacked on two sides. Musket fire poured across the field at almost point-blank
range. Sulfurous smoke billowed across the grass from the thick musket fire.

And now Marion’s reserves attacked, screaming fierce battle cries as they
thundered past the house and smashed into the rear of the British formation. The
British resistance collapsed. Firing ceased. British muskets were flung down,
British hands raised into the air. Captain Ball, their commander, lay dead on the
field. So did 30 of his 40 men.
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Captain James rushed up to Colonel Marion, waving his saber in elated joy.
“What a glorious battle. We won!”

“No,” answered Marion, sitting dejectedly on his horse. “We lost.” Joseph
Hanley sat on the grass near him, his coat stained red from an arm wound that
would take a month to heal.

James was confused. “But the field is ours! They have surrendered. We
won.”

Marion sneered and shook his head. Captain Horry said, “The British have
thousands and can easily afford to lose 40. We can'’t afford to lose even one.
These open fights are not our way. This was a terrible loss.”

Marion’s three scouts galloped in, their horses’ flanks covered in foamy
sweat. The men were panting from their ride. “Tarleton has learned that you plan
to attack this post and is riding hard to this camp, sir, with over 300. He's less
than half an hour behind us.”

Marion nodded. “Good.”
“Good?” cried Captain James. “That’s terrible. We have to leave.”

“It's good because now | know where Tarleton is.” Marion turned back to
his scouts. “What of Tarcote?”

“The supply camp lies on a fork of the Black River, sir. It is very lightly
guarded because Tarleton took most of the soldiers stationed there to ride here to
trap you.”

Marion smiled and nodded. “Perfect! Captain Biltcher, take five men and
gather up all the horses at this station and all our extras from the fallen men. Ride
south toward the swamps, leaving a heavy trail that even Colonel Tarleton can
follow. At the edge of the swamps, release and scatter the horses. Then the five of
you split up and singly work your way back to camp.”

“Why release the horses?” asked Captain James.

Captain Biltcher leaned toward James and whispered, “Tarleton will pick
up the trial of massed horses leaving this place and follow it to the swamp, where
the trail will suddenly vanish, to his bitter frustration. Meanwhile you all will de-
stroy his supply base at Tarcote.”

Marion called to his men. “Wounded and prisoners ride with us. Ride softly
from this place in small groups and reform just above the bridge. Take only the
powder, shot, and food you can easily carry. Burn the rest.”

“What will you do with the prisoners?” Joseph Hanley asked.

“Release them at Tarcote. | can’t keep them and by then they will have no
worthwhile information for Tarleton.”

As silently as they arrived the bushwhackers melted back into the woods.
Twenty minutes later, the ground shook as 300 Tory cavalry led by Colonel Tar-
leton arrived to see British dead sprawled across the field and the British supplies
in flames.
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One of his scouts picked up the trail of massed hoof prints heading south to-
ward Marion’s swamps. Tarleton didn’t even wait to put out the fires. He raced
his brigade south until, at the edge of the swamps, the trail of hoof prints mysteri-
ously vanished into thin air.

Shortly thereafter, a messenger galloped up with the news that Marion had
destroyed the supply base at Tarcote and stolen most of the food and ammunition.
Shouting curses of rage, Tarleton raced his weary men and horses back towarc
Tarcote on the Black River near where it joins the upper Santee. But by the time
he reached that destroyed base, the bushwhackers were resting comfortably or
Snow Island, eating their fill of stolen British cuisine.

Aftermath

Marion’s guerrilla war kept Cornwallis from pushing north into North Carolina
and Virginia. The British had to regularly send more and more men back south to pro-
tect their supply lines. These delays gave the Patriots time to muster new forces, in-
cluding the Overmountain Boys, who smashed British forces at Kings Mountain.
Marion also gave Congress time to appoint Nathaniel Greene to take command of the
southern army and for him to begin a year-long game of cat and mouse that depleted
Cornwallis’s forces and stamina and drove him to Yorktown hoping for the British
fleet to resupply him with men and equipment.

Marion and his guerrilla tactics didn’t win the war, but they kept the British from
winning it in the South until forces could be gathered who could force final victory.
Marion’s brigade attacked and defeated British forces at over a dozen posts through
late 1780 and 1781 and helped drive the British back to Charleston and free South
Carolina. Marion is considered a South Carolina state hero and was elected to the stat
Senate, where he served until he died in 1795. One national forest, several lakes, an
over 40 towns and counties are named in his honor.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Was Colonel Marion the only guerrilla fighter trying to slow down the British
advance through the Carolinas? What other Patriot units existed in South
Carolina?

* What did Marion’s guerrilla fighting accomplish? Why was it important?
e What did American guerrillas try to attack? Why?

* The British could have easily defeated Marion’s guerrillas in battle. Why wer-
en’t any British units able to force the American guerrilla units to stand and
fight?

2. Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.
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* Marion was a French Huguenot. Research the history of this interesting group.
Where did they come from? Why? When did they immigrate to America?
Where did they settle? Did they immigrate to other countries as well?

* Francis Marion is one of America’s most famous and successful guerrilla
fighters. Research his life and accomplishments. Where did he come from?
What did he do both before and after the war? How many towns, counties, and
other places are named for him?

Colonel Thomas Sumpter was another significant American guerrilla com-
mander operating in South Carolina during 1780 and 1781. (Fort Sumpter,
where the Civil War began, was named for this guerrilla commander.) Re-
search his life and military career. Why did he decide to lead a guerrilla bri-
gade instead of joining the main Continental Southern Army in North
Carolina?

Research guerrilla fighting and famous guerrilla fighters throughout history.
Why is this approach called “guerrilla fighting?” How many guerrilla fighters
have been successful? Why did they choose to conduct guerrilla campaigns?
What causes did they support? How many of these fighters became heroes to
the general population of their countries?

Marion and other guerrillas typically attacked the supply lines and bases of
their enemy. What supplies did an eighteenth-century British army regularly
need? How much of each kind of supply did they need? How did they get it?
What happened if they temporarily ran out of one of these supply items?

British Generals Clinton and Cornwallis instituted a number of policies for the
South during the summer of 1780. Many of these policies backfired and turned
southerners against the British and greatly increased Patriot strength in the
South. Research these failed British policies. What did the British hope that
they would accomplish? What did thegally accomplish? Why did they fail?

Make It Real

* Write an essay comparing Marion’s guerrilla tactics against the British with
the tactics used by the Viet Cong guerrillas against the American army during
the Vietham conflict. How are they the same? How are they different?

* Create a map of all the places attacked by Francis Marion’s raiders. Now find
Snow Island in the Pee Dee River swamp. How far from his base was Marion
willing to venture on a raid? Why not travel farther? Can you figure out why
the British were never able to find Marion’s camp?

Points to Ponder

* What is the difference between guerrilla fighters and criminals, outlaws, or
banditssthere a difference? Does it depend on who is making the decision or
on which side wins?

* Should guerrilla fighters have to follow the same rules of conduct and constraints
that regular armies do? What makes guerrilla fighters different than an army?
Should there be a different ethical standard for guerrillas than for soldiers?

* Do you think Colonel Marion was more worried about British forces or about
local Tories? Why?
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Small citizen battle in South Carolina

At a Glance

In 1780 the military activity of the Revolutionary War headed south with attacks
on the ports of Savannah and Charleston. But the civilian elements of the war had beer
smoldering there since 1776. Early Loyalist/Tory losses in 1775 and 1776 in the South
meant that the Patriots controlled the South from the beginning of the war through
early 1780.

Then the British took Savannah. In May Charleston fell. In June, General Gates’s
Southern Continental Army was destroyed at Camden. Dominance flip-flopped. Now
Tories and Loyalists controlled South Carolina, and many of them wanted revenge.

Southern Patriots believed the war was lost and over. They just wanted to go back
to the way things had been, live in peace, and try to make some money. En masse the
were willing to abandon the Patriot cause and concede the war. All seemed to go
smoothly for about two months. But by September, Britain had decided to promote a
“join us or else” policy and revoked its policy of tolerance. The British military also
placed Tories in positions of authority and power. The stage was set for a bloodbath of
revenge—Southern style. This is a story of revenge piled on top of revenge.

262
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Meet Isaiah McPhearson and Jake Dawkins

The grandparents of Isaiah McPhearson and Jake Dawkins immigrated from Ire-
land and settled in South Carolina (inland from Charleston) in 1720. Their daughter
married a Dawkins (of Scottish descent) and moved inland to Greenwood, South
Carolina, in 1731. These Dawkinses were uneducated, subsistence farmers. Jake we
the fourth of eight children. Only four were still alive in 1780: Jake, two sisters who
both lived in Spartanburg, and a brother who was with the Tory militia serving under
Cornwallis.

Jake still lived on the original farm with his wife and two children. He also ran a
small livery service for the Greenwood community. Jake usually wore a stained leather
apron and smelled of horses and horse manure. His two oldest boys were already ou
on their own. One was reported to be a highwayman. The other, William, or Billie,
squatted a farm near his father’s. Both sons followed after their father and were strong
Loyalists.

The McPhearson side of the family moved into Charleston and became mer-
chants, slowly working their way up both the economic and social ladders of that bus-
tling port city. Isaiah went to school in Charleston but never to college. In 1775 Isaiah
moved to Greenwood to escape the violence he foresaw coming to major cities. A sup-
porter of the principles of the Revolution, but not of violence, he owned the mercantile
in Greenwood as well as a bake shop and was a prosperous man with a wife and foul
daughters. One daughter was grown and living in Greenwood with her new husband, a
captain in the Patriot militia. The other three still lived at home with Isaiah and enjoyed
a gracious southern life of ease.
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in western South Carolina. Still, the four men huddled together in the house
of Isaiah McPhearson shivered and wiped a cold and chilling sweat from
their faces as they talked in hushed whispers.

Isaiah McPhearson’s house was a fashionable, two-story dwelling built of
stone and mortar, with wide, well-maintained lawns, nestled at the edge of
Greenwood, South Carolina. Six miles away sat Fort 96, one of the British garri-
sons established by Lord Cornwallis in June when British forces had swept all
Patriot resistance from the colony.

Back in June each of these four men, all active Whigs and American Patri-
ots, had admitted that the war seemed to be over and that Britain would continue
to rule the Colonies. They each, as did hundreds of other Patriots in South Caro-
lina and Georgia, made peace with the British and extended the hand of friend-
ship. They each said they were glad the war was over and that they wanted
nothing more than to get back to the way things had been before the war and
make some money.

That was June.

The peace held through July and much of August. But by mid-August it was
clear that there was still a guerrilla resistance movement alive in South Carolina.
To root it out, England began to change the rules.

First, Cornwallis decreed that South Carolinian males must either actively
support and fight for England or they would be considered enemy rebels and be
dealt with accordingly. There were howls of protest. Former rebels had been
quite willing to stop supporting the Revolution in any way. But to have to ac-
tively fight againstit was another matter. Eloquent Whig voices told the British it
was a bad policy because it might encourage more men to join the rebellion.

Instead of revising this policy, Cornwallis took it further. He wanted to
gather his army for a push north through North Carolina into Virginia. Most of
the military garrisons at each of the six forts he had established around South
Cardina would be withdrawn. On September 7, he decided to put loyal local
Tories in positions of authority to replace the military and to run the local
governments.

And so, one week later, on September 14, local Patriot leaders trembled
in fear.

The 14th of September, 1780, blossomed into a sultry-hot mid-summer day
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Three other Whigs huddled with Isaiah McPhearson, a tall, almost noble-
looking man of 49 with wavy salt and pepper hair and commanding gray eyes.
Squat Cleetis Murphy was of Irish descent, as was Isaiah. Joseph Wilton’s parents
had shipped over from England. Although a prosperous tavern owner, Joseph al-
ways dressed like a commoner. Alfred Phernaugh was the son of French Hugue-
nots. Here Alfred was a farmer. In France, his ancestors had owned a vast estate.

“| fear the worst,” muttered Joseph. “This will be disastrous.”
“The Tories around here areireto abuse their power,” said Cleetis.

“British Redcoats were able to keep the Tories in check,” agreed Alfred.
“Butnow...”

“The British are reasonable,” added Isaiah. “They believe in order and fair-
ness. But promotingjoriesto posts of authority and setting up Tory Committees
and Tory Militia to take the reins of local government . Whoknowswhat
they'll do!”

“Certainly no good,” muttered the others.

“A disaste . . . " repeated Joseph.

Isaiah stroked his chin. “The key is: Who did they appoint?”

Cleetis sadly shook his head. “We"tged to make peace.”

“To let bygones be bygones,” added Alfred.

“To get on with our lives and put war behind us,” concluded Joseph.

Isaiah repeated, “We need to know who is being appointtomwe have
to deal with. It might not be so bad if the British appointed a reasonable fellow to
head the Justice Committee—maybe someone from outside the community.”

All three others turned toward IsaiahYdufind out and meet with him,
Isaiah. You're good at bringing out the best side to things.”

Isaiah thought for a moment and nodded. “All right. | will.”

Joseph raised a cautioning finger. “You remember to tell 'em, these last
three years we were just enforcing the law, just doing our duty.”

Cleetis added. “And we’'re sorry if we had to burn a couple of folks out in or-
der to do that. But ivasthe law . . . ”

“You tell 'em we had nothing personal against Tories in these parts,” said
Alfred. “We never wrote those laws. And what could we do? We viereedto
carry 'em out.”

“Gentlemen,” said Isaiah, rising to gather his hat. “I will do all | can to create
an atmosphere of peace and understanding.”

The other three sighed and nodded.

Isaiah McPhearson usually walked the broad streets of Greenwood with a
confident, almost haughty air. Today he slinked like a frightened school child
into the Red Pheasant, a cramped, dingy tavern and a known Tory gathering spot.

“Any ... news?” Isaiah asked of the tavern owner.
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“Look who's graced us lowly common folk with a visit,” answered the
heavyset man with small, beady eyes and a grizzled beard.

Isaiah ignored the insult. “An. . . news today?” he repeated, eyebrows
arching toward the low roof.

“So,” sneered the owner. “The high and mighty merchants are gettin’ a
might nervous now that us Tories are in a bit o’ control. Is that it? And so you
thought you’d prance in here and find out what we've heard from the far”

Other men in stained back-country buckskin chuckled as the owner poked
fun at this wealthy area merchant.

“I've always been more than fair with you, Amos,” Isaiah started. “Who
helped you rebuild this place after that storm last year?”

“There’s some news,” the owner finally admitted. He carefully wiped off
several tables just to make Isaiah wait before answering. “The British comman-
dant at the fort appointed a local Tory to be Assistant Commandant and Justice of
the Peace.”

“A powerful and important post,” said Isaiah thoughtfully. “Who got it?”

“Certainly not one of you Whigs, you can count on that!” the owner an-
swered. Most of the men in the place laughed.

“But wha?” pressed Isaiah.

“Don't know. | guess you'll have to inconvenience yourself and hike down
to the fort to see.”

Again the men chortled and laughed. Isaiah gritted his teeth and marched
out. “Very well,” he muttered. “Wwill go find out.”

Halfway down the three-block long main street of Greenwood, Isaiah found
his 42-year-old cousin, Jake Dawkins, swaggering past Isaiah’s mercantile store.
Isaiah and Jake were cousins but lived worlds apart. Isaiah traveled in the fine so-
ciety of South Carolina. Jake was the son of a poor dirt farmer and barely
scratched out a living for his family with a few acres of rocky land and a small,
smelly livery stable. Jake, an avowed Tory, had built up a lifetime of bitterness
and resentment being snubbed instead of helped by his rich kin. Isaiah was em-
barrassed by his lowly cousin and seemed offended that they were related.

Jake was active in the local Tory militia. Maybe would know the news.
“Afternoon, Jake. You're lookin’ mighty satisfied on this sweltering afternoon.”

Jake grinned past his unwashed face and the gaps of his missing teeth.
“Maybe you should add a ‘sir’ when talkin’ to me, cousin.”

“You?” snorted Isaiah. “Don’t be ridiculous. | never call anyone ‘sir’ who
smells more like horse manure than a person.”

“l run a clean, fair stable!” Jake snapped. “In fact, ain’t there two of your
horses there right now?”

“I know you do,” soothed Isaiah, trying to calm his cousin. “l meant no offense.”

Jake’s grin was too big for Isaiah’s comfort as he lifted an arm and dramati-
cally smelled his grimy sleeve. “But now | smells like the law.”
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“You?” exclaimed Isaiah.

“Me! | am the new Assistant Commandant and Justice of the Peace for this
whole area. Now how’s about that ‘sir,” cousin?”

“You?!” Isaiah stammered

The two men circled each other in the street, like verbal gun fighters itching
to draw.

“You'rethe one the British appointed?” sneered Isaiah in disbelief.

Jake unfolded a paper from his pocket and waved it triumphantly at Isaiah.
“Lookie here. That's what it says.”

Isaiah laughed. “You can’t read.”

“But | knows what it says! It says | am the law! Not you. Not your rebel
friends.Me!”

Isaiah scanned the letter from Colonel Maxfield, the acting British post
commandant. “Well, I'll e . . .”"

“That's ‘I'll be, sir’,” Jake sneered.

Isaiah’s finger jabbed at the air between them. “Now don’t you get too high
and mighty, Jake Dawkins. British soldiers are still the real authority.”

“No! Me and my deputies are the authorit)/edecide who's breakin’ the
law, andwe enforce the laws—especially the new ones!”

“What new laws,” stammered Isaiah, his face turning pale.

“The new ones we decide to pass,” grinned Jake. “So you best pay a little
respect!”

Isaiah could see this was not going well, not well at all. “All right, now Jake.
Remember, we're cousins, and | always liked you.”

“Liar! You always treated me like dirt. Last couple of years—just 'cause |
like the British—you treated me worse than dirt.”

Isaiah was beginning to sweat. Maybe Joseph Wilton was right and it would
be a disaster. “I'm just formal, that’s all. And | have a social position and reputa-
tion in this area to maintain. | got no quarrel with you, Jake.”

“You don't? Well maybe | got a quarrel to pick with you an’ all them high
falutin’ rebel friends of yours.”

“The war is over, Jake.”

“Not here it ain’t,” hissed Jake. “And as the new Justice of the Peace, | be-
lieve there’s some folks who need a little reminder of the error of their ways.”

Isaiah’s heart began to thump. A lump formed in his throat. “We were just
enforcing the law, Jak. . .”

“And now we’re enforcing the law.”

Blood pounded behind Isaiah’s ears. His face brightened to blotchy red.
“We all have to live together. Don’t do anything rash.”
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“Oh no, cousin,  won't do anything rash. I've been planning this/ars”
Jake laughed and strolled on down the street, leaving his cousin feeling the icy
grip of fear for the first time in years.

Isaiah McPhearson couldn’t stop trembling at home that night. Isaiah de-
cided it was the ice-cold calm of his cousin that was most terrifying—as if he had
gone insane with power.

“Trouble’s coming,” Isaiah muttered over and over again as he stared va-
cantly at the floor and slowly shook his head as if trying to relive his meeting of
the afternoon and make it turn out differently.

“Some ugly old wounds are going to be reopened, | fear,” he told the other
Whig leaders.

“What do you think they’ll do?” one man asked.

Isaiah sadly shook his head. “Mark my words. There will be no peace with
Tories in control.”

Another man said, “Jake is your cousin. He’s a bit rough, but a decent man.
He'll be just.”

“You didn’t see the twisted gleam in his eye,” answered Isaiah. “I'm certain
something terrible will happen.”

“But what?” they demanded.

Isaiah could only tremble and shake his head. After the men departed he
gripped his wife firmly by the shoulders. His gray eyes were filled with fear and
foreboding. “I think you should take the three girls and visit relatives for a while.
Your sister is in Savannah. Get down there where the British are still in charge
and it is safe.”

“Isaiah,” she cooed. “I think you exaggerate the danger. There are still laws
that must be followed.”

“I fear the law ofrevengas the only one that Jake will follow,” he snapped.
“| fear for your safety. Tomorrow, you must go!”

Every new day thatinched past felt like torment to Isaiah. He felt that he was
walking on tender egg shells. Jake swaggered through town with an exaggerated
grin plastered on his face. He even began to “accidentally” bang shoulders with
known ex-Patriots—a Patriot tactic started in Boston in the mid-1770s. Then he
would make the other person apologize. A pack of Tory thugs followed him
around town, armed as deputies and militia men.

On September 20, Cleetis Murphy was arrested by Jake and 20 armed depu-
ties for failure to actively support the British, being accused of withholding sup-
plies for use by rebels. His house, farm, and all his possessions were burned to the
ground while he was made to watch. His wife and children were left with nothing
but the clothes on their backs to fend for themselves. As he was dragged off in
chains to the fort’s prison, Cleetis called to his wife, “Go to Isaiah’s house. Tell
him what happened.”
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Isaiah raced to Fort 96 and arrived just before Jake’s patrol arrived—carrying
the dead body of Cleetis Murphy. He had been shot 10 times.

“He tried to escape,” shrugged Jake. “We had no choice.”
Isaiah trembled with rage. “The man was in chains! How could he escape?”
Jake just grinned and shrugged.

“And the supply of hay he was accused of withholding was winter feed for
his two cows!”

Jake scratched his chin as he said, “If he'd given the cows to support the
cause like a good citizen, then he wouldn't 0’ needed the hay.”

Isaiah nosed his horse right next to Jake’s, their faces only inches apatrt.
Daggers of venom and hate seemed to flash between their eyes. “The man had a
right to feed his family and to live. This was unjustified revenge!”

Jake shoved his hat back off his face and grinned. “That's not what you
called it when you imprisoned my son, Billy Dawkins, and left his pregnant wife
to starve!”

“First, she didn’t starve. She went to live with relatives,” answered Isaiah.
“And, second, Bill set fire to a Patriot warehouse and tried to kill a major com-
manding the post! That’s different.”

“No,” hissed Jake, “Just the same as | see it.”

He turned and rode back to Greenwood, leaving Isaiah in front of the fort,
suddenly fearing for his very life.

On September 27, Isaiah’s daughter was burned out of her home and her
husband (a gentle carpenter who had done nothing to support either side) was
dragged out of the house and hanged as a rebel spy from a tree while he watched
everything he had built burn to the ground.

Isaiah stormed through town searching, but didn’t find his cousin until the
next afternoon. Isaiah grabbed Jake by his lapels and almost lifted him off the
street, his face twisted in rage. “l warn you, éak .”

“No! I warn you,” Jake interrupted, struggling out of Isaiah’s grasp. Jake
pretended to dust and adjust his coat before saying, “Four good Tories said he
was a Patriot spy. You saying they're all liars? We could hold a trial and see who
the Justice of the Peace believes—you, or them.” And then he broke into the evil
grin he had worn since taking office.

Isaiah hissed, “You burned my daughter’s house and killed her husband and
all their animals.”

“They’re no deader than were the animals and lives of my two best friends
you burned out two years back.”

Isaiah threw up his hands. “Those men were convicted spies!”
“Same here,” grinned Jake. His Tory thugs nodded and chuckled.

Isaiah leaned close so that Jake could feel the hot breath of his voice. “You
be careful, Jake Dawkins. You are making enemies!”

“I'm the law, Isaiah McPhearsorMoube careful.”
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On October 3, Isaiah arrived at his mercantile to find the windows smashed,
counters hacked into ruin, and all his merchandise destroyed. A crowd had gath-
ered in the street to stare at the ruin. His bakery around the corner still smoldered
from the night-time fire that had gutted it.

“The fire must have been an accident,” said Jake. “Your bakers should be
more careful.” His militia men laughed.

“And my store?” demanded Isaiah.

“I received a report that rebel spies and messengers were hiding in the base-
ment of your store.”

“l don’t have a basement!”

Jake shrugged. “The report must have been wrong. Sorry if we mussed up
the merchandise a bit. But | had to check. Just enforcing the law.”

Again the thugs laughed.
“Ill report you to the British, Jake. This has to stop!”
Jake grinned, “l ain’t hardly begun!”

On October 9, news reached Greenwood of a great battle between Patriot
and British forces at Kings Mountain, along the South Carolina-North Carolina
border. The British had been routed. Most had been killed or captured. Corn-
wallis’s main army was stuck way up in eastern North Carolina. Suddenly con-
trol of the western Carolinas seemed to have shifted back to Patriot hands.

Jake Dawkins slinked out of town in the middle of the night, abandoning his
wife and three children in their beds. Next morning it was reported that he must
have fallen off his horse and broken his neck before he got 20 miles from Green-
wood.

That afternoon, no tears were shed by the wide circle of men who stood and
watched the flames climbing up the sides of Jake Dawkins’ cabin and livery sta-
ble to lick the sky.

Only Jake’s wife and children cried. But what was one more chorus of
weeping to men with a bitter score to settle? In South Carolina, the flames were
far from over.

Aftermath

Tory excesses during their short reign helped spur many neutrals and non-
committeds to support the Revolution and join Patriot militia units. Former Patriots
who had pledged neutrality were outraged and poured back into Patriot commands. Pa
triot ranks swelled. With these greater masses of men and support, it became relatively
easy to push the British out of their posts in South Carolina and retake the state, excep
for Charleston. It is one of the odd quirks of the war that the British plan to secure
South Carolina for the Crown by placing Tories in positions of power had, in reality,
the opposite effect. It greatly increased Patriot strength in the state and led to the ulti-
mate collapse of Britain’s “Southern Strategy.”
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Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?
* During the two years 1780 and 1781, war raged across the South. What was

going on in the North and mid-Atlantic regions during these same two years?
What were the British and American armies in those regions doing?

* Why didn’t Washington rush his entire army south to South Carolina in 1780

to oppose Cornwallis’'s advance north from Charleston into North Carolina?

¢ General Cornwallis is most famous for his surrender at Yorktown in October

1781. Research this British general and his command of the British southern
army. How and why did he wind up at Yorktown? What battles did he fight?
How many did he lose? Why did he have to surrender? What did he do before
and after the war?

Where did the British establish outposts in South Carolina during 1780 once
Charleston fell? Why did they feel they had to create these posts?

2. Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

Research the civil unrest and fighting in South Carolina during 1780 and 1781.
Many of these fights looked more like gang warfare than battles between mili-
tary units. Much of the fighting was conducted as “secret” raids on the houses
and property of known enemies. See how many incidents of this neighbor-
versus-neighbor fighting you can identify. How many of them seemed to be
revenge for some previous act of violence by the other side?

There were a half-dozen major battles in the South before Yorktown (Charles-
ton, Camden, Kings Mountain, Cowpens, Guilford Court House, and Eutaw
Springs). Research these battles. Where and when did they take place? Whc
fought? Who won? What was the importance and outcome of each battle?

The British tried to create new civilian governments of known Loyalists in
every community in South Carolina when they took control of the region in the
summer of 1780. Research the positions they created and the authority they
gave to each. What gave these civilians the power to enforce their policies?

A force of Patriots called “The Overmountain Boys” swept into South Caro-
lina and destroyed a British force at the Battle of Kings Mountain. Who were
these backwoodsmen? Where did they come from? Why were they called
“The Overmountain Boys?” What happened to them after the battle?

Research life in the port cities of Savannah and Charleston during British oc-
cupation, 1780 through 1783. Did life go on normally? What happened to
most Patriots during those three years? What demands did the British place on
citizens of those cities?
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3.

Make It Real

* Create a game to simulate the cycle of revenge. Pick two students to play the
game in front of the class. Before any person can stop the game, that student
must feel satisfied that he or she is even or ahead, not behind. The teacher or ¢
third student is appointed as referee to ensure that neither player is allowed to
hurt the other.

To play the game one person taps the other person’s shoulder with one
finger. The other person then taps back. The only rule is that each tap you give
has to be just a little bit harder than the last tap you received. How do you feel
after four taps? After 12? How can you ever end the game? Did this game give
you any insights about the civil war in South Carolina and how it turned so
brutal and bloody?

* Create a timeline of the events in the south during 1780 and 1781. The fighting
seemed to jump all over the place. See if you can make sense of the entire
southern campaign and understand what each commander was trying to do
and how he tried to go about doing it.

* Create a map of southern army movements, battles, and major forts for the
years 1780 and 1781. Mark the British posts and army movements in red.
Mark the American army posts and movements in blue. Was it difficult to
track all of the frantic maneuvering across the Carolinas? Do you think it
would have been confusing for local citizens to try to keep track of the various
armies and their activities?

Points to Ponder

* What's the difference between justice and revenge? We believe deeply in en-
suring justice. Do we believe in assuring revenge? Do you believe revenge is
ever justified? Why or why not?

* Why do you think the Revolutionary War generated such strong feelings of re-
sentment and such a desire for revenge? Does that always happen in a war”
What was significant about the Revolutionary War that made so many want
revenge?

* When attacking the South, the British first attacked the port cities of Savannah
and Charleston, figuring that they would control the entire region if they con-
trolled the major shipping ports. Why were port cities so important in the
eighteenth century? Would they be that important in war today? Why or why
not?



Pigtail Spy
Southern Spies, 1781
ST I L

At a Glance

We have all heard about the brave deeds of Paul Revere and often forget that he
was just one member of an organization of spies and messengers (riders) in Boston
We also often forget that brave Americans were spying on the British forces from
South Carolina to Maine and boldly riding out through the night to spread the word of
impending British movements.

Surprisingly, many of these spies and riders were women. More surprisingly,
many were young women, girls really. Some were actual spies; some rode messenge
routes to warn local militia of British movements. A select few did both. One of this
group of unheralded fighters for American liberty was Betsy Drowdy, who had just
turned 15 in February 1781, when Cornwallis and his southern army lumbered into
Hillsboro, North Carolina, to establish winter camp. This is the story of her bold efforts
as both spy and message rider.

Meet Betsy Drowdy
Betsy was born on the family farm in late 1765. The farm, located between Hills-

boro and Cedar Springs in North Carolina, certainly didn’t qualify as a plantation, but
it was prosperous. The Drowdys didn’'t own any slaves.

273
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Betsy had always been a tomboy. She rode as well as her two older brothers anc
she carried her share of the farm workload from the time she was six. As a teenager,
Betsy was stocky and her mousy brown hair was usually worn in pigtails. Although
certainly not pretty and usually called “plain,” she was bright, eager, and mentally
quick.

One of her brothers was sickly and rarely left the farm. The oldest, Patrick (and
Betsy's favorite), joined the Patriot militia and was killed in Colonel Tarleton’s massa-
cre at Wexaws in the summer of 1780.

Betsy was devastated and swore revenge against the British in general and Tarle
ton in particular. Two of her distant uncles joined the Tory militia. (One was killed in
1779; the other served in a unitin Maryland.) Betsy was able to talk (lie) her way into a
housekeeping job at Cornwallis’s winter camp by using their names as references anc
pretending that they were close relatives of hers and that she was a loyal Tory.
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Pigtail Spy

etsy Drowdy’s heart always skipped a beat when she passed through the
B guard post at General Cornwallis’s winter camp and the grim-looking sen-

tries with their muskets, bayonets, and sabers. Would this be the day she
was caught? Would someone have leaked word to the British that she had lied to
obtain her job in the camp? Would they somehow be able to tell today that she
hated the British and wanted to spy?

Picturing herself standing weakly on the gallows with a rope around her
neck, hoping thashewould have the courage to yell out, “I regret that | have but
one life to give for my country,” Betsy squeezed her eyes shut, prayed for luck,
and once again walked as quickly as possible through the gate. The British guards
thought that Betsy was just a shy and meek Loyalist girl and no longer asked her
any questions. This was the end of February 1781, and she had been passing
through their post every day for over three weeks with a pass signed by Corn-
wallis’s adjutant.

Throughout the last months of 1780, General Cornwallis had been unable to
trap Nathaniel Greene’s Continental Army and force a decisive battle for final
victory in the South. So he had reluctantly settled into winter camp in Hillsboro,
North Carolina. Local Loyalists were overjoyed at finally having British military
in the area and had flocked to the Hillsboro camp to either join Cornwallis’s mili-
tia ranks or find work in the camp and earn some money.

British and Tory agents had screened and questioned each applicant to make
sure they allowed no rebel spies into camp. Each night, leaving the British camp
and walking back toward home, Betsy smiled privately, quietly to herself, know-
ing that she, a 15-year-old North Carolina girl, had once again fooled the British
and safely marched in and out of their headquarters.

The Drowdy family farm (several miles outside Hillsboro) had for several
generations been a thriving farm—some tobacco for export, lots of corn, squash,
hay, beef and chicken for local markets. They owned no slaves, but did have one
free black who worked for them for room, board, and the equivalent of two dol-
lars (in British coin) each month. In 1778 one of Betsy’s two older brothers, Pat-
rick, had joined the local Patriot militia. In 1780 his unit had marched south to aid
the besieged city of Charleston. Along the road they met British Colonel Tarle-
ton’s fierce regiment. Many in the unit, including Patrick, were killed.
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Betsy wept for a full week. Then she turned grief into anger and pledged to
forever hate the British and especially Colonel Tarleton. While war raged
through South Carolina during the rest of 1780, Betsy was frustrated that she
could do no more than hate from afar and work out her anger by punishing a hay
stack with her pitchfork. Then Cornwallis rode into Hillsboro for winter camp
and Betsy saw her opportunity.

Her parents were against the idea. It was far too dangerous. She would
surely be caught. They had already lost one child. They flatly refused to allow her
to walk into Hillsboro each day to spy on the British.

But Betsy would not be talked out of her plan and said she would go even
without their permission. Two of Betsy’s distant uncles had been Tory soldiers.
One, well-known to the British as an excellent militiaman and loyal soldier, had
been killed in a raid by Francis Marion’s guerrilla raiders in the fall of 1780. He
had even been given a British medal. The other was stationed way up north in
Maryland. Two Tory uncles seemed like perfect references, even though local
Tories were not satisfied about her parents’ paolitical leanings.

Cornwallis’s adjutant, Colonel Fitsgerald, liked Betsy—she reminded him
of his own beloved daughter back in York, England. The colonel was a short,
round man with a wide smile and a thick handlebar mustache. If it weren'’t for his
uniform and the fierce gleam of his eyes, he would have been described as
“jolly.” He offered Betsy a job as his assistant orderly, to dust, sweep, and file
around his headquarters office in the spacious house of a Mr. Alfred Billings-
worth, which Cornwallis had taken as his headquarters. Betsy eagerly accepted
the job.

On this day of February 20, Betsy had extra reason to fear being caught as
she marched toward the guard post. As of last night she was not only a spy, but
also a hated message rider. What if one of these guards had been on the patrol the
chased her through the dark, and he now recognized her? Flashes of last night's
ride exploded through her mind as she approached the guards.

Her parents had begged her to let someone else make the deadly-dangerou
ride. “Haven't you done enough?” But who else could go? Her brother had alame
leg. Her parents were too old. It would waste precious hours to rouse a Patriot
neighbor and explain the British plan. Over the last three days of careful listening
and sneaking peeks at notes and scribbles on Colonel Fitsgerald’s desk wheneve
he stepped out of the office, Betsy the spy had pieced together a British plan to
raid a suspected Patriot militia supply depot in Roxboro the next day.

At first Betsy couldn’t believe she had pieced together some real, valuable
information. Then doubt was replaced by elation. She, plain little Betsy Drowdy,
had outsmarted the whole British army! Then elation turned to terror. What if
Colonel Fitsgerald knew she was a spy? What if he was watching right now?
Would guards stomp in and drag her off to a dungeon?

Betsy’'s knees trembled so much they almost couldn’t hold her up as she
rushed home. The Patriot militia in Roxbdnadto be warned and there was no
one else to ride the 20 miles to Roxboro, and no other time than right now for that
message rider to go.
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“It will be dangerous,” her parents said. “| know the way,” she answered.
“You could be shot.” “If stopped, I'll say I'm on my way to an aunt’s house.”

She had to dodge British and Tory patrols that seemed to be thicker than
mosquitoes in summer. For over a mile she had raced down the road, head bent
forward like a horse-racing jockey, hearing galloping hooves behind her. Four
times she fled off the road into swampy forests to hide deep in the trees from
sounds that she feared were British, branches slapping hard into her as she rode,
tearing her dress, scratching her face and neck. It felt to Betsy as if it took days in-
stead of hours to reach Roxboro and to find and wake the three Patriot families
whose names her father had given her.

Creeping back through the dark well past midnight, Betsy heard the clomp
of horse hooves somewhere ahead in the blackness. Fearing that the riders could
hear her horse just as well and would spring out upon her at any moment, she
dared not ride another step. She slid from the saddle in the pitch black night and
tore her petticoats into long strips to wrap around the horse’s hooves before she
dared continue toward home, her heart still pounding with terror.

Betsy emerged from her fearful memories as one of the guards said, “Good
morning, Betsy.”

“What do you mean?” she snapped, her mind still on her midnight trail of
terror.

“Just that it is a mild and lovely day,” he chuckled.

She blushed deeply and hurried past the guards, her face and eyes tilted
down toward the road to hide her fear, as the guards shook their heads in confusion.

Exhausted and bleary-eyed from lack of sleep, Betsy shuffled into Colonel
Fitsgerald’s office and found him scowling from behind his desk in a dark and
gloomy mood. Arms folded, he was leaning back in his chair, ignoring the
mounds of paperwork on his desk.

“I'm glad you'rehere, Betsy. | need someone to cheer me up this dismal day.”

“I brought you muffins,” said Betsy, curtseying and gesturing to the basket
looped over her left arm.

He faintly smiled. “You are such a dear child to have spent your evening
thinking of me.”

“I was definitely thinking of you last night,” she agreed, setting the basket
and its sweet, steamy smells on his desk. Betsy’s mother, of course, had made the
muffins to keep herself busy while she worried about Betsy out riding the danger-
ous trails.

Seeing that Colonel Fitsgerald didn’t suspect her foul deed, Betsy grew
braver and primly perched on one of the hard-back chairs in the office. “What'’s
making you look so unhappy, colonel?”

“My raid failed this morning.”

“Raid?” she asked, trying to sound innocent and confused. “What'’s a raid,
Colonel Fitsgerald?”
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“I found evidence of a rebel supply base in Roxboro and sent a force out just
past midnight to capture it. | had five screening patrols out to guard the roads all
last evening to snare any messeisger. ”

“Five?!” interrupted Betsy.

Colonel Fitsgerald shook his head in frustration. “But still somehow word
leaked through and the rebels found out about the raid. A courier just returned
with the news that my men found nothing—except evidence that the warehouse
hadjust been emptied of supplies!”

“I'm sorry your raid failed, Colonel Fitsgerald,” said Betsy, sounding as in-
nocent as she could.

Again he smiled as he munched on one of Betsy’s corn muffins. “It was just
a raid of a Patriot supply depot, Betsy. The failure of the raid isn’t important.”

“It's not?” Betsy sounded noticeably deflated.
“What's important is that the rebels found out about it. | suspect a spy.”

Betsy realized she was talking far too much and had best quietly go to work,
cleaning and dusting, before she brought suspicion upon herself. “I'm just a girl
and | don’'t understand these things.”

“I know,” answered the colonel soothingly. “And | don’t mean to be harsh.
I’'m just frustrated because the rebstsmehowsneaked an informant into this
camp. But who?”

He missed the slight blush that spread across Betsy's face.

“Spies, Betsy,” he continued, eyes narrowing. “Spies are everywhere in this
awful country.”

“Mercy!” she exclaimed, cringing behind a dust cloth so as not to look too
guilty.

“There are malicious men out there and one of them learned of my plans and
rode out last night to warn the rebels.”

Betsy attacked a bookcase with her duster to keep from having to look at the
colonel.

“Where did you get that nasty scrape on your cheek?” he asked.

Betsy was so startled she dropped the duster and knocked over four books.
“My cheek?” she squealedl *. . | fell off my horse.”

“You have your own horse at the farm?”
“Well, actually, it's my father’s horse. Lasi n. . afternoon.”
“You fell last afternoon?” he questioned.

Betsy blurted, “I probably shouldn’t have been riding—I'm just a girlt Bu
but it’s fun.”

The colonel nodded and stuffed another muffin into his mouth. “What wor-
ries me,” he said around the mouthful while he gazed up at the ceiling and rocked
back in his chair, “is that | told no one of my plans for the raid—except, of course,
the commanders involved.”



Pigtail Spy / 279

Then he slammed the front legs of the chair back down. “The question is:
Who is the dastardly spy and how do we catch him?”

Betsy gulped and tried to laugh. But no sound would come Ml ‘you
catd . . .him?” she stammered.

“Oh, we'll catch him, all right,” Colonel Fitsgerald fiendishly chuckled.

Betsy returned to her frenzied dusting, hoping he couldn’t hear the pound-
ing of her heatrt.

February 21 was uneventful, as was the 22nd. But when Betsy arrived at
Colonel Fitsgerald’s office to begin her day’s work on the 23rd, she found the
colonel beaming behind his desk.

“My goodness, Colonel,” she exclaimed. “You look like you have just won
the whole war.”

“Bring any of your delicious muffins today?”
“Sorry, not today, Colonel.”

“No matter,” he giggled. “I feel positively wonderful—even without your
muffins.”

Betsy felt prickling fingers of fear creep down her spine. Did he know?

“A Tory messenger reported to me last night that a South Carolina Loyalist
cavalry unit is on the way to join us—over 300, scraped together from over half
the colony.”

Betsy sighed. She hadn’'t been caught—yet. “300 men. Golly, that's a lot!”

“A powerful addition to our cavalry that we desperately need,” agreed the
Colonel. “With those riders, we'll be able to sweep the Continental cavalry and
army from the field very early in the spring.”

“You will?” squeaked Betsy. She feared her voice betrayed her dismay at
this terrible news.

But Colonel Fitsgerald seemed too self-satisfied to notice. “They’re already
on their way and should arrive within the week.”

Betsy’s heart dropped. Still she tried to smile. “Tlsat. .great news.”

Colonel Fitsgerald folded his arms and leaned back, as if completely satis-
fied. “To make sure they arrive safely, | have written orders for Colonel Tarleton,
himself, to ride out tomorrow to meet them along the trail and escort them in.”

Betsy’s heart felt like it skipped a beat or two. She could barely breathe.
“Colonel Tarleton? He's here?”

“Been here over two weeks. His is the green-coated cavalry regiment
you've seen during drills.”

Betsy cheeks flushed bright red at the mention of her sworn enemy. Her
hands trembled and began to sweat.

“Have you heard of Tarleton?”
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“Yes,” she managed to stammer. “I thinkym. . my uncle mentioned the

name.”
“Ahhh, your uncle. Good militia man. Did you know | knew him? Too bad
he was killed.”

Betsy hardly heard. Her ears roared. “Colonel Tarleton will be in charge?”
she pressed. “Will he ride out himself?”

“Oh, yes,” chuckled the colonel. “That one is a real fighter. Colonel Tarle-
ton never passes up a chance to get into the field with his regiment—fiercest and
most effective unit in this army.”

Betsy realized she had to change the subject before her hatred of Tarleton
spewed out. “30 . . . dothat many soldiers really need an escort to be safe? I'd
think that many would be safe all on their own.”

“It's just a precaution,” he answered. “Temsurethat nothing goes awry.”
He straightened a stack of forms and reports on his desk and smiled. “We can’t be
too careful these days, can we?”

“No. We certainly can't,” Betsy answered, trying to hide a deep blush as
blood thundered through her head. This was a huge war secret dumped into her
lap. She tried to smile and look natural, but found that her hands trembled too
hard to dust.

Betsy felt that she would burst before she made it home that evening. It felt
as though the entire Revolution suddenly depended on her, alone. She had to con
centrate to make her feet walk and then to break into a stumbling run. She had to
clamp her mouth shut to keep it from screaming.

Then doubts creptin. This news was almost too good to be true. Did Colonel
Fitsgerald tell her on purpose as a test? Were British soldiers secretly watching
her every move? Maybe she should say nothing until she was sur

No! This wasn’t news of some small raid. This was BIG. This news could
affect the whole war, and she was the only one who knew. Patriot liaétto
prevent those South Carolina Tories from joining Cornwallis!

Her parents again begged her not to go. Colonel “Light Horse” Harry Lee’s
Continental cavalry were off somewhere to the west. But no one in Hillsboro
knew where. It could take days to find them and the roads teemed with British
and Tory patrols. She had already done her part.

Betsy heard not a word. Nothing could keep her from going. This was Tarle-
ton. This was for her brother, Patrick!

A light mist fell from a solid cover of clouds and a blustery winter wind rat-
tled through the bare tree limbs as Betsy wrapped herself in her heavy cape and
stepped from the warmth and light of the house into the dangerous dark of night.
Silently she climbed into the saddle and leaned low as if to hide while her father’s
horse trotted into the night.

Betsy skirted south, wide around Hillsboro to avoid Tory patrols, before she
turned west into unfamiliar territory. If she rode far enough west, she felt sure she
would meet a Patriot patrol or guard post.
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An hour into her trek, she heard a twig snap to hdr.lef ormaybe it was a
branch. Or was it just the wind? No! There was another. Should she race forward
or turn back? In a blink she was surrounded by four riders with pistols drawn and
aimed at her.

The riders leered as they slowly circled, firing questions at her. Who was
she? Why was she on this road at night? Why should they let her pass their road
block? What was a girl doing out alone?

At first Betsy was so frightened she couldn’t answer and stared back help-
lessly, her mouth flopping open and closed.

The Tory soldiers made her dismount. They searched her horse, saddle bags,
and saddle. They pried into her pockets and felt through the lining of her cape.

Finally, Betsy regained enough composure to say, “l work for Colonel Fits-
gerald, General Cornwallis’s adjutant. He has given me permission for this ride.”

“Sorry,” said the patrol leader, showing sudden respect for Betsy,rfbut
oneis permitted to pass to the west of this post. You'll have to turn back.”

Not knowing what else to do, Betsy turned her horse around and started
back toward Hillsboro. But it never occurred to her to give up. After several hun-
dred yards, she thought she could see a wide field through the deep gloom that
stretched out to the south side of the road. She spurred her horse into a full gallop
as she turned into the field.

“Get her!” cried a voice back in the dismal dark. A shot rang out. Then another.

Betsy jabbed her heels into her horse’s flanks and sped through the black
night across the field. Distant hoofbeats told her she was being chased by the pa-
trol. Occasional thunder-clap shots and flashes of fire told her they were not very
far behind.

Through the field. Across a low wall. Through a small pasture. Over afence.
Into a thick and tangled woods she rode. Branches and tree trunks forced her to
slow to a fast trot to keep from being knocked off her horse. Even then she rode
with one arm up to protect her face. Her cape was torn off. Her skirt was shredded
by branches, vines, and brambles. The dense woods seemed to last forever as she
blindly stumbled forward, terrified that at any moment one of the Tory riders
would reach out from the dark and grab her.

Groping her way past trees and vines, Betsy veered her horse to the right
around a thick cluster of trees and stumbled into a deep ravine. Dizzy and
stunned, she stopped at the bottom and dismounted. Holding her horse’s muzzle
to keep it from snorting or braying, she tried to hold her own breath so she could
listen for the Tory riders.

At first she only heard the pounding of her own heart. Then, faintly at first,
she heard the snapping and crackling of breaking branches. They were coming,
following her trail. “Through here,” called a voice, growing ever closer.

Now Betsy could hear the heavy breathing of horses. She could hear
branches scraping across leather leggings of the riders. She could hear the breath-
ing of the men.
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They had to be near the top of her ravine even though she could see nothing
beyond her own fingers wiggling in front of her eyes.

“Spread out a little. Look for broken branches or bits of cloth,” called one
voice that seemed to come from right on top of her.

“I know what to do, and if'n you'd hush up, Billy, I'd see if'n | can hear her
up ahead,” whined another.

“We shouldn’t leave our guard post this long,” said a third, sounding like he
had already passed Betsy’s hiding spot. “What if the Captain comes by?”

Slowly the voices and stomping of hooves faded into the night. Betsy was
alone again. For almost an hour she was too terrified to move. Had they stopped?
Were they waiting for her?

But she had to push on and find Colonel Lee’s Continental cavalry.

Except now she was lost. She had no idea of how far she had ridden or in
what direction. She had no idea which way was west, or which was east.

She was as likely to ride right back into the Tory lines as to escape to find the
Continentals.

Still, she had to try.

Betsy sucked in a deep, slow breath to calm herself and led her horse back to
the top of the ravine. She mounted, wished for luck, and turned her horse in the
direction that felt most like west.

The ground grew softer. Pools of standing water suddenly seemed to lie in
every direction. She had stumbled into a swamp!

The horse balked and whinnied. Betsy patted its neck and urged it forward.
Gingerly it eased through the muck and mud. Hanging tendrils of Spanish moss
brushed across Betsy’s face. It felt like snakes sliding down her skin.

There was a loud splash off to her left. The horse bucked and reared. Betsy
was thrown off, splattering into knee-deep water, mud, and cat-tails. By the time
she scrambled to her feet, the horse was gone.

The swamp and the night settled upon Betsy like a smothering blanket. She
was lost, alone and on foot in a pitch-black swamp. She would have hidden if
there had been anywhere to hide. She would have cried out if she thought anyone
was there to hear.

Instead she did the only thing she could think of to do. She began to walk
and wade through the ooze and slime of the swamp. At every step she was sure ¢
snake was waiting to bite her or that an alligator was about to clamp onto her leg.

Still she walked—walked and sobbed from fright and frustration. She had
failed in her attempt to reach the Continentals and would probably die in the
swamp before morning.

As firstlight began to dull the grays of the eastern sky, Betsy scrambled onto
raised ground and found a road that bordered the swamp. She looked worse than :
half-drowned rat as she plopped onto the deep, dirt ruts to catch her breath and
quiet her choking sobs.

Almost before she sat, a man stepped from the shadows with a gun.
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The man knelt and asked if he could help. He introduced himself as a ser-
geant in the Continental cavalry.

Betsy’s sobs turned to a flood of joyful tears as she poured out her story.

Itwas three days later, February 26, before Betsy was safely delivered home
and could return to work.

“Where have you been?” asked Colonel Fitsgerald. “I've been worried
about you.”

“I've been sick,” Betsy answered. “I'm better now.”

The colonel nodded and smiled. “Skip the dusting this morning. Filing has
piled up.” He pointed at a stack of papers with his quill pen.

“I'll get right on it, Colonel Fitsgerald,” Betsy answered, glad that he hadn’t
pressed for any details.

A courier arrived, still out of breath, obviously having ridden hard and long.
He saluted and handed a dispatch to Colonel Fitsgerald. The colonel read the re-
port, sank slowly into his chair, and muttered, “Damn!”

“Colonel, what could be the matter?” Betsy asked.
“Bad news,” he answered vacantly, staring off into space.

“Please tell me,” begged Betsy, who felt that she had walked on pins and
needles since delivering her news, wondering if it did any good.

Colonel Fitsgerald sank his head into his hands. “The South Carolinians
were slaughtered. The unit is destroyed.”

“Slaughtere@ . . .Killed? How?” Betsy pressed. She had never pictured her
news causing the death of hundreds of men. She had vaguely thought that they
would just be sent back to South Carolina.

“Somehow Colonel Lee knew not only that they were coming but that they
were expecting to meet Colonel Tarleton. Lee’s Continental cavalry pretended to
be Tarleton’s unit—both wear green uniform coats. The Continentals rode right
up and massacred the Loyalist militia before they could shoulder arms.”

Betsy was both horrified and thrilled. She had helped the Revolution. She
had saved the Continental army from deadly spring attacks. She had also caused
almost 300 deaths, had left almost 300 families without a father and husband.

Still she found that there was one thing she needed to know most. “What of
Colonel Tarleton. Was he hurt?”

“He was still over a day’s ride away when the attack occurred. He’s fine, but
very angry.”

Betsy ground her teeth and turned away so the colonel wouldn’t see her
disappoitment.

Colonel Fitsgerald smiled congenially. “But don’t trouble your head any-
more with such frightful matters.”

“You're right” answered Betsy. “I'll just dust and get to that filing.”
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Aftermath

Cornwallis broke his Hillsboro camp in April both because the Continentals were

on the move and because the area around Hillsboro was being depleted of food stocks
He spent the spring and summer chasing General Greene in a cat and mouse game b
fore retiring to Yorktown, badly depleted of both men and supplies. The efforts of
many spies and messengers (riders) helped to keep him from trapping and overwhelm:
ing the far weaker Patriot forces in the South.

Betsy Drowdy lived to be 73. She married and lived in rural North Carolina all her

life. Until the letters she wrote to a granddaughter were published in the early twentieth
century, no one knew that this 15-year-old girl had been such an instrumental spy for
the American cause.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1.

What Do You Know?

* How did the British army check on the background and loyalty of local citi-
zens before hiring them to work in a winter camp?

* Why was it often easier for women to spy than for men to do so?

* What was the goal of the British southern campaign? How did they think occu-
pying the Carolinas would help them win the war when they hadn’'t been able
to win it in the North or mid-Atlantic regions?

* How did opposing armies locate each other during the Revolutionary War?

* What did the British look for in choosing a place for a winter camp? Make a
list of what they needed while there.

Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Nathaniel Greene took command of the Continental Southern Army in late
1780. His appointment was cheered by Congress and by almost all other gen-
erals. Why was he so popular? What had he done before 1780? How did he do
as commander of the Southern Army in 1781? What happened to him after the
war?

* General Benedict Arnold defected to the British late in 1780. Why did he do
it? How did his defection affect Washington and army morale in general? How
did it affect Washington’s position?

* Betsy was one woman who successfully spied on the British. There were
many other women spies. See how many you can discover. Research who they
were, why they decided to risk their lives by spying, and the effect of their ef-
forts. Were there women who spiéat the British as well asn the British?

* Research famous wartime spies throughout history. How many were caught?
What made them famous? Did any of them have a significant impact on the
outcome of a war?
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3.

* Do armies and countries still use spies, or do they rely on satellites, electronic

eavesdropping devices, and modern technology to gather all the information
they need?

Make It Real
* Play a spy game to see how difficult spying really is. Divide the class into two

teams. Appoint a commander for each team. The teacher should secretly des-
ignate one student on each team to act as spy for the other team. Each tean
commander must choose a “Secret spot” on the school grounds to act as their
team’s hidden supply base. Each commander must tell enough team members
where itis to be sure that it stays guarded. Commanders may also spread false
information by telling some team members the wrong spot. Each spy has to
discover the location of their team’s supply base and pass that information to
the other team without being caught as the spy, and must do it within a time
limit designated by the teacher (such as an hour). A spy who is caught is al-
ways put to death. Each commander can, of course, also appoint fake spies to
pass incorrect information to the other team and try to confuse them.

When the time limit is up, have a class discussion about the results. Was
it difficult for the spies to be sure they had the correct information and to then
passitto the other team without getting caught? Did the other team believe the
correct information? How could each team’s commander tell the correct in-
formation from the phony? How did the knowledge that a spy was in the
group’s midst affect the group? Did group members become suspicious of
each other? Do you think this situation would be worse if something as impor-
tant as a war were at stake?

* Pretend to be one of Betsy’s parents. Write a letter to a close friend describing
how you would feel if your only daughter daily risked her life to try to spy on
the British, including all the things you would say and feel as Betsy'’s father or
mother during the early months of 1781. Would you worry about writing this
letter? What might happen to it and, then, to your daughter—and to you?

Points to Ponder

* Why do you think the British army hired so many local women to work in their
winter camp? Do armies do the same thing today? What do modern armies
hire civilians to do?

* Do you think spying is ethical? Should countries spy on each other? When is,
and when isn’t, spying acceptable?alisy action acceptable if it helps win a
war?
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Glance

id We WiIn?

The South was still center stage for the action of the Revolutionary War as 1781 be-
gan, but not for all the drama. Washington’s army had been sitting idle in New Jersey for
over two years. Each winter seemed to be worse than the last. The soldiers never go
paid. Food and clothing seemed skimpier and less satisfying with each passing seasor
During the winter of 1780-1781, many of the soldiers went past grumbling and grew
downright angry. On New Year's Day several Pennsylvania regiments mutinied. New
Jersey regiments followed suit three weeks later. Many of the senior officer corps tried to
mutiny against Washington’s leadership (the Morristown Mutiny) shortly thereafter.

Luckily, General Clinton never learned of Washington’s woes and grave vulner-
ability and allowed his massive army to continue in peaceful stupor in New York.
Washington spent the winter and spring struggling to bring order to the angry chaos
that had become the main Continental Army and to patch his forces back together.

Even more fortunate was that General Greene, the new southern commander, wa
a shrewd, wily, and aggressive man and managed to survive against Cornwallis’s
greater strength without support from Washington.

In January, Greene managed to isolate one wing of Cornwallis’s army under
Colonel Tarleton and soundly defeated the Butcher at Cowpens, South Carolina. A cat
and mouse game ensued for the rest of the year. Greene would strike. Cornwallis
would race after him but would never be quite fast enough. The two did meet in several
battles, including at Guilford Courthouse and Green Springs, while other commanders
met in battle at Eutaw Springs. Cornwallis, like Howe before him, won the battles, but
couldn’t defeat General Greene, who always danced away with his army still intact.

By September, Cornwallis had been ordered to establish a port on a major river in
Virginia. He gladly limped to Yorktown, badly in need of supplies and fresh troops.
But the relief never came. A French fleet defeated the British fleet at the entrance to
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Chesapeake Bay. Washington and the French army under General Lafayette raced t
surround Yorktown, and, in October, Cornwallis was forced to surrender his 8,000-
man army.

Yorktown was a great American victory. But at the time, it did not seem to end the
war. The British still held Charleston and Savannah, the most important cities in the
South. They still had a vast army in New York. They still had Canadian bases with forces
ready to be thrown into a new offensive. Tory militia recruiting proceeded through the
winter of 1781-1782 with great vigor and success. The American army raced to fortify
West Point, New York, to defend the Hudson River from British attacks.

In hindsight, it is clear that, after Yorktown, the British people and government
lost all interest in the war and wanted out. It took the Americans until the late spring of
1782 to realize this and see a shining light at the end of the tunnel. The war seemed tc
truly be over except for the negotiating, which took another year.

America faced three great challenges in 1782 and 1783: (1) what to do with a
powerful and angry army full of soldiers that hadn’t been paid in years and who had lit-
tle to look forward to after the war; (2) how to organize a government with no money,
no national constitution, and no national authority (It rested with the states.), terrible
debt, and no credit; and (3) what to do with the hundreds of thousands of Loyalists and
Tories who wanted to flee the country, and what to do to protect the ones that wanted to
stay from Patriot reprisals and revenge.

The Treaty of Paris was signed on September 3, 1783, officially ending the war.
But it was far from a happy, carefree time for Americans. The war seemed to have cre-
ated more problems than it solved.

Key Events after 1780

Date Event

1781, January 17 .............. Battle of Cowpens, South Carolina.

1781, March 15 ............... Battle of Guilford Courthouse.

1781, July 6 ..oooviie Cornwallis defeats Wayne at James River.

1781, September 7 ........... The French defeat the British fleet at Chesapeake Bay.

1781, September 8 ........... Battle of Eutaw Springs.

1781, September 15 ......... Cornwallis arrives at Yorktown.

1781, September 28 ......... Siege of Yorktown begins.

1781, October 19 ............. Cornwallis surrenders.

1782,JUN€ ..oovevveeieiiinn, Defenses at West Point and iron chain across the Hudson
are completed.

1782, JUly .., British evacuate Savannah.

1782, December ............... British evacuate Charleston.

1783, September 3 ........... Peace Treaty signed.

1783, November 25 ......... British evacuate New York.

1783, December 4 ............ Washington resigns from army and bids farewell to his

officers.



Free and Equal
Northern Slavery, 1781

Colonial courtroom
debate

At a Glance

There was never a law legalizing slavery in America. It started because no one
forbade it to start. Although we think of slavery as a southern phenomenon, it actually
existed in each of the original colonies. Most of New England had peacefully aban-
doned slavery by the beginning of the nineteenth century. The rest of the northern
states soon followed. It took a bloody Civil War 50 years later to force the South to fol-
low suit.

Not all the heroic struggles to end slavery happened in the South. One of the bold-
est confrontations with the institution of slavery happened in the state of Massachu-
setts, even before final victory in the Revolutionary War ensured that Massachusetts
was truly a state instead of an English colony. This brave legal challenge to slavery was
brought by a lone slave who also happened to be a woman. This is a story about her.

289



290 \ 1781 Through 1783

Meet Elizabeth Freeman

Elizabeth Freeman was born a slave in 1742. She was bought at the age of two by
Colonel John Ashley and separated from her mother. (Her father had been sold off dur-
ing the pregnancy.) Young Elizabeth was one of Ashley’s “most prized possessions”
and most trusted slaves. She performed the duties of a house servant and was describe
as intelligent with a “bright mind” and as an “independent thinker.”

She married another of Ashley’s slaves, John Freeman, a field worker, in 1778,
six months before he was sent to join the army to take the place of Ashley’s son, who
had been drafted. John was killed in battle in the fall of 1779. Elizabeth’s first daughter
was born in early 1780.

Elizabeth Freeman was the first black to try to apply the words of the national
Declaration of Independence and the state constitution (Massachusetts’s constitutior
was drafted while war still raged in mid-1780) to a slave—or, for that matter, to a
woman.
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Free and
Equal

N
)

winter days; far from it. It was one of those slushy days, with gloomy overcast

skies holding in a wet and penetrating cold that stung the skin and drove
straight through to the bone no matter what a person wore. It was a miserable day
of old, crusty snow and heavy, black mud.

I t was a bitter winter day in the earliest days of 1781. It wasn't the coldest of

Still, on this day a lone black woman trudged the long four miles from Colo-
nel John Ashley’s estate to the town of Sheffield in the southwestern corner of
Massachusetts. A heavy cloak wrapped around her, the 30-year-old woman held
her one-year-old baby in her arms as she struggled to keep her balance through
mud and over slippery snow.

Halfway to Sheffield a thin, freezing rain began to swirl in her face and mat
down her jet-black hair where it stuck out around the edges of the bandanna
wrapped tightly around her head. The woman hardly noticed. One thought kept
circling through her mind and driving her feet: “I heard them write it into the state
constitution. All are born free and equal—free and equal, free and equal. I'm
gonna’ get me some of that free and equal.”

The Revolutionary War still raged across the country. American armies in
the North under Ethan Allen and Nathaniel Greene had met with considerable
success. However, Washington’s army in the mid-Atlantic colonies struggled
desperately, and the southern forces were all but crushed. While it was still far
from decided if Massachusetts would become a state or remain an English col-
ony, a group of Massachusetts leaders had already written a state Constitution
based on the approved Federal Articles of Confederation. In it, they had written
that all men are created free and equal.

At noon this black woman knocked on the trim front door of Theodore
Sedgwick, ayoung, eager lawyer who had been part of the committee that drafted
the Massachusetts State Constitution at John Ashley’s estate the previous fall. As
the door opened, she introduced herself.

“Good day, sir. I'm Elizabeth Freeman from Colonel Ashley’s.”

“Ah, yes. | remember,” answered Theodore, ushering her into his home and
office. “They call you, ‘Bet,” as | recall. Well come in, come in. Take off your wet
things. You must be soaked. I'll get towels for you and the baby.”

Elizabeth’s trim body and starched servant’s uniform were soon perched on
the edge of a chair before Mr. Sedgwick’s long desk, a mug of hot tea steaming in
her hand, her baby playing quietly on the floor.
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Theodore settled into his high-backed chair and leaned forward. “For what
important mission has John Ashley sent you out on such a miserable day? | hope
every one’s all righ. . .”

“The Colonel didn’t send me,” answered Elizabeth. “I come on my own to
get free.” Her face was ordinary, even “plain,” but very alert. Her eyes sparkled
with excited energy.

Theodore’s eyebrows raised as if he hadn’t heard correctly. “Excuse me,
Bet, what was that you said?”

“l want to be freenow.” The words flowed across his desk—simple, power-
ful, and sincere.

Theodore rocked back in his chair as if struck hard in the chest by some
mighty force and clasped both hands behind his head. Weakly he stammered,
“Well now, I'm sure you do. Yes, indeed. | don't kno. . . ”

Bet continued to gaze, unblinking, into his face. “What'’s not to know, Mr.
Sedgwick? The Massachusetts Constitution says that everyone is born free anc
equal. You were part of the committee that wrote it. | was serving in Colonel

LR

Ashley’s house that day and | heard everyone say those words, ‘free and equal’.

Theodore’s mind slowly regained its balance and raced through the enor-
mity of her claim. “Yes, well certainly, tha in the Constitution. But, Bet,
you're a. .. aslave.”

Bet nodded. “I've been thinking hard 'bout that, too. Is a slave free?”
Theodore chuckled, “Of course not. Not being free’s the definition of slavery.”

“And you say I'm a slave,” continued Bet, “ 'cause Colonel Ashley says that
he owns me; that he bought me when | was a baby.”

“That’s right,” agreed the lawyer.

“Now, | wasborn, wasn't I?” she asked.

He laughed. “I presume so, Bet. How else would yeu b. ”
She interrupted, “And &ma person, a human?”

“Yes,” he agreed. “You're pretty safe on that one, toot Bu. ”

Again she cut him off. “Now, does, or does not, the Massachusetts Constitu-
tion state that all men atgorn free and equal?” The lawyer thoughtfully tapped
his finger tips together and started to answer when she added, “And | presume
that when the Constitution says, ‘men,’ it really means ‘people.” | mean, white
women aren’t ‘men.’ But they're free and equal. So it really saypedipleare
born free and equal.”

Theodore gazed at the ceiling and gestured vaguely, stirring the air with his
hands. “Bet, this is really an intriguing—but very complicated—issue you raise.”

“Why complicated?” she demanded, still gazing straight into his face. “It
sounds simple to me. | am a person. | was born. | live in Massachusetts. So the
state Constitution says | am free and equal. Or does the Constitution lie?”
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“Oh, no,” he reassured her. “The Constitution is the most sacred legal docu-
ment of the state. It certainly does not lie. It's justttha well, no one thought of
slaves when we wrote those words. You see, Bet, slaves are property.”

Again she cut him off. “Slaves apeople”

Theodore leaned forward and patted her hand as a parent might pat a child
who asks an innocent, but foolish, question. “But slaves are also property. And
state law says that a man’s property cannot be taken away without compensation.”

Elizabeth nodded thoughtfully. “You sayopertyisn't free. So be it. But
the Constitution says afleopleare free.”

Sedgwick nodded, trying to follow Bet'’s logic.

“Now the only way | can make those two fit is if no people can be property.
Since I'm ‘people,’ | must not be property, and no one needs to ‘compensate’
Colonel Ashley.”

Theodore Sedgwick groped for a valid explanation, his mind whirling
through volume and verse of Massachusetts law, his eyes slowly wandering
along the walls. “But, Bet, why do you want to be free? Why upset the apple cart
that takes such good care of you? You live better at Colonel Ashley’s than most
free working white people in this part of Massachusetts. Why jeopardize that?”

Instantly she answered, “Why do you want to be free from the good life pro-
vided by England?”

Theodore spluttered, “Oh, that’s a different situation entirely.”

“Is it?” she asked. “What law says it’s right to own people without their
consent?”

“Where did you get all these fancy words and ideas?” he asked, both as-
tounded and impressed by the forceful way she argued her case.

“l do my job in the Ashley house, and I listen close, and | think hard,” she
answered.

Theodore sat upright, again tapping his finger tips together, and began to se-
riously consider her claim. “While it's true, Bet, that no specific law authorized,
or created, slavery in Massachusetts, no law specifically forbade it, either.
Moreover, since slavery has existed in Massachusetts for a hundred years, legal
precedent and custom have both been set that acknowledge slaves as property,
and laws have been writteboutslaves—many, | should remind you, to require
humane treatment of slaves.”

Still Elizabeth Freeman gazed straight at the young lawyer. Her voice was
quiet, but filled with power and conviction. “Three years ago my husband, who
was also a slave, was sent to join General Washington’s army to fight this war for
freedom for America. Just over one year ago he died fighting for America’s free-
dom. His daughter there,” she pointed back toward her daughter crawling across
the hardwood floor, “will never know her daddy because he died fighting for
freedom. The Declaration of Independence says all men have a right to freedom.
The state Constitution says all are born free. My husband died to make me free.
Now | want some of that freedom for me and for my daughter.”
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Theodore realized it had never occurred to him that black people might want
to be free as much as whites did. He had always thought blacks struggled, and
sacrificed, and toiled just because some white told them to. But in the determined
face of this black woman before him, Theodore saw that blacks were suffering
and struggling through a long, hard war—much longer and harder than the one
white colonists fought against England—dreaming of their own rights to life, lib-
erty, and the pursuit of happiness.

For the first time he gazed straight back into her strong black eyes. “I'll do
what | can, Bet. I'll research it. But there are very complex legal issues here.” His
mind swirled with a thousand uncertainties. How would his neighbors react?
What arguments could he use? What legal precedents could he rely on? What
judge and court would hear him? How could he convince a judge and jury to free
a slave when a number of them owned slaves of their own?

“Is that what lawyers do,” Bet asked, “take a simple thing and make it
complicated?”

He laughed and slowly shook his head. “Unfortunately, Bet, this is anything
but simple. Still, | will do my utmostd.. . .”

There was a fierce pounding on the Sedgwick front door that froze Theo-
dore’s sentence mid-stream. Before Theodore could rise from his chair the door
burst open. Cold, wet wind gusted into the room. Colonel John Ashley strode in
with it, eyes blazing.

He stood in the doorway, glaring at the two people huddled around Theo-
dore Sedgwick’s desk, fists and jaw tightly clenched, the wind moaning behind
him. Slowly his gaze focused solely on Elizabeth. His words were measured and
clipped, as if struggling to control his rage. “Cem. .home .. with...me. ..
now . . .Bet."

Her eyes turned pleadingly to the lawyer. “Make me free,” she whispered.

Colonel Ashley strode forward and slammed his fist on the desk. “You have
deeply embarrassed me and my family, Bet. Reverend Reeve saw you walk
through town to Mr. Sedgwick’s and rode all the way out to my house to see what
was the matter. Can you imagine my awkward embarrassment at that moment?”

He began to pace as he spoke, his hand ripping at the air for emphasis. “I
didn’t even know one of my slaves had left my property. Can you imagine how
foolish that made me look in front of one of the most esteemed members of our
community? | don’t know what foolishness has brought you here to waste good
Mr. Sedgwick’s time, but you come home now!”

Again he slammed his fist on the desk for emphasis.

Elizabeth Freeman rose out of her chair, standing as tall and proud as she
dared. Along skirt hid her trembling knees and churning stomach. She forced her
terrified eyes to look straight into John Ashley’s. “No, sir. | will not go home a
slave. | came here to be free.”

That Bet was able to actually say such brave words to her powerful owner
greatly surprised herself and shocked John Ashley.
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“To be what?” he demanded, shaking his head to clear his hearing. “You
came here to bevhat?”

“I came here to be free and equal, sir, like it says in the Massachusetts
Constitution.”

Ashley turned to the young lawyer. “What is this nonsense she’s babbling
about, Theodore?”

Sedgwick gulped and pulled at his collar. “She does have a case, John.”

Ashley exploded. “A case! A case? She’s my property. Could my chair sud-
denly decide not to be my chair any more and walk off? Could my trees decide
they liked my neighbor better and move there?”

In frustration he ran both hands through his thick, graying hair. Then he let
out a deep breath and turned to Bet. “Haven't we given you a good home?”

“Yes, sir,” she answered.
“Good and sufficient food?”
“Yes, sir.”

“Good clothing?”

“Very good, sir.”

“Enough heat in the winter? Time to enjoy the cool afternoon breezes in
summer?

“Yes, sir.”

“Bet, we have worked very hard over the years to ensure you lived free from
want, need, or care. You live far better than most of the free white laborers in this
valley. Doesn’t that make you happy?”

“Happy doesn’t matter, sir. | want to be free.”
Exasperated, John Ashley threw his hands into the air and slumped against a

book case stuffed with thick law books. “This is ridiculous. There is no argument.
There is no case. You are a slawgyslave.”

Again he turned to Sedgwick. “For her own sake, talk her out of this foolish-
ness, Theodore. Everyone knows blacks lack the capacity to support themselves.
Where will she go? Where will she live? What will she do? Where will she ever
find a home as good as ours?”

A faint smile crossed Theodore’s lips as he thought, “He sounds just like
King George talking about ignorant American Colonists.”

Elizabeth answered, “Maybe | won't find a home at all, sir. Maybe I'll live
in rags and starve. But I'll do it free and equal and happy.”

Now Theodore struggled to hold in a chuckle as he thought, “Bet sounds just
like us stout Colonists talking back to the good English King.”

Ashley turned back to Elizabeth. “Gather up your child, Bet. | order you to
come homeow.”

Elizabeth planted her feet. “The lawyer is going to make me free.”
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Sedgwick shrugged apologetically. “| can’t do that, Bet. I'm only a lawyer,
not a judge. You'll have to go with him, Bet. You're a slave until a court decides
your case and passes a verdict.”

Elizabeth Freeman felt empty and defeated on the long, silent walk back to
the Ashley estate. It was as if the cruel joke was finally clear to her. Fancy words
in laws, declarations, and constitutions only granted freedom to those who al-
ready had it, only helped those who didn’'t need the help. The future looked more
bleak than the dismal sky.

Bet was forbidden to leave the main house, and mechanically trudged
through her duties all that long winter.

In March the sheriff arrived with a summons and writ for both Elizabeth and
John Ashley to appear at the Great Barrington Court for the trial of Elizabeth’s
petition for freedom on Tuesday, August 19, 1781. Elizabeth’s heart soared. Her
knees scarcely held her up. She felt like she floated three feet off the floor. Theo-
dore Sedgwick had done it! He’d maneuvered her case onto the court docket.

As a steamy August sun spread orderly patterns of light across the court-
room floor, an eager crowd jammed into the viewing benches. Theodore Sedg-
wick nervously fidgeted with notes and his coat. Elizabeth sat next to him feeling
a great calm. She whispered, “The words ‘free and equal’ are in the Constitution.
There’s no words about ‘custom,” and precedent,” and ‘subsequent laws,’ in
there. Just the free and equal words. You tell them that in fancy lawyer talk and
everything will be all right.”

Lawyers argued back and forth. The judge carefully listened and took notes.
The jury eagerly leaned forward so that no word escaped them. The crowd excit-
edly murmured as each point was made, refuted, and then remade. The nea
splotches of sunlight marched slowly across the floor and climbed the east wall.
For three days Bet sat and watched the light march its way across the crowded
room as lawyers argued and tempers flared.

A wave of soft contentment washed over her when she heard the final ver-
dict. The legal community called it a great precedent for freedom. Newspapers
claimed the case destroyed slavery forever in Massachusetts and other freedom
loving states. Elizabeth Freeman said simply that now everybody knew what she
had known in her heart for some time: She was free and equal.

John Ashley was also ordered to pay back wages, damages, and court cost:
totaling five pounds, forty four shillings, and four pence.

Elizabeth stared at the money and whispered to Theodore, “All | wanted
was my freedom. | never had money before. What do | do with it?”

“First,” he answered, “pay your lawyer. Second, buy three new dresses. | am
impressed with your keen mind and abilities. | want to hire you to run my house-
hold. You'll need something new to wear.”

Bet had a natural gift for organization and efficiency, and brought both or-
der and joy to the Sedgwick home. Both before and after her hard-won freedom,
most called Elizabeth Freeman by the name, “Bet.” Theodore Sedgwick’s chil-
dren often affectionately called her, “mother Bet,” or “mum Bet.” His grandchil-
dren never called her anything but, “Mumbet.”
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When she died in 1829 Mumbet had faithfully run the Sedgwick household
as a hired housekeeper for over 50 years. She brought order and joy to the house,
and Theodore gave her much credit for his success as a lawyer. Her income
ported her grandchildren and great-grandchildren.

Aftermath

Massachusetts was tfiest state to outlaw slavery in the late 1790s. The rest of New
England followed suit in the early 1800s, and the rest of the northern states by the 1820s. I
took a bloody Civil War in thel860s to eliminate slavery in the rest of the nation.

Mumbet's struggle is often viewed as the first shining blow in the great fight
against slavery in this country. She viewed herself simply as a lucky woman who lived
at a time when a constitution was written and set her free. It was just that lots of peo-
ple’s memories needed a gentle nudge to make them remember to do what their word:
promised they would.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* What made slavery legal in the American Colonies? Why wasn'tit challenged
right away? Has slavery been legal in other countries? Which ones, and when?
Can you list the eras and countries when and where slavery was legal and
wasn'’t legal?

* Were there slaves in all 13 original Colonies?

2. Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

 Slavery existed in each of the northern states at the end of the Revolutionary
War. Research northern slavery. When did it begin in each of the Colonies?
How extensive was northern slavery? What jobs were slaves given in the
North? How does that compare with the typical roles of slaves in the South?
When and why was slavery abolished in the various northern states?

* |In 1780 Massachusetts became the second state to pass a state Constitutior
There was no national Constitution yet, so that made the state a free and inde-
pendent state. What did the Massachusetts Constitution look like? See if you
can find a copy of the state Constitution. When did other colonies pass state
constitutions? How did the Massachusetts Constitution compare to the consti-
tutions of other states? What powers did it grant to the state? Did it grant any
powers to a national government?

* Elizabeth Freeman (Mumbet) became a symbol of the fight for freedom and
equality. Research this important person in our national history. Where was
she born? Where and how did she live her life? What was the importance of
her fight for personal freedom and equality?
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 Other blacks made important contributions to the early history of this country.
One was Phyllis Wheatly. Research Phyllis and her work as well as other im-
portant blacks of the Revolutionary era and their accomplishments.

3. Make It Real

* Hold a court trial of your own to see if Elizabeth should have gone free without
having to compensate Colonel Ashley. Search for all possible arguments on
Colonel Ashley’s side as well as those on Elizabeth’s side. Appoint a judge,
witnesses, and teams of lawyers to present the case before the rest of the class
which will act as jury.

* Make a class list of evidences of inequality and lack of freedom that you have
seen in your own community. Decide as a class what “free and equal” is sup-
posed to mean.

4. Points to Ponder

* Why do you think slavery started in the American Colonies? It didn’t exist in
England, so why did it start here in the English coloniglsiw did it start?

* When the creators of the Declaration of Independence wrote the words “free
and equal,” whom did they think should be free and equal? Should every hu-
man be free and equal? What about little children? Should first graders have
the same rights as fifth graders at your school? Should students be equal with
teachers? What about old and frail seniors? Should everyone be “equal to” po-
lice officers? “Free and equal” to do what? For what?
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At a Glance

After Yorktown the war began to wind down. British politicians knew it; the Brit-
ish War Office seemed to know it. British citizens were disgusted with the war and
were demanding an end. Congress desperately hoped that the British would tire of the
war and give up. (Congress was flat broke and couldn’t have funded another year’s
campaign even if they had had to. One more push by any British force would have top-
pled the fragile Continental government.) Washington might have suspected it; but no
one else in America knew it.

Tory recruitment drives were still forming new Tory militia regiments to train
over the winter of 1781-1782 to be ready to join the Redcoats and take up the fightin
the spring of 1782. British generals in New York planned another push up the Hudson
River to sever New England from the rest of the Colonies and try to win the war from
the North down because their plan to win it from the South up had just failed.

Washington moved the bulk of his army into upstate New York to counter the ex-
pected Redcoat drive up the Hudson Valley. The key to the Hudson River became a
spot 55 miles upriver where the Hudson made two sharp right-angle turns. Here ships
had to slow to negotiate the tight turns—especially when sailing upstream against the
current. Here the Continental Army built a sprawling fort and stuffed it with cannons
that could pulverize any British ship trying to pass. Here also the Continental Army
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stretched several iron chains across the river to stop all ships. Each black-painted link
weighed hundreds of pounds and was over three feet long.

If the Continentals could defend this stronghold at West Point, England’s last
chance to win the war through a second Hudson River offensive would fail. What the
Continentals needed were soldiers to fill out the army to defend West Point from land
attacks by the 30,000-man New York British army.

Precious few men volunteered to take up the uniform of the Continental Army. To
the best of our knowledge, only one woman did. She not only sneaked her way into the
army disguised as a man, she also qualified for one of the elite Ranger Units. She be-
came a decorated hero of the unit. This is her story.

Meet Deborah Sampson

Deborah Sampson had what would be commonly called “a hard childhood.” She
was born in Plympton, Massachusetts, on December 16, 1760, one of six children. Her
oldest brother (Robert Shurtleff Sampson) died when he was eight, the same year
Deborah was born. When Deborah was five, her father died at sea. Her mother, sick
and desperately poor, scattered her children to homes that could better care for them
Deborah was sent to live with her mother’s elderly cousin, Miss Fuller, on a farm in
Sheffield, Massachusetts.

Miss Fuller was kind, but frail and an invalid. Deborah had to do virtually all the
work around the house and farm as well as care for Miss Fuller. Deborah worked like a
slave from sun up to sun down. When Deborah was eight, Miss Fuller died and Debo-
rah was sent to live with a distant aunt, 80-year-old Miss Thatcher. Deborah again had
to do all the house work and farm work and care for (even feed) Miss Thatcher.

Two years later, Miss Thatcher died and Deborah was bound out as a servant to
deacon Benjamin Thomas. Deborah was assigned lots of heavy farm work—plowing,
milking, stacking hay, carpentry. Deborah grew up aware that she was different from
other girls and that she was excluded from polite society. She was big boned, muscular,
and tall. She also had sparkling blue eyes and long brown hair, which she cut off to join
the army.

After the war, she married in 1784, lived in Sharon, Massachusetts, and raised
three children. In the early 1800s she began to tour and lecture—one of America’s first
touring/lecturing women. Her son joined the army during the War of 1812. Neither
daughter expressed any interest in the military.
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Surrendering
to a Woman

Ithough her brown hair was now streaked with gray, 42-year-old Deborah
A Sampson still stood tall and straight behind the lectern on March 24, 1802

at Federal Hall in Boston. Her blue eyes still sparkled. A “standing room
only” crowd jammed into every nook and cranny to hear what she would say. On
the stage beside her a French Charleville flintlock rifle with gleaming bayonet
leaned against the lectern. It was smaller than American-made muskets, and was
typical issue for the Continental Army’s Light Infantry and Ranger Units.

Staring at this sea of eager faces, Deborah took in a slow, deep breath. “How
odd,” she thought. “I feared I'd be jailed, flogged, or shot if anyone found out.
Now everyone knows. But instead of throwing eggs, they cheer. The sign out
front says to come in and hear America’s first fighting heroine. How very odd.”

She thumbed through the stack of cards on which audience members had
jotted down questions for her to answer. She stacked the five or six she felt most
able to answer on top. She took in one more deep breath and began.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. | must admit | am a trifle over-
whelmed to see all of you here. The only thing that marked me as different from
so many other soldiers was that | lied and cheated to gain the uniform. | always
feared | would be prosecuted and despised if found out. Instead | am honored by
having all of you come to hear me talk. | will now try to answer some of the ques-
tions you have asked.”

She held up the top card on the stack and read, “Why did you want to join the
Continental Army knowing you'd have to hide your true identity?”

A murmur blew through the crowd as heads nodded in agreement with the
question. Deborah thought for a moment before answering. “Many of you here in
Boston made great sacrifices to help create these United States. Many of you
committed yourselves in whatever way you could to winning the war. So did I. It
is far too simple to say that | impersonated a man and joined the army just to es-
cape a complete dolt my mother picked out for me to marry, even though | was
very glad to get away from him.”

Deborah blushed before continuing. “I, of course, couldn’t tell even my
family that | had joined the army, only that | was safe and had left of my own ac-
cord. Two weeks after my unit arrived at West Point, the dolt passed through dur-
ing his search for me. | actually bumped into him on the parade ground. He didn’t
recognize me in uniform.”

Laughter rippled through the room.
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“Itis also too simple to say | joined because the delight, freedom, and sense
of adventure | felt after shedding the limits imposed on womanhood outweighed
my sadness at having to give up my beautiful long hair and my feminine identity,
even though they did. | knew | would face great dangers every day—not from
British musket balls.

“Rather I risked being found out by my fellow soldiers. | knew | would have
to be ever-vigilant not to slip, always alert for danger of exposure, that | would
have to carry this great secret all alone and never be able to relax or get close to
the soldiers around me. | would have to be always alert—when | ate, when |
bathed, when | laughed and gestured, even when | slept.

“We received orders to bathe in the river every day. | got around it by rising
before dawn for a solitary morning swim. Some joked that | needed no razor.
Luckily six other youths in my company did not yet shave either. Still, exposure
seemed never more than one tiny slip away.

“But this is my country too. And | couldn’t stand by and watch it struggle
through a difficult birth without pitching in. | was tall (5 feet, 9 inches) and sturdy
from years of farm work, and had a naturally deep voice. In 1781 Washington called
for 30,000 new volunteers. Only 8,000 men signed on. | did whatever | had to do to
join the army because my country needed me and becauseyicisuntry.”

A great wave of applause thundered across Federal Hall as head after heac
nodded at the sentiment of Deborah’s answer. This rousing response put a crimsor
flush on Deborah’s cheeks, and confidence in her voice as she snatched up the nex
card. “Why did you pick the name, ‘Robert Shurtleff’ when you enlisted?”

Deborah smiled. “Those were my brother’s first and middle names. He died at age
eightin the same year | was born. | never met him. But my mother missed him deatrly,
so | know he was a goocepson and his name deserved to live aghiaughme.”

Again her answer fetched a generous round of applause. Deborah beamed
Speaking tours might be more enjoyable than she had thought. She read the thirc
card. “What was your scariest moment with the army?”

“Two stand out in my memory. One was a moment not of fear for myself,
but for the poor victims of the first Mohawk Indian raid | came across. Children
had been scalped and left to slowly bleed to death in agony. Women’s bodies
butchered. Men hacked to pieces. | never forgave the Mohawks for that raid, and
| was glad to volunteer for the 40-ma. . er,persm . . .”

A roll of laughter skipped across the fascinated horror of the crowd.

“ ... Ranger Unit that captured over 500 of them during the winter of
1782-1783.

“The other moment was my first battle. | joined in May 1782. Things were
going very much our way. Cornwallis had surrendered at Yorktown in October
1781. But the war was far from over. The British still held New York City with a
strong force, and had a large army fighting its way south down the Hudson River
from Canada. If those two forces met, the Colonies would be cut in half and the
tide would turn back to the British. Complicating things, many thousands of
fierce Tories, organized into cutthroat brigades, and bands of Mohawks, were
raiding Patriot houses and posts throughout the lower Hudson River Valley.
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“Our one stronghold was the narrows where the Hudson makes two abrupt
turns around the bluffs called ‘West Point.’ That's where | was stationed. My Di-
vision of Rangers was first assigned to push back the Tories, and then to stop the
Mohawks.

“I had been in camp three weeks, in the army only one month, when we
marched out for our first extended patrol. Up to that moment my whole focus had
been on getting through the normal daily routine of a soldier without being dis-
covered: figuring how to sleep, eat, bathe, and use the facilities without being
seen to be a woman.

“Now as part of a company of 50 Rangers | marched out with flintlock,
stuffed haversack, and cartridge boxes to go to war. On our third day out, we
crossed a field just north of Tarrytown, deep in territory controlled by vicious
Tory brigades. Suddenly a volley of musket balls whizzed over our heads. We
whirled around to see a large company of Tories on horseback led by two Red-
coats who had been waiting in ambush at the top of a hill.

“‘Form your lines!” shouted our sergeant.

“A second volley screamed past us. One ball punched a hole in my hat and
split my feather in two. Two of our lads dropped to the ground, blood flowing out
across the grass.

“ ‘Prepare to fire! yelled the sergeant, now waving his sword like a conduc-
tor’s baton.

“The Tories charged down the hill with fierce yells as they tried to reload on
horseback.

“‘FIREY
“Four of the Tories fell from the saddle. Two Tory horses went down.
“‘Reload and hold your line!

“Feverishly | ripped open the paper around a cartridge and poured the pow-
der into my pan. | wheeled over my musket and dropped powder and ball in.

“The Tories regrouped and fired. The man next to me cried out in surprise
and pain, and crumpled to the ground. The earth trembled as the Tory horses
charged again.

“l rammed the powder down hard and replaced my ramrod. It felt like | took
hours to reload. But | was the third Ranger to re-shoulder my piece and wait for
our sergeant’s command.

“‘FIREY

“Our muskets exploded with a thunder clap roar and a cloud of choking, sul-
furous smoke. Six more Tories fell dead. The others wavered and hesitated.

“We heard a loud commotion off to our left. Two long lines of infantry Loy-
alists under direction of a Redcoat sergeant broke from the woods ready to fire.
There must have been 80 of them closing in on our flank. We had walked into a
trap and were badly outnumbered.

“*Volunteers to shield that flank,’ yelled the sergeant.
“Instinctively | stepped forward.
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“'Good. You, Shurtleff, take 10 men and stall that infantry until we've re-
grouped in the woods,’ the sergeant commanded. ‘Then rejoin us as fast as you
can.’

“With 10 uniformed Rangers behind me | sprinted to our left flank to face
the lines of oncoming Tories. | wondered what these hardened Rangers would
think if they knew a woman was leading them into battle.

“‘Line here!’ | yelled, coming to a stop. ‘On one knee. Prepare to fire!’

“We saw the smoke rise as a forest of Tory muskets exploded. Balls whined
past my head like a gust of hissing wind. One man in my line collapsed backward,
a gaping hole in his chest.

“‘FIRE' I yelled. Our few muskets erupted in red flames, smoke, and thun-
der. Five Tories fell, but the rest continued to march down upon us.

“‘Reload!

“Desperately we tore open the paper of our powder charges and rammed
ball and powder home.

“The Redcoat sergeant yelled, ‘Fire!” Two more of my line fell silent on the
field.

“‘FIRE! | screamed as soon as | saw all muskets up and shouldered. ‘R-
etreat for the woods!" | called, and we scurried for the safety of the trees before
the next Tory volley could rip into us. | turned to see four additional Tories lying
crumpled on the field. The rest broke ranks and charged at a full run after us,
bayonets gleaming.

“We rejoined our company amongst the first trees of the woods just as the
mounted Tories charged in on top of us. All was a sea of confusion: smoke,
shouts of pain, neighing horses, the roar of muskets, clashing of steel bayonets.
And then my eyes saw the wondrous sight of Redcoats and Tories streaming back
to the field in retreat.

“The ranks of our besieged company had suddenly swelled. Two volunteer
Patriot units had rushed up from Tarrytown at the first sound of gunfire. Now
nearly 200 Patriot muskets tore into the Tory ranks. And they fled.

“‘Fire at will and pursue with bayonet!” cried our sergeant. ‘Charge!’

“It was my first bayonet charge. With shouts of triumph | raced out of the
trees after the Tories, feeling very much like a gazelle as | bounded across the
field. We poured a flood of musket balls into the fleeing Tories as we ran.

“Suddenly | stumbled straight into a small cluster of Tories who had formed
in a protected pocket around a fallen friend. A Tory bayonet swung at my head,
flashing in the afternoon sun. | had time neither to think nor even to scream. In-
stinctively, as we had been trained, | raised one arm to deflect the blow and
lunged forward, low and straight, with my own bayonet.

“The eyes of the Tory before me winced in pain, then shot open in shocked
surprise. He trembled for a moment and collapsed to the grass, blood spilling out
of the ragged gash across his coat. The rest in the pocket threw down their arms
and surrendered as other Rangers rushed in.
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“My legs turned to rubber and my knees began to tremble. My breath came
in rapid gasps. | couldn’t stand, and collapsed to the grass next to my wounded
enemy as the terrible emotion of the moment caught up with me. My only thought
had been to stay alive. Now at its end, the horror of this battle and of striking my
fellow man flooded over me. | began to weep. Then my sobs turned to laughter. A
pocket of six fierce Tories had just surrendered to a woman.”

The dead silence of Federal Hall was broken first by appreciative laughter,
then by thunderous applause and a wave of relief, as if the listeners had held their
breath throughout the tense story and finally were able to exhale and gulp in a
fresh supply of air at its end.

Deborah raised the next card. “What are the most humorous and embarrass-
ing moments you can recall?”

Deborah’s face furrowed in thought, and then suddenly brightened. “The
wrestling match,” she answered.

“In October 1782, things were slow in camp and we all had time to Kkill.
Some of the boys in our Ranger Company started a wrestling contest. As | walked
past, unaware, two of the lads dragged me in. ‘Shurtleff takes on the winner,’
they cried, and everyone cheered.

“I tried to back out. | said | was in a rush, but then couldn’t think of where to
or what for. | complained of a sore back and said | had just eaten. Nothing
worked. | was pushed forward into the ring. My only thought was, ‘Oh, no.
They'll find out I'm a woman for sure.’

“The man | was to wrestle was a thick, powerful brute from Kentfield. ‘Ah,’
he smiled. ‘This should be a real match. Shurtleff's a fighter. | remember you
from the battle at Tarrytown. | better take this match seriously.’

“Then to my horror he stripped off his shirt to fight bare chested. ‘Come on,
Shurtleff, strip off that shirt and wrestle man to man.’

“In the midst of my panicked protest he bolted forward, snatched me up,
spun me high in the air, and slammed me to the ground on my back.

“The crowd roared at how he had tricked me. ‘You're not as quick as |
thought,” he said.

“Another challenger leapt in to try his luck. | lay on my back for a long mo-
ment, joints aching, eyes closed, lips smiling gleefully, silently whispering to the
heavens, ‘Thank you, thank you, thank you!’ It had been close. But | had escaped
and my secret was safe.

“My most embarrassing moment had to be when an important local couple
wanted me to date their daughter. | tried politely to decline but they pleaded and
offered me a lavish dowry just to date her. | couldn’t think of any excuse not to
and actually had three dates before my unit was transferred to Ft. Ticonderoga
and | was saved.”

Boston women blushed at this story. Men howled with laughter. All cheered
and demanded another answer. Deborah lifted the next card. “What are you most
proud of in your service as America’s first woman soldier?”
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“That’s an easy one,” said Deborah. “There are two things. First, that | suc-
cessfully hid my feminine identity from every soldier and officer around me for
over ayear. | never slipped and never let anyone find out until the war was over. It
was a greater and more demanding effort than any one can imagine.

“Second, that | proved myself to be a worthy and competent soldier and was
selected over many others (all men, | might add) for assignment to our Ranger
Division. | earned the respect of officers and fellow soldiers alike as a brave
fighter and reliable worker. Itis very gratifying for me to know that, even though
women are not allowed to join the army, | proved that they are fully qualified to
do so.”

Having said this, Deborah Sampson stepped away from the lectern,
snatched up her flintlock, and smartly ran through the manual of arms. She fin-
ished by loading and firing in less than 15 seconds.

The great thunderclap roar of her musket slowly faded from the hall. Ears rang.
A surprised murmur of voices was slowly replaced by a standing ovation, as voice
after voice acknowledged Deborah Sampson'’s place as a heroine of the Revolution.

Aftermath =

The West Point stronghold prevented the British from trying one last, desperate
push to split the Colonies in two and continue the war. West Point also acted as the
base for the effort to quell Tory and Indian uprisings in upstate New York, more preva-
lentin that region than in any other part of the Colonies. The strength of the fort at West
Point helped to ensure that the war would formally, finally, and completely end. Be-
cause of its importance during the later stages of the war, this site was chosen as the sit
for the nation’s military academy, founded at West Point in 1802.

Deborah Sampson was the first American woman soldier. A streetis named in her
honor in Sharon, Massachusetts. A monument stands in her honor in Plympton, Mas-
sachusetts. Even more than for her military deeds and honors, however, Deboraf
Sampson should be remembered by us all as an early American example of that un-
shakable spirit that lets no obstacle, no matter how great, stand in the way of a worth-
while goal.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* How do you think it was possible for a woman to get away with pretending to
be a man? Why didn’t she get caught during her initial processing? Why not
during her basic training? Could someone get away with it today? Why or why
not?

* Washington’s call for new enlistments over the winter of 1780-1781 was
mostly ignored. Why wasn’t army service popular during the Revolution?
Why didn’t the army have a flood of eager volunteers?
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* Why did the American army create special Ranger Units? Whom were they
designed to fight?

* Why did the British Parliament give up on the Revolutionary War in 1782 and
begin peace negotiations? The American army was bankrupt and couldn’t
continue to fight. The British still controlled most of the major port cities. Why
didn’t the British send in a new army and continue the war?

Finding Out More . Following are five important topics from this story for you
to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* Have women always joined the military by pretending to be men? Has this
happened during American wars other than the Revolution? Which armed
forces throughout history have allowed women to join and fight alongside
men? Search the library and Internet for examples. Does your research indi-
cate that attitudes toward women serving in the military have changed and are
changing? How? Why?

* Research Deborah Sampson. Find out about her entire life history and her
many accomplishments after the war.

e Search the library and Internet for information about other women who fought
during American wars. Why did they fight in battle? What happened to them?

 After Yorktown, Washington assumed that the war would continue. What did
he think the British would try next? Why? How did that force him to re-deploy
his shrinking army? What river did he think was the key to holding the country
together? Why?

* The Hudson River Valley was a hotbed of fighting throughout the war. After
Yorktown, Washington thought it was so important that he shifted his whole
army there. Research the Hudson River Valley and the wartime events in that
region from 1775 through 1783. What fighting took place there? Who con-
trolled the valley?

Make It Real

* Imagine that you have a terrible secret that you can’t share with anyone at
school, a secret that you are terrified will be found out. How would that con-
stant worry affect your daily school life? Imagine that you have such a danger-
ous secret and write a letter to a close friend describing how it has affected
your life at school

* At the end of this story, Deborah Sampson loaded and fired her musket in less
than 15 seconds. Research and learn the manual of arms for a flintlock rifle
(what you do to load and fire it). Pretend to have a real flintlock, practice the
moves, and put on a Revolutionary War demonstration of musket firing for
other students.

Points to Ponder

* |sita good idea for women to join the military and fight in wars? Why or why
not? Do most countries now agree with your position? Have they always done
s0?
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* Deborah Sampson lied to join the army. Should she have been praised or pun-
ished for that lie? Why?

* The British entered the Revolutionary War with the best-trained and most
well-equipped army in the world, with the most powerful navy in the world,
and with an enormous economic and financial machine behind them. They
were opposed by an untrained, poorly led, ill-equipped army, by a virtually
nonexistent navy, and by a government that was broke before the war began. It
should have been the easiest victory in British history.

But they lost. Why? How could they lose with such an overwhelming ini-
tial advantage? Research why and how the British lost something they should
have so easily won and discuss your findings in class.



A Fearful Farewell
Loaylists Flee for Their Lives, 1782

At a Glance

Yorktown did not end the Revolutionary War. Raids, skirmishes, and local fights
continued for over a year. But after Yorktown the major armies simply stopped fight-
ing. The American Congress was broke and couldn’t fund another campaign. The Brit-
ish army had lost all public and political support at home and so sat in their barracks
awaiting new orders.

As peace negotiations dragged on through 1782 and early 1783, and as the British
army and British colonial authorities slowly abandoned what control and influence
they still had in America, life became increasingly difficult for Tories and Loyalists.

Victorious Patriots were in no mood to forgive and forget. Verbal abuse (and of-
ten physical abuse) was heaped upon those even suspected of being Loyalists, as we
threats and taunts. Loyalist property was seized. Merchants refused to sell even neces
sities to Loyalists.

Many feared even worse treatment once the Redcoats finally left. Many fled;
most of their property was seized by various self-appointed Patriot Committees at
dockside and along the road. Many life-long American Loyalists were forced to flee
America as penniless paupers.

309
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Almost 200,000 Americans left during the two-year period 1782—-1783—almost
10 percent of the total population. Streaming in fear to docks and borders, taking only
what they could carry on their backs, they must have looked much like the floods of
refugees who fled violence in their home countries during the twentieth century. This
is the story of one loyalist woman.

Meet Vivian Vanderslice

Vivian Childers was born in New York City in 1724. Her parents owned a pros-
perous shipping company. At 18, she married a prominent New York Loyalist and
merchant (Charles Vanderslice), who rose quickly in colonial New Y ork political soci-
ety. Mr. Vanderslice was held in such high regard by the colonial governor thatin 1773
he received one of the four New York franchises to import and sell British East India
Tea (before the Boston Tea Party destroyed British tea sales).

When Mrs. Vanderslice's husband died in 1775, she was well established as a pil-
lar of Loyalist society in New York. She hosted regular parties for Generals Howe and
Clinton and their top staffs in her spacious downtown home. However, her fortune be-
gan to dwindle as prices in New York skyrocketed in 1780 and 1781 because of war
shortages. When Patriot-appointed Committees snatched up the power of local anc
state government in 1782, her economic and social world collapsed. She fled to Can-
ada and lived along the lower St. Lawrence comfortably, but humbly, for another
dozen years.
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A Fearful
Farewell

rs. Vivian Vanderslice, as was her custom, lay still for a long minute after
I\/I she awoke, enjoying the feeling of being on top of the world. Then she

rose from her postered bed and sucked in the morning air in a deep, satis-
fied breath through the second-floor windows of her elegant New York City
home. The early morning sun peaked over the East River and Long Island Sound
like a glowing orange ball. It promised to blossom into a glorious summer day—a
trifle hot, but New York was always a trifle hot in summer. That’'s hoshibuld
be, she thought. The summer of 1782 should be no different. Summer heat was
why she had fans and servants.

Fifty-eight-year-old Mrs. Vivian Vanderslice pulled the call-bell rope fas-
tened next to her bed. AlImost instantly she heard the satisfying sound of hurried
steps on the marble staircase in response to her call. The bedroom door opened to
afashionably dressed man in his early fifties, tall and plump, who bowed his head
respectfully as he spoke. “Yes, madam?”

“Good morning, Jensen,” she gushed. She thrilled at the sense of power af-
forded each day by the simple act of having others jump at her beck and call. “I
think eggs this morning, Jensen—3 eggs—poached. With muffins.”

He bowed slightly in his laced shirt and waistcoat. “Muffins. Yes Madam.”
“Muffins andeggs,” she corrected. “Three. Poached, Jensen.”
He paused, awkwardly uncertain of how to phrase his reply. “Sorry, Madam.”

“Sorry?” she demanded. Mrs. Vanderslice was in the habit of rolling her “r's”
with great relish as if it proclaimed her superior breeding and position in society.

“There are no eggs, Madam.”

“Then get some prrrromptly, Jensen.”

“Sorry, Madam,” he said with great solemnity.
“Sorry?”

“Eggs are hard to find these days and cost over £5 a dozen when | can find
them, Madam.”

Her hand rose to the top of her sizable bosom in shock. Her voice rose an oc-
tave. “£5? For a dozen? Preposterous.”

“Yes, Madam. Still, it is true, Mrs. Vanderslice.” He spoke in the slow,
steady voice an adult uses when instructing a young child.
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Mrs. Vanderslice seemed to swell to a frightening size as she sucked in a
great breath. “I am a pillar of New York society. My late husband was the com-
missioner of ports for this city and an assistant treasurer for the entire colony. |
am a distant cousin of the colonial governor. | am close personal friends with
Generals Howe, Clinton, and now Carleton! Don’t tell me | can’t have eggs!”

Jensen stood in the door, a tower of composure and calm. “30,000 British
soldiers in New York City for five years have stripped the countryside of all edi-
ble commodities, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

Her eyebrows arched. She stomped across the room. Her voice rang like
thunder. “We areghrilled that the British troops are here!” she gushed, taking
every opportunity to roll her “r's.” “We relish the chance to have more regiments
in our resplendent city!”

“Yes, Mrs. Vanderslice.” Jensen’s face was the perfect picture of compas-
sion and understanding as he bowed and backed out of the room. “Still, there are
no eggs, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

“The governor and all his assistants shall hear of this!” she threatened to an
empty room.

After a quiet breakfast of muffins and bruised melon, Mrs. Vanderslice
glanced into the rooms of her 20-room house that had so often been crammed
with gaiety and laughter over the years. “We must buy some flowers for the ta-
bles and living room.”

“Yes, Mrs. Vanderslice,” answered Jensen. “If | can find some, Madam.”
“Of course you can find flowers. It the city.”
“I will try, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

She gestured vaguely around the empty house. “And | believe we shall have
beef pie for dinner. I will invite the staff of General Carleton for a rousing party.”

“Sorry, Mrs. Vanderslice, but beef is too expensive any more in the city.”
“Beef? Too expensive fane?”

“Yes, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

“An outrage! The governor shall hear of this ridiculousness!”

“The replacement governor has disappeared and | suspect he has fled for
England, Mrs. Vanderslice. The appointed governor was driven out of the coun-
try three months ago.”

Life was so new and uncertain in the summer of 1782. Rumblings of uncer-
tainty seemed to crack the fabric of ordered British life in every corner of the city.

“Itis those damnable rebels!” muttered Mrs. Vanderslice, as though that one
disclaimer explained all of the social ills befalling the city. “I shall order General
Carleton to roust them out this very evening!”
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Ten elegantly dressed ladies sat in a circle late that morning in the parlor of
Mrs. Weemer's house, two blocks from Mrs. Vanderslice’s. Servants scurried in
and out with tea and small cakes as the ladies sewed. (“If those wretched Daugh-
ters of the American Revolution can doit, so shall the upstanding loyal women of
these colonies!” Mrs. Vanderslice had said back in 1778 to start the Women'’s
Sewing Committee of the Board of Associated Loyalists.)

Only 10 women showed up this summer day of 1782 instead of the 50 that
sewing luncheons had drawn back in 1779 and 1780. The face of Gloria Skinner,
sitting across from Mrs. Vanderslice, was bruised and swollen from a mob attack
on the street. Her husband had been Treasurer of New Jersey and fled to Canada
to escape the mobs in 1777. He had returned in May 1782, hoping to reestablish
his business position. Last night he had been badly beaten by a mob calling them-
selves the New York Committee for Public Safety. Some of the blows found their
way to his wife. They threatened him with execution if he ever set foot in New
Jersey again.

“And he committed no crime,” Gloria moaned through her sniffles. “He
wasn't everaccusedf anything except carrying out the duties of his post!”

One woman in the circle was the cousin of Prosper Brown, a Connecticut
Loyalist who had been held in chains for two years by privateers wanting a high
ransom. With the war ending, he had been killed and the family threatened with
the same if they didn’t leave immediately. “I fear | will be next,” she sighed while
dabbing at the tears forming in the corners of her eyes.

“It's those awful committees,” complained one woman as they stitched
socks and uniforms for the Loyalist militia.

“They are thugs, a mindless rabble,” thundered Mrs. Vanderslice. “l intend
to complain to General Carleton about it this very evening.”

Another woman paused in her work. “It's so confusing. Suddenly there are
committees for everything—Equity, Justice, Appointment, Civil Order, Taxation.”

“The taxes!” groaned several women. “Taxes are so high, it's not worth
making money anymore.”

“They tax you even if you don’t,” scoffed another.

Mrs. Vanderslice snorted in agreement, then paused to gaze around the circle.
“Why are so many missing today?”

“I'm afraid they’re gone.”
“Gone? Gone where?”
“Nova Scotia, mostly.”

Mrs. Vanderslice shuddered. “Such a wretched, unruly choice for a holiday—
and so uncompromisingly cold.”

“No, Vivian. Gonepermanentlyo escape the rebel committees and mobs.”

“Gone? Why ever go?” Mrs. Vanderslice demanded. “Those wretched reb-
els will never reach into New York City to disrupur safety.”

“Why do you say that?” asked the battered Mrs. Skinner.
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“Why, indeed! New York is the headquarters for the might of the Royal
British Army.”

“A lot of good they do anymore against the Committees,” grumbled one
woman. “Besides, they're only here for a few more months”

“What?” bellowed Mrs. Vanderslice.

“The war is over, Vivian. Britain has been defeated.”
“Preposterous! Britain canlose”

“They’ve quit the war. We are being abandoned.”

Prosper Brown'’s cousin said through growing tears and sniffles, “| leave to-
morrow for Nova Scotia. But I'm trying to look on the bright side.”

Mrs. Vanderslice insisted, “But the future erein New York. Mother
England will rise again. You'll see!”

The other women shook their heads and sadly, silently returned to their
work.

Jensen arrived in mid-afternoon to escort Mrs. Vanderslice home. They had
to walk because the New York Committee for Equity had confiscated her car-
riage and horses three days earlier, leaving a receipt that could be filed with the
Committee on Public Finance for compensation in worthless Continental paper
dollars.

“Preposterous!” snorted Mrs. Vanderslice. “I shall buy a dozen new horses.”
“There are none to buy, Madam,” said Jensen in his low, steady voice.

One block from Mrs. Vanderslice’'s home, they were stopped by a mob that
had barricaded the street and was checking each passer’s identification.

“These ridiculous mobs are ruining our city,” Mrs. Vanderslice snorted.
“Why isn’t the army here to clear away such riff-raff?”

One of the ragged women guarding the barricade pointed at Mrs. Van-
derslice. “Her! | knowher. She's a rich Tory spy!”

Many in the crowd surged off the barricade toward the accused spy. They
yelled and shook fists. A few shoved against Jensen, who was bravely trying to
shield Mrs. Vanderslice from the mob. A brick was thrown. It whistled past her
head and crashed into the building behind her.

A volley of eggs sailed out of the crowd. Several splattered on target. The
crowd laughed as yoke dribbled down Mrs. Vanderslice’s face.

“Eggs,” she muttered, eyes wide in befuddlement. “At £5 a dozen, how can
they waste eggs?”

“They steal them, Madam,” Jensen whispered as he hustled her back up the
street and as he tried to wipe the worst of the assault off her face and dress.

“Where were the police?” she later demanded over and over. “Where was
the army? Where is civil order?”



A Fearful Farewell / 315

Only five officers from General Carleton’s staff arrived for a dinner of vege-
table and chicken pot pie with sweet plum sauce that evening. “The rest at an-
other party?” inquired Mrs. Vanderslice.

“No, ma’am,” answered a thin, mustached colonel. “General Carleton is in
Charleston completing the evacuation of that city. Many other officers have al-
ready departed for England. The rest are busy closing facilities around New York
and preparing to leave ourselves.”

“Leave? How can that be?” she demanded.
“The war is over, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

“The war is ours to win!” she bellowed, grasping and squeezing a dramatic
fistful of air. “The King’s American Dragoons were just formed. Recruitment is
brisk. The Board of Associated Loyalists is strong and active. The wretched reb-
els are crumbling in chaos.”

The colonel shifted uncomfortably in his chair. “You should consider leav-
ing New York, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

She laughed. “Leave New York? Oh, dear me, no, Colonel. Who ever would
want to leave the most perfect residence in the Colonies?”

He cast his eyes sheepishly down to the rich Persian carpet. “We cannot pro-
tect you from the mob. . .”

“Rubbish! Of course you can. Two companies of dragoons could easily do
the job.”

“We have orders not to engageamy confrontation. The war is over. We
will be leaving soon.”

The edges of panic swirled across Mrs. Vanderslice’s face. Her voice turned
small and frightened, “Mother England caléaveme unprotecte . . . ”

By morning Mrs. Vanderslice had regained her composure and decided to
stop this foolish nonsense about British forces leaving New York. She stormed to
the colonial governor’s office. It was abandoned. He had fled to England three
months before. His replacement had never settled in before deciding it was better
to leave.

Undaunted, she pushed on to the lord high mayor’s office. The rooms were
in a shambles, having been demolished by a mob. The mayor had sailed for Can-
ada 10 days before. In General Carleton’s headquarters she could find only a
clerk-orderly. All officers were busy planning the evacuation of troops from vari-
ous British posts to Canada and England.

Still determined, Mrs. Vanderslice marched to the police chief constable’s
office. His title, painted on the door to his set of offices, had been smashed and re-
placed by a poster that read “Committee for Civil Order.”

“Good morning, Mrs. Vanderslice,” a man in ordinary worker’s clothing
sneered. “What can the New York State Committee for Civil Order do for one of
the city’s most loathsome Loyalists?”
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“Arebel . ..” shemumbled. “Wretched rebel committees have taken over
the police.” Fear grew like a burning lump in her stomach as she glanced around
the ring of leering faces staring back at her. “They are all ebel ..”

Mrs. Vanderslice turned and stumbled out of the central police station.
“Rebels are everywhere.” Her hands trembled. She gasped for breath. “l.a
alone . . .What shall | do? How shall | manage all alone?”

Mrs. Vanderslice sat alone through the afternoon in her vast living room that
had so often held over a hundred at merry gatherings of shining uniforms and
swishing, full gowns. Bare spaces marked where gilded furniture and precious
artwork had been taken from the walls and floor by the Committee of Taxation
and the Committee of Public Equity. She felt shrunken, confused, and adrift.

“How could the greatest civilization on Earth lose a war to a revolting, un-
couth, disorganized, ragged rabble? How can Mother Englang halost?”

The faint echo of her own voice in the mostly empty room was the only an-
swer she heard.

Her country estate on Long Island had been seized. So had her bank ac-
counts and land holdings. Her friends had been driven off. More and more of her
household possessions disappeared to the mobs each day. Now she could nc
even freely walk the streets of the city she had always felt that she personally
owned.

Jensen stood quietly in the shadows by the pantry door.

“What can we do, Jensen?”

“l suggest we leave, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

“Leave? But New York is our home.”

“It is not our New York any longer, Madam. We should go to Canada.”

“Canada? Good gracious, never!” she snapped. “If we go at all, we will go to
London to be close to the royal court whom, | am sure, will welcome us.”

“I have tried, Mrs. Vanderslice. But | can’t book passage to London until
October.”

Mrs. Vanderslice smiled wistfully. “October . . Fall is a lovely time to
travel. We'll leave in October.”

Jensen fidgeted slightly. “I suggest we leavan, Madam, to Canada. |
managed to secure most of your funds in cash before the accounts were seized.”

“No, Jensen. | have decided. We leave in October.”
“New York is not safe for you anymore, Mrs. Vanderslice.”
“London. In October, Jensen.”

Jensen sighed and softly shrugged, as if unable to find a way to conceal the
truth any longer. He seemed stooped and less vigorous as he stepped forwarc
holding a scrolled piece of paper. “Yonustleave now, Madam. This Commit-
tee of Justice summons for Public Court arrived today.”

“Summons? For me?”
“Yes, Madam.”
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“To testify against some rebel scoundrel?”

There was deep sadness in Jensen’s voice when he spoke. “No, Madam. To
stand trial, yourself, as a Tory spy during the war.”

“Preposterous! | will not stand trial!” her eyes blazed as she spoke. “l am a
loyal English citizen! I'm protected by the King and his army. They can't try
me.”

“I'm afraid they both can and will, Mrs. Vanderslice, unless we leave.”

The very room seemed to vibrate with the fury of her thunderous voice.
“They can’t run me out on a rail like some commoner! | am related to the gover-
nor...”"

“Who was run out three months ago, Madam.”

“My husbandwa . . .”

“He is dead, Madam, and his commission and post have been dissolved.”
“l am a close friend of Genera. . ”

“Who is preparing to evacuate the entire British army, Madam.”

Her fire slowly faded to a fragile, needful ember. She took on the look of a
frightened, trapped animalYou'll stop them, won't you, Jensen?”

“It's called the Bill of Attainder, Mrs. Vanderslice. The Committee claims
that it gives them the right to haul you away to jail in chains. | can only stall them
off for another day—two at most. And there is a ship legvin. ”

“To Canada?” she asked.
“Quebec City is quite tolerable in summer, | understand, Madam.”

Her hands kneaded the air as if trying to wring out a better solution. “l can’t
run away from my beautiful city. My husband and parents are buried here. My
accomplishments are here. My memories are here.”

“It's not our city any longer, Mrs. Vanderslice.”

She shook her head, desperately trying to understand how her seemingly
perfect world could have so quickly and totally dissolved. “It is a world gone
mad, Jensen. Totally mad.”

“These American rabble,” he answered, “have learned a dangerous truth:
All power is derived from the common people. Now they seem determined to
wield that power themselves.”

She gazed far off at a terrifying future. “I will be nothing more than a com-
mon refugee, a meaningless, unconnected lump in the frozem nart

During breakfast the next morning, a brick crashed through one of the front
bay windows. Shards of glass exploded across the room, slicing through fabrics,
gouging furniture and floor. The rumbling voices of an angry crowd poured
through the gaping hole. Window glass, lamps, and chairs disintegrated as a sec-
ond barrage of bricks smashed into the room.

“I'm afraid, Jensen,” Mrs. Vanderslice whimpered, crouching in the break-
fast room. Fear was a sensation she had not known in her privileged life.

“We must leave, Madam.”
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“I'll begin packing,” she said in a wooden voice.

“No, Madam. We must leaveow.”

Fists pounded on the door. Voices yelled for the traitor to come out.
“Quickly, Madam. Out the back! Now!”

“Butmy jewek . .. myprecious dr. . . myhusband’s collections of artifact. . ”
“Leave them, Mrs. Vanderslice. You must run!”

She stared, uncomprehendingly. “But . Butthese things, this city, this
place . . .theseare my life.”

“Not any more, Madam.” Jensen grabbed her arm and jerked her out the
back door and through a service entrance into an alley. It was the first time he had
physically touched her in over 20 years of service.

Late that afternoon, two figures huddled on the deck of a merchant schoo-
ner. The land surrounding the Verazanno Narrows slid past, gray and lifeless as a
rain squall rolled in to obscure their final glimpse of New York City. The land
disappeared into gray, swirling mist. They shivered in the dismal rain, hair plas-
tered to their cheeks, clothes hanging limp and matted, eyes straining to see home
through the formless gray.

In that moment these two refugees seemed the perfect symbol of the crum-
bled English colonial empire in America—a heavyset older woman still clinging
to justa shadow of her former splendor, now looking frail and pale, who trembled
and sniffed back the tears that secretly trickled down her face. A man—tall,
plump, and stiffly formal, who patiently held a cloak around her to fight off the
worst of the afternoon storm and who dreamed of a safer life in the frozen wilds
of the north.

Aftermath

Almost 100,000 loyalist refugees fled from America in 1782. Another 100,000
leftin 1783. Ex-British and Hessian soldiers who deserted the British army and settled
in America were often welcomed more openly and favorably than were Tories and
Loyalists who had lived their whole lives as faithful citizens.

Virtually all was taken from those who fled. Most were forced into lives of pov-
erty in other places held by the British: Nova Scotia, Quebec, the Upper and Lower St.
Lawrence River region, Lake Ontario, British posts at Niagara and Detroit, Florida, the
Bahamas, Caribbean Islands, and of course, England. Living out their lives as un-
wanted beggars in unfamiliar countries that neither cared for nor pitied them was the
cruel, final chapter to a long, bitter, and cruel war.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?

* Why did the Loyalists feel they had to leave America? Why weren’t they pro-
tected by the laws? What did they fear?
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* How many Loyalists left, and where did they go? What percentage of the total
population did that represent?

* Why weren't the Loyalists allowed to take all their possessions with them?
* Why were so many Loyalists concentrated in New York City by 1782?

Finding Out More . Following are six important topics from this story for you to
research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.

* What happened to the Loyalists who fled? See if you can create a profile of
their fate in Nova Scotia, the Caribbean, along the St. Lawrence River, in Flor-
ida, and in England. How many settled in each of these areas? Did they stick
together in separate communities or did they integrate into the local popula-
tion? How many built new, successful lives? How many struggled to support
themselves and to fit in? Did most remain poor? Did some become rich?

* The diplomatic effort to arrange a peace that would officially end the war be-
ganinearly 1782 and lasted for a year and a half. Why did it take so long? Who
handled the negotiations for the “United States?” What were the most difficult
issues to resolve? Research this important final phase of the Revolutionary
War.

* Research British army life in New York in 1782 and 1783. The troops had
nothing to do but sit in their barracks for almost two years. What did they do?
What activities were they allowed to take part in?

* What happened to the Tory militia units at the end of the war? When did they
stop recruiting new members? When did they stop meeting? When did they
disband? How did they keep from being arrested?

* Long before the war was officially over cities like New York were ruled by Pa-
triot citizen committees. Several are mentioned in this story. Who formed and
authorized these committees? How did they get their power? What happened
to them after the war?

* How long did it take after the war to form a national government? What form
did it take? How did the country function until then?

Make It Real

* Make a list of what you would take if forced to flee from your life-long home
and country. If you could only take what you could carry, what would that
be? What would you take if you had to run to save your life? Make a list of
what you wouldwantto carry and what you wouldieedto carry. What
would you leave behind? How would you feel about leaving everything else
behind forever?

* Make a map showing the location and date of significant Revolutionary War
eventsother than battleswhat kinds of events did you find? Where did these
events take place? Why and how were they significant to the war?
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4. Points to Ponder

* Do you think Congress should have done something to protect Tories and
Loyalists after the warZould Congress have done anything? Why didn’t
they?

* Was the fate of Loyalists after the Revolutionary War unique, or have such
mass exoduses often happened at the end of a war? Has this happened in th
past century? Where? Why? What happened to the refugees? How disruptive
do you think it is to have 10 to 20 percent of a community’s population leave?
How does the influx of refugees affect the countries they go to?
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A Soldier’s Farewell to the Army, April 1782

Bidding farewell to comrades

At a Glance

Yorktown had been won; Cornwallis had surrendered. But the British still held
New York in strength, as well as major southern ports. British armies were still a threat
up and down the Hudson River. Viewed through American eyes, the war seemed far
from over.

However, England had lost the taste for a nasty and endless colonial entangle-
ment. War with France and Spain had escalated into global conflict. England had no
more resources to pour down the drain fighting the Americans.

Tentative peace overtures and then preliminary peace talks began in 1782. They
would lead to formal peace negotiations and to a treaty in late 1783.

With the threat of war beginning to diminish, Congress could breathe a momen-
tary sigh of relief and begin to assess the devastation of the war. America was broke.
Congressional (national) coffers had never been full. Now they were mired deep in red
ink. Expenses needed to be cut—immediately.

One way to trim national expenses was to disband as much of the army as possi-
ble. The problem was that Congress owed the officers and soldiers a fortune they could
not pay. Congress initially promised to pay officers the equivalent of six years at half
salary when they left the army. Officers couldn’t be discharged because there was no
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way to pay them such a huge final sum. Worse, many enlisted men hadn’t been paid ai
allin years. If they were mustered out, all back pay would have to be handed over. But
there was no cash to hand over, whether Congress wanted to or not.

Congress couldn't afford to keep the army. And it couldn’t afford to let the army
go. It seemed an insoluble dilemma that could easily end with an army revolt.

Then a brilliant congressman thought up the concept of furloughs. Soldiers would
still be in the army (so there was no need to settle back pay) but would not be part of the
activearmy while on furlough. Officers wouldn’t have to be given discharge bonuses
because they weren'’t exactly being discharged. Soldiers wouldn’t have to be paid any
more because they were on furlough, not on active duty. Soldiers were free to go wher-
ever they wished until called back from furlough to active duty.

Send the army home on indefinite furlough arelercall them back, never have
to pay old debts to those who had fought bravely for American freedom but who were
now a burden on the public coffers: It seemed the perfect solution to Congress. Most
enlisted soldiers never realized that they were being cheated and trudged off, waving
furlough papers, to pick up the broken pieces of their civilian life with nothing but
worthless promises. This is the story of three such soldiers.

Meet Marcus Raymond Stanton and Oliver Cromwvell

Marcus Raymond Stanton was born a South Carolina slave in 1757. His mother
also had been born on the Stanton plantation northwest of Charleston. His father hac
been purchased as a teenager. Marcus, a field worker, had never set foot outside th
boundaries of the modest Stanton plantation when he was shoved into a recruiter’s
wagon and hustled 1,500 miles north to join the army, taking the place of Mr. Stanton’s
son, who didn’t want to serve.

Marcus didn’t know what an army was, that there was a war in progress, or even
that there were other countries and colonies when he climbed out of that wagon and
found himself thrown into the chaos surrounding Washington’s retreat up Manhattan
just after the battle of White Plains. Marcus survived the war and then drifted west, set-
tling firstin Kentucky and then in Ohio. He never returned to South Carolina for fear of
again being made a slave.

Oliver Cromwell was born as a free black in a ghetto on the south side of Philadel-
phiain 1752. His father died of disease when Oliver was a young boy. His mother and
her three surviving children worked their way to New York and then to Boston, arriv-
ing when Oliver was 12. His mother died when he was 14. His older brother and
younger sister moved west to start a farm. Farming held no attraction for Oliver, who
stayed in the city to scrounge whatever work he could. Over the years, he always found
enough work to survive but never enough to climb far ahead of starvation.

Oliver jumped at the chance to join the army, thinking it meant a steady source of
food, clothes, and income. He held no ideological leanings one way or the other during
the war, seeing it only as a practical way to survive. After the war he headed west, plan-
ning to meet up with his brother and sister. However, there is no record of him after his
split with Marcus Stanton.
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Alone. Broke.
and Forgotten

eep royal blues in the east and to gold and crimson over the hills to the

est. It was early April 1782, as the Continental Army garrison at West
Point, New York, dropped their shovels and pickaxes for the day, stopped their
forced and fevered labor of building an impenetrable ring of forts, and settled in
for the night.

After Yorktown and four days of celebrating the sweetness of triumph, most
of the army had been marched double-quick up here to the Hudson River north of
New York. But it felt more like a victory parade than the usual dusty summer
march of an army on the move. People in the towns they marched through had
lined the streets to cheer. Folks had turned out by the hundreds to wave and shake
their hands, to pass out pies and tell them what heroes they were. By the eighth or
ninth town, a lot of the men began to believe it. They began to strut instead of
march. They began to think that others should salute and call them “sir” just like
the officers.

Then they reached West Point, a lonely spot 55 miles north of New York,
where the Hudson River makes two tight, right-angled turns as it worms its way
through high bluffs. Every ship had to slow to a crawl to negotiate those turns,
which gave cannons mounted on the bluffs above an easy chance to pound ships
into kindling. West Point was the key to controlling the Hudson River.

After Yorktown, Washington feared that the British army would need a
quick victory to regain favor in Parliament and would strike north from New
York to seize West Point. The Continental Army spent the fall and winter of
1781-1782 building forts and redoubts to defend West Point from a land attack.
Many of the soldiers hadn’t picked up a musket or served guard duty in months.
Each morning they formed in ranks, did right-shoulder-arms with a shovel and
pickax, and marched off to toil like slave laborers instead of fierce fighters and
national heroes.

In the evenings, back at camp on the great, grassy plain overlooking the
river and the thickly wooded, rolling hills of the Hudson River valley, the sol-
diers lit fires, sang songs, rubbed aching muscles, and told stories of more glori-
ous days. Many of the young soldiers around those fires were recent recruits,
training to serve in the new Ranger Units of the army. These eager recruits sat
spellbound, listening to the tales of seasoned veterans.

aening camp fires had just been lit as the crystal blue sky of day faded to
d
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At one of these neatly aligned fires, two black sergeants slouched against
log supports with a confident—almost arrogant—ease that only came through
the forging of years of hardship and danger. Sergeant Oliver Cromwell, his cap
mashed low across his face, paused to confirm the awe in his rapt circle of listen-
ers. The dancing firelight flickered light and shadow across his beaming face.

“An’ that brings us to October 18 of las’ year.” The crowd of recruits nod-
ded and murmured in acknowledgment of the importance of the day. Oliver’s big
hands and long, slender fingers seemed to re-create the scene in the air as h
spoke. “October 18, 1781, dawned clear at Yorktown, Virginia, after a violent
downpour during the night. We was dressed in new, French-made uniforms of
blue and brown. American artillery units shattered the dawn stillness with the
thunder of a hundred cannons.”

The other black sergeant, Marcus Stanton, began to laugh as he rocked back
into the deepening evening shadows. “Where’d you learn them big words? ‘Shat-
tered the stillnes. . . ‘Lawd, that ain’t what you said 'dat morninfhenyou was
grumblin 'cause we had to get up so early.”

The recruits chuckled. Oliver waved his hands as if to dismiss his friend and
glared around the circle to regain his listeners’ respect. “You hush up, Marcus,
an’ let me tell this da’ way | worked it out.”

Marcus said, “Is that what you been doin’ in da’ afternoons on that ‘special
detail’ while | grow a new crop of blisters building redoubts on redoubts?
‘Workin’ out’” a story? Lookin’ up fancy words in the adjudent’s office?”

“| said for you to hush up!”

Marcus Stanton rolled his eyes and threw up his hands with a deep sigh. “All
right, 'den, Oliver. Let's hear what you been sneakin’ off duty to work up.”

Oliver grumbled, “Now, if there’s no mo’ interruptien . . ” And heglared
around the circle again, especially at Marcus. “The ground rumbled from the bar-
rage of American artiller. . . "

“‘Barrage!” Now 'datwas oneeal fancy word, Oliver,” Marcus laughed.

“Hush up, Oliver and let me tell it!” He cleared his throat to help find his
place in the story again. “An occasional weak shot fired back from the British re-
doubts. But | could tell they were startin’ to crumble. Through the drifting smoke,
alone drummer boy emerged from the British lines, marching fearfully down the
slope toward the Americans and French. Behind him walked a lone British offi-
cer waving a white flag.

“Cannonfire ceased. It seemed you could hear that lone drum beat for miles.
Everyone on both sides stood—in plain view—and stared. The officer was
whisked off to Washington’'s headquarters.”

Dramatically Oliver allowed his hand to fall to the dirt. “And that was it.
The fightin’ was over. Surrender talks began. Next afternoon we all spiffed up for
the ceremony. We stood in ranks of proud, fierce victors as the defeated British
shuffled out and dropped their muskets in a huge pile. No one laughed or hooted.
It felt solemn, almost sacde . .”
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Marcus broke into a howl of laughter, kicking his heels on the grou@dl-*
emr? Sacre® That afternoon you said the lousy uniforms itched like a torment
and that it was a silly waste of your time to make you stand out in the sun gettin’
hot.”

Oliver glared. “Marcus, hush up! Some of these tadpoles is new recruits and
ain’t got no experience with the proper feel of big battles.”

“Well | heard 'bout 'em more than | ever wants to. | had to live through 'em
and that was already more than | wanted.”

“Have you really been in battle?” asked one of the new recruits. “Ilmeanon a
real firing line against Redcoat regulars, slugging it out, volley for volley?”

“Have | been in battle?” repeated Oliver, seeming to light with an inner
glow at this opportunity for more stories.

Marcus muttered, “Oh, brother. They won’t shut him up 'til midnight now.”

“What battle you want to hear 'bout? | been in mos’ all of 'em,” Oliver con-
tinued. “Long Island, | was under Stirling. We lost over half our regiment that
day. Trenton. Ummm-hum. | was in the big charge at Trenton.”

Marcus shook his head. “That mornin’ you was mostly worried 'bout your
feet freezin’ off and 'bout Captain Herfanger wantin’ to get you killed 'cause
you’s black.”

“Naw,” complained Oliver. “It's was a great charge! The day was so wet an’
cold gun powder wouldn't light. We had to charge straight into the British lines
with bayonets only!”

“Wow!” whispered the recruits.

“Brandywine. | was in théhick of things at Brandywine. And Monmouth. |
was at Monmouth.”

“You was there, all right,” laughed Marcus. “ 'Cept our company didn't get
there 'til the battle was over.”

Oliver snapped, “Hush up, Marcus!” Then he pouted and crossed his arms.
“Maybe you got aetterstory to tell?”

An awkward moment of silence followed while Marcus slowly rubbed his
forehead. “Well, | gots one that's a long sight more important.” He said it quietly
with an edge of bitter fear in his voice. “I hear we're going to be throwed out of
the army.”

Night settled soft and gentle over the rows of wooden cabins for the veteran
units and canvas tents of the new recruits. With the cooking over, some of the camp
fires died to glowing embers. Songs floated into the night air around some of the
fires—some raucous and some mournful and filled with sad longings. At some
fires men sat quietly. At some men tried to pen letters by the unsteady firelight.

Oliver sniffed and wiped the back of his hand across his mouth. Then he
tried to smile. “You think you the only soldier got ears? | hear’'d that rumor, too. |
say, who cares? This place is looking a mite too settled for my taste. | liked it bet-
ter when we were a trampin’ army roving across New Jersey.”



326 \ 1781 Through 1783

The circle of recruits grew quiet. “I just enlisted,” said one small voice.
“They gonna’ throw me oualready?” Distant crickets sounded uncomfortably
loud as the soldiers drifted into their own thoughts and fears.

“Naw, not you young scrappers. You still gots your enlistment term to
serve. It's us old-timers gettin’ throwed out.”

Major Sherman Herfanger wandered by, his uniform jacket unbuttoned and
hanging rumpled over his shoulders. His white shirt and collar were permanently
yellowed by years of ground-in dirt, dust, and sweat. “Yer not bein’ thrown out.
Our entire regiment is beingrloughed” Just saying the word seemed to cause
him pain. Herfanger, who had been promoted to major in 1780, was a blacksmith
by trade out of North Carolina. He joined the army in the summer of 1776 and
was elected captain of his company because he could read and write. It was the
most responsible position he had ever held and he took it seriously, serving faith-
fully as a line commander without grumbling for almost six years.

The new recruits snapped to attention. Oliver and Marcus lounged where
they were. “What in tarnation isfarlough Cap’n?” asked Oliver. “l don’t want
no hardship duty.”

Marcus’s eyes widened. “Is that like bein’ discharged? | heard discharged
was when you finally gets yer back pay.” He rubbed his hands together. “I'll be

rich, sure 'nuff, with five years’ back pay comin’.

Herfanger shifted his weight, ignoring the recruits who were seemingly
awed by the presence of a field officer and unable to figure out why the sergeants
got by without showing trembling respect for the rank of major. “That’s the rub.
Furlough just means we get to go home. But we're still technically in the army, so
they don’t have to pay you nothin. Just goin’ to give us a voucher.”

Oliver scratched his forehead. “Furlough. Voucher. What kind of gibberish
you talkin’, Cap'n?”

Herfanger growled. “It'sMajor Herfanger to you. . . At least, for three
more days it is.”

Oliver laughed. “You always been da’ Cap’n. You always gonna be da’
Cap'nto us, Cap’n.”

Marcus’s teeth flashed in the firelight as he smiled in agreement.

Herfanger had resented having blacks in his command when he took charge.
He tried to drive Oliver and Marcus out by giving them the worst work assign-
ments he could. When that didn’t work, he tried to get them killed by always
placing them in the front rank and greatest danger. Herfanger gave up trying to
get rid of Marcus and Oliver in 1780 and promoted them to sergeants. Out of an
original 95 soldiers in his company back in 1776, only these three were still alive,
in the army, and together.

Herfanger turned to leave, then paused. “Your squads start out-processing
tomorrow. Schedules and orders will be available after breakfast.”

Marcus asked, “What we s’posed to do after that, Cap'n?”
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Herfanger's face twisted in bitter anger, exaggerated by the glowing fire-
light. “Youw? What am | gonna do? My business is gone—and that was just a
small-town blacksmith shop. I've beensamebodyn this army. I'm a Major!
When | leave this place, I'm an out-o’-work, no-good blacksmith. | hain’t heard
from my wife and kids in over two year. . .”

Oliver said, “You’s an officer. There’s always jobs for officers.”

Herfanger's face glowed with anger as his beefy finger jabbed toward the
two sergeants. “We won their dirty war and now Congress is trying to brush us
off like an embarrassing stain. Well, | ain’t goin’ that easy, and | ain’t goin’
peaceful. They can’t thromeout!” And he stomped off into the night.

Instead of finishing the defensive redoubts, Herfanger’s regiment spent the
next three days standing in long, snaking lines outside supply tents turning in
army-issued equipment—a musket in this tent, a blanket in the next, an overcoat
in the one beyond that.

“l am gonna miss this here overcoat,” sighed Oliver. “Itis surely the first de-
cent coat | got since Long Island back in '76.”

“Think of all da’ freezin’ winters we would o’ killed for a fine coat like
this,” Marcus agreed. “Shame not to let us keep it.”

“They ain't lettin’ us keep nothin,” said Oliver. “Yesterday | would have
had to turn in my britches 'cept | didn’t have anything else to wear!”

“Keep moving,” barked the supply officer. “Next!”

The lines were made painfully slow because each missing piece of equip-
ment had to be reported on a separate form that stated where the item had been
lost and why.

“Where you goin’ when we leave tomorrow?” Oliver asked.

“Goin'? | didn’t know we wasgoin’ anyplace.”

“We'll be on furlough You gots to go someplace.”

“Then | guess | don't rightly know. | never thought 'bout it afore.”

Oliver snapped, “Whaglseyou got to think about standing in these endless
lines?”

Marcus shrugged.

“You’s a free man, Marcus. Got no master any more. Nowgoisto think
'bout what you gonna’ do.”

Marcus shrugged and grunted.
“Why don’t you go back home to South Carolina?” Oliver asked.

Marcus grunted. “I left there a slave. If'n | go back, they’ll try to make me a
slave again, sure 'nuff. 'Sides, | hear'd both my parents was killed during the ri-
ots and attempted revoltin 1779. Nothing to go back to except memories of being
a slave.” He hung his head and pawed at the ground. “I sure would like to see my
mama again. . . Guess I'm glad she died trying to be free.”
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Then Marcus shook his head hard to rid himself of the thoughts. “bm’k
go back to Carolina.” He nudged Oliver. “What 'bout you?”

“West, | think,” Oliver answered with the same tone of bravado he used
when telling stories. “Maybe Ohio. Maybe all the way to Illinois and find me a
nice woman and ’bout 80 acres of nice easy land.”

“Maybe I'll tell 'em | want to stay in the army,” said Marcus. “It's the only
home I've known as a free man.”

“In the army!? This ain’t no home. 'Sides, y@an't stay. They're closin’
the door. Good-by. Get out 0’ here. Don’t need us anymore. 'Sides, they don’t
have any money to pay you.”

“That’s okay. They never paid me yet. But they give me food most of the
time and fine coats to wear in winter.”

They reached the front of the next line and turned in belts and cartouche
boxes as an officer checked their names off a long roster sheet.

“| feel kind 0’ naked without this stuff,” Oliver groused. “I had it on every
day fo’ as long as | can remember.”

Marcus brightened with a sudden idea. “I got it! Think I'll head for that city
we hiked through after Yorktown. Everyone was smilin’ and cheering. An’ eve-
ryone was handin’ out sweet baked pies and suchWVhat was the name o’ that
place?”

“You mean Baltimore?”
“Oh, yeah. Baltimore,” Marcus smiled. “Right friendly town, Baltimore.”
“Ain’t gonna be friendly now.”

“Who says?” Marcus snapped. “They liked me just fine five months ago.
They still gonna’ like me and give me pies and sweet cakes now.”

Oliver shook his head. “You remember when Philip Rother’s regiment was
discharged last month? He hiked out thinkin’ the same thing. No one gave him
nothin. Had hisself no place to live and nothin’ to eat. They called him a bum and
a free-loader of a ex-soldier. So he decided he’d just hakieimw some of this
and that—just to get by 'til he found a friendlier place. Got hisself arrested and
slapped in irons. He was drug back here and is in the stockade.”

“Lawd have mercy!” whispered Marcus. “Rother even got hisself a medal.
He was a hero. An’ they gay@m nothin’? What would they do tne?”

For the first time in his life Marcus felt the terror of loneliness. As a slave, as
a soldier, he had always felt needed and had always known what he was suppose
to do. This new image of a future all on his own in an indifferent world felt over-
whelmingly frightening. His voice shrank to a trembling whisper. “What am |
gonna’ do, Oliver? | got no family. | got no skills. All | ever done was work fields
and soldier. What am | s’posed to do tomorrow?”

The indifferent silence of the West Point plain was the only answer he
received.
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Major Herfanger wandered by the campfire that night carrying a bottle of
rum and plopped down next to Oliver and Marcus. “Now that the war’s over, the
country don’t need us, the cities don’t need us, the people don’t need us. Sowe're
thrown out like garbage. Not even a thank you. Just a worthless voucher.”

Songs drifted into the pale evening sky from those clustered around a dozen
campfires.

One circle roared with laughter as a singer warbled, “Do your ears hang
low? Do they wobble to and ffo. . . "

Marcus said, “I never understood that song. Whose ears ever hanged low
like that? An’ what's it got to do with bein’ a Continental soldier?”

Another campfire answered the first with an off-key how! of Yankee Doodle.
“Or that Yankee Doodle song neither,” added Marcus. “It makes no sense.”

“It's a song,” answered Oliver. “Ain’t supposed to make sense. S’posed to
keep your mind occupied so you don’t hear your feet complainin’ about too many

miles of marchin’.
“Naw. They gotta mean somethin’,” insisted Marcus.
Herfanger grunted, “Welimyears are hanging pretty low this night, I tell you.”

All three laughed and settled into the silence of close friends sitting com-
fortably around a fire as they had for almost 2,000 nights. Men can’t help grow-
ing close when they've shared fires and dinner for 2,000 nights, and when
they’ve shared the repeated danger of battle. They don’t plan it. It just happens.

Herfanger hemmed and hawed, toeing the dirt. “I'll miss you two. You're
the best soldiers | ever had.”

“Does that mean you're startin’ to like us, Cap’'n?” asked Oliver, flashing a
wide smile.

“Don’t get sentimental on me,” barked the major. “If we was back home in
Carolina, | wouldn’t admit | know you. But here &'. . .different.”

Marcus asked soft and solemn. “So what you gonna do, Cap’n?”
“Head home, | guess. And see what'’s still there. Don’t know what else to do.”

Oliver said, “I still gots a sister and brother, | think. Ain’t seen 'em since |
was 14. They moved out west into New York. | guess I'll try to find them. They
the only family | got—after tomorrow.”

Marcus struggled to find the right words. “I never knew a fella’ could have
everything and nothin’ before. Everyone says I'm free and | gots everything out
there to choose from. 'Cept, none of its mine an’ don’t seem like anyone’s willing
to give me any. All | ever done in my life was take orders. It's all | knows how to
do. And now everyone says I'm s’posed to be happy that | won’t have to take or-
ders ever again. 'Cept | don’t know what else to do.” He shrugged and poked a
stick at the embers in the fire. “I guess, I'll head for a city and see what hap-
pens—though I'd rather stay here, get yelled at and face the British.” With a final
sigh he added. “l envy those new Ranger recruits. They just startin’ to build their
families. Tomorrow we throwin’ ours away.”

Herfanger grunted and stormed off to his cabin.
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The regiment mustered one last time on the parade ground next morning.
General Washington was mounted on his light-gray horse, blue cloak flapping
gently in the breeze, face expressionless, unflappable. With a final salute, the
regiment was dismissed. All aimlessly walked away from camp, slowly splinter-
ing into smaller groups as the roads branched toward different states, different
homes, different futures.

Marcus and Oliver paused at a junction of mud and ruts—one heading west
into frontier New York, one turning south toward the city. They nodded and
started to part. Then both hesitated, needing more. “Take care, Marcus.”

“Say ‘hi’ to your brother and sister, Oliver.”

After another awkward pause, the two men turned their backs and walked
into a brave new world.

Aftermath

Most of the officer corps saw through the despicable congressional furlough ma-
neuver and refused to leave until paid in full. Some threatened to take over the country.
Many threatened to march the army west and set up their own country and leave the
fledgling United States defenseless. Some threatened to surround Philadelphia and a
tack Congress.

One of Washington’s finest hours was the speech he made to the officers to keep
them from mutinying against the country. One of his crowning achievements was to
maintain a fragile peace and sense of mutual respect between Congress and the armr
officer corps. When the army finally disbanded in 1783, Washington supported the
congressional shell game, which allowed them to use promissory notes to avoid paying
officers in hard cash. The officers threatened, they muttered, they rattled sabers, but
Washington made sure they got just enough to keep them from starting a new war.

Follow-up Questions and Activities

1. What Do You Know?
* What was the Continental Army doing in the closing year of the war? Why?

* Why did the Revolutionary War grind to a halt? Neither army had defeated the
other, yet the fighting stopped. Why?

* What monumental problems did Congress face as the war ended? Why was
the army one of their biggest problems?

* Why did Congress want to disband the army? Why couldn’t they do it?
* What is the difference between a discharge and a furlough?
2. Finding Out More . Following are four important topics from this story for you

to research in the library and on the Internet. The reference sources at the back of
this book will help you get started.
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* How are victorious and losing soldiers treated after a war? Are winning sol-
diers treated better than losing ones? Research specific examples. Do civilian
populations tend to treat all soldiers badly after they have fought a war for their
country? Research first American wars and then wars in other countries to see
whether what happened to American Revolutionary War soldiers was an ex-
ception or commonplace.

* Use the library and Internet to research Revolutionary War songs and their
original meanings. How many Revolutionary War songs could you find?
What sorts of events and ideas were put into song?

* This story starts shortly after Cornwallis’s surrender at Yorktown. Why did
Cornwallis have to surrender? Where, and by whom, was the battle fought that
actually determined Cornwallis’s fate? What was the outcome of the Battle of
Yorktown?

* In early 1783, the army officer corps threatened to revolt if Congress didn'’t
pay them their back wages and severance pay. Several officers marched theil
units to Philadelphia and laid siege to Congress Hall. Research the officer
corps’ unrest at the end of the war. Who kept them from revolting? How?
What affect did that have on Congress when they later searched for someone
to nominate as the first president?

Make It Real

* In this story Marcus, Oliver, and Sherman Herfanger all refer to the army as
“family.” Why do you think they felt that way about their fellow soldiers? Try
to interview veterans of World War 11, Vietham, and the Gulf War. Did they
develop these same feelings? What do they think did (or did not) create the
sense of family closeness for them? Has anything like that ever happened to
you? When? What happened?

* Learn and sing several of the songs popular during the Revolutionary War.
“Yankee Doodle” was first written in 1755 by British doctor Richard Shuck-
burg to ridicule the Colonists. “Do your ears hang low?” was also penned by a
British soldier for the same purpose after the Battle of Long Island. Both later
became popular children’s songs in this country.

Points to Ponder

* American soldiers were heroes during the war. As soon as it was clear that the
war was won (late spring of 1782), both the population and the government of
the country turned their backs on those same soldiers and treated them terribly.
Why do you think that happened? See how many reasons you can find.

* Did Congress promise to pay soldiers money they didn't have (and knew they
wouldn’t be able to get) to convince soldiers to continue to fight in the war?
Was that an ethically acceptable thing for Congress to do? Why do you think
they did it?
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Glossary of Terms and Definitions

A number of terms occur in story after story in this book that are not common
terms today. It is important to students’ understanding of the stories that they first un-
derstand these terms. The most important are defined below.

The American Independence Supporters

Committees of CorrespondenceSamuel Adams formed the first Committee of Cor-
respondence as a local, informal committee in Boston on November 2,1772, to “fa-
cilitate the spread of propaganda and to coordinate the actions of the Patriot party.”
By summer 1773 Governor Hutchinson had reported to Parliament that there ex-
isted Committees of Correspondence in over 80 Massachusetts communities.

On March 12, 1773, Virginia organized the first official state-level Commit-
tee of Correspondence, which became a standing committee of the legislature.
Formal county-level committees sprang up from South Carolina to Massachu-
setts (Maine didn't yet exist as a separate colony.) beginning in late 1773. These
formal committees were vastly important in their ability to sway and shape public
opinion. These committees also carried out many government functions (judicial,
legislative, and executive) in 1782 and 1783 as the British abandoned the various
colonies.

Each of these different types of committee was called a “Committee of Cor-
respondence.”

The Mechanics.This was the code name for a Boston-based group of message riders.
There were no telephones, fax machines, or even regular postal service. If mes-
sages were to be safely delivered between Committees of Correspondence or be
tween Sons of Liberty groups, someone had to carry them. These messengers wh
were willing to carry Patriot correspondence between towns and colonies were
called The Mechanics.

Minutemen. Minutemen were members of New England-area Patriot militia groups
who had pledged to drop everything else and respond instantly to the call to arms.
Minutemen were called out several times for confrontations with the British in the
months before Lexington and Concord, but none of those encounters was violent.
After Lexington and Concord, the Minutemen melted into the militia units sur-
rounding Boston and then became soldiers in the army. After Lexington and Con-
cord, there was no need to call Minutemen to arms. They already held their arms
and would not lay them down until the war was over.
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Patriot. Patriots favored American independence. The term grew to mean “one who
actively supports independence with deeds.” Patriots fought, spied, and carried
messages. Patriots darned socks, made gun powder, and grew grains for the army
They joined militia units and actively opposed British control.

Sons of Liberty.“Sons of Liberty” groups (or clubs) developed independently in scat-
tered communities throughout the Colonies after Parliament passed the Stamp
Act (1765). Always radical groups that operated in secret and on the fringe of (or
outside) the law, the separate Sons of Liberty began to join together and conform
to a single mold between 1772 and 1775.

The Boston and New York Sons were the biggest and best organized groups.
Boston became the organizational and operational model for other groups.

Acting as the enforcement arm of the early independence movement, the
Sons of Liberty distributed legal and illegal flyers and pamphlets, started brawls,
tarred and feather pro-British officials and businessmen, threatened and intimi-
dated opponents, and generally undertook every action they could think of to in-
flame anti-British sentiments and promote liberty.

Whig. This term referred to a political party started in Scotland in the mid-1600s.
Whigs opposed the succession to the English throne of James Il because of his
Catholic sympathies. The Whig party controlled Parliament from 1714 to 1760,
when they were ousted by the Tory party. Whigs were an opposition party in Eng-
land during the time of the American Revolution. Whigs evolved into the Liberal
Party in English politics.

Those in America who opposed the British government during the Revolu-
tion called themselves Whigs to show their opposition to England and Parlia-
ment. Soon, “Whig” and “Patriot” both came to mean “one who supports
American Independence and opposes British rule.” However, “Whig” usually
meant simply the political leanings of a person. “Patriot” implied more of a will-
ingness tactin support of the Revolution.

The British and Supporters

Loyalist. A Loyalist favored continued British rule. Many in America were inwardly
Loyalists but took no overt action to promote continued British rule. Thus, “Loy-
alist” referred not to what people did but rather to their political leanings.

Redcoat.The British army and soldiers were called Redcoats because the British in-
fantry wore crimson-red wool waistcoats, cut at the waist in front with thigh-
length tails in back. Soldiers were also called “lobster backs” and “bloody backs.”

However, not all English military wore red. Many of the cavalry units wore
green coats (as did most American cavalry). The Hessian mercenaries wore greer
or white coats. Some of the Irish and Scottish units wore green or blue coats. The
British forces were not a one-color army, but the classic British infantry soldier
did wear a bright, easy-to-spot red coat.
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Tory. The English Tory party was the conservative political party in Britain. The Tory
party struggled until 1760, when they were swept into power with the new king,
George lll. Tories in Parliament referred to themselves as “Friends of the King.”

Any American in the 1770s who wanted to proclaim himself a “friend of the
king,” took on the political label of “Tory” even though, as a colonist, he could
not officially join an English political party. In common usage, “Tory” came to
imply one who fought for the Crown. Thus, “Tory” was a stronger term than the
milder “Loyalist.”

Revolutionary Fortifications

Fort. Forts were large, thick-walled structures that men lived in. Sizes and shapes var-
ied drastically, but all had high walls to keep the enemy out, ramparts (platforms
just behind the wall for the defenders to stand on while shooting over the wall),
mounted cannons, and walls thick enough so that enemy cannon balls couldn’t
smash through them.

Redoubt. Redoubts, fortified places smaller than forts, were often star-shaped. They
had walls and ramparts, but the walls were often lower than those of a fort. Some
had cannon mounts. Redoubts did not contain living quarters, cooking areas, or
storage room for supplies and ammunition. They were simply protected areas
from which soldiers could fire on attacking enemies. Often a fort would have
three or four redoubts around it to hinder the enemy’s attack on the fort.

Redoubts were sometimes built as small, temporary fortifications—often in
the midst of battle because they could be built far more quickly than a complete
fort. The “forts” on Breeds Hill that started the famous Battle of Bunker Hill were
actually redoubts. In a practical sense, if soldiers dug trenches and built dirt or log
walls to use during a fight, they would generally call it a redoubt.

Weapons

Brown Bess.The Brown Bess was the standard-issue musket for British soldiers. Most
French units used a smaller, lighter musket called a Charleville. American sol-
diers most often provided their own muskets so there was little or no uniformity in

American units.

Cartouche Box.Cartouche boxes were small, lined leather boxes that held powder,
musket balls, and small strips of wadding cloth—the ammunition for a soldier’s
musket. Cartouche boxes were attached to a waist belt (or, occasionally, to a
shoulder belt). Frenchin origin, these boxes were virtually waterproof and so kept
a soldier’s powder dry. If a soldier's powder got even a little damp, it would not
ignite, and that soldier was worthless in battle. The frontier American equivalent
was a powder horn, strung on a leather strap over one shoulder.
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Flintlock. Early muskets were built using flintlock design. This term referred to the
way the gun was fired. A piece of flint in the musket’'s hammer struck a metal sur-
face, creating a spark, which ignited a powder trail that led to the main pocket of
powder trapped in the barrel. Flintlocks took longer to load and were slower to
fire than were other kinds of muskets. By the time of the Revolutionary War,
flintlocks were used primarily by old trappers and Indian fighters who had had the
weapons for many years.

Musket. A musket is a handheld, shoulder-fired, muzzle-loaded firearm with a long,
smooth barrel. The lead musket ball, powder, and wadding were rammed down
the barrel with a ramrod before each shot could be fired. Muskets were the most
common weapon until the time of the Civil War. Revolutionary War muskets
were reasonably accurate up to 100 yards.

Rifle. Rifling was a great step forward in weapon accuracy. The term refers to spiral
grooves cut into the inside of the weapon’s barrel. These grooves forced the ball to
spin as it sped down the barrel. A spinning ball flew much farther and straighter, so
rifles were accurate to over three times a musket's maximum distance.

Rifles, however, were slower to load and much more expensive than mus-
kets. Each army had small “sharpshooter” units that used rifles, but rifles did not
play a major role in the Revolutionary War.

Military Terms

Court martial. A court martial is the military equivalent of putting a soldier on trial
for a crime. Officers take the roles of judge and jury and pass sentence according
to military rules rather than civilian law.

Fife. A fife is a flute-like instrument, commonly used by eighteenth-century armies as
a source of marching music. Fifes and drums led almost every marching regi-
ment.

Flank. Flankis a military term for “side.” An army of soldiers in a firing line can fire
forward. They can turn around and fire backward. But they can't effectively fire
to the side because most would be firing into their own soldiers. Thus, armies are
always trying to maneuver to attack the enemy on its flank. To “outflank” some-
one means to get around his side and attack from the side and rear.

Rear guard. A marching army is spread out for miles. The weakest spot in this march-
ing column is the very end, or rear. It is the easiest spot to attack and defeat. Thus,
every marching column has to place a strong force—called a “rear guard”—at the
end of the column to fend off enemy attacks.
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