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OUR NATIONAL ANNIVERSARY
 
 

BY BENSON J. LOSSING
 

ON the morning of a brilliant day in October, 1760, the
heir apparent to the British throne and his groom of the stole,
were riding on horseback near Kew Palace, on the banks of the
Thames. The heir was George, son of the deceased Frederick,
Prince of Wales; the groom was John Stuart, Earl of Bute, an
impoverished descendant of an ancient Scottish chieftain. The
prince was young, virtuous, and amiable; the earl was in the
prime of mature manhood, pedantic, gay, courtly in bearing, and
winning in deportment. He came as an adventurer to the court
of George the Second, for he possessed nothing but an earldom,
a handsome person, and great assurance; he lived in affluence
in the royal household of Frederick, because he played Lothario
well not only in the amateur theatre, but in the drawing-room of
the princess, and soon became her petted favorite.



 
 
 

The Prince of Wales died, and rumor with her half-lying
tongue often whispered in the public ear the suspicion that
the earl and the dowager princess were unmindful of the
requirements of virtue. Public credulity believed the scandal,
and the public mind became troubled because the pupilage of
the future sovereign was under the guidance of the shallow earl.
He was a tutor more expert in the knowledge of stage-plays,
the paraphernalia of the acted drama, and the laws of fashion
and etiquette necessary for the beau and the courtier, than in
comprehension of the most simple principles of jurisprudence,
the duties of a statesman, or the solid acquirements necessary
for a reigning prince or his chief adviser. It was evident that the
groom of the stole would be the prime minister of the realm
when George should possess the throne of his grandfather, and
this expectation made virtuous men and true patriots unhappy.

The prince and his inseparable companion had just reined
up at the portal of the garden of the dowager, at Kew, when a
solemn peal tolled out from the bells of London. While they were
listening, a messenger came in haste to the prince and announced
the sudden death of the old king. He was soon followed by
William Pitt, the greatest commoner in England, the idol of the
people, and, as prime minister, the actual ruler of the affairs of
the empire. Pitt confirmed the sad tidings, and made preliminary
arrangements for proclaiming the accession of George the Third.



 
 
 

EARL OF BUTE.

The earl and his pupil remained that day and night at Kew,



 
 
 

in company with Doddington and a few other friends, and the
next morning rode up to St. James's, in London, to meet the
great officers of state. At that interview, Pitt presented the young
king with an address to be pronounced at a meeting of the
Privy Council. The minister was informed that one had already
been prepared. This announcement opened to the sagacious mind
of Pitt a broad and gloomy view of the future. He perceived
that Bute was to be the ruling spirit in the new cabinet; that
he whom he despised for his weakness and illiberality, his
pedantic assumption of superior scholarship, and his merited
unpopularity with the people, was to be the bosom friend and
adviser of the king. Pitt well knew his unfitness, and deplored
the consequences. Unwilling to be held in the least responsible
for errors which were certain to abound in the administration of
affairs, he soon withdrew to his mansion at Hayes, and watched,
with all the interest and anxiety of a statesman and patriot, the
gradual weaving of the web of difficulty in which the impotent
men who surrounded the king, were soon ensnared.

By virtue of his office as groom of the stole, Bute was sworn
in a Privy Councilor, and, by degrees he obtained the control of
the cabinet. For nearly ten years his unwise advice and defective
statesmanship, in the cabinet and in the parlor, led George the
Third into many and grave errors, which finally resulted in the
loss of the fairest portion of his American possessions. Had
Pitt been allowed to guide the public policy and direct the
honest but stubborn mind of the king at the beginning of his



 
 
 

long reign of half a century, these United States might have
remained a part of the British Empire fifty years longer. But
that great man, whose genius as a statesman, eloquence and
wisdom as a legislator, and whose thorough knowledge of human
nature and the past history of the world, made him peerless, and
whose administration of government during almost the entire
progress of The Seven Years' War, had carried England to a
height of prosperity and influence which she had never before
approached, was superseded by a fop; his eminent worth was
overlooked; his services were apparently forgotten, and he was
allowed to retire from office and leave the young sovereign and
his government in the hands of weak, crafty, and selfish men.
The people venerated Pitt; they despised the very name of Stuart.
They deprecated the influence of the king's mother as being
unfavorable to popular freedom. A placard which appeared upon
the Royal Exchange, bearing, in large letters, the significant
expression of "No petticoat government—no Scotch minister—
no Lord George Sackville," prefigured those popular tumults
which soon afterward disturbed the metropolis and extended
to the American colonies. That placard was the harbinger of
that great Declaration, the adoption of which by a representative
Congress of the Anglo-American people fifteen years afterward,
is the occasion of our National Anniversary.

From the accession of Charles the Second, just one hundred
years before George the Third ascended the throne, the English
colonies in America struggled manfully for prosperity against



 
 
 

the unjust and illiberal commercial policy of Great Britain. With
a strange obtuseness of perception in regard to the elements
of national prosperity, which the truths of modern political
economy now clearly illustrate to the common mind, the British
government sought to fill its coffers from the products of
colonial industry, by imposing upon their commerce such severe
restrictions that its expansion was almost prohibited. The wisdom
and prudent counsels of men like Robert Walpole were of no
avail; and, down to the accession of George the Third, the
industrial pursuits of the colonists, under the regulations of the
Board of Trade, were subjected to restraints and impositions
which amounted to actual oppression. The Americans often
petitioned for justice, but in vain. Continental wars continually
drained the imperial treasury, and the inventive genius of British
statesmen continually planned new schemes for the creation
of a revenue adequate to meet the enormous expenditures of
government. Despite the Navigation Act and kindred measures,
sometimes enforced with rigor, and sometimes with laxity, the
American Colonies grew rich and powerful. Despite the injustice
of the mother country, they were eminently loyal. During the
long war between France and England which was waged in
the wilds of America, and which called into fierce action the
savage tribes of the forests, the colonies contributed men and
money with a lavish prodigality to sustain the honor of Great
Britain, and the Gallic power on our continent was crushed,
chiefly by provincial strength. The fidelity, the generosity, the



 
 
 

prowess, and the loyalty of the Americans commanded the
admiration of England, and should have excited her grateful
desires to reciprocate and requite the service. On the contrary,
the exhibition of the wealth and strength of the colonies during
that war, excited her jealousy, led to greater exactions, and were
made a pretense for more flagrant acts of injustice. She seemed
to regard the Americans as industrious bees, working in a hive
in her own apiary, in duty bound to lay up stores of honey for
her especial use, and entitled to only the poor requital of a little
treacle.

Relying upon the steady loyalty of the colonists, and their
pecuniary ability, the advisers of the king looked to them
for unceasing and substantial aid in replenishing the exhausted
exchequer. Hitherto many of the commercial regulations had
been evaded; now a rigid enforcement of the revenue laws
was commenced. By the advice of Bute the king determined
to "reform the American charters." Secret agents were sent to
traverse the colonies for the purpose of ascertaining the temper
of the people, of conciliating men of wealth and influence, and
of obtaining such information as might be useful to ministers in
preparing a plan for drawing a portion of the surplus wealth of the
Americans into the imperial treasury. The first reform measure
was the issuing of Writs of Assistance to revenue officers. These
were warrants to custom-house officials, giving them and their
deputies a general power to enter houses and stores where it
might be suspected that contraband goods were concealed. This



 
 
 

was a violation of one of the dearest principles of Magna Charta
which recognizes the house of every Briton as his castle. The
idea of such latitude being given to "the meanest deputy of
a deputy's deputy" created general indignation and alarm. It
might cover the grossest abuses, and no man's privacy would
be free from the intrusions of these ministerial hirelings. The
colonies saw in this the budding germ of despotism, and resolved
to oppose its growth. The voice of James Otis the younger, a
ripe scholar of six-and-thirty, and then the Advocate General of
the colony of Massachusetts Bay, first denounced the scheme
and declared the great political postulate which became the
basis of all subsequent resistance to kingly domination, that
"Taxation, without Representation, is Tyranny." Like the deep
and startling tones of an alarm-bell, echoing from hill to hill,
his bold eloquence aroused the hearts of thinking men from the
Penobscot to the St. Mary; and his published arguments, like
an electric shock, thrilled every nerve in the Atlantic provinces.
"Otis was a flame of fire," said John Adams, in describing the
scene in the Massachusetts Assembly, when the orator uttered
his denunciations. "With a promptitude of classical allusion and a
depth of research, a rapid summary of historical events and dates,
a profusion of legal authority, a prophetic glance of his eyes into
futurity and a rapid torrent of impetuous eloquence, he hurried
away all before him. The seeds of patriots and heroes were then
and there sown. Every man of an immensely crowded audience
appeared to me to go away, as I did, ready to take up arms against



 
 
 

Writs of Assistance. Then and there was the first scene of the first
act of opposition to the arbitrary claims of Great Britain. Then
and there the child, Independence, was born. In fifteen years, that
is, in 1776, he grew up to manhood, and declared himself free."



 
 
 

JAMES OTIS.

Poor Otis! The bludgeon of a ministerial myrmidon paralyzed



 
 
 

his brilliant intellect, and he was not allowed to participate in
the scenes of the Revolution which ensued. Just as the white
banner of peace began to wave over his country, after a struggle
of twenty years to which he gave the first impulse, an electric
bolt from the clouds mercifully released his wearied spirit from
its earthly thrall.

The people were now fairly aroused. "Give us a just
representation in the national council," they said, "and we
will cheerfully submit to the expressed will of the majority."
Great Britain was too proud to listen to conditions from her
children; too blind to perceive the expediency of fair concession.
She haughtily refused the reciprocity asked, and menaced the
recusants. In the war just closed, the colonists had discovered
their inherent strength, and they were not easily frightened by
the mother's frown. Upon the postulate of Otis they planted the
standard of resistance and boldly kept it floating on the breeze
until the War of the Revolution broke out.



 
 
 



 
 
 

PATRICK HENRY.

Heedless of the portentous warnings already given, the British
ministry conceived another scheme for taxing the Americans.
The famous Stamp Act was elaborated in council, discussed in
parliament, and made a law by sanction of the king's signature
in the spring of 1765. That act imposed certain duties upon
every species of legal writing. It declared invalid and null
every promissory note, deed, mortgage, bond, marriage license,
business agreement, and every contract which was not written
upon paper, vellum, or parchment impressed with the stamp of
the imperial government. For these, fixed rates were stipulated.
In this measure the Americans perceived another head of the
Hydra, Despotism. The Writs of Assistance touched the interests
of commercial men; the Stamp Act touched the interests of the
whole people. The principle involved was the same in each; the
practical effect of the latter was universally felt. Fierce was the
tempest of indignation which followed the annunciation of its
enactment, and throughout the colonies the hearts of the people
beat as with one pulsation. Sectional differences were forgotten.
The bold notes of defiance uttered in New England and New
York were caught up and echoed with manifold vehemence
in Virginia. Patrick Henry, the idle boy of Hanover, had just
burst from the chrysalis of obscurity, and was enchanting his
countrymen with the brilliancy of his eloquence. He had been
but a few days a member of the Virginia House of Burgesses,



 
 
 

when intelligence of the passage of the Stamp Act reached
the Old Dominion. Upon a scrap of paper torn from the fly-
leaf of an old copy of "Coke upon Littleton," he wrote those
famous resolutions which formed the first positive gauntlet of
defiance cast at the feet of the British monarch. The introduction
of those resolutions startled the apathetic, alarmed the timid,
surprised the boldest. With voice and mien almost superhuman
in cadence and aspect, Henry defended them. In descanting upon
the tyranny of the odious Act, he shook that assembly with alarm,
and as he exclaimed in clear bell-tones of deepest meaning,
"Cæsar had his Brutus—Charles the First his Cromwell, and
George the Third—" cries of "Treason! Treason!" came from
every part of the House. Henry faltered not for an instant; but
rising to a loftier altitude, and fixing on the Speaker an eye of the
most determined fire, he finished the sentence with vehement
emphasis—"George the the Third—may profit by their example.
If that be treason, make the most of it." The resolutions were
adopted, and from that day Massachusetts and Virginia were the
head and heart of the American Revolution.

We will not tarry to notice the various measures subsequently
adopted by the British Government to tax the Americans without
their consent, and the scenes of excitement which every where
prevailed in the colonies. The taxes imposed were light, some
of them almost nominal; the colonists complained only of
the principle involved in the avowal of government, that it
possessed the right to impose taxes without the consent of the



 
 
 

governed. This was the issue, and both parties were unyielding.
For ten years the people complained of wrongs, petitioned for
redress, and suffered insults. They were forbearing, because they
were fond of the name of Englishmen. The mother country
was blind, not voluntarily wicked. The British ministry did
not deliberately counsel the king to oppress his subjects, for
he would have spurned such advice with indignation; yet the
measures which they proposed, and which the king sanctioned,
accomplished the ends of positive tyranny and oppression.
Forbearance, at length, became no longer a virtue, and, turning
their backs upon Great Britain, the Americans prepared for
inevitable war. They understood the maxim of revolutionists,
that "in union there is strength." A spontaneous desire for a
continental council was every where manifested. Its proposition
by the Massachusetts Assembly was warmly responded to. The
people met in primary assemblies, appointed representatives,
and on the 5th of September, 1774, forty-three delegates
from twelve colonies assembled in convention, in Carpenter's
Hall, Philadelphia. Others soon came, and the first Continental
Congress began its labors.

When the preliminary organization of Congress was
completed, and the delegates were assembled on the morning of
the 7th, there was great solemnity. After the Rev. Mr. Duché
had prayed in behalf of the assembly for Divine guidance, no
one seemed willing to open the business of Congress. There was
perfect silence for a few minutes, when a plain man, dressed



 
 
 

in "minister's gray," arose and called the delegates to action.
The plain man was a stranger to almost every one present.
"Who is he?" went from lip to lip. "Patrick Henry," was the
soft reply of Pendleton, his colleague. The master spirit of the
storm in Virginia ten years before, now gave the first impulse to
independent continental legislation. Day after day the interests
of the colonies were calmly discussed; the rights of the people
declared; the principles and blessings of civil freedom extolled,
and a determination to maintain and enjoy them, at all hazards,
boldly avowed. The king and parliament were petitioned; the
people of England and America were feelingly addressed, and
yet, during the session, from the 5th of September to the
26th of October, not a word was uttered respecting political
independence. Reconciliation was the theme; and that body of
noble patriots, the noblest ever assembled, returned to their
constituents indulging the hope that there would be no occasion
for the assembling of another Congress.

When the proceedings of this first general council reached
the king, he was greatly offended, and, instead of accepting the
loyal propositions for insuring mutual good-will, and listening
to the just petitions of his subjects, he recommended coercive
measures. Parliament provided for sending more troops to
America to enforce submission to the new and oppressive laws.
The town of Boston, the hot-bed of the rebellion, was made
a garrison, and subjected to martial law. Blood soon flowed at
Lexington and Concord, and two months later the sanguinary



 
 
 

battle of Bunker Hill was fought. In the mean while another
congress had assembled at Philadelphia on the 10th of May;
and Ethan Allen and his compatriots had captured the strong
fortresses of Ticonderoga and Crown Point, on Lake Champlain.
The whole country was in a blaze. The furrow and the workshop
were deserted, and New England sent her thousands of hardy
yeomen to wall up the British troops in Boston—to chain the
tiger, and prevent his depredating elsewhere. A Continental
Army was organized, and the supreme command given to
George Washington, the hero of the Great Meadows and of
the Monongahela. With Titan strength the patriots piled huge
fortifications around Boston, and for nine months they kept
their unnatural enemy a prisoner upon that little peninsula.
Then they drove him in haste out upon the broad Atlantic, and
gave peace to the desolated city. And yet the patriots talked
not of political independence. Righteous concession would have
secured reconciliation. The dismembering blow had not yet
fallen. Great Britain was blind and stubborn still.

Perplexed by dissensions in parliament, and the manifest
growth of sympathy for the Americans in his metropolis, the king
was desirous of making honorable concessions. Foolish ministers
and ignorant and knavish politicians prated of British honor, and
advised the adoption of rigorous measures for throwing back the
swelling tide of rebellion in America. It was an easy thing to
advise, but difficult to plan, and hard to execute the schemes
proposed. The army of the empire was too much scattered at



 
 
 

distant points to furnish efficient detachments for the American
service. It would have been dangerous to send out levies raised
from the home districts, because the leaven of republicanism
was there at work. Material for an invading force was therefore
sought in foreign markets. Petty German princes happened to
have a good supply on hand, and toward the close of 1775, one of
the darkest crimes recorded upon the pages of English history,
was consummated. Seventeen thousand Germans, known here as
Hessians, were hired by the British ministry, and sent to plunder
our seas, ravage our coasts, burn our towns, and destroy the lives
of our people. The king pronounced his subjects in America to
be rebels, and virtually abdicated government here, by declaring
them out of his protection, and waging war against them. His
representatives, the royal governors, were expelled from our
shores, or driven to the protection of British arms. All hope
for reconciliation faded; petitions and remonstrances ceased; the
sword was drawn and the scabbard thrown away. The children
of Great Britain, who had ever regarded her with reverence and
filial affection, and who never dreamed of leaving the paternal
roof until the unholy chastisements of a parent's hand alienated
their love, were expelled from the threshold, and were compelled
to seek shelter behind the bulwark of a righteous rebellion. Now
their thoughts turned to the establishment of themselves as an
independent nation.

The precise time when aspirations for political independence
first became a prevailing sentiment among the people of the



 
 
 

colonies, can not be determined. No doubt the thought had been
born in many minds, and the desire cherished in many hearts,
years before they received tangible shape in explicit declarations.
James Warren, Samuel Adams, Dr. Franklin, Richard Henry
Lee, Patrick Henry, Timothy Dwight, Thomas Paine, and others
seem to have been early impressed with the idea, that a total
separation from Great Britain was the only cure for existing evils.
But it was only a few months before the subject was brought
before Congress, that it became a topic for public discussion.

In 1773 Patrick Henry said, in conversation, "I doubt whether
we shall be able, alone, to cope with so powerful a nation as
Great Britain; but," he said, rising from his chair with animation,
"where is France? where is Spain? where is Holland? the natural
enemies of Great Britain. Where will they be all this while? Do
you suppose they will stand by, idle and indifferent spectators of
the contest? Will Louis XVI. be asleep all this time? Believe me,
no! When Louis XVI. shall be satisfied by our serious opposition,
and our Declaration of Independence, that all prospect of a
reconciliation is gone, then, and not till then, will he furnish us
with arms, ammunition, and clothing; and not with them only,
but he will send his fleets and armies to fight our battles for us.
He will form a treaty with us, offensive and defensive, against our
unnatural mother. Spain and Holland will join the confederation.
Our independence will be established, and we shall take our stand
among the nations of the earth!" Never did seer or prophet more
clearly lift the veil of the future, and yet few sympathized with



 
 
 

him. Doctor Franklin talked of total political emancipation in
1774, and Timothy Dwight recommended it early in 1775, and
yet Jay, Madison, Richard Penn, and others positively assert,
that until after the meeting of the second Continental Congress,
there was no serious thought of independence entertained. In
reply to an intimation from a friend in 1774, that Massachusetts
was seeking independence, Washington wrote, "Give me leave to
add, and I think I can announce it as a fact, that it is not the wish
or interest of that government, or any other upon this continent,
separately or collectively, to set up for independence." But when
fleets and armies came to coerce submission to injustice and
wrong; when King, Lords, and Commons became totally "deaf
to the voice of justice and of consanguinity," the colonies were
obliged to "acquiesce in the necessity" which compelled them to
dissolve the political bands that united them to the parent state.

At the beginning of 1776, Thomas Paine sent forth his
remarkable pamphlet, called Common Sense. Its vigorous
paragraphs dealt hard blows upon the British ministry, and
its plain truths carried conviction to the hearts of thousands
throughout our land that rebellion was justifiable. In it he boldly
proposed a speedy declaration of independence. "It matters very
little now," he said, "what the King of England either says or
does; he hath wickedly broken through every moral and human
obligation, trampled nature and conscience beneath his feet; and
by a steady and constitutional spirit of insolence and cruelty,
procured for himself a universal hatred. It is now the interest



 
 
 

of America to provide for herself. She hath already a large and
young family, whom it is more her duty to take care of, than to be
granting away her property to support a power which is become a
reproach to the names of men and Christians.... It may be asked,
Which is the easiest and most practicable plan, reconciliation
or independence? I answer generally, That independence being a
single, simple line, contained within ourselves, and reconciliation
a matter exceedingly perplexed and complicated, and in which
a treacherous, capricious court is to interfere, gives the answer
without a doubt.... Instead of gazing at each other with suspicious
or doubtful curiosity, let each of us hold out to his neighbor the
hearty hand of friendship, and unite in drawing a line, which,
like an act of oblivion, shall bury in forgetfulness every former
dissension. Let the names of Whig and Tory be extinct; and let
none other be heard among us, than those of a good citizen; an
open and resolute friend; and a virtuous supporter of the rights
of mankind, and of the free and independent states of America."

"Common Sense" was printed and scattered by thousands over
the land. In the army it was read by the captains at the head
of their companies, and at public gatherings its strong but just
language was greeted with loud acclaim. Neighbor read it to
neighbor, and within three months after its appearance a desire
for absolute independence of Great Britain glowed in almost
every patriot bosom, and found expression at public meetings, in
the pulpit, and in social circles.

The Colonial Assemblies soon began to move in the matter.



 
 
 

North Carolina was the first to take the bold, progressive step
toward independence. By a vote of a convention held on the 22d
of April, 1776, the representatives of that State in the Continental
Congress were authorized "to concur with those in the other
colonies, in declaring independence." Eleven months earlier than
this, a meeting at Charlotte, in Mecklenburg County, forswore
allegiance to the British crown.

On the 10th of April, the General Assembly of Massachusetts
requested the people of that colony, at the approaching election
of new representatives, to give them instructions on the subject
of independence. Pursuant to this request, the people of
Boston, in town meeting assembled on the 23d, instructed their
representatives to use their best endeavors to have their delegates
at Philadelphia "advised, that in case Congress should think
it necessary for the safety of the united colonies, to declare
themselves independent of Great Britain, the inhabitants of that
colony, with their lives and the remnants of their fortunes, would
most cheerfully support them in the measure."

The Convention of Virginia passed a similar resolution on
the 17th of May, and then proceeded to the establishment of a
regular independent government for the colony. In its instructions
the Virginia Convention directed its representatives to propose a
declaration of independence. The General Assembly of Rhode
Island adopted a similar resolution the same month, and also
directed the usual oath of allegiance, thereafter, to be given to
the State of Rhode Island, instead of to the King of Great Britain.



 
 
 

On the 8th of June the New York delegates in Congress
asked for special instructions on the subject, but the Provincial
Assembly, deeming itself incompetent to instruct in so grave
a matter without the previous sanction of the people, merely
recommended the inhabitants to signify their sentiments at the
election just at hand. The New York delegates were never
instructed on the subject, and those who signed the Declaration
did so upon their own responsibility. But when a copy of the
Declaration reached the Provincial Assembly of New York, then
in session at White Plains, that body passed a resolution of
approval, and directed their delegates to act in future, as the
public good might require.

The Assembly of Connecticut, on the 14th of June, instructed
their delegates "to give the assent of the colony to such
Declaration, when they should judge it expedient." On the
15th the New Hampshire Provincial Congress issued similar
instructions; and on the 21st the new delegates from New Jersey
were directed to act in the matter according to the dictates of
their own judgments.



 
 
 

THE STATE HOUSE, OR INDEPENDENCE HALL, AS IT
APPEARED IN 1776.

In the Pennsylvania Assembly, several months previously, the
subject of independence had been hinted at. The Conservatives
were alarmed, and procured the adoption of instructions to their
delegates, adverse to such a measure. In June these restrictions
were removed, and they were neither instructed nor officially
permitted to concur with the other colonies in a declaration
of independence. But a convention of the people, held in
Philadelphia on the 24th of June, expressed their willingness



 
 
 

and desire to act in concert with those of the other colonies,
and requested the representatives of that province to vote
affirmatively.

The Convention of Maryland, by a resolution adopted at about
the close of May, positively forbade their delegates voting for
independence; but through the influence of Carroll, Chase, Paca,
and others, the prohibition was recalled on the 28th of June, and
they were empowered to give a vote for Maryland concurrent
with the other provinces. Delaware, South Carolina, and Georgia
refrained from action on the subject, except such as occurred
at small district meetings, and their delegates were left free to
vote as they pleased. So rapid was the change in public opinion
after the British troops were driven out of Boston, that within the
space of sixty-five days, the representatives of ten of the thirteen
colonies were specially instructed by their constituents to sever
the political tie which bound them to Great Britain.

The Continental Congress, now in permanent session, was
assembled in the State House in Philadelphia, a spacious building
yet standing—a relic of rarest interest to the American, because
of the glorious associations which hallow it.

"This is the sacred fane wherein assembled
The fearless champions on the side of Right;
Men at whose Declaration empires trembled,
Moved by the Truth's clear and eternal light.

"This is the hallowed spot where first, unfurling,



 
 
 

Fair Freedom spread her blazing scroll of light;
Here, from Oppression's throne the tyrant hurling,
She stood supreme in majesty and might."



 
 
 

JOHN HANCOCK.

ROBERT MORRIS.

Stimulated by affirmative action in the various colonies,



 
 
 

the desire for independence became a living principle in the
hall of the Continental Congress, and that principle found
utterance, albeit with timorous voice. John Hancock, an opulent
merchant of Boston, and from the commencement of difficulties
in 1765, a bold, uncompromising, zealous, and self-sacrificing
patriot, was seated in the presidential chair, to which he had
been called a year previously, when Peyton Randolph, the first
incumbent, was summoned to the bedside of his dying wife in
Virginia. The equally bold and uncompromising Adamses were
his colleagues, from Massachusetts Bay. On his right sat Franklin
of Pennsylvania, Sherman of Connecticut, Rutledge of South
Carolina, and young Jefferson of Virginia. On his left was the
eloquent Dickenson of Pennsylvania, and his colleague, Robert
Morris, the financier of the Revolution, whose capital and credit,
controlled by untiring energy and love of country, sustained
the cause of freedom in the darkest hours of its struggles with
tyranny. Near him was the lovely and refined Arthur Middleton
of South Carolina, with a heart full of philanthropy, and a mind
at ease while he saw his immense fortune melting away before
the fire of revolution. In front was Richard Henry Lee, the
Cicero of that august assembly, and by his side sat the venerable
John Witherspoon of Princeton College, the equally impressive
and earnest preacher of the gospel of Christ and the gospel of
civil liberty. Near the President's chair sat the attenuated, white-
haired secretary, Charles Thomson, who for fifteen years held
the pen of the old Congress, and arranged, with masterly hand,



 
 
 

its daily business. On every side were men, less conspicuous
but equally zealous, bearing upon their shoulders a responsibility
unparalleled in the history of the world in importance, whether
considered in the aspect of immediate effects or prospective
results.

On the 10th of May, the initial step toward independence
was taken by Congress, when it was resolved, "that it be
recommended to the several assemblies and conventions of
the United Colonies, where no government, sufficient to the
exigencies of their affairs, hath hitherto been established, to
adopt such a government as shall, in the opinions of the
representatives of the people, best conduce to the happiness
and safety of their constituents in particular, and America in
general." A preamble to this resolution was prepared by a
committee, consisting of John Adams, Edward Rutledge, and
Richard Henry Lee, in which the principles of independent
sovereignty were clearly set forth. It was declared "irreconcilable
to reason and a good conscience for the colonists to take the
oaths required for the support of the government under the crown
of Great Britain." It was also declared necessary, that all royal
rule should be suppressed, and all "the powers of government
exerted under the authority of the people of the colonies, for the
preservation of internal peace, virtue, and good order, as well as
for the defense of their lives, liberties, and properties, against the
hostile invasions, and civil depredations of their enemies." This
language was certainly very bold, but not sufficiently positive



 
 
 

and comprehensive, as a basis of energetic action, in favor of
independence. The hearts of a majority in Congress now yearned
with an irrepressible zeal for the consummation of an event
which they knew to be inevitable; yet there seemed to be no
one courageous enough in that assembly to step forth and take
the momentous responsibility of lifting the knife that should
dismember the British Empire. The royal government would
mark that man as an arch-rebel, and all its energies would be
brought to bear to quench his spirit, or to hang him on a gibbet.1

1 At that time a son of Mr. Lee was at school at St. Bees, in England. One day, as he
was standing near one of the professors of the academy, who was conversing with a
gentleman of the neighboring country, he heard the question asked, "What boy is this?"
To which the professor replied, "He is the son of Richard Henry Lee, of America." The
gentleman, upon hearing this, put his hand upon the boy's head, and remarked, "We
shall yet see your father's head upon Tower Hill." The boy promptly answered, "You
may have it when you can get it." That boy was the late Ludwell Lee, Esq., of Virginia.



 
 
 

RICHARD HENRY LEE.

We have seen that Virginia instructed her representatives in
Congress to propose independence: she had a delegate equal to
the task. In the midst of the doubt, and dread, and hesitation,



 
 
 

which for twenty days had brooded over the National Assembly,
Richard Henry Lee arose, and with his clear, musical voice
read aloud the resolution, "That these United Colonies are, and
of right ought to be, free and independent States; and that all
political connection between us and the State of Great Britain
is, and ought to be totally dissolved." John Adams immediately
arose and seconded the resolution. To shield them from the royal
ire, Congress directed the secretary to omit the names of its
mover and seconder in the journals. The record says, "Certain
resolutions respecting independence being moved and seconded,
Resolved, That the consideration of them be deferred until to-
morrow morning; and that the members be enjoined to attend
punctually at ten o'clock, in order to take the same into their
consideration."

The resolution was not taken up for consideration, until three
days afterward, when it was resolved to "postpone its further
consideration until the first day of July next; and in the mean
while, that no time be lost, in case Congress agree thereto,
that a committee be appointed to prepare a declaration to that
effect." That committee was appointed on the eleventh of June,
and consisted of Thomas Jefferson of Virginia, John Adams
of Massachusetts, Benjamin Franklin of Pennsylvania, Roger
Sherman of Connecticut, and Robert R. Livingston of New York.
Mr. Lee would doubtless have been appointed the chairman
of the committee, had not intelligence of the serious illness of
his wife compelled him, the evening previous to its formation,



 
 
 

to ask leave of absence. At the hour when the committee was
formed, Mr. Lee was in Wilmington, on his way to Virginia.
Mr. Jefferson, the youngest member of the committee, was
chosen by his colleagues to write the Declaration, because of
his known expertness with the pen; and in an upper chamber of
the house of Mrs. Clymer, on the southwest corner of Seventh
and High-streets, in Philadelphia, that ardent patriot drew up the
great indictment against George the Third, for adjudication by a
tribunal of the nations.



 
 
 



 
 
 

JOHN DICKENSON.

On the first of July, pursuant to agreement, Mr. Lee's
resolution was taken up in the committee of the whole house,
Benjamin Harrison of Virginia (father of the late President
Harrison), in the chair. Jefferson's draft of a declaration of
independence, bearing a few verbal alterations by Franklin and
Adams, was reported at the same time, and for three consecutive
days its paragraphs were debated, altered, and agreed to, one
after another. No written record has transmitted to us the
able arguments put forth on that occasion, and the world has
lost all except a few reminiscences preserved by those who
listened to, and participated in the debates. While all hearts
were favorable to the measure, all minds were not convinced
that the proper time had arrived for "passing the Rubicon."
Among the opponents of the resolution was John Dickenson of
Pennsylvania, whose powerful arguments in a series of Letters
of a Pennsylvania Farmer, published eight years before, had
contributed greatly toward arousing the colonies to resistance.
He did not regard the measure as impolitic at all times, but as
premature and impracticable at that time. He urged the want of
money, munitions of war, of a well-organized and disciplined
army; the seeming apathy of several colonies, manifested by
their tardiness in declaring their wishes on the subject; the
puissance of Great Britain by sea and land, and the yet unknown
course of foreign governments during the contest which would



 
 
 

follow. Richard Henry Lee, on the other hand, had supported his
resolution with all his fervid eloquence, in Congress and out of
it, from the day when he presented it. He prefaced his motion
with a speech, which his compatriots spoke of in terms of highest
eulogium. He reviewed with voluminous comprehensiveness the
rights of the colonists, and the violation of those rights by the
mother country. He stated their resources, descanted upon the
advantages of union daily drawing closer and closer as external
danger pressed upon them, and their capacity for defense.
He appealed to the patriotism of his compeers, portrayed the
beauties of liberty with her train of blessings of law, science,
literature, arts, prosperity and glory; and concluded with these
beautiful thoughts: "Why, then, sir, do we longer delay? Why
still deliberate? Let this happy day give birth to an American
Republic! Let her arise, not to devastate and conquer, but to re-
establish the reign of peace and law. The eyes of Europe are
fixed upon us; she demands of us a living example of freedom,
that may exhibit a contrast, in the felicity of the citizen, to the
ever-increasing tyranny which desolates her polluted shores. She
invites us to prepare an asylum, where the unhappy may find
solace, and the persecuted repose. She entreats us to cultivate
a propitious soil, where that generous plant, which first sprung
and grew in England, but is now withered by the blasts of
Scottish tyranny [alluding to Bute, Lord Mansfield, and other
Scotch advocates of the right of Great Britain to tax America],
may revive and flourish, sheltering under its salubrious and



 
 
 

interminable shade, all the unfortunate of the human race. If we
are not this day wanting in our duty to our country, the names of
the American legislators of '76 will be placed by posterity at the
side of those of Theseus, of Lycurgus, of Romulus, of Numa, of
the three Williams of Nassau, and of all those whose memory has
been, and forever will be dear to virtuous men and good citizens."



 
 
 

EDWARD RUTLEDGE.

Edward Rutledge of South Carolina, the youngest member
of Congress, being only twenty-five, was one of Mr. Lee's



 
 
 

chief supporters, by his persevering industry, his charming
conversation, and his impressive eloquence in debate. He was
loved as a son by that stern and unyielding Puritan, Samuel
Adams, then at the vigorous old age of fifty-four. He, too, with
a voice that was never heard with inattention, supported the
resolution; and indignantly rebuking what he was pleased to call
a "temporizing spirit" among those who timidly opposed it, he
exclaimed, "I should advise persisting in our struggle for liberty
and independence, though it were revealed from Heaven that
nine hundred and ninety-nine were to perish, and only one of
a thousand were to survive, and retain his liberty! One such
freeman must possess more virtue, and enjoy more happiness,
than a thousand slaves; and let him propagate his like, and
transmit to them, what he hath so nobly preserved." Such lofty
sentiments possessed great potency at that perilous hour, when
the stoutest heart was tremulous with emotion.



 
 
 

SAMUEL ADAMS.

Dr. Witherspoon, of the same ripe age as Mr. Adams, who



 
 
 

had left the seat of learning at Princeton and the quiet pathways
of a Christian shepherd, and took a seat in the national council,
also urged, with all the power and pathos of his eloquence,
delivered in broad Scotch accents, and marked by broad Scotch
common sense, the immediate adoption of the resolution. While
John Dickenson was eloquently pleading with his compeers, to
postpone further action on the subject, and said "the people are
not ripe for a declaration of independence," Doctor Witherspoon
interrupted him and exclaimed, "Not ripe, sir! In my judgment
we are not only ripe, but rotting. Almost every colony has
dropped from its parent stem, and your own province, sir, needs
no more sunshine to mature it!"



 
 
 

JOHN WITHERSPOON.

Although it was evident from the first, that a majority of
the colonies would vote for the resolution, its friends were
fearful that unanimous assent could not be obtained, inasmuch



 
 
 

as the Assemblies of Pennsylvania and Maryland had refused
to sanction the measure, and New York, South Carolina
and Georgia were silent. The delegates from Maryland were
unanimously in favor of it, while those from Pennsylvania
were divided. When, on the first of July, a vote was taken in
Committee of the whole House, all the colonies assented, except
Pennsylvania and Delaware; four of the seven delegates of the
former voting against it, and the two delegates from Delaware,
who were present, were divided. Thomas M'Kean favored it, and
George Read (who afterward signed it), opposed it. Mr. M'Kean
burning with a desire to have his State speak in favor of the great
measure, immediately sent an express after his colleague, Cæsar
Rodney, the other Delaware delegate, then eighty miles away.
Rodney was in the saddle within ten minutes after the arrival
of the messenger, and reached Philadelphia on the morning of
the fourth of July, just before the final vote was taken. Thus
Delaware was secured. Robert Morris and John Dickenson of
Pennsylvania were absent; the former was favorable, the latter
opposed to the measure. Of the other five who were present,
Doctor Franklin, James Wilson, and John Morton were in favor
of it; Thomas Willing, and Charles Humphreys were opposed to
it; so the State of Pennsylvania was also secured. At a little past
meridian, on the Fourth of July 1776, a unanimous vote of the
thirteen colonies was given in favor of declaring themselves Free
and Independent States. A number of verbal alterations had been
made in Mr. Jefferson's draft, and one whole paragraph, which



 
 
 

severely denounced Slavery was stricken out, because it periled
the unanimity of the vote. In the journal of Congress for that
day, is this simple record:

"Agreeably to the order of the day, the Congress resolved
itself into a committee of the whole, to take into their
further consideration, the Declaration; and after some time, the
President resumed the chair, and Mr. Harrison reported, that the
Committee have agreed to a Declaration, which they desired him
to report. The Declaration being read, was agreed to as follows:

"A DECLARATION OF THE REPRESENTATIVES
OF THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA IN
CONGRESS ASSEMBLED.

"When, in the course of human events, it becomes
necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands
which have connected them with another, and to assume
among the powers of the earth the separate and equal station
to which the laws of nature and of nature's God entitle them,
a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that
they should declare the causes which impel them to the
separation.

"We hold these truths to be self-evident; that all men
are created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator
with certain unalienable rights; that among these are life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness; that, to secure these
rights, governments are instituted among men, deriving
their just powers from the consent of the governed; that,
whenever any form of government becomes destructive
of these ends, it is the right of the people to alter or



 
 
 

to abolish it, and to institute new government, laying its
foundation on such principles, and organizing its powers
in such form, as to them shall seem most likely to effect
their safety and happiness. Prudence, indeed, will dictate
that governments long established should not be changed for
light and transient causes; and, accordingly, all experience
hath shown that mankind are more disposed to suffer, while
evils are sufferable, than to right themselves by abolishing
the forms to which they are accustomed. But when a long
train of abuses and usurpations, pursuing invariably the
same object, evinces a design to reduce them under absolute
despotism, it is their right, it is their duty, to throw off
such government, and to provide new guards for their future
security. Such has been the patient sufferance of these
colonies, and such is now the necessity which constrains
them to alter their former systems of government. The
history of the present king of Great Britain is a history of
repeated injuries and usurpations, all having in direct object
the establishment of an absolute tyranny over these states.
To prove this, let facts be submitted to a candid world:

"He has refused his assent to laws the most wholesome
and necessary for the public good.

"He has forbidden his governors to pass laws of
immediate and pressing importance, unless suspended in
their operation till his assent should be obtained; and, when
so suspended, he has utterly neglected to attend to them.

"He has refused to pass other laws for the
accommodation of large districts of people, unless those
people would relinquish the right of representation in the



 
 
 

legislature—a right inestimable to them, and formidable to
tyrants only.

"He has called together legislative bodies at places
unusual, uncomfortable, and distant from the repository of
their public records, for the sole purpose of fatiguing them
into compliance with his measures.

"He has dissolved representative houses repeatedly for
opposing with manly firmness his invasions on the rights of
the people.

"He has refused, for a long time after such dissolutions,
to cause others to be elected; whereby the legislative powers,
incapable of annihilation, have returned to the people
at large for their exercise—the state remaining, in the
meantime, exposed to all the dangers of invasion from
without and convulsions within.

"He has endeavored to prevent the population of
these states—for that purpose obstructing the laws for
naturalization of foreigners, refusing to pass others to
encourage migration hither, and raising the conditions of
new appropriations of lands.

"He has obstructed the administration of justice, by
refusing his assent to laws for establishing judiciary powers.

"He has made judges dependent on his will alone for the
tenure of their offices and the amount and payment of their
salaries.

"He has erected a multitude of new offices, and sent
hither swarms of officers to harass our people and eat out
their substance.

"He has kept among us, in times of peace, standing



 
 
 

armies, without the consent of our legislatures.
"He has affected to render the military independent of,

and superior to the civil power.
"He has combined with others to subject us

to a jurisdiction foreign to our constitution, and
unacknowledged by our laws—giving his assent to their acts
of pretended legislation.

"For quartering large bodies of armed troops among us;
"For protecting them, by a mock trial, from punishment

for any murders which they should commit on the
inhabitants of these states;

"For cutting off our trade with all parts of the world;
"For imposing taxes on us without our consent;
"For depriving us, in many cases, of the benefits of trial

by jury;
"For transporting us beyond seas to be tried for

pretended offenses:
"For abolishing the free system of English laws in

a neighboring province, establishing therein an arbitrary
government, and enlarging its boundaries, so as to render it
at once an example and fit instrument for introducing the
same absolute rule into these colonies;

"For taking away our charters, abolishing our most
valuable laws, and altering, fundamentally, the forms of our
governments;

"For suspending our own legislatures, and declaring
themselves invested with power to legislate for us in all cases
whatsoever.

"He has abdicated government here by declaring us out



 
 
 

of his protection and waging war against us.
"He has plundered our seas, ravaged our coasts, burnt

our towns, and destroyed the lives of our people.
"He is at this time transporting large armies of foreign

mercenaries to complete the works of death, desolation, and
tyranny, already begun, with circumstances of cruelty and
perfidy scarcely paralleled in the most barbarous ages, and
totally unworthy the head of a civilized nation.

"He has constrained our fellow-citizens, taken captive on
the high seas, to bear arms against their country, to become
the executioners of their friends and brethren, or to fall
themselves by their hands.

"He has excited domestic insurrections among us, and
has endeavored to bring on the inhabitants of our frontiers
the merciless Indian savages, whose known rule of warfare
is an undistinguished destruction of all ages, sexes, and
conditions.

"In every stage of these oppressions, we have petitioned
for redress in the most humble terms. Our repeated petitions
have been answered only by repeated injury. A prince,
whose character is thus marked by every act which may
define a tyrant, is unfit to be the ruler of a free people.

"Nor have we been wanting in attentions to our British
brethren. We have warned them, from time to time, of
attempts, by their legislature, to extend an unwarrantable
jurisdiction over us. We have reminded them of the
circumstances of our emigration and settlement here. We
have appealed to their native justice and magnanimity, and
we have conjured them, by the ties of our common kindred,



 
 
 

to disavow these usurpations, which would inevitably
interrupt our connections and correspondence. They, too,
have been deaf to the voice of justice and of consanguinity.
We must, therefore, acquiesce in the necessity which
denounces our separation, and hold them, as we hold the
rest of mankind, enemies in war, in peace friends.

"We, therefore, the representatives of the United States
of America, in general Congress assembled, appealing to
the Supreme Judge of the World for the rectitude of our
intentions, do, in the name, and by the authority of the
good people of these colonies, solemnly publish and declare
that these united colonies are, and of right ought to be
free and independent states; that they are absolved from
all allegiance to the British crown, and that all political
connection between them and the state of Great Britain
is, and ought to be, totally dissolved; and that, as free
and independent states, they have full power to levy war,
conclude peace, contract alliances, establish commerce, and
to do all other acts and things which independent states may
of right do. And for the support of this Declaration, with
a firm reliance on the protection of Divine Providence, we
mutually pledge to each other our lives, our fortunes and
our sacred honor."



 
 
 

LIBERTY BELL.



 
 
 

It was almost two o'clock in the afternoon when the final
decision was announced by Secretary Thomson, to the assembled
Congress in Independence Hall. It was a moment of solemn
interest; and when the secretary sat down, a deep silence
pervaded that august assembly. Tradition says that it was first
broken by Dr. Franklin, who remarked, "Gentlemen, we must
now all hang together, or we shall surely hang separately."
Thousands of anxious citizens had gathered in the streets of
Philadelphia, for it was known that the final vote would be
taken on that day. From the hour when Congress convened in
the morning, the old bell-man had been in the steeple. He had
placed a boy at the door below, to give him notice when the
announcement should be made. As hour succeeded hour, the
graybeard shook his head, and said, "They will never do it!
they will never do it!" Suddenly a loud shout came up from
below, and there stood the little blue-eyed boy clapping his
hands, and shouting, "Ring! Ring!" Grasping the iron tongue
of the old bell, backward and forward he hurled it a hundred
times, its loud voice proclaiming "Liberty throughout all the land
unto all the inhabitants thereof."2 The excited multitude in the

2  The history of this bell, now hanging in the steeple of the State House, in
Philadelphia, is interesting. In 1753, a bell for that edifice was imported from England.
On the first trial ringing, after its arrival, it was cracked. It was recast by Pass and
Stow, of Philadelphia, in 1753, under the direction of Isaac Norris, the then Speaker
of the Colonial Assembly. Upon fillets around its crown, cast there twenty-three years
before the Continental Congress adopted the Declaration of Independence, are the
words of Holy Writ, "Proclaim liberty throughout all the land unto all the inhabitants
thereof." How prophetic! Beneath that very bell the representatives of the thirteen



 
 
 

streets responded with loud acclamations, and with cannon peals,
bonfires, and illuminations, the patriots held a glorious carnival
that night in the quiet city of Penn.

The Declaration of Independence was signed by John
Hancock, the President of Congress, only, on the day of its
adoption, and thus it went forth to the world. Congress ordered it
to be entered at length upon the journals; it was also ordered to be
engrossed upon parchment for the delegates to sign it. This last
act was performed on the second day of August ensuing, by the
fifty-four delegates then present. Thomas M'Kean, of Delaware,
and Dr. Thornton, of New Hampshire, subsequently signed it,
making the whole number fifty-six. Upon the next two pages
are their names, copied from the original parchment, which is
carefully preserved in a glass case, in the rooms of the National
Institute, Washington City. It is our pride and righteous boast,
and it should be the pride and boast of mankind, that not one of
those patriots who signed that manifesto ever fell from the high
moral elevation which he then held: of all that band, not one, by
word or act, tarnished his fair fame.

colonies "proclaimed liberty throughout all the land," and its iron tongue echoed the
annunciation! For more than two hours its glorious melody floated clear and musical as
the voice of an angel above the discordant chorus of booming cannon, rolling drums,
and the mingled acclamations of an excited multitude. It, too, was fractured, and for
long years its voice has been silent. When I stood in the belfry and sketched this portrait
of the old herald, the spirit of the Past, with all its retinue, seemed to be there, for
association summoned to the audience chamber of imagination, from the lofty hills and
green valleys of the Republic, that band of patriots who stood sponsors at its baptism
in 1776.



 
 
 

The great Declaration was every where applauded; and, in
the camp, in cities, villages, churches, and popular assemblies,
it was greeted with every demonstration of joy. Washington
received it at head-quarters, in New York, on the ninth of July,
and caused it to be read aloud at six o'clock that evening at the
head of each brigade. It was heard with attention, and welcomed
with loud huzzas by the troops. The people echoed the acclaim,
and on the same evening they pulled down the leaden statue of
the king, which was erected in the Bowling-Green, at the foot
of Broadway, in 1770, broke it in pieces, and consigned the
materials to the bullet-moulds.



 
 
 



 
 
 

SIGNATURES ON THE DECLARATION OF
INDEPENDENCE.

At noon, on the seventeenth of July, Colonel Crafts read
the Declaration to a vast assemblage gathered in and around
Faneuil Hall, in Boston, and when the last paragraph fell from
his lips, a loud huzza shook the old "Cradle of Liberty." It was
echoed by the crowd without, and soon the batteries on Fort
Hill, Dorchester, Nantasket, Long Island, the Castle, and the
neighboring heights of Charlestown, Cambridge, and Roxbury
boomed forth their cannon acclamations in thirteen rounds. A
banquet followed, and bonfires and illuminations made glad the
city of the Puritans.



 
 
 

SIGNATURES ON THE DECLARATION OF
INDEPENDENCE.



 
 
 

On the eighth, John Nixon read it from the Walnut-street
front of the State House, in Philadelphia, to a great concourse
of people gathered from the city and the surrounding country.
When the reading was finished, the king's arms over the seat
of Justice in the courtroom, was torn down and burnt in
the street; and at evening bonfires were lighted, the city was
illuminated, and it was not until a thunder-storm at midnight
compelled the people to retire, that the sounds of gladness were
hushed. Newport, Providence, Hartford, Baltimore, Annapolis,
Williamsburg, Charleston, Savannah, and other towns near the
seaboard, made similar demonstrations, and loyalty to the king,
hitherto open-mouthed, was silent and abashed.

From every inhabited hill and valley, town and hamlet of the
old thirteen States, arose the melodies of Freedom, awakened by
this great act of the people's proxies; and thousands of hearts in
Europe, beating strongly with hopes for the future, were deeply
impressed and comforted. Bold men caught the symphony, and
prolonged its glad harmony, even beyond the Alps and the
Apennines, until it wooed sleeping slaves from their slumbers in
the shadows of despotism forth into the clear light, panoplied in
the armor of absolute right and justice. France was aroused, and
turning in its bed of submission like the giant beneath old Ætna,
to look for light and liberty, an earthquake shock ensued which
shook thrones, crumbled feudal altars whereon equality was daily
sacrificed, and so rent the vail of the temple of despotism, that
the people saw plainly the fetters and instruments of unholy



 
 
 

rule, huge and terrible, within the inner court. They pulled down
royalty, overturned distinctions, and gave the first impulse to the
civil and social revolutions which have since spread from that
focus, to purify the political atmosphere of Europe. Back to our
glorious manifesto the struggling nations look; and when they
wish to arraign their tyrants, that indictment is their text and
guide. Its specific charges against the ruler of Great Britain, of
course have no relevancy in other cases, but the great truths set
forth in the Declaration are immutable. Always appropriate as
a basis of governmental theory and practice, at all times and in
all places, they can not fail to receive the hearty concurrence
of the wise and good in all lands, and under all circumstances.
They were early appreciated by the philosophers and statesmen
of Europe, and that appreciation augments with the flight of
years.

"With what grandeur, with what enthusiasm, should I not
speak of those generous men who erected this grand edifice
by their patience, their wisdom, and their courage!" wrote the
Abbé Raynal, in 1781, when descanting upon our Declaration.
"Hancock, Franklin, and the two Adamses, were the greatest
actors in this affecting scene: but they were not the only ones.
Posterity shall know them all. Their honored names shall be
transmitted to it by a happier pen than mine. Brass and marble
shall show them to remotest ages. In beholding them shall the
friend of freedom feel his heart palpitate with joy; feel his eyes
float in delicious tears. Under the bust of one of them has been



 
 
 

written: he wrested thunder from heaven, and the sceptre from
tyrants.3 Of the last words of this eulogy shall all of them partake.
Heroic country, my advanced age permits me not to visit thee.
Never shall I see myself among the respectable personages of
thy Areopagus; never shall I be present at the deliberations of
thy Congress. I shall die without seeing the retreat of toleration,
of manners, of laws, of virtue, and of freedom. My ashes shall
not be covered by a free and holy earth: but I shall have desired
it; and my last breath shall bear to heaven an ejaculation for thy
prosperity."

"I ask," exclaimed Mirabeau, in the tribune of the National
Assembly of France, "if the powers who have formed alliances
with the States have dared to read that manifesto, or to
interrogate their consciences after the perusal? I ask whether
there be at this day one government in Europe—the Helvetic and
Batavian confederations, and the British isles excepted, which,
judged after the principles of the Declaration of Congress on the
fourth of July 1776, is not divested of its rights?" And Napoleon,
afterward alluding to the same scene, said, "The finger of God
was there!"

The fourth of July, marked by an event so momentous, is
properly our great National Anniversary. For three-quarters of
a century it has been commemorated by orations, firing of
cannon, ringing of bells, military parades, fireworks, squibs, and

3 This is in allusion to the line which Turgot wrote under the bust of Franklin: Eripuit
cælo fulmen, sceptrumque tyrannis.



 
 
 

bonfires; and, alas! too often the day has been desecrated by
bacchanalian revels. The deep feelings which stirred the spirits
of those who participated in the scenes of the Revolution, on
the recurrence of the anniversary, warm not the hearts of their
children. With them the Declaration of Independence was a
great, and ever-present reality; with us it is only a glorious
abstract idea. We are in the midst of the fruition of their faith and
earnest aspirations; and, surrounded by the noon-tide radiance
of the blessings which have resulted from that act, we can not
appreciate the glory of the morning star of our destiny as a
nation. Let us henceforth aim to be less superficial in our views
of the National Anniversary. Let orators cease grandiloquent
displays of bombastic rhetoric, "full of sound and fury, signifying
nothing," and discourse with the sober earnestness of true
philosophy upon the antecedents—the remote springs—of that
event, every where visible in the history of the world; and
by expatiating upon the principles set forth in our manifesto,
and their salutary effect upon the well-being of mankind, give
practical force to their vitality. Huzzas are not arguments for
thinking men; and now, when thought is every where busy in
the formation of omnipotent opinion, the American should cast
off the garb of national pride, and with the cosmopolitan spirit
of a true missionary of Freedom, point to the eternal bond of
Union which binds our sovereign States together, and explain
the character of its strength and vigor. Placed by the side of
the principles involved in our struggle for Independence, the



 
 
 

men and their councils, battles, sieges, and victories, wane into
comparative insignificance. They are but the nerves and muscles,
the sinews and the blood of the being we apotheosize—the mere
aids of the mighty brain, the seat of the controlling spirit of the
whole. Let us always revere those essential aids, and cherish them
in our heart of hearts, but worship only the puissant Spirit on our
National Anniversary.

THE LIFE-CAR.



 
 
 

 
SOME ACCOUNT OF FRANCIS'S

LIFE-BOATS AND LIFE-CARS
 
 

BY JACOB ABBOTT
 

THE engraving at the head of this article represents the
operation of transporting the officers and crew of a wrecked
vessel to the shore, by means of one of the Life-Cars
invented by Mr. Joseph Francis for this purpose. A considerable
appropriation was made recently by Congress, to establish
stations along the coast of New Jersey and Long Island—
as well as on other parts of the Atlantic seaboard—at which
all the apparatus necessary for the service of these cars, and
of boats, in cases where boats can be used, may be kept.
These stations are maintained by the government, with the
aid and co-operation of the Humane Society—a benevolent
association the object of which is to provide means for rescuing
and saving persons in danger of drowning—and also of the
New York Board of Underwriters, a body, which, as its name
imports, represents the principal Marine Insurance Companies
—associations having a strong pecuniary interest in the saving
of cargoes of merchandize, and other property, endangered in
a shipwreck. These three parties, the Government, the Humane



 
 
 

Society, and the Board of Underwriters, combine their efforts
to establish and sustain these stations; though we can not here
stop to explain the details of the arrangement by which this co-
operation is effected, as we must proceed to consider the more
immediate subject of this article, which is the apparatus and the
machinery itself, by which the lives and property are saved. In
respect to the stations, however, we will say that it awakens very
strong and very peculiar emotions in the mind, to visit one of
them on some lonely and desolate coast, remote from human
dwellings, and to observe the arrangements and preparations
that have been made in them, all quietly awaiting the dreadful
emergency which is to call them into action. The traveler stands
for example on the southern shore of the island of Nantucket,
and after looking off over the boundless ocean which stretches in
that direction without limit or shore for thousands of miles, and
upon the surf rolling in incessantly on the beach, whose smooth
expanse is dotted here and there with the skeleton remains of
ships that were lost in former storms, and are now half buried
in the sand, he sees, at length, a hut, standing upon the shore
just above the reach of the water—the only human structure to
be seen. He enters the hut. The surf boat is there, resting upon
its rollers, all ready to be launched, and with its oars and all its
furniture and appliances complete, and ready for the sea. The
fireplace is there, with the wood laid, and matches ready for the
kindling. Supplies of food and clothing are also at hand—and a
compass: and on a placard, conspicuously posted, are the words,



 
 
 

Shipwrecked mariners reaching this hut, in fog or snow,
will find the town of Nantucket two miles distant, due west.

It is impossible to contemplate such a spectacle as this,
without a feeling of strong emotion—and a new and deeper
interest in the superior excellency and nobleness of efforts made
by man for saving life, and diminishing suffering, in comparison
with the deeds of havoc and destruction which have been so
much gloried in, in ages that are past. The Life-Boat rests in
its retreat, not like a ferocious beast of prey, crouching in its
covert to seize and destroy its hapless victims, but like an angel
of mercy, reposing upon her wings, and watching for danger, that
she may spring forth, on the first warning, to rescue and save.

The Life-Car is a sort of boat, formed of copper or iron,
and closed over, above, by a convex deck with a sort of door or
hatchway through it, by which the passengers to be conveyed in
it to the shore, are admitted. The car will hold from four to five



 
 
 

persons. When these passengers are put in, the door, or rather
cover, is shut down and bolted to its place; and the car is then
drawn to the land, suspended by rings from a hawser which has
previously been stretched from the ship to the shore.

To be shut up in this manner in so dark and gloomy a
receptacle, for the purpose of being drawn, perhaps at midnight,
through a surf of such terrific violence that no boat can live in
it, can not be a very agreeable alternative; but the emergencies
in which the use of the life-car is called for, are such as do not
admit of hesitation or delay. There is no light within the car,
and there are no openings for the admission of air.4 It is subject,
too, in its passage to the shore, to the most frightful shocks and
concussions from the force of the breakers. The car, as first
made, too, was of such a form as required the passengers within

4 None such are in fact required, for the car itself contains air enough for the use of
its passengers for a quarter of an hour, and there is rarely occupied more than a period
of two or three minutes to pass it through the surf to the shore.



 
 
 

it to lie at length, in a recumbent position, which rendered them
almost utterly helpless. The form is, however, now changed—
the parts toward the ends, where the heads of the passengers
would come, when placed in a sitting posture within, being made
higher than the middle; and the opening or door is placed in
the depressed part, in the centre. This arrangement is found to
be much better than the former one, as it greatly facilitates the
putting in of the passengers, who always require a greater or less
degree of aid, and are often entirely insensible and helpless from
the effects of fear, or of exposure to cold and hunger. Besides,
by this arrangement those who have any strength remaining can
take much more convenient and safer positions within the car,
in their progress to the shore, than was possible under the old
construction.



 
 
 

The car, as will be seen by the foregoing drawings, is
suspended from the hawser by means of short chains attached to
the ends of it. These chains terminate in rings above, which rings
ride upon the hawser, thus allowing the car to traverse to and fro,
from the vessel to the shore. The car is drawn along, in making
these passages, by means of lines attached to the two ends of it,
one of which passes to the ship and the other to the shore. By
means of these lines the empty car is first drawn out to the wreck
by the passengers and crew, and then, when loaded, it is drawn
back to the land by the people assembled there, as represented
in the engraving at the head of this article.

Perhaps the most important and difficult part of the operation
of saving the passengers and crew in such cases, is the getting
the hawser out in the first instance, so as to form a connection
between the ship and the land. In fact, whenever a ship is stranded
upon a coast, and people are assembled on the beach to assist
the sufferers, the first thing to be done, is always to "get a line
ashore." On the success of the attempts made to accomplish



 
 
 

this, all the hopes of the sufferers depend. Various methods are
resorted to, by the people on board the ship, in order to attain
this end, where there are no means at hand on the shore, for
effecting it. Perhaps the most common mode is to attach a small
line to a cask, or to some other light and bulky substance which
the surf can easily throw up upon the shore. The cask, or float,
whatever it may be, when attached to the line, is thrown into the
water, and after being rolled and tossed, hither and thither, by
the tumultuous waves, now advancing, now receding, and now
sweeping madly around in endless gyrations, it at length reaches
a point where some adventurous wrecker on the beach can seize
it, and pull it up upon the land. The line is then drawn in, and a
hawser being attached to the outer end of it, by the crew of the
ship, the end of the hawser itself is then drawn to the shore.



 
 
 

THE CASK.

This method, however, of making a communication with the
shore from a distressed vessel, simple and sure as it may seem in
description, proves generally extremely difficult and uncertain in
actual practice. Sometimes, and that, too, not unfrequently when
the billows are rolling in with most terrific violence upon the
shore, the sea will carry nothing whatever to the land. The surges
seem to pass under, and so to get beyond whatever objects lie
floating upon the water, so that when a cask is thrown over to
them, they play beneath it, leaving it where it was, or even drive
it out to sea by not carrying it as far forward on their advance, as



 
 
 

they bring it back by their recession. Even the lifeless body of the
exhausted mariner, who when his strength was gone and he could
cling no longer to the rigging, fell into the sea, is not drawn to the
beach, but after surging to and fro for a short period about the
vessel, it slowly disappears from view among the foam and the
breakers toward the offing. In such cases it is useless to attempt to
get a line on shore from the ship by means of any aid from the sea.
The cask intrusted with the commission of bearing it, is beaten
back against the vessel, or is drifted uselessly along the shore,
rolling in and out upon the surges, but never approaching near
enough to the beach to enable even the most daring adventurer
to reach it.

In case of these life-cars, therefore, arrangements are made
for sending the hawser out from the shore to the ship. The
apparatus by which this is accomplished consists, first, of a piece
of ordnance called a mortar, made large enough to throw a shot
of about six inches in diameter; secondly, the shot itself, which
has a small iron staple set in it; thirdly, a long line, one end of
which is to be attached to the staple in the shot, when the shot is
thrown; and, fourthly, a rack of a peculiar construction to serve
as a reel for winding the line upon. This rack consists of a small
square frame, having rows of pegs inserted along the ends and
sides of it. The line is wound upon these pegs in such a manner,
that as the shot is projected through the air, drawing the line with
it, the pegs deliver the line as fast as it is required by the progress
of the shot, and that with the least possible friction. Thus the



 
 
 

advance of the shot is unimpeded. The mortar from which the
shot is fired, is aimed in such a manner as to throw the missile
over and beyond the ship, and thus when it falls into the water,
the line attached to it comes down across the deck of the ship,
and is seized by the passengers and crew.

Sometimes, in consequence of the darkness of the night, the
violence of the wind, and perhaps of the agitations and confusion
of the scene, the first and even the second trial may not be
successful in throwing the line across the wreck. The object is,
however, generally attained on the second or third attempt, and
then the end of the hawser is drawn out to the wreck by means
of the small line which the shot had carried; and being made fast
and "drawn taut," the bridge is complete on which the car is to
traverse to and fro.

The visitors at Long Branch, a celebrated watering place on
the New Jersey coast, near New York, had an opportunity to
witness a trial of this apparatus at the station there, during the last
summer: a trial made, not in a case of storm and shipwreck, but
on a pleasant summer afternoon, and for the purpose of testing
the apparatus, and for practice in the use of it. A large company
assembled on the bank to witness the experiments. A boat was
stationed on the calm surface of the sea, half a mile from the
shore, to represent the wreck. The ball was thrown, the line fell
across the boat, the car was drawn out, and then certain amateur
performers, representing wrecked and perishing men, were put
into the car and drawn safely through the gentle evening surf to



 
 
 

the shore.

FIRING THE SHOT.

A case occurred a little more than a year ago on the Jersey
shore not very far from Long Branch, in which this apparatus
was used in serious earnest. It was in the middle of January
and during a severe snow storm. The ship Ayrshire, with about
two hundred passengers, had been driven upon the shore by the
storm, and lay there stranded, the sea beating over her, and a surf
so heavy rolling in, as made it impossible for any boat to reach
her. It happened that one of the stations which we have described
was near. The people on the shore assembled and brought out
the apparatus. They fired the shot, taking aim so well that the
line fell directly across the wreck. It was caught by the crew on



 
 
 

board and the hawser was hauled off. The car was then attached,
and in a short time, every one of the two hundred passengers,
men, women, children, and even infants in their mothers' arms,
were brought safely through the foaming surges, and landed at
the station. The car which performed this service was considered
as thenceforth fully entitled to an honorable discharge from
active duty, and it now rests, in retirement and repose, though
unconscious of its honors, in the Metallic Life-Boat Factory of
Mr. Francis, at the Novelty Iron Works.

In many cases of distress and disaster befalling ships on the
coast, it is not necessary to use the car, the state of the sea
being such that it is possible to go out in a boat, to furnish the
necessary succor. The boats, however, which are destined to this
service must be of a peculiar construction, for no ordinary boat
can live a moment in the surf which rolls in, in storms, upon
shelving or rocky shores. A great many different modes have
been adopted for the construction of surf-boats, each liable to
its own peculiar objections. The principle on which Mr. Francis
relies in his life and surf boats, is to give them an extreme
lightness and buoyancy, so as to keep them always upon the top
of the sea. Formerly it was expected that a boat in such a service,
must necessarily take in great quantities of water, and the object
of all the contrivances for securing its safety, was to expel the
water after it was admitted. In the plan now adopted the design is
to exclude the water altogether, by making the structure so light
and forming it on such a model that it shall always rise above the



 
 
 

wave, and thus glide safely over it. This result is obtained partly
by means of the model of the boat, and partly by the lightness of
the material of which it is composed. The reader may perhaps
be surprised to hear, after this, that the material is iron.

Iron—or copper, which in this respect possesses the same
properties as iron—though absolutely heavier than wood, is, in
fact, much lighter as a material for the construction of receptacles
of all kinds, on account of its great strength and tenacity, which
allows of its being used in plates so thin that the quantity of the
material employed is diminished much more than the specific
gravity is increased by using the metal. There has been, however,
hitherto a great practical difficulty in the way of using iron for
such a purpose, namely that of giving to these metal plates a
sufficient stiffness. A sheet of tin, for example, though stronger
than a board, that is, requiring a greater force to break or rapture
it, is still very flexible, while the board is stiff. In other words,
in the case of a thin plate of metal, the parts yield readily to any
slight force, so far as to bend under the pressure, but it requires
a very great force to separate them entirely; whereas in the case
of wood, the slight force is at first resisted, but on a moderate
increase of it, the structure breaks down altogether. The great
thing to be desired therefore in a material for the construction
of boats is to secure the stiffness of wood in conjunction with
the thinness and tenacity of iron. This object is attained in the
manufacture of Mr. Francis's boats by plaiting or corrugating the
sheets of metal of which the sides of the boat are to be made.



 
 
 

A familiar illustration of the principle on which this stiffening is
effected is furnished by the common table waiter, which is made,
usually, of a thin plate of tinned iron, stiffened by being turned
up at the edges all around—the upturned part serving also at the
same time the purpose of forming a margin.

The plaitings or corrugations of the metal in these iron boats
pass along the sheets, in lines, instead of being, as in the case of
the waiter, confined to the margin. The lines which they form can
be seen in the drawing of the surf-boat, given on a subsequent
page. The idea of thus corrugating or plaiting the metal was
a very simple one; the main difficulty in the invention came,
after getting the idea, in devising the ways and means by which
such a corrugation could be made. It is a curious circumstance
in the history of modern inventions that it often requires much
more ingenuity and effort to contrive a way to make the article
when invented, than it did to invent the article itself. It was, for
instance, much easier, doubtless, to invent pins, than to invent
the machinery for making pins.

The machine for making the corrugations in the sides of these
metallic boats consists of a hydraulic press and a set of enormous
dies. These dies are grooved to fit each other, and shut together;
and the plate of iron which is to be corrugated being placed
between them, is pressed into the requisite form, with all the
force of the hydraulic piston—the greatest force, altogether, that
is ever employed in the service of man.



 
 
 

THE HYDRAULIC PRESS.

The machinery referred to will be easily understood by
the above engraving. On the left are the pumps, worked, as
represented in the engraving, by two men, though four or more
are often required. By alternately raising and depressing the
break or handle, they work two small but very solid pistons which
play within cylinders of corresponding bore, in the manner of
any common forcing pump.

By means of these pistons the water is driven, in small
quantities but with prodigious force, along through the horizontal
tube seen passing across, in the middle of the picture, from the
forcing-pump to the great cylinders on the right hand. Here the



 
 
 

water presses upward upon the under surfaces of pistons working
within the great cylinders, with a force proportioned to the ratio
of the area of those pistons compared with that of one of the
pistons in the pump. Now the piston in the force-pump is about
one inch in diameter. Those in the great cylinders are about
twelve inches in diameter, and as there are four of the great
cylinders the ratio is as 1 to 576.5 This is a great multiplication,
and it is found that the force which the men can exert upon the
piston within the small cylinder, by the aid of the long lever with
which they work it, is so great, that when multiplied by 576, as
it is by being expanded over the surface of the large pistons, an
upward pressure results of about eight hundred tons. This is a
force ten times as great in intensity as that exerted by steam in the
most powerful sea-going engines. It would be sufficient to lift a
block of granite five or six feet square at the base, and as high
as the Bunker Hill Monument.

Superior, however, as this force is, in one point of view, to that
of steam, it is very inferior to it in other respects. It is great, so
to speak, in intensity, but it is very small in extent and amount. It
is capable indeed of lifting a very great weight, but it can raise it
only an exceedingly little way. Were the force of such an engine
to be brought into action beneath such a block of granite as we
have described, the enormous burden would rise, but it would
rise by a motion almost inconceivably slow, and after going up

5 Areas being as the squares of homologous lines, the ratio would be, mathematically
expressed, 1²: 4 × 12² = 1: 4 × 144 = 1: 576.



 
 
 

perhaps as high as the thickness of a sheet of paper, the force
would be spent, and no further effect would be produced without
a new exertion of the motive power. In other words, the whole
amount of the force of a hydraulic engine, vastly concentrated
as it is, and irresistible, within the narrow limits within which it
works, is but the force of four or five men after all; while the
power of the engines of a Collins' steamer is equal to that of four
or five thousand men. The steam-engine can do an abundance of
great work; while, on the other hand, what the hydraulic press can
do is very little in amount, and only great in view of its extremely
concentrated intensity.

Hydraulic presses are consequently very often used, in such
cases and for such purposes as require a great force within very
narrow limits. The indentations made by the type in printing the
pages of this magazine, are taken out, and the sheet rendered
smooth again, by hydraulic presses exerting a force of twelve
hundred tons. This would make it necessary for us to carry up
our imaginary block of granite a hundred feet higher than the
Bunker Hill Monument to get a load for them.6

In Mr. Francis's presses, the dies between which the sheets of
iron or copper are pressed; are directly above the four cylinders

6 There are nine of these presses in the printing-rooms of Harper and Brothers,
all constantly employed in smoothing sheets of paper after the printing. The sheets
of paper to be pressed are placed between sheets of very smooth and thin, but hard
pasteboard, until a pile is made several feet high, and containing sometimes two
thousand sheets of paper, and then the hydraulic pressure is applied. These presses
cost, each, from twelve to fifteen hundred dollars.



 
 
 

which we have described, as will be seen by referring once more
to the drawing. The upper die is fixed—being firmly attached
to the top of the frame, and held securely down by the rows of
iron pillars on the two sides, and by the massive iron caps, called
platens, which may be seen passing across at the top, from pillar
to pillar. These caps are held by large iron nuts which are screwed
down over the ends of the pillars above. The lower die is movable.
It is attached by massive iron work to the ends of the piston-rods,
and of course it rises when the pistons are driven upward by the
pressure of the water. The plate of metal, when the dies approach
each other, is bent and drawn into the intended shape by the force
of the pressure, receiving not only the corrugations which are
designed to stiffen it, but also the general shaping necessary, in
respect to swell and curvature, to give it the proper form for the
side, or the portion of a side, of a boat.

It is obviously necessary that these dies should fit each other
in a very accurate manner, so as to compress the iron equally in
every part. To make them fit thus exactly, massive as they are in
magnitude, and irregular in form, is a work of immense labor.
They are first cast as nearly as possible to the form intended,
but as such castings always warp more or less in cooling, there
is a great deal of fitting afterward required, to make them come
rightly together. This could easily be done by machinery if the
surfaces were square, or cylindrical, or of any other mathematical
form to which the working of machinery could be adapted. But
the curved and winding surfaces which form the hull of a boat or



 
 
 

vessel, smooth and flowing as they are, and controlled, too, by
established and well-known laws, bid defiance to all the attempts
of mere mechanical motion to follow them. The superfluous iron,
therefore, of these dies, must all be cut away by chisels driven by
a hammer held in the hand; and so great is the labor required to
fit and smooth and polish them, that a pair of them costs several
thousand dollars before they are completed and ready to fulfill
their function.

The superiority of metallic boats, whether of copper or iron,
made in the manner above described, over those of any other
construction, is growing every year more and more apparent.
They are more light and more easily managed, they require far
less repair from year to year, and are very much longer lived.
When iron is used for this purpose, a preparation is employed
that is called galvanized iron. This manufacture consists of plates
of iron of the requisite thickness, coated on each side, first with
tin, and then with zinc; the tin being used simply as a solder,
to unite the other metals. The plate presents, therefore, to the
water, only a surface of zinc, which resists all action, so that the
boats thus made are subject to no species of decay. They can be
injured or destroyed only by violence, and even violence acts at a
very great disadvantage in attacking them. The stroke of a shot,
or a concussion of any kind that would split or shiver a wooden
boat so as to damage it past repair, would only indent, or at most
perforate, an iron one. And a perforation even, when made, is
very easily repaired, even by the navigators themselves, under



 
 
 

circumstances however unfavorable. With a smooth and heavy
stone placed upon the outside for an anvil, and another used on
the inside as a hammer, the protrusion is easily beaten down, the
opening is closed, the continuity of surface is restored, and the
damaged boat becomes, excepting, perhaps, in the imagination
of the navigator, as good once more as ever.

Metallic boats of this character were employed by the party
under Lieut. Lynch, in making, some years ago, their celebrated
voyage down the river Jordan to the Dead Sea. The navigation
of this stream was difficult and perilous in the highest degree.
The boats were subject to the severest possible tests and trials.
They were impelled against rocks, they were dragged over shoals,
they were swept down cataracts and cascades. There was one
wooden boat in the little squadron; but this was soon so strained
and battered that it could no longer be kept afloat, and it
was abandoned. The metallic boats, however, lived through the
whole, and finally floated in peace on the heavy waters of the
Dead Sea, in nearly as good a condition as when they first came
from Mr. Francis's dies.

The seams of a metallic boat will never open by exposure
to the sun and rain, when lying long upon the deck of a ship,
or hauled up upon a shore. Nor will such boats burn. If a ship
takes fire at sea, the boats, if of iron, can never be injured by the
conflagration. Nor can they be sunk. For they are provided with
air chambers in various parts, each separate from the others, so
that if the boat were bruised and jammed by violent concussions,



 
 
 

up to her utmost capacity of receiving injury, the shapeless mass
would still float upon the sea, and hold up with unconquerable
buoyancy as many as could cling to her.7

A curious instance occurred during the late war with Mexico
which illustrates the almost indestructible character of these
metallic boats.

The reader is probably aware that the city of Vera Cruz is
situated upon a low and sandy coast, and that the only port which
exists there is formed by a small island which lies at a little
distance from the shore, and a mole or pier built out from it into
the water. The island is almost wholly covered by the celebrated
fortress of St. Juan de Ulloa. Ships obtain something like shelter
under the lee of this island and mole, riding sometimes at anchor
behind the mole, and sometimes moored to iron rings set in
the castle walls. At one time while the American forces were in
possession of the city, an officer of the army had occasion to
use a boat for some purpose of transportation from the island to
the shore. He applied to the naval authorities in order to procure
one. He was informed that there was no boat on the station
that could be spared for such a purpose. In this dilemma the

7 The principle on which these life-boats are made is found equally advantageous
in its application to boats intended for other purposes. For a gentleman's pleasure-
grounds, for example, how great the convenience of having a boat which is always
stanch and tight—which no exposure to the sun can make leaky, which no wet can rot,
and no neglect impair. And so in all other cases where boats are required for situations
or used where they will be exposed to hard usage of any kind, whether from natural
causes or the neglect or inattention of those in charge of them, this material seems far
superior to any other.



 
 
 

officer accidentally learned that there was an old copper life-
boat, lying in the water near the castle landing, dismantled, sunk,
and useless. The officer resolved, as a last resort, to examine
this wreck, in hopes to find that it might possibly be raised and
repaired.

He found that the boat was lying in the water and half filled
with rocks, sand, and masses of old iron, which had been thrown
into her to sink and destroy her. Among the masses of iron there
was a heavy bar which had been used apparently in the attempt to
punch holes in the boat by those who had undertaken to sink her.
These attempts had been generally fruitless, the blows having
only made indentations in the copper, on account of the yielding
nature of the metal. In one place, however, in the bottom of the
boat, the work had been done effectually; for five large holes
were discovered there, at a place where the bottom of the boat
rested upon the rocks so as to furnish such points of resistance
below as prevented the copper from yielding to the blows.

The officer set his men at work to attempt to repair this
damage. They first took out the sand and stones and iron
with which the boat was encumbered, and then raising her,
they dragged her up out of the water to the landing. Here the
men lifted her up upon her side, and began to beat back the
indentations which had been made in the metal, by holding a
heavy sledge hammer on the inside, to serve as an anvil, and
then striking with a hand-hammer upon the protuberances on
the outside. In the same manner they beat back the burrs or



 
 
 

protrusions formed where the holes had been punched through
the bottom of the boat, and they found, much to their satisfaction,
that when the metal was thus brought back into its place the holes
were closed again, and the boat became whole and tight as before.

When this work was done the men put the boat back again
in her proper position, replaced and fastened the seats, and then
launched her into the water. They found her stanch and tight,
and seemingly as good as new. The whole work of repairing her
did not occupy more than one hour—much less time, the officer
thought, than had been spent in the attempt to destroy her.

The boat thus restored was immediately put to service and
she performed the work required of her, admirably well. She
was often out on the open sea in very rough weather, but always
rode over the billows in safety, and in the end proved to be the
strongest, swiftest, and safest boat in the gulf squadron.

The surf-boats, made in this way, will ride safely in any sea
—and though sometimes after protracted storms, the surges roll
in upon shelving or rocky shores with such terrific violence that
it is impossible to get the boats off from the land, yet once off,
they are safe, however wild the commotion. In fact there is a
certain charm in the graceful and life-like buoyancy with which
they ride over the billows, and in the confidence and sense of
security which they inspire in the hearts of those whom they bear,
as they go bounding over the crests of the waves, that it awakens
in minds of a certain class, a high exhilaration and pleasure, to go
out in them upon stormy and tempestuous seas. To illustrate the



 
 
 

nature of the scenes through which such adventurers sometimes
pass, we will close this article with a narrative of a particular
excursion made not long since by one of these boats—a narrative
now for the first time reduced to writing.

THE SURF-BOAT.

One dark and stormy night Mr. Richard C. Holmes, the
collector at the port of Cape May, a port situated on an exposed
and dangerous part of the coast, near the entrance to the
Chesapeake, was awakened from his sleep by the violence of the
storm, and listening, he thought that he could hear at intervals
the distant booming of a gun, which he supposed to be a signal
of distress. He arose and hastened to the shore. The night was
dark, and nothing could be seen, but the report of the gun was
distinctly to be heard, at brief intervals, coming apparently from



 
 
 

a great distance in the offing.
He aroused from the neighboring houses a sufficient number

of other persons to man his surf-boat, embarked on board, taking
a compass for a guide, and put to sea.

It was very dark and the weather was very thick, so that
nothing could be seen; but the crew of the boat pulled steadily on,
guided only by the compass, and by the low and distant booming
of the gun. They rowed in the direction of the sound, listening as
they pulled; but the noise made by the winds and the waves, and
by the dashing of the water upon the boat and upon the oars, was
so loud and incessant, and the progress which they made against
the heavy "send" of the surges was so slow, that it was for a long
time doubtful whether they were advancing or not. After an hour
or two, however, the sound of the gun seemed to come nearer,
and at length they could see, faintly, the flash beaming out for an
instant just before the report, in the midst of the driving rain and
flying spray which filled the dark air before them.

Encouraged by this, the oarsmen pulled at their oars with new
energy, and soon came in sight of the hull of the distressed vessel,
which began now to rise before them, a black and misshapen
mass, scarcely distinguishable from the surrounding darkness
and gloom. As they came nearer, they found that the vessel was
a ship—that she had been beaten down upon her side by the
sea, and was almost overwhelmed with the surges which were
breaking over her. Every place upon the deck which afforded
any possibility of shelter was crowded with men and women, all



 
 
 

clinging to such supports as were within their reach, and vainly
endeavoring to screen themselves from the dashing of the spray.
The boat was to the leeward of the vessel, but so great was the
commotion of the sea, that it was not safe to approach even
near enough to communicate with the people on board. After
coming up among the heaving and tumbling surges as near as
they dared to venture, the crew of the surf boat found that all
attempts to make their voices heard were unavailing, as their
loudest shouts were wholly overpowered by the roaring of the
sea, and the howling of the winds in the rigging.

Mr. Holmes accordingly gave up the attempt, and fell back
again, intending to go round to the windward side of the ship, in
hopes to be able to communicate with the crew from that quarter.
He could hear them while he was to leeward of them, but they
could not hear him; and his object in wishing to communicate
with them was to give them directions in respect to what they
were to do, in order to enable him to get on board.

In the mean time daylight began to appear. The position of
the ship could be seen more distinctly. She lay upon a shoal, held
partly by her anchor, which the crew had let go before she struck.
Thus confined she had been knocked down by the seas, and now
lay thumping violently at every rising and falling of the surge,
and in danger every moment of going to pieces. She was covered
with human beings, who were seen clinging to her in every part
—each separate group forming a separate and frightful spectacle
of distress and terror.



 
 
 

Mr. Holmes succeeded in bringing the surf-boat so near to the
ship on the windward side as to hail the crew, and he directed
them to let down a line from the end of the main yard, to leeward.
The main yard is a spar which lies horizontally at the head of the
main mast, and as the vessel was careened over to leeward, the
end of the yard on that side would of course be depressed, and
a line from it would hang down over the water, entirely clear of
the vessel. The crew heard this order and let down the line. Mr.
Holmes then ordered the surf-boat to be pulled away from the
ship again, intending to drop to leeward once more, and there to
get on board of it by means of the line. In doing this, however, the
boat was assailed by the winds and waves with greater fury than
ever, as if they now first began to understand that it had come to
rescue their victims from their power. The boat was swept so far
away by this onset, that it was an hour before the oarsmen could
get her back so as to approach the line. It seemed then extremely
dangerous to approach it, as the end of it was flying hither and
thither, whipping the surges which boiled beneath it, or whirling
and curling in the air, as it was swung to and fro by the impulse
of the wind, or by the swaying of the yard-arm from which it
was suspended.

The boat however approached the line. Mr. Holmes, when
he saw it within reach, sprang forward to the bows, and after
a moment's contest between an instinctive shrinking from the
gigantic lash which was brandished so furiously over his head,
and his efforts to reach it, he at length succeeded in seizing it. He



 
 
 

grasped it by both hands with all his force, and the next instant the
boat was swept away from beneath him by the retreating billows,
and he was left safely dangling in the air.



 
 
 

CLIMBING THE ROPE.

We say safely, for, whenever any one of these indomitable sea-



 
 
 

kings, no matter in what circumstances of difficulty or danger,
gets a rope that is well secured at its point of suspension, fairly
within his iron gripe, we may at once dismiss all concern about
his personal safety. In this case the intrepid adventurer, when he
found that the boat had surged away from beneath him, and left
him suspended in the air over the raging and foaming billows,
felt that all danger was over. To mount the rope, hand over hand,
till he gained the yard-arm, to clamber up the yard to the mast,
and then to descend to the deck by the shrouds, required only
an ordinary exercise of nautical strength and courage. All this
was done in a moment, and Mr. Holmes stood upon the deck,
speechless, and entirely overcome by the appalling spectacle of
terror and distress that met his view.

The crew gathered around the stranger, whom they looked
upon at once as their deliverer, and listened to hear what he had
to say. He informed them that the ship was grounded on a narrow
reef or bar running parallel with the coast, and that there was
deeper water between them and the shore. He counseled them to
cut loose from the anchor, in which case he presumed that the
shocks of the seas would drive the ship over the bar, and that
then she would drift rapidly in upon the shore; where, when she
should strike upon the beach, they could probably find means to
get the passengers to the land.

This plan was decided upon. The cable was cut away by
means of such instruments as came to hand. The ship was beaten
over the bar, awakening, as she was dashed along, new shrieks



 
 
 

from the terrified passengers, at the violence of the concussions.
Once in deep water she moved on more smoothly, but was
still driven at a fearful rate directly toward the land. The surf-
boat accompanied her, hovering as near to her all the way as
was consistent with safety. During their progress the boat was
watched by the passengers on board the ship, with anxious eyes,
as in her were centred all their hopes of escape from destruction.

The conformation of this part of the coast, as in many other
places along the shores of the United States, presents a range of
low, sandy islands, lying at a little distance from the land, and
separated from it by a channel of sheltered water. These islands
are long and narrow, and separated from each other by inlets
or openings here and there, formed apparently by the breaking
through of the sea. The crew of our ship would have been glad
to have seen some possibility of their entering through one of
these inlets. The ship could not, however, be guided, but must go
wherever the winds and waves chose to impel her. This was to the
outer shore of one of the long, narrow islands, where at length
she struck again, and was again overwhelmed with breakers and
spray.



 
 
 

THE TENT.

After much difficulty the seamen succeeded, with the help
of the surf-boat, in getting a line from the ship to the shore,
by means of which one party on the land and another on board
the vessel could draw the surf-boat to and fro. In this way the
passengers and crew were all safely landed. When the lives were
thus all safe, sails and spars were brought on shore, and then,
under Mr. Holmes's directions, a great tent was constructed on
the sand, which, though rude in form, was sufficient in size to
shelter all the company. When all were assembled the number
of passengers saved was found to be one hundred and twenty-
one. They were German emigrants of the better class, and they



 
 
 

gathered around their intrepid deliverer, when all was over,
with such overwhelming manifestations of their admiration and
gratitude, as wholly unmanned him. They had saved money,
and jewels, and such other valuables as could be carried about
the person, to a large amount; and they brought every thing
to him, pressing him most earnestly, and with many tears, to
take it all, for having saved them from such imminent and
certain destruction. He was deeply moved by these expressions
of gratitude, but he would receive no reward.

When the tent was completed and the whole company were
comfortably established under the shelter of it, the boat was
passed to and fro again through the surf, to bring provisions on
shore. A party of seamen remained on board for this purpose
—loading the boat at the ship, and drawing it out again when
unloaded on the shore. The company that were assembled under
the tent dried their clothes by fires built for the purpose there,
and then made a rude breakfast from the provisions brought for
them from the ship: and when thus in some degree rested and
refreshed, they were all conveyed safely in boats to the main land.



 
 
 

 
MAURICE TIERNAY, THE
SOLDIER OF FORTUNE.8

 
 

CHAPTER XXXII
 

 
"THE ATHOL TENDER."

 
As I cast my eyes over these pages, and see how small a

portion of my life they embrace, I feel like one who, having
a long journey before him, perceives that some more speedy
means of travel must be adopted, if he ever hope to reach his
destination. With the instinctive prosiness of age, I have lingered
over the scenes of boyhood, a period which, strange to say, is
fresher in my memory than many of the events of few years
back; and were I to continue my narrative as I have begun it,
it would take more time on my part, and more patience on
that of my readers, than are likely to be conceded to either of
us. Were I to apologize to my readers for any abruptness in
my transitions, or any want of continuity in my story, I should,
perhaps, inadvertently seem to imply a degree of interest in my

8 Continued from the June Number.



 
 
 

fate which they have never felt; and, on the other hand, I would
not for a moment be thought to treat slightingly the very smallest
degree of favor they may feel disposed to show me. With these
difficulties on either hand, I see nothing for it but to limit myself
for the future to such incidents and passages of my career as most
impressed themselves on myself, and to confine my record to the
events in which I personally took a share.

Santron and I sailed from New York on the 9th of February,
and arrived in Liverpool on the 14th of March. We landed in
as humble a guise as need be. One small box contained all our
effects, and a little leathern purse, with something less than three
dollars, all our available wealth. The immense movement and stir
of the busy town, the crash and bustle of trade, the roll of wagons,
the cranking clatter of cranes and windlasses, the incessant
flux and reflux of population, all eager and intent on business,
were strange spectacles to our eyes as we loitered, houseless
and friendless, through the streets, staring in wonderment at the
wealth and prosperity of that land we were taught to believe was
tottering to bankruptcy.

Santron affected to be pleased with all, talked of the "beau
pillage" it would afford one day or other; but in reality this
appearance of riches and prosperity seemed to depress and
discourage him. Both French and American writers had agreed
in depicting the pauperism and discontent of England, and yet
where were the signs of it? Not a house was untenanted, every
street was thronged, every market filled; the equipages of the



 
 
 

wealthy vied with the loaded wagons in number; and if there were
not the external evidences of happiness and enjoyment the gayer
population of other countries display, there was an air of well-
being and comfort such as no other land could exhibit.

Another very singular trait made a deep impression on us.
Here were these islanders with a narrow strait only separating
them from a land bristling with bayonets. The very roar of the
artillery at exercise might be almost heard across the gulf, and
yet not a soldier was to be seen about! There were neither forts
nor bastions. The harbor, so replete with wealth, lay open and
unprotected, not even a gun-boat or a guard-ship to defend it!
There was an insolence in this security that Santron could not get
over, and he muttered a prayer that the day might not be distant
that should make them repent it.

He was piqued with every thing. While on board ship we
had agreed together to pass ourselves for Canadians, to avoid
all inquiries of the authorities! Heaven help us! The authorities
never thought of us. We were free to go or stay as we pleased.
Neither police nor passport officers questioned us. We might
have been Hoche and Massena for aught they either knew or
cared. Not a "mouchard" tracked us; none even looked after us as
we went. To me this was all very agreeable and reassuring; to my
companion it was contumely and insult. All the ingenious fiction
he had devised of our birth, parentage, and pursuits, was a fine
romance inedited, and he was left to sneer at the self-sufficiency
that would not take alarm at the advent of two ragged youths on



 
 
 

the quay of Liverpool.
"If they but knew who we were, Maurice," he kept continually

muttering as we went along. "If these fellows only knew whom
they had in their town, what a rumpus it would create! How the
shops would close! What barricading of doors and windows we
should see! What bursts of terror and patriotism! Par St. Denis,
I have a mind to throw up my cap in the air and cry, 'Vive la
Republique,' just to witness the scene that would follow!"

With all these boastings, it was not very difficult to restrain my
friend's ardor, and to induce him to defer his invasion of England
to a more fitting occasion, so that at last he was fain to content
himself with a sneering commentary on all around him; and in
this amiable spirit we descended into a very dirty cellar to eat
our first dinner on shore.

The place was filled with sailors, who, far from indulging in
the well-known careless gayety of their class, seemed morose
and sulky, talking together in low murmurs, and showing,
unmistakably, signs of discontent and dissatisfaction. The reason
was soon apparent: the press-gangs were out to take men off
to reinforce the blockading force before Genoa, a service of
all others the most distasteful to a seaman. If Santron at first
was ready to flatter himself into the notion that very little
persuasion would make these fellows take part against England,
as he listened longer he saw the grievous error of the opinion,
no epithet of insult or contempt being spared by them when
talking of France and Frenchmen. Whatever national animosity



 
 
 

prevailed at that period, sailors enjoyed a high pre-eminence in
feeling. I have heard that the spirit was encouraged by those in
command, and that narratives of French perfidy, treachery, and
even cowardice, were the popular traditions of the sea-service.
We certainly could not controvert the old adage as to "listeners,"
for every observation and every anecdote conveyed a sneer or an
insult on our country. There could be no reproach in listening
to these, unresented, but Santron assumed a most indignant air,
and more than once affected to be overcome by a spirit of
recrimination. What turn his actions might have taken in this wise
I can not even guess, for suddenly a rush of fellows took place up
the ladder, and in less than a minute the whole cellar was cleared,
leaving none but the hostess and an old lame waiter along with
ourselves in the place.

"You've got a protection, I suppose, sirs," said the woman,
approaching us; "but still I'll advise you not to trust to it over-
much; they're in great want of men just now; and they care little
for law or justice once they have them on the high seas."

"We have no protection," said I; "we are strangers here, and
know no one."

"There they come, sir; that's the tramp!" cried the woman;
"there's nothing for it now but to stay quiet and hope you'll not
be noticed. Take those knives up, will ye?" said she, flinging a
napkin toward me, and speaking in an altered voice, for already
two figures were darkening the entrance, and peering down into
the depth below; while, turning to Santron, she motioned him to



 
 
 

remove the dishes from the table—a service in which, to do him
justice, he exhibited a zeal more flattering to his tact than his
spirit of resistance.

"Tripped their anchors already, Mother Martin?" said a large-
whiskered man, with a black belt round his waist; while, passing
round the tables, he crammed into his mouth several fragments
of the late feast.

"You wouldn't have 'em wait for you, Captain John," said she,
laughing.

"It's just what I would, then," replied he. "The Admiralty
has put thirty shillings more on the bounty, and where will
these fellows get the like of that? It isn't a West India-service
neither, nor a coastin' cruise off Newfoundland, but all as one
as a pleasure-trip up the Mediterranean, and nothing to fight
but Frenchmen. Eh, younker, that tickles your fancy!" cried he
to Santron, who, in spite of himself, made some gesture of
impatience. "Handy chaps, those, Mother Martin, where did you
chance on 'em?"

"They're sons of a Canada skipper in the river yonder," said
she, calmly.

"They arn't over-like to be brothers," said he, with the grin of
one too well accustomed to knavery to trust any thing opposed to
his own observation. "I suppose them's things happens in Canada
as elsewhere," said he, laughing, and hoping the jest might turn
her flank. Meanwhile the press-leader never took his eyes off me,
as I arranged plates and folded napkins with all the skill which



 
 
 

my early education in Boivin's restaurant had taught me.
"He is a smart one," said he, half-musingly. "I say, boy, would

you like to go as cook's aid on board a king's ship? I know of
one as would just suit you."

"I'd rather not, sir; I'd not like to leave my father," said I,
backing up Mrs. Martin's narrative.

"Nor that brother there; wouldn't he like it?"
I shook my head negatively.
"Suppose I have a talk with the skipper about it?" said he,

looking at me steadily for some seconds. "Suppose I was to tell
him what a good berth you'd have, eh?"

"Oh, if he wished it, I'd make no objection," said I, assuming
all the calmness I could.

"That chap ain't your brother—and he's no sailor neither.
Show me your hands, youngster," cried he to Santron, who at
once complied with the order, and the press captain bent over
and scanned them narrowly. As he thus stood with his back to
me, the woman shook her head significantly, and pointed to the
ladder. If ever a glance conveyed a whole story of terror hers
did. I looked at my companion as though to say, "Can I desert
him?" and the expression of her features seemed to imply utter
despair. This pantomime did not occupy half a minute. And now,
with noiseless step, I gained the ladder, and crept cautiously up
it. My fears were how to escape those who waited outside; but as
I ascended I could see that they were loitering about in groups,
inattentive to all that was going on below. The shame at deserting



 
 
 

my comrade so nearly overcame me, that, when almost at the top,
I was about to turn back again. I even looked round to see him,
but, as I did so, I saw the press leader draw a pair of handcuffs
from his pocket, and throw them on the table. The instincts of
safety were too strong, and, with a spring, I gained the street,
and, slipping noiselessly along the wall, escaped the "look-out."
Without a thought of where I was going to, or what to do, I ran
at the very top of my speed directly onward, my only impulse
being to get away from the spot. Could I reach the open country
I thought it would be my best chance. As I fled, however, no
signs of a suburb appeared; the streets, on the contrary, grew
narrower and more intricate; huge warehouses, seven or eight
stories high, loomed at either side of me; and at last, on turning
an angle, a fresh sea-breeze met me, and showed that I was near
the harbor. I avow that the sight of shipping, the tall and taper
spars that streaked the sky of night, the clank of chain cables,
and the heavy surging sound of the looming hulls, were any thing
but encouraging, longing as I did for the rustling leaves of some
green lane: but still all was quiet and tranquil; a few flickering
lights twinkled here and there from a cabin window, but every
thing seemed sunk in repose.

The quay was thickly studded with hogsheads and bales of
merchandise, so that I could easily have found a safe resting-
place for the night, but a sense of danger banished all wish
for sleep, and I wandered out, restless and uncertain, framing a
hundred plans, and abandoning them when formed.



 
 
 

So long as I kept company with Santron, I never thought of
returning to "Uncle Pat;" my reckless spendthrift companion
had too often avowed the pleasure he would feel in quartering
himself on my kind friend, dissipating his hard-earned gains,
and squandering the fruits of all his toil. Deterred by such a
prospect, I resolved rather never to revisit him, than in such
company. Now, however, I was again alone, and all my hopes
and wishes turned toward him. A few hours' sail might again
bring me beneath his roof, and once more should I find myself
at home. The thought was calming to all my excitement; I forgot
every danger I had passed through; I lost all memory of every
vicissitude I had escaped, and had only the little low parlor in the
"Black Pits" before my mind's eye; the wild, unweeded garden,
and the sandy, sunny beach before the door. It was as though
all that nigh a year had compassed had never occurred, and that
my life at Crown Point, and my return to England were only a
dream. Sleep overcame me as I thus lay pondering, and when I
awoke the sun was glittering in the bright waves of the Mersey, a
fresh breeze was flaunting and fluttering the half-loosened sails,
and the joyous sounds of seamen's voices were mingling with the
clank of capstans, and the measured stroke of oars.

It was full ten minutes after I awoke before I could remember
how I came there, and what had befallen me. Poor Santron,
where is he now? was my first thought, and it came with all the
bitterness of self-reproach.

Could I have parted company with him under other



 
 
 

circumstances it would not have grieved me deeply. His mocking,
sarcastic spirit, the tone of depreciation which he used toward
every thing and every body, had gone far to sour me with the
world, and day by day I felt within me the evil influences of his
teachings. How different were they from poor Gottfried's lessons,
and the humble habits of those who lived beneath them! Yet I
was sorry, deeply sorry, that our separation should have been
thus, and almost wished I had staid to share his fate, whatever
it might be.

While thus swayed by different impulses, now thinking of
my old home at Crown Point, now of "Uncle Pat's" thatched
cabin, and again of Santron, I strolled down to the wharf, and
found myself in a considerable crowd of people, who were all
eagerly pressing forward to witness the embarkation of several
boats-full of pressed seamen, who, strongly guarded and ironed,
were being conveyed to the Athol tender, a large three-master,
about a mile off, down the river. To judge from the cut faces
and bandaged heads and arms, the capture had not been effected
without resistance. Many of the poor fellows appeared rather
suited to an hospital than the duties of active service; and several
lay with bloodless faces and white lips, the handcuffed wrists
seeming a very mockery of a condition so destitute of all chance
of resistance.

The sympathies of the bystanders were very varied regarding
them. Some were full of tender pity and compassion; some
denounced the system as a cruel and oppressive tyranny; others



 
 
 

deplored it as an unhappy necessity; and a few well-to-do-
looking old citizens, in drab shorts and wide-brimmed hats,
grew marvelously indignant at the recreant poltroonery of "the
scoundrels who were not proud to fight their country's battles."

As I was wondering within myself how it happened that men
thus coerced could ever be depended on in moments of peril and
difficulty, and by what magic the mere exercise of discipline was
able to merge the feelings of the man in the sailor, the crowd was
rudely driven back by policemen, and a cry of "make way," "fall
back there," given. In the sudden retiring of the mass, I found
myself standing on the very edge of the line along which a new
body of impressed men were about to pass. Guarded front, flank,
and rear, by a strong party of marines, the poor fellows came
along slowly enough. Many were badly wounded, and walked
lamely; some were bleeding profusely from cuts on the face and
temples, and one, at the very tail of the procession, was actually
carried in a blanket by four sailors. A low murmur ran through
the crowd at the spectacle, which gradually swelled louder and
fuller, till it burst forth into a deep groan of indignation, and
a cry of Shame! shame! Too much used to such ebullitions of
public feeling, or too proud to care for them, the officer in
command of the party never seemed to hear the angry cries and
shouts around him; and I was even more struck by his cool self-
possession than by their enthusiasm. For a moment or two I was
convinced that a rescue would be attempted. I had no conception
that so much excitement could evaporate innocuously, and was



 
 
 

preparing myself to take part in the struggle, when the line halted
as the leading files gained the stairs, and, to my wonderment,
the crowd became hushed and still. Then one burst of excited
pity over, not a thought occurred to any to offer resistance to the
law, or dare to oppose the constituted authorities. How unlike
Frenchmen! thought I; nor am I certain whether I deemed the
disparity to their credit!

"Give him a glass of water!" I heard the officer say, as he
leaned over the litter, and the crowd at once opened to permit
some one to fetch it. Before I believed it were possible to have
procured it, a tumbler of water was passed from hand to hand till
it reached mine, and, stepping forward, I bent down to give it to
the sick man. The end of a coarse sheet was thrown over his face,
and as it was removed, I almost fell over him, for it was Santron.
His face was covered with a cold sweat, which lay in great drops
all over it, and his lips were slightly frothed. As he looked up I
could see that he was just rallying from a fainting fit, and could
mark in the change that came over his glassy eyes that he had
recognized me. He made a faint effort at a smile, and, in a voice
barely a whisper, said, "I knew thou'd not leave me, Maurice."

"You are his countryman?" said the officer, addressing me in
French.

"Yes, sir," was my reply.
"You are both Canadians, then?"
"Frenchmen, sir, and officers in the service. We only landed

from an American ship yesterday, and were trying to make our



 
 
 

way to France."
"I'm sorry for you," said he, compassionately; "nor do I know

how to help you. Come on board the tender, however, and we'll
see if they'll not give you a passage with your friend to the Nore.
I'll speak to my commanding officer for you."

This scene all passed in a very few minutes, and before I well
knew how or why, I found myself on board of a ship's long-boat,
sweeping along over the Mersey, with Santron's head in my lap,
and his cold, clammy fingers grasped in mine. He was either
unaware of my presence or too weak to recognize me, for he gave
no sign of knowing me; and during our brief passage down the
river, and when lifted up the ship's side, seemed totally insensible
to every thing.

The scene of uproar, noise, and confusion on board the
Athol is far above my ability to convey. A shipwreck, a fire,
a mutiny, all combined, could scarcely have collected greater
elements of discord. Two large detachments of marines, many
of whom, fresh from furlough, were too drunk for duty, and
either lying asleep along the deck, or riotously interfering with
every body; a company of sappers en route to Woolwich, who
would obey none but their own officer, and he was still ashore;
detachments of able-bodied seamen from the Jupiter, full of
grog and prize-money; four hundred and seventy impressed men,
cursing, blaspheming, and imprecating every species of calamity
on their captors; added to which, a crowd of Jews, bum-boat
women, and slop-sellers of all kinds, with the crews of two



 
 
 

ballast-lighters, fighting for additional pay, being the chief actors
in a scene whose discord I never saw equaled. Drunkenness,
suffering, hopeless misery, and even insubordination, all lent
their voices to a tumult, amid which the words of command
seemed lost, and all effort at discipline vain.

How we were ever to go to sea in this state I could not even
imagine; the ship's crew seemed inextricably mingled with the
rioters, many of whom were just sufficiently sober to be eternally
meddling with the ship's tackle; belaying what ought to be "free,"
and loosening what should have been "fast;" getting their fingers
jammed in blocks, and their limbs crushed by spars, till the
cries of agony rose high above every other confusion. Turning
with disgust from a spectacle so discordant and disgraceful, I
descended the ladders which led, by many a successive flight,
into the dark, low-ceilinged chamber called the "sick bay,"
and where poor Santron was lying in, what I almost envied,
insensibility to the scene around him. A severe blow from the
hilt of a cutlass had given him a concussion of the brain, and,
save in the momentary excitement which a sudden question might
cause, left him totally unconscious. His head had been already
shaved before I descended, and I found the assistant-surgeon,
an Irishman, Mr. Peter Colhayne, experimenting a new mode
of cupping as I entered. By some mischance of the machinery,
the lancets of the cupping instrument had remained permanently
fixed, refusing to obey the spring, and standing all straight outside
the surface. In this dilemma, Peter's ingenuity saw nothing for it



 
 
 

but to press them down vigorously into the scalp, and then saw
them backward the whole length of the head, a performance,
the originality of which, in all probability, was derived from the
operation of a harrow in agriculture. He had just completed a
third track when I came in, and by great remonstrance and no
small flattery induced him to desist. "We have glasses," said
he, "but they were all broke in the cock-pit; but a tin porringer
is just as good." And so saying, he lighted a little pledget of
tow, previously steeped in turpentine, and, popping it into the
tin vessel, clapped it on the head. This was meant to exhaust the
air within, and thus draw the blood to the surface, a scientific
process he was good enough to explain most minutely for my
benefit, and the good results of which he most confidently
vouched for.

"They've a hundred new conthrivances," said Mr. Colhayne,
"for doing that simple thing ye see there. They've pumps, and
screws, and hydraulic devilments, as much complicated as a
watch that's always getting out of order and going wrong; but
with that ye'll see what good 'twill do him; he'll be as lively as
a lark in ten minutes."

The prophecy was destined to a perfect fulfillment, for poor
Santron, who lay motionless and unconscious up to that moment,
suddenly gave signs of life by moving his features, and jerking
his limbs to this side and that. The doctor's self-satisfaction
took the very proudest form. He expatiated on the grandeur of
medical science, the wonderful advancement it was making, and



 
 
 

the astonishing progress the curative art had made, even within
his own time. I must own that I should have lent a more implicit
credence to this pæan if I had not waited for the removal of
the cupping vessel, which, instead of blood, contained merely
the charred ashes of the burnt tow, while the scalp beneath it
presented a blackened, seared aspect, like burned leather. Such
was literally the effect of the operation, but as from that period
the patient began steadily to improve, I must leave to more
scientific inquirers the task of explaining through what agency,
and on what principles.

Santron's condition, although no longer dangerous, presented
little hope of speedy recovery. His faculties were clouded and
obscured, and the mere effort at recognition seemed to occasion
him great subsequent disturbance. Colhayne, who, whatever
may have been his scientific deficiencies, was good-nature and
kindness itself, saw nothing for him but removal to Haslar, and
we now only waited for the ship's arrival at the Nore to obtain
the order for his transmission.

If the Athol was a scene of the wildest confusion and uproar
when we tripped our anchor, we had not been six hours at sea
when all was a picture of order and propriety. The decks were
cleared of every one not actually engaged in the ship's working,
or specially permitted to remain; ropes were coiled; boats hauled
up; sails trimmed; hatches down; sentinels paced the deck in
appointed places, and all was discipline and regularity. From
the decorous silence that prevailed, none could have supposed



 
 
 

so many hundred living beings were aboard, still less, that they
were the same disorderly mob who sailed from the Mersey a few
short hours before. From the surprise which all this caused me, I
was speedily aroused by an order more immediately interesting,
being summoned on the poop-deck to attend the general muster.
Up they came from holes and hatchways, a vast host, no longer
brawling and insubordinate, but quiet, submissive, and civil. Such
as were wounded had been placed under the doctor's care, and all
those now present were orderly and service-like. With a very few
exceptions, they were all sailors, a few having already served in
a king's ship. The first lieutenant, who inspected us, was a grim,
gray-headed man past the prime of life, with features hardened
by disappointment and long service, but who still retained an
expression of kindliness and good-nature. His duty he dispatched
with all the speed of long habit; read the name; looked at the
bearer of it; asked a few routine questions; and then cried, "stand
by," even ere the answers were finished. When he came to me
he said:

"Abraham Hackett. Is that your name, lad?"
"No, sir. I'm called Maurice Tiernay."
"Tiernay, Tiernay," said he a couple of times over. "No such

name here."
"Where's Tiernay's name, Cottle?" asked he of a subordinate

behind him.
The fellow looked down the list—then at me—then at the

list again—and then back to me, puzzled excessively by the



 
 
 

difficulty, but not seeing how to explain it.
"Perhaps I can set the matter right, sir," said I. "I came

aboard along with a wounded countryman of mine—the young
Frenchman who is now in the sick bay."

"Ay, to be sure; I remember all about it now," said the
lieutenant. "You call yourselves French officers?"

"And such are we, sir."
"Then how the devil came ye here? Mother Martin's cellar is,

to say the least of it, an unlikely spot to select as a restaurant."
"The story is a somewhat long one, sir."
"Then I haven't time for it, lad," he broke in. "We've rather

too much on hands just now for that. If you've got your papers,
or any thing to prove what you assert, I'll land you when I come
into the Downs, and you'll, of course, be treated as your rank
in the service requires. If you have not, I must only take the
responsibility on myself to regard you as an impressed man. Very
hard, I know, but can't help it. Stand by."

These few words were uttered with a most impetuous speed;
and as all reply to them was impossible, I saw my case decided
and my fate decreed, even before I knew they were under
litigation.

As we marched forward to go below, I overheard an officer
say to another:

"Hay will get into a scrape about those French fellows; they
may turn out to be officers, after all."

"What matter?" cried the other. "One is dying; and the other



 
 
 

Hay means to draft on board the 'Téméraire.' Depend upon it,
we'll never hear more of either of them."

This was far from pleasant tidings; and yet I knew not any
remedy for the mishap. I had never seen the officer who spoke to
me ashore, since we came on board. I knew of none to intercede
for me; and as I sat down on the bench beside poor Santron's cot,
I felt my heart lower than it had ever been before. I was never
enamored of the sea service; and certainly the way to overcome
my dislike was not by engaging against my own country; and yet
this, in all likelihood, was now to be my fate. These were my last
waking thoughts the first night I passed on board the Athol.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER XXXIII

 

 
A BOLD STROKE FOR FAME AND FORTUNE

 
To be awakened suddenly from a sound sleep; hurried, half-

dressed, up a gangway; and, ere your faculties have acquired free
play, be passed over a ship's side, on a dark and stormy night, into
a boat wildly tossed here and there, with spray showering over
you, and a chorus of loud voices about you! is an event not easily
forgotten. Such a scene still dwells in my memory, every incident
of it as clear and distinct as though it had occurred only yesterday.
In this way was I "passed," with twelve others, on board his
majesty's frigate, Téméraire, a vessel which, in the sea service,
represented what a well-known regiment did on shore, and bore
the reputation of being a "condemned ship;" this depreciating
epithet having no relation to the qualities of the vessel herself,
which was a singularly beautiful French model, but only to that of
the crew and officers; it being the policy of the day to isolate the
blackguards of both services, confining them to particular crafts
and corps, making, as it were, a kind of index expurgatorius,
where all the rascality was available at a moment's notice.

It would be neither agreeable to my reader nor myself, if I
should dwell on this theme, nor linger on a description where
cruelty, crime, heartless tyranny, and reckless insubordination



 
 
 

made up all the elements. A vessel that floated the seas only
as a vast penitentiary—the "cats," the "yard-arm," and the
"gangway," comprising its scheme of discipline—would scarcely
be an agreeable subject: and, in reality, my memory retains of
the life aboard little else than scenes of suffering and sorrow.
Captain Gesbrook had the name of being able to reduce any,
the most insubordinate, to discipline. The veriest rascals of the
fleet, the consummate scoundrels, one of whom was deemed
pollution to an ordinary crew, were said to come from his hands
models of seamanship and good conduct; and it must be owned,
that if the character was deserved, it was not obtained without
some sacrifice. Many died under punishment; many carried away
with them diseases under which they lingered on to death; and
not a few preferred suicide to the terrible existence on board.
And although a Téméraire—as a man who had served in her
was always afterward called—was now and then shown as an
example of sailorlike smartness and activity, very few knew
how dearly that one success had been purchased, nor by what
terrible examples of agony and woe that solitary conversion was
obtained.

To me the short time I spent on board of her is a dreadful
dream. We were bound for the Mediterranean, to touch at Malta
and Gibraltar, and then join the blockading squadron before
Genoa. What might have been my fate, to what excess passionate
indignation might have carried me, revolted as I was by tyranny
and injustice, I know not, when an accident, happily for me,



 
 
 

rescued me from all temptation. We lost our mizen-mast, in a
storm, in the Bay of Biscay, and a dreadful blow on the head,
from the spanker-boom, felled me to the deck, with a fracture
of the skull.

From that moment I knew of nothing till the time when I lay in
my cot, beside a port-hole of the main deck, gazing at the bright
blue waters that flashed and rippled beside me, or straining my
strength to rest on my elbow, when I caught sight of the glorious
city of Genoa, with its grand mountain background, about three
miles from where I lay. Whether from a due deference to the
imposing strength of the vast fortress, or that the line of duty
described our action, I can not say, but the British squadron
almost exclusively confined its operations to the act of blockade.
Extending far across the bay, the English ensign was seen floating
from many a taper mast, while boats, of every shape and size,
plied incessantly from ship to ship, their course marked out at
night by the meteor-like light that glittered in them; not, indeed,
that the eye often turned in that direction, all the absorbing
interest of the scene lying in-shore. Genoa was, at that time,
surrounded by an immense Austrian force, under the command
of General Melas, who, occupying all the valleys and deep passes
of the Apennines, were imperceptible during the day; but no
sooner had night closed in, than a tremendous cannonade began,
the balls describing great semicircles in the air, ere they fell, to
scatter death and ruin on the devoted city. The spectacle was
grand beyond description, for while the distance at which we lay



 
 
 

dulled and subdued the sound of the artillery to a hollow booming
like far-off thunder, the whole sky was streaked by the course of
the shot, and, at intervals, lighted up by the splendor of a great
fire, as the red shot fell into and ignited some large building or
other.

As, night after night, the cannonade increased in power and
intensity, and the terrible effects showed themselves in the flames
which burst out from different quarters of the city, I used to long
for morning, to see if the tri-color still floated on the walls, and
when my eye caught the well-known ensign, I could have wept
with joy as I beheld it.

High up, too, on the cliffs of the rugged Apennines, from
many a craggy eminence, where perhaps a solitary gun was
stationed, I could see the glorious flag of France, the emblem of
liberty and glory, too!

In the day the scene was one of calm and tranquil beauty. It
would have seemed impossible to connect it with war and battle.
The glorious city, rising in terraces of palaces, lay reflected in the
mirror-like waters of the bay, blue as the deep sky above them.
The orange trees, loaded with golden fruit, shed their perfume
over marble fountains, amid gardens of every varied hue; bands
of military music were heard from the public promenades;
all the signs of joy and festivity which betoken a happy and
pleasure-seeking population. But at night the "red artillery" again
flashed forth, and the wild cries of strife and battle rose through
the beleaguered city. The English spies reported that a famine



 
 
 

and a dreadful fever were raging within the walls, and that all
Massena's efforts were needed to repress an open mutiny of
the garrison; but the mere aspect of the "proud city" seemed to
refute the assertion. The gay caroling of church bells vied with
the lively strains of martial music, and the imposing pomp of
military array, which could be seen from the walls, bespoke a
joyous confidence, the very reverse of this depression.

From the "tops," and high up in the rigging, the movements
in-shore could be descried, and frequently, when an officer came
down to visit a comrade, I could hear of the progress of the siege,
and learn, I need not say with what delight, that the Austrians
had made little or no way in the reduction of the place, and that
every stronghold and bastion was still held by Frenchmen.

At first, as I listened, the names of new places and new
generals confused me; but by daily familiarity with the topic, I
began to perceive that the Austrians had interposed a portion
of their force between Massena's division and that of Suchet,
cutting off the latter from Genoa, and compelling him to fall back
toward Chivari and Borghetto, along the coast of the gulf. This
was the first success of any importance obtained; and it was soon
followed by others of equal significance. Soult being driven from
ridge to ridge of the Apennines, till he was forced back within
the second line of defenses.

The English officers were loud in condemning Austrian
slowness; the inaptitude they exhibited to profit by a success, and
the over-caution which made them, even in victory, so careful



 
 
 

of their own safety. From what I overheard, it seemed plain that
Genoa was untenable by any troops but French, or opposed to
any other adversaries than their present ones.

The bad tidings—such I deemed them—came quicker and
heavier. Now, Soult was driven from Monte Notte. Now, the
great advance post of Monte Faccio was stormed and carried.
Now, the double eagle was floating from San Tecla, a fort
within cannon shot of Genoa. A vast semicircle of bivouac fires
stretched from the Apennines to the sea, and their reflected glare
from the sky lit up the battlements and ramparts of the city.

"Even yet, if Massena would make a dash at them," said a
young English lieutenant, "the white-coats would fall back."

"My life on't he'd cut his way through, if he knew they were
only two to one!"

And this sentiment met no dissentient. All agreed that French
heroism was still equal to the overthrow of a force double its own.

It was evident that all hope of reinforcement from France was
vain. Before they could have begun their march southward, the
question must be decided one way or other.

"There's little doing to-night," said an officer, as he descended
the ladder to the sick bay. "Melas is waiting for some heavy
mortars that are coming up; and then there will be a long code
of instructions from the Aulic Council, and a whole treatise on
gunnery to be read, before he can use them. Trust me, if Massena
knew his man, he'd be up and at him!"

Much discussion followed the speech, but all more or less



 
 
 

agreed in its sentiment. Weak as were the French, lowered by
fever and by famine, they were still an over-match for their
adversaries. What a glorious avowal from the lips of an enemy
was this! The words did more for my recovery than all the cares
and skill of physic. Oh, if my countrymen but knew! if Massena
could but hear it! was my next thought; and I turned my eyes to
the ramparts, whose line was marked out by the bivouac fires,
through the darkness. How short the distance seemed! and yet
it was a whole world of separation. Had it been a great plain
in a mountain tract, the attempt might almost have appeared
practicable; at least, I had often seen fellows who would have
tried it. Such were the ready roads, the royal paths to promotion;
and he who trod them saved miles of weary journey. I fell asleep,
still thinking on these things; but they haunted my dreams. A
voice seemed ever to whisper in my ear—"If Massena but knew,
he would attack them! One bold dash, and the Austrians would
fall back." At one instant, I thought myself brought before a
court-martial of English officers, for attempting to carry these
tidings, and proudly avowing the endeavor, I fancied I was
braving the accusation. At another, I was wandering through
the streets of Genoa, gazing on the terrible scenes of famine I
had heard of. And lastly, I was marching with a night party to
attack the enemy. The stealthy foot-fall of the column appeared
suddenly to cease; we were discovered; the Austrian cavalry were
upon us! I started and awoke, and found myself in the dim, half-
lighted chamber, with pain and suffering around me, and where,



 
 
 

even in this midnight hour, the restless tortures of disease were
yet wakeful.

"The silence is more oppressive to me than the roll of
artillery," said one, a sick midshipman, to his comrade. "I grew
accustomed to the clatter of the guns, and slept all the better for
it."

"You'll scarcely hear much more of that music," replied his
friend. "The French must capitulate to-morrow or next day."

"Not if Massena would make a dash at them," thought I; and
with difficulty could I refrain from uttering the words aloud.

They continued to talk to each other in low whispers, and
lulled by the drowsy tones I fell asleep once more, again to dream
of my comrades and their fortunes. A heavy bang like a cannon-
shot awoke me; but whether this were real or not I never knew;
most probably, however, it was the mere creation of my brain,
for all were now in deep slumber around me, and even the marine
on duty had seated himself on the ladder, and with his musket
between his legs, seemed dozing away peacefully. I looked out
through the little window beside my berth. A light breeze was
faintly rippling the dark water beneath me. It was the beginning
of a "Levanter," and scarcely ruffled the surface as it swept along.

"Oh, if it would but bear the tidings I am full of!" thought I.
But why not dare the attempt myself? While in America I had
learned to become a good swimmer. Under Indian teaching, I
had often passed hours in the water; and though now debilitated
by long sickness, I felt that the cause would supply me with the



 
 
 

strength I needed. From the instant that I conceived the thought,
till I found myself descending the ship's side, was scarcely a
minute. Stripping off my woolen shirt, and with nothing but my
loose trowsers, I crept through the little window, and lowering
myself gently by the rattlin of my hammock, descended slowly
and noiselessly into the sea. I hung on thus for a couple of
seconds, half fearing the attempt, and irresolute of purpose.
Should strength fail, or even a cramp seize me, I must be lost,
and none would ever know in what an enterprise I had perished.
It would be set down as a mere attempt at escape. This notion
almost staggered my resolution, but only for a second or so; and,
with a short prayer, I slowly let slip the rope, and struck out to
swim.

The immense efforts required to get clear of the ship's side
discouraged me dreadfully, nor probably without the aid of the
"Levanter" should I have succeeded in doing so, the suction of the
water along the sides was so powerful. At last, however, I gained
the open space, and found myself stretching away toward shore
rapidly. The night was so dark that I had nothing to guide me save
the lights on the ramparts; but in this lay my safety. Swimming
is, after all, but a slow means of progression. After what I judged
to be an hour in the water, as I turned my head to look back, I
almost fancied that the great bowsprit of the Téméraire was over
me, and that the figure who leaned over the taffrail was steadily
gazing on me. How little way had I made, and what a vast reach
of water lay between me and the shore! I tried to animate my



 
 
 

courage by thinking of the cause, how my comrades would greet
me, the honor in which they would hold me for the exploit, and
such like; but the terror of failure damped this ardor, and hope
sank every moment lower and lower.

For some time I resolved within myself not to look back; the
discouragement was too great; but the impulse to do so became
all the greater, and the only means of resisting was by counting
the strokes, and determining not to turn my head before I had
made a thousand. The monotony of this last, and the ceaseless
effort to advance, threw me into a kind of dreamy state, wherein
mere mechanical effort remained. A few vague impressions are
all that remain to me of what followed. I remember the sound of
the morning guns from the fleet; I remember, too, the hoisting of
the French standard at daybreak on the fort of the Mole: I have
some recollection of a bastion crowded with people, and hearing
shouts and cheers, like voices of welcome and encouragement;
and then a whole fleet of small boats issuing from the harbor, as
if by one impulse; and then there comes a bright blaze of light
over one incident, for I saw myself, dripping and almost dead,
lifted on the shoulders of strong men, and carried along a wide
street filled with people. I was in Genoa!



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER XXXIV

 

 
"GENOA IN THE SIEGE."

 
Up a straight street, so steep and so narrow that it seemed a

stair, with hundreds of men crowding around me, I was borne
along. Now, they were sailors who carried me; now, white-
bearded grenadiers, with their bronzed bold faces; now, they
were the wild-looking Faquini of the Mole, with long-tasseled
red caps, and gaudy sashes round their waists. Windows were
opened on either side as we went, and eager faces protruded to
stare at me; and then there were shouts and cries of triumphant
joy bursting forth at every moment, amidst which I could hear
the ever-recurring words—"Escaped from the English fleet."

By what means, or when, I had exchanged my dripping
trowsers of coarse sailcloth for the striped gear of our republican
mode—how one had given me his jacket, another a cap, and
a third a shirt—I knew not; but there I was, carried along in
triumph, half fainting from exhaustion, and almost maddened
by excitement. That I must have told something of my history
—heaven knows how incoherently and unconnectedly—is plain
enough, for I could hear them repeating one to the other—"Had
served with Moreau's corps in the Black Forest;" "A hussar of
the Ninth;" "One of Humbert's fellows;" and so on.



 
 
 

As we turned into a species of "Place," a discussion arose
as to whither they should convey me. Some were for the
"Cavalry Barracks," that I might be once more with those who
resembled my old comrades. Others, more considerate, were for
the hospital; but a staff officer decided the question by stating
that the general was at that very moment receiving the report in
the church of the Anunziata, and that he ought to see me at once.

"Let the poor fellow have some refreshment," cried one
—"Here, take this, it's coffee." "No, no, the 'petit goutte' 's better
—try that flask." "He shall have my chocolate," said an old major
from the door of a café; and thus they pressed and solicited me
with a generosity that I had yet to learn how dear it cost.

"He ought to be dressed;" "He should be in uniform;" "Is
better as he is;" "The general will not speak to him thus;" "He
will;" "He must."

Such, and such like, kept buzzing around me, as with reeling
brain and confused vision they bore me up the great steps,
and carried me into a gorgeous church, the most splendidly
ornamented building I had ever beheld. Except, however, in
the decorations of the ceiling, and the images of saints which
figured in niches high up, every trace of a religious edifice
had disappeared. The pulpit had gone—the chairs and seats for
the choir, the confessionals, the shrines, altars—all had been
uprooted, and a large table, at which some twenty officers were
seated writing, now occupied the elevated platform of the high
altar, while here and there stood groups of officers, with their



 
 
 

reports from their various corps or parties in out-stations. Many
of these drew near to me as I entered, and now the buzz of voices
in question and rejoinder swelled into a loud noise, and while
some were recounting my feat with all the seeming accuracy of
eye-witnesses, others were as resolutely protesting it all to be
impossible. Suddenly the tumult was hushed, the crowd fell back,
and as the clanking muskets proclaimed a "salute," a whispered
murmur announced the "General."

I could just see the waving plumes of his staff, as they passed
up, and then, as they were disappearing in the distance, they
stopped, and one hastily returned to the entrance of the church.

"Where is this fellow, let me see him," cried he, hurriedly,
brushing his way through the crowd. "Let him stand down; set
him on his legs."

"He is too weak, capitaine," said a soldier.
"Place him in a chair, then," said the aid-de-camp, for such

he was. "You have made your escape from the English fleet, my
man," continued he, addressing me.

"I am an officer, and your comrade," replied I, proudly; for,
with all my debility, the tone of his address stung me to the quick.

"In what service, pray?" asked he, with a sneering look at my
motley costume.

"Your general shall hear where I have served, and how,
whenever he is pleased to ask me," was my answer.

"Ay, parbleu," cried three or four sous-officiers in a breath,
"the general shall see him himself."



 
 
 

And with a jerk they hoisted me once more on their shoulders,
and with a run—the regular storming tramp of the line—they
advanced up the aisle of the church, and never halted till within a
few feet of where the staff were gathered around the general. A
few words—they sounded like a reprimand—followed; a severe
voice bade the soldiers "fall back," and I found myself standing
alone before a tall and very strongly built man, with a large, red-
brown beard; he wore a gray upper coat over his uniform, and
carried a riding whip in his hand.

"Get him a seat. Let him have a glass of wine," cried he,
quickly, as he saw the tottering efforts I was making to keep my
legs. "Are you better now?" asked he, in a voice which, rough as
it was, sounded kindly.

Seeing me so far restored, he desired me to recount my late
adventure, which I did in the fewest words, and the most concise
fashion I could. Although never interrupting, I could mark that
particular portions of my narrative made much impression on
him, and he could not repress a gesture of impatience when I told
him that I was impressed as a seaman to fight against the flag of
my own country.

"Of course, then," cried he, "you were driven to the alternative
of this attempt."

"Not so, general," said I, interrupting; "I had grown to be very
indifferent about my own fortunes. I had become half fatalist
as to myself. It was on very different grounds, indeed, that I
dared this danger. It was to tell you, for, if I mistake not, I am



 
 
 

addressing General Massena, tidings of deep importance."
I said these words slowly and deliberately, and giving them all

the impressiveness I was able.
"Come this way, friend," said he, and, assisting me to arise,

he led me a short distance off, and desired me to sit down on the
steps in front of the altar railing. "Now, you may speak freely.
I am the General Massena, and I have only to say, that if you
really have intelligence of any value for me, you shall be liberally
rewarded; but if you have not, and if the pretense be merely an
effort to impose on one whose cares and anxieties are already
hard to bear, it would be better that you had perished on sea than
tried to attempt it."

There was a stern severity in the way he said this, which for
a moment or two actually overpowered me. It was quite clear
that he looked for some positive fact—some direct piece of
information on which he might implicitly rely; and here was I
now with nothing save the gossip of some English lieutenants—
the idle talk of inexperienced young officers. I was silent. From
the bottom of my heart I wished that I had never reached the
shore, to stand in a position of such humiliation as this.

"So, then, my caution was not unneeded," said the general,
as he bent his heavy brows upon me. "Now, sir, there is but
one amende you can make for this; tell me, frankly, have others
sent you on this errand, or is the scheme entirely of your own
devising? Is this an English plot, or is there a Bourbon element
in it?"



 
 
 

"Neither one nor the other," said I, boldly; for indignation
at last gave me courage. "I hazarded my life to tell you what I
overheard among the officers of the fleet yonder; you may hold
their judgment cheap; you may not think their counsels worth
the pains of listening to; but I could form no opinion of this, and
only thought, If these tidings could reach him he might profit by
them."

"And what are they?" asked he, bluntly.
"They said, that your force was wasting away by famine and

disease; that your supplies could not hold out above a fortnight;
that your granaries were empty, and your hospitals filled."

"They scarcely wanted the gift of second sight to see this,"
said he, bitterly. "A garrison in close siege for four months may
be suspected of as much."

"Yes; but they said that as Soult's force fell back upon the city
your position would be rendered worse."

"Fell back from where?" asked he, with a searching look at
me.

"As I understood, from the Apennines," replied I, growing
more confident as I saw that he became more attentive. "If I
understood them aright, Soult held a position called the 'Monte
Faccio.' Is there such a name?"

"Go on," said he, with a nod of assent.
"That this could not long be tenable without gaining the

highest fortified point of the mountain. The 'Monte Creto,' they
named it."



 
 
 

"The attempt on which has failed!" said Massena, as if carried
away by the subject; "and Soult himself is a prisoner! Go on."

"They added, that now but one hope remained for this army."
"And what was that, sir," said he, fiercely. "What suggestion

of cunning strategy did these sea wolves intimate?"
"To cut your way through the blockade, and join Suchet's

corps, attacking the Austrians at the Monte Ratte, and by the sea
road gaining the heights of Bochetta."

"Do these heroic spirits know the strength of that same
Austrian corps?—did they tell you that it numbered fifty-four
thousand bayonets?"

"They called them below forty thousand; and that now that
Bonaparte was on his way through the Alps, perhaps by this, over
the Mount Cenis—"

"What! did they say this? Is Bonaparte so near us?" cried he,
placing a hand on either shoulder, as he stared me in the face.

"Yes; there is no doubt of that. The dispatch to Lord Keith
brought the news a week ago, and there is no secret made about
it in the fleet."

"Over Mount Cenis!" repeated he to himself. "Already in
Italy!"

"Holding straight for Milan, Lord Keith thinks," added I.
"No, sir, straight for the Tuileries," cried Massena, sternly: and

then, correcting himself suddenly, he burst into a forced laugh. I
must confess that the speech puzzled me sorely at the time, but I
lived to learn its meaning, and many a time have I wondered at the



 
 
 

shrewd foresight which even then read the ambitious character
of the future emperor.

"Of this fact, then, you are quite certain?—Bonaparte is on
his march hither?"

"I have heard it spoken of every day for the last week," replied
I; "and it was in consequence of this that the English officers used
to remark, if Massena but knew it he'd make a dash at them, and
clear his way through at once."

"They said this, did they?" said he, in a low voice, and as if
pondering over it.

"Yes; one and all agreed in thinking there could not be a doubt
of the result."

"Where have you served, sir?" asked he, suddenly turning on
me, and with a look that showed he was resolved to test the
character of the witness.

"With Moreau, sir, on the Rhine and the Schwarzwald; in
Ireland with Humbert."

"Your regiment?"
"The Ninth Hussars."
"The 'Tapageurs,'" said he, laughing. "I know them, and glad

I am not to have their company here at this moment; you were
a lieutenant?"

"Yes, sir."
"Well, supposing that, on the faith of what you have told me, I

was to follow the wise counsel of these gentlemen, would you like
the alternative of gaining your promotion in the event of success,



 
 
 

or being shot by a peloton if we fail."
"They seem sharp terms, sir," said I, smiling, "when it

is remembered, that no individual efforts of mine can either
promote one result or the other."

"Ay, but they can, sir," cried he, quickly. "If you should turn
out to be an Austro-English spy; if these tidings be of a character
to lead my troops into danger; if, in reliance on you, I should be
led to compromise the honor and safety of a French army—your
life, were it worth ten thousand times over your own value of it,
would be a sorry recompense. Is this intelligible?"

"Far more intelligible than flattering," said I, laughing; for I
saw that the best mode to treat him was by an imitation of his
own frank and careless humor. "I have already risked that life
you hold so cheaply, to convey this information, but I am still
ready to accept the conditions you offer me, if, in the event of
success, my name appear in the dispatch."

He again stared at me with his dark and piercing eyes; but I
stood the glance with a calm conscience, and he seemed so to
read it, for he said:

"Be it so. I will, meanwhile, test your prudence. Let nothing
of this interview transpire; not a word of it among the officers
and comrades you shall make acquaintance with. You shall serve
on my own staff; go now, and recruit your strength for a couple
of days, and then report yourself at head-quarters when ready for
duty. Latrobe, look to the Lieutenant Tiernay; see that he wants
for nothing, and let him have a horse and a uniform as soon as



 
 
 

may be."
Captain Latrobe, the future General of Division, was then a

young, gay officer of about five-and-twenty, very good looking,
and full of life and spirits, a buoyancy which the terrible
uncertainties of the siege could not repress.

"Our general talks nobly, Tiernay," said he, as he gave me his
arm to assist me; "but you'll stare when I tell you that 'wanting
for nothing' means, having four ounces of black bread, and ditto
of blue cheese per diem; and as to a horse, if I possessed such an
animal, I'd have given a dinner-party yesterday and eaten him.
You look surprised, but when you see a little more of us here,
you'll begin to think that prison rations in the fleet yonder were
luxuries compared to what we have. No matter: you shall take
share of my superabundance, and if I have little else to offer,
I'll show you a view from my window, finer than any thing you
ever looked on in your life, and with a sea-breeze that would be
glorious if it didn't make one hungry."

While he thus rattled on, we reached the street, and there
calling a couple of soldiers forward, he directed them to carry me
along to his quarters, which lay in the upper town, on an elevated
plateau that overlooked the city and the bay together.

From the narrow lanes, flanked with tall, gloomy houses,
and steep, ill-paved streets, exhibiting poverty and privation of
every kind, we suddenly emerged into an open space of grass, at
one side of which a handsome iron-railing stood, with a richly
ornamented gate, gorgeously gilded. Within this was a garden



 
 
 

and a fish-pond, surrounded with statues, and further on, a long,
low villa, whose windows reached to the ground, and were shaded
by a deep awning of striped blue and white canvas. Camelias,
orange-trees, cactuses, and magnolias, abounded every where;
tulips and hyacinths seemed to grow wild; and there was in the
half-neglected look of the spot something of savage luxuriance
that heightened the effect immensely.

"This is my Paradise, Tiernay, only wanting an Eve to be
perfect," said Latrobe, as he set me down beneath a spreading
lime-tree. "Yonder are your English friends; there they stretch
away for miles beyond that point. That's the Monte Creto, you
may have heard of; and there's the Bochetta. In that valley, to
the left, the Austrian outposts are stationed; and from those two
heights closer to the shore, they are gracious enough to salute
us every evening after sunset, and even prolong the attention
sometimes the whole night through. Turn your eyes in this
direction, and you'll see the 'cornice' road, that leads to La Belle
France, but of which we see as much from this spot as we are ever
like to do. So much for the geography of our position, and now to
look after your breakfast. You have, of course, heard that we do
not revel in superfluities. Never was the boasted excellence of our
national cookery more severely tested, for we have successively
descended from cows and sheep to goats, horses, donkeys, dogs,
occasionally experimenting on hides and shoe leather, till we
ended by regarding a rat as a rarity, and deeming a mouse a
delicacy of the season. As for vegetables, there would not have



 
 
 

been a flowering plant in all Genoa, if tulip and ranunculus
roots had not been bitter as aloes. These seem very inhospitable
confessions, but I make them the more freely since I am about
to treat you 'en Gourmet.' Come in now, and acknowledge that
juniper-bark isn't bad coffee, and that commissary bread is not
to be thought of 'lightly.'"

In this fashion did my comrade invite me to a meal, which,
even with this preface, was far more miserable and scanty than
I looked for.

 
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

 



 
 
 

 
MORBID IMPULSES

 
"Please, sir, it's seven o'clock, and here's your hot wa'ar." I half

awoke, reflected moodily on the unhappy destiny of early risers;
and finally, after many turns and grunts, having decided upon
defying all engagements and duties, I fell asleep once more. In an
instant I was seated in the pit of Her Majesty's Theatre, gazing
upon the curtain, and, in common with a large and brilliant
audience, anxiously awaiting its arising, and the appearance of
Duprez. The curtain does rise; the orchestra are active; Duprez
has bowed her thanks to an applauding concourse; and the opera
is half concluded: when, just as the theatre is hushed into death-
like silence for the great aria which is to test Duprez's capacity
and power, a mad impulse seizes hold of me. I have an intense
desire to yell. I feel as if my life and my eternal happiness depend
upon my emulating a wild Indian, or a London 'coster' boy. I
look round on the audience; I see their solemn faces; I note the
swelling bosom of the cantatrice, the rapt anxiety of the leader,
and the dread silence of the whole assembly, and I speculate
on the surprise and confusion a loud war-whoop yell would
create; and though I foresee an ignominious expulsion, perhaps
broken limbs and disgraceful exposure in the public prints, I can
not resist the strange impulse; and throwing myself back in my
stall, I raise a wild cry, such as a circus clown gives when he
vaults into the arena, and ties himself up into a knot by way of



 
 
 

introduction. I had not under-calculated the confusion, but I had
under-calculated the indignation. In an instant all eyes are upon
me—from the little piccolo-player in the corner of the orchestra,
to the diamonded duchess in the private box; cries of "Shame!
turn him out!" salute me on all sides; my neighbors seize me by
the collar, and call for the police; and in five minutes, ashamed,
bruised, and wretched, I am ejected into the Haymarket, and on
my way to Bow-street.

"Please, sir, it's nine o'clock now; and Mr. Biggs has been, sir;
and he couldn't wait, sir; and he'll come again at two."

I sit up in bed, rub my eyes, and awake to consciousness of two
facts—namely, that I have not kept a very particular engagement,
and that I have had a strange dream. I soon forgot the former,
but the latter remains with me for a long time very vividly. It
was a dream, I know; but still it was so true to what might have
occurred, that I half fancy I shall recognize myself among the
police intelligence in my daily paper; and when I have read the
"Times" throughout, and find it was indeed a dream, the subject
still haunts me, and I sit for a long time musing upon those
singular morbid desires and impulses which all men more or less
experience.

What are they? Do they belong strictly to the domain of
physics or of metaphysics? How nearly are they allied to insanity?
May there not be a species of spiritual intoxication created
by immaterial alcohol, producing, through the medium of the
mind, the same bodily absurdities as your fluid alcohol produces



 
 
 

through the directer agency of the body itself? How far can they
be urged as extenuating or even defending misdemeanors and
crimes? To guide me in my speculations, I run over a few cases
that I can call to mind at once.

There is a general fact, that no sooner have you mounted to
a great eminence, than a mysterious impulse urges you to cast
yourself over into space, and perish. Nearly all people feel this;
nearly all conquer it in this particular; but some do not: and there
may be a great doubt as to whether all who have perished from
the tops of the monuments have been truly suicides. Then, again,
with water: when you see the clear river sleeping beneath—when
you see the green waves dancing round the prow—when you hear
and see the roaring fury of a cataract—do you not as surely feel
a desire to leap into it, and be absorbed in oblivion? What is that
impulse but a perpetual calenture?—or may not the theory of
calentures be all false, and the results they are reported to cause
be in reality the results of morbid impulses? I have sat on the
deck of a steamer, and looked upon the waters as they chafed
under the perpetual scourging of the paddles; and I have been
compelled to bind myself to the vessel by a rope, to prevent a
victory to the morbid impulses that have come upon me. Are not
Ulysses and the Sirens merely a poetic statement of this common
feeling?

But one of the most singular instances of morbid impulses in
connection with material things, exists in the case of a young man
who not very long ago visited a large iron manufactory. He stood



 
 
 

opposite a huge hammer, and watched with great interest its
perfectly regular strokes. At first it was beating immense lumps
of crimson metal into thin, black sheets; but the supply becoming
exhausted, at last it only descended on the polished anvil. Still
the young man gazed intently on its motion; then he followed its
strokes with a corresponding motion of his head; then his left
arm moved to the same tune; and finally, he deliberately placed
his fist upon the anvil, and in a second it was smitten to a jelly.
The only explanation he could afford was that he felt an impulse
to do it; that he knew he should be disabled; that he saw all the
consequences in a misty kind of manner; but that he still felt
a power within, above sense and reason—a morbid impulse, in
fact, to which he succumbed, and by which he lost a good right
hand. This incident suggests many things, besides proving the
peculiar nature and power of morbid impulses: such things, for
instance, as a law of sympathy on a scale hitherto undreamt of,
as well as a musical tune pervading all things.

But the action of morbid impulses and desires is far from
being confined to things material. Witness the occurrence of
my dream, which, though a dream, was true in spirit. More
speeches, writings, and actions of humanity have their result in
morbid impulse than we have an idea of. Their territory stretches
from the broadest farce to the deepest tragedy. I remember
spending an evening at Mrs. Cantaloupe's, and being seized with
an impulse to say a very insolent thing. Mrs. Cantaloupe is
the daughter of a small pork butcher, who, having married the



 
 
 

scapegrace younger son of a rich man, by a sudden sweeping
away of elder brethren, found herself at the head of a mansion
in Belgravia, and of an ancient family. This lady's pride of place,
and contempt for all beneath her, exceeds any thing I have ever
yet seen or heard of; and, one evening, when she was canvassing
the claims of a few parvenu families in her usual tranchant and
haughty manner, an impulse urged me to cry, at the top of my
voice: "Madam, your father was a little pork-butcher—you know
he was!"

In vain I tried to forget the fact; in vain I held my hands over
my mouth to prevent my shouting out these words. The more I
struggled against it, the more powerful was the impulse; and I
only escaped it by rushing headlong from the room and from the
house. When I gained my own chambers, I was so thankful that
I had avoided this gross impertinence that I could not sleep.

This strange thralldom to a morbid prompting not
unfrequently has its outlet in crimes of the deepest dye. When
Lord Byron was sailing from Greece to Constantinople, he was
observed to stand over the sleeping body of an Albanian, with
a poniard in his hand; and, after a little time, to turn away
muttering, "I should like to know how a man feels who has
committed a murder!" There can be no doubt that Lord Byron,
urged by a morbid impulse, was on the very eve of knowing what
he desired; and not a few crimes have their origin in a similar
manner. The facts exist; the evidence is here in superabundance;
but what to do with it? Can a theory be made out? I sit and reflect.



 
 
 

There are two contending parties in our constitution—mind
and matter, spirit and body—which in their conflicts produce
nearly all the ills that flesh is heir to. The body is the chief
assailant, and generally gains the victory. Look how our writers
are influenced by bile, by spleen, by indigestion; how families
are ruined by a bodily ailment sapping the mental energy of their
heads. But the spirit takes its revenge in a guerilla war, which
is incessantly kept up by these morbid impulses—an ambuscade
of them is ever lurking to betray the too-confident body. Let
the body be unguarded for an instant, and the spirit shoots forth
its morbid impulse; and if the body be not very alert, over it
goes into the sea, into the house-tops, or into the streets and
jails. In most wars the country where the fighting takes place
suffers most: in this case man is the battle-ground; and he must
and will suffer so long as mind and matter, spirit and body, do
not co-operate amicably—so long as they fight together, and are
foes. Fortunately, the remedy can be seen. If the body do not
aggress, the spirit will not seek revenge. If you keep the body
from irritating, and perturbing, and stultifying the mind through
its bile, its spleen, its indigestion, its brain, the mind will most
certainly never injure, stultify, or kill the body by its mischievous
guerilla tactics, by its little, active, imp-like agents—morbid
impulses. We thus find that there is a deep truth in utilitarianism,
after all—the rose-color romancings of chameleon writers. To
make a man a clear-judging member of society, doing wise
actions in the present moment, and saying wise and beautiful



 
 
 

things for all time, a great indispensable is—to see that the house
that his spirit has received to dwell in be worthy the wants and
capabilities of its noble occupant. Hence—Rat-tat-ta-tat!

"Please, sir, Mr. Biggs!"



 
 
 

 
THE HOUSEHOLD

OF SIR THOS MORE.9

 
 

LIBELLUS A MARGARETA
MORE. QUINDECIM ANNOS
NATA, CHELSEIÆ INCEPTVS

 
 

"Nulla dies sine linea."
 

Entering, o' the suddain, into Mercy's chamber, I founde her
all be-wept and waped, poring over an old kirtle of mother's
she had bidden her re-line with buckram. Coulde not make out
whether she were sick of her task, had had words with mother,
or had some secret inquietation of her owne; but, as she is a girl
of few words, I found I had best leave her alone after a caress
and kind saying or two. We alle have our troubles.

… Trulie may I say soe. Here have they ta'en a fever of some
low sorte in my house of refuge, and mother, fearing it may
be ye sicknesse, will not have me goe neare it, lest I sd bring it
home. Mercy, howbeit, hath besought her soe earnestlie to let her

9 Continued from the June Number.



 
 
 

goe and nurse ye sick, that mother hath granted her prayer, on
condition she returneth not till ye fever bates, … thus setting her
life at lower value than our owne. Deare Mercy! I woulde fayn
be her mate.

We are alle mightie glad that Rupert Allington hath at lengthe
zealouslie embraced ye studdy of the law. 'Twas much to be
feared at ye firste there was noe application in him, and though
we all pitied him when father first broughte him home, a pillaged,
portionlesse client, with none other to espouse his rightes, yet
'twas a pitie soone allied with contempt when we founde how
emptie he was, caring for nought but archerie and skittles and
the popinjaye out o' the house, and dicing and tables within,
which father wd on noe excuse permitt. Soe he had to conform,
ruefullie enow, and hung piteouslie on hand for awhile. I mind
me of Bess's saying about Christmasse, "Heaven send us open
weather while Allington is here; I don't believe he is one that will
bear shutting up." Howbeit, he seemed to incline towards Daisy,
who is handsome enow, and cannot be hindered of two hundred
pounds, and so he kept within bounds, and when father got him
his cause he was mightilie thankfulle, and would have left us out
of hand, but father persuaded him to let his estate recover itself,
and turn ye mean time to profitt, and, in short, so wrought on
him, that he hath now become a student in right earneste.

Soe we are going to lose not only Mr. Clement, but Mr.
Gunnel! How sorrie we alle are! It seemeth he hath long been



 
 
 

debating for and agaynst ye church, and at length finds his mind
so stronglie set towards it, as he can keep out of it noe longer.
Well! we shall lose a good master, and ye church will gayn a
good servant. Drew will supplie his place, that is, according to
his beste, but our worthy Welshman careth soe little for young
people, and is so abstract from ye world about him, that we shall
oft feel our loss. Father hath promised Gonellus his interest with
ye Cardinall.

I fell into disgrace for holding speech with Mercy over ye

pales, but she is confident there is noe danger; the sick are doing
well, and none of ye whole have fallen sick. She sayth Gammer
Gurney is as tender of her as if she were her daughter, and will
let her doe noe vile or paynfull office, soe as she hath little to doe
but read and pray for ye poor souls, and feed 'em with savourie
messes, and they are alle so harmonious and full of cheer, as to
be like birds in a nest. Mercy deserves theire blessings more than
I. Were I a free agent, she sd not be alone now, and I hope ne'er
to be withheld therefrom agayn.

Busied with my flowers ye chief o' the forenoon, I was fayn
to rest in the pavilion, when, entering therein, whom shoulde
I stumble upon but William, layd at length on ye floor, with
his arms under his head, and his book on ye ground. I was
withdrawing brisklie enow, when he called out, "Don't goe away,
since you are here," in a tone soe rough, soe unlike his usual key,



 
 
 

as that I paused in a maze, and then saw that his eyes were red.
He sprung to his feet and sayd, "Meg, come and talk to me," and,
taking my hand in his, stepped quicklie forthe without another
word sayd, till we reached the elm-tree walk. I marvelled to see
him soe moven, and expected to hear somewhat that shoulde
displease me, scarce knowing what; however, I might have guest
at it from then till now, without ever nearing ye truth. His first
words were, "I wish Erasmus had ne'er crost ye thresholde; he
has made me very unhappie;" then, seeing me stare, "Be not
his council just now, dear Meg, but bind up, if thou canst, the
wounds he has made.... There be some wounds, thou knowest,
though but of a cut finger or the like, that we can not well bind
up for ourselves."

I made answer, "I am a young and unskilled leech."
He replyed, "But you have a quick wit, and patience, and

kindnesse, and, for a woman, are not scant of learning."
"Nay," I sayd, "but Mr. Gunnel—"
"Gunnel would be the last to help me," interrupts Will, "nor

can I speak to your father. He is alwaies too busie now … besides
—"

"Father Francis," I put in.
"Father Francis?" repeats Will, with a shake o' the head and

a ruefull smile, "dost thou think, Meg, he coulde answer me if I
put to him Pilate's question, 'What is truth?'"

"We know alreadie," quoth I.
Sayth Will, "What do we know?"



 
 
 

I paused, then made answer reverentlie, "That Jesus is the way,
the truth, and the life."

"Yes," he exclaymed, clapping his hands together in a strange
sort of passion; "that we doe know, blessed be God, and other
foundation can or ought no man to lay than that is layd, which is
Jesus Christ. But, Meg, is this the principle of our church?"

"Yea, verily," I steadfastlie replied.
"Then, how has it beene overlayd," he hurriedlie went on,

"with men's inventions! St. Paul speaks of a sacrifice once
offered; we holde the host to be a continuall sacrifice. Holy writ
telleth us where a tree falls it must lie; we are taughte that our
prayers may free souls from purgatorie. The word sayth, 'by faith
ye are saved;' the church sayth we may be saved by our works. It
is written 'The idols he shall utterly abolish;' we worship figures
of gold and silver...."

"Hold, hold," I sayd, "I dare not listen to this … you are wrong,
you know you are wrong."

"How and where," he sayth; "onlie tell me. I long to be put
righte."

"Our images are but symbols of our saints," I made answer;
"tis onlie ye ignorant and unlearned that worship ye mere wood
and stone."

"But why worship saints at alle?" persisted Will; "where's the
warrant for it?"

I sayd, "Heaven has warranted it by sundrie and speciall
miracles at divers times and places. I may say to you, Will, as



 
 
 

Socrates to Agathon, 'You may easilie argue agaynst me, but you
cannot argue agaynst the truth.'"

"Oh, put me not off with Plato," he impatientlie replyed,
"refer me but to holie writ."

"How can I," quoth I, "when you have ta'en away my
Testament ere I had half gone through it? 'Tis this book, I fear
me, poor Will, hath unsettled thee. Our church, indeed, sayth the
unlearned wrest it to theire destruction."

"And yet the apostle sayth," rejoyned Will, "that it contayns
alle things necessarie to our salvation."

"Doubtlesse it doth, if we knew but where to find them," I
replied.

"And how find, unlesse we seeke?" he pursued, "and how
know which road to take, when we find the scripture and the
church at issue?"

"Get some wiser head to advise us," I rejoyned.
"But an' if the obstacle remains the same?"
"I cannot suppose that," I somewhat impatientlie returned,

"God's word and God's church must agree; 'tis only we that make
them at issue."

"Ah, Meg, that is just such an answer as Father Francis mighte
give—it solves noe difficultie. If, to alle human reason, they pull
opposite ways, by which shall we abide? I know; I am certain.
'Tu, Domine Jesu, es justitia mea!'"

He looked soe rapt, with claspt hands and upraysed eyes, as
that I coulde not but look on him and hear him with solemnitie.



 
 
 

At length I sayd, "If you know and are certayn, you have noe
longer anie doubts for me to lay, and with your will, we will
holde this discourse noe longer, for however moving and however
considerable its subject matter may be, it approaches forbidden
ground too nearlie for me to feel it safe, and I question whether
it savoureth not of heresie. However, Will, I most heartilie pitie
you, and will pray for you."

"Do, Meg, do," he replyed, "and say nought to anie one of this
matter."

"Indeede I shall not, for I think 'twoulde bring you if not
me into trouble, but, since thou hast soughte my counsel, Will,
receive it now and take it...."

He sayth, "What is it?"
"To read less, pray more, fast, and use such discipline as

our church recommends, and I question not this temptation will
depart. Make a fayr triall."

And soe, away from him, though he woulde fain have sayd
more, and I have kept mine owne worde of praying for him full
earnestlie, for it pitieth me to see him in such case.

Poor Will, I never see him look grave now, nor heare
him sighe, without thinking I know the cause of his secret
discontentation. He hath, I believe, followed my council to ye

letter, for though ye men's quarter of ye house is soe far aparte
from ours, it hath come rounde to me through Barbara, who hath
it from her brother, that Mr. Roper hath of late lien on ye ground,



 
 
 

and used a knotted cord. As 'tis one of ye acts of mercy to relieve
others, when we can, from satanic doubts and inquietations, I
have been at some payns to make an abstracte of such passages
from ye fathers, and such narratives of noted and undeniable
miracles as cannot, I think, but carry conviction with them, and
I hope they may minister to his soul's comfort.

Tuesday.
Supped with my Lord Sands. Mother played mumchance with

my lady, but father, who saith he woulde rather feast a hundred
poor men than eat at one rich man's table, came not in till late, on
plea of businesse. My lord tolde him the king had visitted him not
long agone, and was soe well content with his manor as to wish
it were his owne, for the singular fine ayr and pleasant growth
of wood. In fine, wound up ye evening with musick. My lady
hath a pair of fine toned clavichords, and a mandoline that stands
five feet high; the largest in England, except that of the Lady
Mary Dudley. The sound, indeed, is powerfull, but methinketh
the instrument ungaynlie for a woman. Lord Sands sang us a new
ballad, "The King's Hunt's up," which father affected hugelie.
I lacked spiritt to sue my lord for ye words, he being soe free-
spoken as alwaies to dash me; howbeit, I mind they ran somewhat
thus....

"The hunt is up, the hunt is up,
And it is well-nigh daye.
Harry our King has gone hunting



 
 
 

To bring his deere to baye.
The east is bright with morning lighte,
And darkness it is fled,
And the merrie horn wakes up ye morn
To leave his idle bed.
Beholde ye skies with golden dyes,
Are …"

—The rest hath escaped me, albeit I know there was some
burden of hey-tantera, where my lord did stamp and snap his
fingers. He is a merry heart.

Now that Gunnel is gone, I take to heart that I profited not
more by his teaching. Saying to Mercy, overnight, that methought
she missed not our good master, she made answer, "Oh yes, I
doe; how can I choose but miss him, who taught me to be, to
doe, and to suffer?" And this with a light laugh, yet she lookt not
merrie.

… Writing ye above, I was interrupted by shrill cries either
of woman or boy, as of one in acute payn, and ran forthe of
my chamber to learne ye cause. I met Bess coming hastilie out
of ye garden, looking somewhat pale, and cried, "What is it?"
She made answer, "Father is having Dick Halliwell beaten for
some evill communication with Jack. 'Tis seldom or never he
proceedeth to such extremities, soe the offence must needs have
beene something pernicious; and, e'en as 'tis, father is standing
by to see he is not smitten over-much; ne'erthelesse, Giles lays



 
 
 

the stripes on with a will."
It turned me sick. I have somewhat of my mother in me, who

was a tender and delicate woman, that woulde weepe to see a
bird killed by a cat. I hate corporall punishments, and yet they've
Scripture warrant. Father seldom hath recourse to 'em; and yet
we feare as well as love him more than we doe mother, who,
when she firste came among us, afore father had softened her
down a little, used to hit righte and left. I mind me of her saying
one day to her own daughter Daisy, "Your tucker is too low," and
giving her a slap, mighte have beene hearde in Chelsea Reach.
And there was the stamp of a greate red hand on Daisy's white
shoulder all ye forenoon, but the worst of it was, that Daisy tooke
it with perfect immoveabilitie, nor lookt in the leaste ashamed,
which Scripture sayth a daughter shoulde doe, if her parent but
spit in her face, i.e. sett on her some publick mark of contumely.
Soe far from this, I even noted a silent look of scorn, which
payned me, for of all the denunciations in Holy Writ, there is
none more awfull to my mind than that which sayth, "The eye
that mocketh at father or mother," not alone the tongue, but e'en
the eye,—"the young ravens of the valley shall pick it out."
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