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F I felt that these ballads were worthy of a formal dedication

I should dedicate them to the two brothers whose labors in
searching out and recording the traditions of Morris County in
the Revolution awakened in my mind the desire to celebrate that
history 1n verse.

These ballads are not a work of fiction. I have followed
the historian closely, sometimes almost word for word. A list 1s
given herewith of those historical works from which my informa-
tion is derived.

These sources are referred to by number in the Table of
Contents.

It will be seen that Books I., II., IV., and V., are chiefly
based upon the Tuttle papers in Dawson’s Magazine ; while
Book III is chiefly taken from Mellick’s Story of an Old Farm.

Messrs. Harper and Brothers have kindly permitted the use
of some illustrations which appeared in connection with an arti-
cle by Rev. Joseph F. Tuttle, D.D., in Harper’s Magazine for
February, 1859.
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BOOK 1

1776-1177







From LONG ISLAND to MORRISTOWN,

August 22, 1776—to January 6, 1777.

ST TR

ISHEARTENED our forefathers were,
Ay, sad of heart were they,
When at Long Island’s luckless fight
Our army lost the day.

And when that long retreat began,
Till o’er the Delaware

Our leader fled, New Jersey’s head
Hung low in deep despair.

Through Newark and Elizabethtown
He passed, and onward through

New Brunswick marched ; to Princeton next
And Trenton ; full in view,

Upon their track the foe pursued
And seized each place of strength,
Till o’er the Delaware our chief,
Downhearted, crossed at length.

And then in prayer uplifted were
The hearts of godly men

In many a Meeting House and home,
That he might come again,
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FROM LONG ISLAND TO MORRISTOWN.

And drive the invaders from our land,
Our cause and country save ;

That the Lord of hosts would guard our coasts
And bless our patriots brave.

And come again he truly did
That glorious Christmas night,
When at a stroke the spell he broke
That o'er us cast its blight.

And when, just in the nick of time,
The roads were frozen hard,

And our “ old fox” was in a box,
Cornwallis off his guard,—

Then like a flash he made a dash
To Princeton town away,

Where George the Third—ill-omened word !—
Quite “ lost his head” that day.

Then, then we knew our leader true
Was rightly in command ;

Our hopes grew strong that we ere long
Should get the upper hand.

In spirits high our troops drew nigh
To the hills of Morristown,

And there stayed they for many a day
And gave those hills renown.

From Princeton on to Pluckamin
By way of Rocky Hill ;

Through Basking Ridge, New Vernon, thence
To Boisaubin’s Gristmill;
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FROM LONG ISLAND TO MORRISTOWN.

By Moses Lindsley’s corner then
He marched along the road

That from Green Village leads unto
The place where he abode.

"Twas in Loantaka they camped,
Within that sheltering vale ;

And there they stay until the stings
Of wintry rigor fail.

The Lire in BOTTLE HILL and

MORRISTOW N,

il ebel ettt it

HE troops were billeted where'er
A roof could shelter give ;
Where once a quiet hamlet was
Now thronging warriors live.

"Twas *“Six men here !I” ¢ Twelve yonder!" and
“Six officers must here

Their quarters make !” and welcome such,
A safeguard from our fear.
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THE LIFE IN BOTTLE HILL AND MORRISTOWN.

The best rooms in the house were given
To these strange guests, the while
The family in the garret kept
Or dwelt in homely style

All in the kitchen ; there they slept
And there prepared their food ;

Scant were their comforts, but their hearts
Were schooled to fortitude.

The soldiers huddled in their rooms,
A stall served for a bed,

And there upon the floor at night
A couch of straw was spread.

There twelve and sometimes twenty lay,
All crowded in together,

Each in a single blanket wrapt
Through that stern winter weather.

Before great fires they laid them down
To dream of Freedom’s rights,
And fought the cold as best they could

Through the bleak winter nights.

Our Washington his quarters made
At Freeman’s Tavern then,

Just on the west side of the Green
In Morristown—'twas when

Brave Colonel Arnold kept the inn,
Of Sullivan’s light horse,

And thither oft came men of might
Who officered our force.

8




THE LIFE IN BOTTLE HILL AND MORRISTOWN.

There Generals Sullivan and Lee

Have made their stay ; nay more,
“Old Put” was there and the debonair
o Young Hamilton, of yore.

W In families throughout the town,
Were quartered General Wayne
And General Maxwell,—well they served
Their country’s cause, those twain.

‘ And here in pleasant social ways

| They lived the winter through,

' And mingled with their cares some joys
Befitting patriots true.

S Three thousand in Loantaka

5#‘. Were camped in cabins rude,

Where hardship with relentless force
Its sharp attacks renewed.

When, on the march from Trenton fight
And Princeton, here they came,
The people all turned out to see
And celebrate their fame.
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The Winter Camp in LOANTAKA,
1777-
S0 O BRI

OANTAKA'! Loantaka!
It is an Indian name;
The vale it took its name from the brook
That floweth through the same.

A stream it was, so limpid clear,
By gushing fountains fed,

With waters pure and welcome, sure,
To soldiers hard bestead.

"Twas wooded then, a lovely glen,
A valley fair to see ;

All densely stood the unbroken wood,
From fence and dwelling free.

So here they camped when they had tramped
From Princeton all the way ;

In seventy-seven, upon the sixth,
A January day.

They pitched their camp and through it made
A main street passing wide;

And in the midst a flagstaff set
For all the countryside.

And here on Grand Parade were seen
Our chiefs assembled all;

Both Wayne and Lee and Knox and Greene,
And their leader, staid and tall.
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THE WINTER CAMP IN LOANTAKA.

From miles around the people came,
From miles around to see

The noble host that from our coast
Should drive the enemy.

The CABINS in LOANTAKA.
e T Y

NOW in the camp were cabins built
For officers and men,
In blocks of three or four or five
As best might fit the glen.

Three hundred cabins built they here,
As often I've heard say,

Of logs rough-hewn, with clap-board roofs,
They stood for many a day.

And doors and windows, too, they made
With wooden hinge and latch ;

And mud for plaster served them well
The gaping holes to patch.

Beyond the limits of the camp
Were sentry houses made,

For faithful watch must still be kept
'Gainst spy and midnight raid.
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THE CABINS IN LOANTAKA,

Within the lines no one might pass,
But most of all by night,

Unless he showed a permit signed
Or spoke that word of might,

The countersign, which opens wide
The sacred doors that keep

The silent groups of patriot troops
From peril while they sleep.

The PARSONS in the CAMP.

feltbiatatetel Bebits]

ND hither came good Parson Johnes,
And Parson Green as well,
And Parson Caldwell, he who fought
At Springfield, as they tell.

Ps

On Sabbath days he came to preach,
If weather would allow,

From a stage set up on the Grand Parade—
I fain would hear him now.

The sick and dying he would tend
And speak the last sad word
When o’er some gallant comrade dead

The burial rite was heard.
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THE PARSONS IN THE CAMP.

A good and faithful man was he
And feared not to be bold

If he might lead a precious soul
Into the heavenly fold.

For in that rough, rude winter camp
He came and went to save

The men who risked their life and all,
Those warriors stern and brave.

And there was need, for on that camp
There fell a fearful pest,

The small-pox, that malignant foe
That works grim Death’s behest.

It raged throughout the camp and slew
Full many a soldier brave ;
Privates and officers alike
It hurried to the grave.

Rude hospitals were made, and there
The sick and dying lay ;

The church at Hanover was full
Of patients in that day.

The dead were carried to their rest
From hard-fought battle-fields ;

Now may their souls obtain at last
The peace heaven’s mercy yields.

13




Tue LOOKOUT ar SHORT HILLS.

Pebeleiatetebaited

HILE here the army camped, they set
A sentinel band to stay
Above Short Hills and there keep watch
As far as New York Bay.

To New York Bay they looked, and where
The Island rises blue;

Over Newark and Elizabethtown
And Springfield was their view.

And toward the west, behind them lay
The hills of Morristown,

With a view due west to Basking Ridge
And southward, looking down

On Middlebrook ; then to the north
O’er Whippany and Montville;;

Away to Pompton—further where
The Orange Mountains fill

The horizon—all this view was theirs
From that fair look-out crown,

Upon the fields and vales and woods
And rivers looking down.

And here how often Washington
Stood gazing far away

And swept the field for signs of cheer
To find instead dismay.

14




THE LOOKOUT AT SHORT HILLS.

For, once, as here the General’s look
Was fixed, he gazing down

Beheld a sight he ill could brook,
The fleet of the British crown.

And not long after came the raid
Of Knyphausen and his men ;

But thanks to Watts and Caldwell’s aid
In haste they fled again.

Upon this height with outlook wide
There was a cannon set;

An eighteen-pounder, and it boomed,
As from a minaret

The Moslem calls to prayer; so here
Each half-hour, day by day,

On dark and stormy nights as well,
This cannon boomed away

Whene’er the foe was seen astir,
And it roused our minute-men ;

At times a beacon light was fired—
Far flamed the tidings then.

Long did the memory of those days—
The dismal booming gun,

The beacon spires of flaming fires,
The quick, impatient run,

The cry, “to arms! to arms!” and all
The excitement of the hour—
Long did it linger in the hearts
Of those who had felt its power.
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TIDINGS OF

BURGOYNE'S SURRENDER.

B SHHOBTTER

ET in those days were men who fled
And left the camp behind
To seek their homes, and oft, perchance,
For battle disinclined.

And some were hanged by martial law,
Some ran the gauntlet, scourged

By cruel blows that o'er the course
Their flagging footsteps urged.

Now when the army here had camped
Five months, as it may be,

They turned and went as they had come
To fight for liberty.

Then was Loantaka once more
A scene of gentle peace,

The peace that cometh in at door
When War’s rude clamors cease.

So quiet filled this lovely vale
Until the tidings came

That made each heart with joy upstart
And put such peace to shame.

Oh glorious news! who could refuse
To join the glad huzzah !

For Gates has won ! Burgoyne’s undone !
Huzzah! Huzzah! Huzzah!
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BURGOYNE’S SURRENDER.

From house to house the tidings flew,
Loud rang the joyful cheers;
Each doubting heart now took a part

And put away its fears.

"T'was in October of seventy-seven,
A long-remembered day,

The seventeenth of the month, I ween,
When the clouds were rolled away.

With illuminations and grand ovations
And the flag on the liberty pole,
While guns were fired by men inspired—

Our joy knew no control.

And well we might greet with delight
The news of victory,

For none in all the land, I trow,
Had suffered more than we.

We bore our share nor did we spare
Our prayers nor strong right arm

To win the day that shall for aye
Fill tyrants with alarm.
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INCIDENTS OF 1776-77

——eCA

JOHN WITHERSPOON.

PHILADELPHIA, JULY 4, 1776.
petulibdetelatad vl o T

OHN WITHERSPOON !—’tis a quaint old name,
But there it stands on the roll of fame
Among the foremost of our state
For power in counsel and debate.
A parson was he from over the sea,
A Scotch divine who was called to be
The head of the school that proudly bears
The name of our state—just climb the stairs
By which we mount from the railroad track
And soon we shall find what takes us back
To the olden time, a place that they call
By that quaint old name—"tis Witherspoon Hall.

But what of him ? Much more, in sooth,

Than I can tell; for not over youth

Alone did he rule, but men, as well,

Were swayed by the old man’s power and spell.

18




JOHN WITHERSPOON.

An instance? Yes. ’Twas the fourth of July

In ’76 and the hour was nigh

When the fate of a nation should hang in the scale—
This is no medieval tale

Of Sir Galahad and the Holy Gralil,

But matter-of-fact, and a Jerseyman

The hero—find a better who can !

"Tis the fourth of July, a day, it appears,
When Congress meets ; grave doubts and fears
Oppress their hearts, till the very air
Is a-quiver with struggling hope and despair.
Intent they listen to one who reads
A Declaration wherein he pleads
For the rights of man, bids patriots draw
The sword to uphold God’s equal law.
For Independence he pleads, and all
Are thrilled with hope, yet feel the pall
Of possible failure that overhangs
The moment—a mornent of bitter pangs,
When the birth-hour darkens the soul with pain,
Ere the life breaks forth that so long has lain
In hiding.

Such was the fateful hour,
A time when the secret springs of power
Are revealed, and the beat of each true heart
Is felt thro’ the nation of which it is part—
When suddenly, mid the hush of fate,
Up rose John Witherspoon of our state.
His stalwart form full well they know
With its hoary crown as white as snow.
Firm was the old man’s countenance

19




JOHN WITHERSPOON.

And keen the glint of his piercing glance
As he broke the silence of that room
With voice that had in it the stroke of doom.

« There is a time in the tide,” quoth he,

« A nick of time, when the destiny

Of men and nations is fixed for aye,

And at such a time are we met to-day.

You all have heard—there is no need

That our country’s cause should longer plead ;
One thing remains, let every man

Set his name to the deed, be it boon or ban.
For he who will not respond to the call

Of Freedom’s voice, let him die a thrall !
These gray hairs of mine must soon descend
Into the sepulchre ; but my end

Shall come at the hands of the hangman ere
I swerve from my course as Freedom’s heir.”

The old man ceased and a deep-drawn sigh
Weut up from his hearers—the smothered cry
Of a new-born nation grew loud and clear,
Resolve was fixed—banished was fear.

And now you have heard how John Witherspoon broke
That fateful silence, and how he spoke,

And how it was that grave' men as well

As youth came under his power and spell.

20




GeneraL CHARLES LEE at Basking RIDGE,
December 12, 1476,

I

PARTI
GENERAL LEE has come to town,
A warrior bold is he;

Of all the generals in the land

None may so valiant be ;
Not General Gates, although he stands

Well in the public eye,
Nor do the people in their hearts

Set Washington so high.

For General Lee is a soldier bred,
A warrior famed afar ;

From Poland and Spain to Fort Duquesne
He has studied the art of war.

In prompt despatch he has not his match,
Nor will he hesitate ;

A hero, in short, and has paid his court
To Frederick the Great.

From Morristown he now has come.
Upon his southward way,

To save the Jerseys from the foe
In this our darkest day;

For Washington has made retreat
Across the Delaware

And left the Jerseys to their fate,
We're now in deep despair.
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GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

The British roam unhindered through
The country, far and wide ;
They take our cattle and our sheep,
Do what they will beside.
Oh would that this tedious fight would end
Or never had begun ;
And yet, led on by General Lee,
I trow ’'twill soon be done.

PART IL
MAJOR WILKINSON RIDES FROM SUSSEX CO. TO MORRIS CO.

A horseman rides o’er the Jersey hills
To seek for Washington ;

From the camp of Gates with a letter he comes,
'Tis Major Wilkinson.

« (O where is our gallant chief,” quoth he,
¢« The chief of our forces all ?

Who takes our part with a dauntless heart,
Whatever may befall.”

« O he hath crossed to the other side
Of the river Delaware,

And ride you may for many a day
Ere you will find him here.

But General Lee is nearer by
At Morristown, I hear ;

He is next in rank and he will thank
The bearer of good cheer.”

To General Lee the horseman rode
And found him, sooth to say,

22




GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

At Basking Ridge, for he rode until
It was near the break of day.

They took him in to General Lee
Who then was in his bed;

And he gave to Lee the letter that he
To bring had quickly sped.

¢“To Washington this is addressed,”
Quoth gallant General Lee ;

But Wilkinson set his mind at rest
That it might opened be.

The seal he broke and then bespoke
The bearer take repose ;

So the messenger lay on the floor till day,
And fell into a doze.

Rolled in his blanket warm he lay,
The open fire before,
And took his rest among the best
Of the General’s army corps.
Now as they slumbered there and dreamed
That distant was the foe,
A troop drew nigh led by a spy,
As you shall shortly know.

PART III

Till eight o'clock the General lay
In bed, and then anon,

Half-dressed was he when he came to see
Good Major Wilkinson.

23




GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

He 'speaks with him in bitter words,
For a bitter tongue has he,

Of what is done by Washington
And those that with him be.

The precious morning hours he spends
In wrangling with his men ;

He meets their wants with cursing taunts
And sends them off again.

A messenger arrives who comes
From General Sullivan

To learn the way they should take that day
And all that should be done.

Then on a map looks General Lee
The Princeton road to trace,

As he would lead with greatest speed
His army to that place.

<« Tell General Sullivan to march
Toward Pluckamin,” quoth he;

« And I will come with fife and drum,
As he shall shortly see.”

Now General Lee had orders clear,
An oft expressed command,
To join his chief right speedily
Nor turn to either hand.
But ’tis his way to disobey
And mar his chieftain’s plan
While he starts out the foe to rout
And be the winning man.
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GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

By this ’twas ten o'clock and now
To breakfast they sit down,
While Sullivan goes marching on
The road to Princeton town.
With ink and pen a letter then
The General he must write ;
For with pen he could and often would
Heroic words indite.

To General Gates he writes to say :—
% There is a certain man

Who would be great in field and state
Had he the gift of can.

But we are lost, completely lost,
Our chief knows not the art

To beat the foe ; he is too slow
And knows not when to start.”

Just then good Major Wilkinson
Looks out, and down the lane
He sees a troop of red-coats charge
Upon the house amain.
“The British cavalry are here!”
Quoth he. ¢ O where?” cries Lee;
“ Around the house ; you are caught like a mouse,
And that right suddenly.”

“ Where is the guard!” cries Lee—* the guard!
Why don’t they fire?” quoth he;

¢ Where is my valiant body guard ?”
Quoth gallant General Lee.

The guard, alas! were off their guard,
Their General was undone ;

25




GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

Their arms they had stacked and off they
had packed
To bask in the winter sun.

Then the women said, “ Go hide in bed !”
This was their word to Lee;
But all in vain, for with disdain
He scorned such strategy.
Pistol in hand then took his stand
Good Major Wilkinson,
Prepared to shoot and fight to boot ;
He would no foeman shun.

While thus he waits, just at the gates
He hears a voice declare

«We'll burn the house to catch the mouse.”
"Twas then, as in despair,

That General Lee with alacrity
Made known he did submit ;

When with a shout the soldier rout
Compelled their man to sit

Half dressed, head bare, upon a horse,
And off to Brunswick town

They rode away that winter’s day
With this warrior of renown.

In three hours more was heard the roar
Of cannon from their camp ;

Loud waxed the boast of the British host
O’er a captive of that stamp.

They thought they had our greatest man,
The one who held the key,

26
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GENERAL LEE AT BASKING RIDGE.

In field and state, of our country's fate
And all our destiny.

And so we thought till we were taught
To thank our seeming woe,

And we learned in the end that our truest friend
Was the man that Lee thought was too slow.

<

Carr. ELIAKIM LITTELL.

JANUARY 9, 1777.
STRUDTHIRTA

F CAPTAIN LITTELL be my song,
A mighty man was he;
And a monument that tells his fame
In Springfield you may see.

Upon that monument ’tis carved
How that he dared defy

King George the tyrant, he who thought
To stifle Freedom’s cry.

One day the British sent a force
Out towards Connecticut Farms
To bring the Jerseymen to terms
By valiant feats of arms.
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CAPT. ELIAKIM LITTELL.

When Captain Littell heard thereof
He started in pursuit

And trapped that brave Waldecker band
By strategy astute.

For in two parts he formed his men,
The one an ambush made ;

And with the other, full in front,
He faced them, unafraid.

% Lay down your arms at once,” he cried;
They started to retreat,

And then, in sooth, the other band
Of patriots they did meet.

Assailed in front, assailed in rear,
They took the wisest course,
Laid down their arms nor fired a shot,
That brave Waldecker force:

The British general thereat

Was filled with rage and spite
And ordered out another force

Of Hessians for the fight.

On came the Hessians, but the roads
Were all to them unknown ;

While the patriot band knew every turn
And every wall of stone.

From every vantage point they made
Full many a sharp attack,

And, all unharmed themselves, they turned
The troubled Hessians back.
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CAPT. ELIAKIM LITTELL.

Then to a swamp those Hessians fled
To escape their deadly foe,

And there they soon laid down their arms—
So runs the tale, I trow.

Then was that British general
More angered than before ;

A troop of horse he ordered out
And vengeance dire he swore.

But they in turn were put to flight,
And being mounted men,
They fled so fast that they escaped
And safe returned again.

Now once again the British chief
Pursues this losing game

And bribes a tory to escort
Three hundred men to tame

This rebel chief who dares defy
King George and all his host ;

So quickly on their way they go
And to his quarters post.

But not so easily entrapped
Was Captain Littell, he

Who, as they thought, was in his house
Pent in—for suddenly

While they prepare to charge amain
And force their man to yield,

A troop attacks them in the rear
And drives them from the field.
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CAPT. ELIAKIM LITTELL.

For Captain Laittell, it appears
Was not at home just then;

Behind an old stone fence he lay
In ambush with his men.

And when he saw the foe at hand
He took a steady aim

And fired—the British general fell ;
There fell his hopes of fame.

And all his followers, hard beset
And cowering in the night
Before a foe they could not count,

Again turned back in flight.

Now would you see the place where lies
Brave Captain Littell's dust,
To Springfield go—his spirit now

Is with the saints we trust.

His monument is conspicuous in the Springfield Cemetery.
On it is carved:—
«“Carr. ELIAKIM LITTELL
1744-1805.
He dared to oppose George the tyrant of England an
enemy to the rights of mankind.
Springfield 1780.”
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A TORY.
Hanover, 1776-7.

petebetebebebeled bt
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HERE’S a man of “consid’abul proputtee;
With a loftier air than you commonly see
In our plain people—an Englishman,
Who settled in Hanover,—guess if you can.
Yes; he is a Tory beyond a doubt
And is very free in “giving it out.”

Full “many an ardent controversee”
Had famous Parson Green and he

On the subject of our American way
Of establishing Independence Day.
The Parson’s son Ashbel oft heard
Their talk and the Tory’s boastful word.

Some hot-bloods there were in Morristown
Who vowed they would *take this Tory down”
Ere his lofty airs and his high conceit

Took folks completely off their feet.

“For it is no more than right,” said they ;
“Such talk as this leads folks astray.”

So they gave it out that the Tory, he

With feathers and tar should coated be,
Unless in the church confession he made

Of his Toryism and promptly obeyed.

Now, you know, a word to the wise is as good
As a whole discourse half understood.
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A TORY.

There’s a sinner confessing in church, they say ;
Confessing his sins this Sabbath day.

"Twas Parson Green read it out this morning,
For the sinner was moved thereto by a warning
Of feathers and tar—have you heard, I say,
His full confession ?—'twas read to-day.

And then, right soon, in the afternoon,

To Morristown rode that Tory poltroon

And begged good Parson Johnes, in a flurry,

To read it again. Quoth the parson, “ No hurry!
This is not, perhaps, the time or the way;

But actions speak louder than words, they say.”

&
ESEK RYNO.

pedeletetrteteldelsd

SEK was a minute-man,
Quick to act and quick to plan.

One thing the minute-man must learn
To seize the moment at the turn.
Good rule this for buckwheat cakes,

_ As Esek knows, for see, he takes
His griddle—breakfast time is near
And Esek is the cook, ’tis clear.
Watch your cake; ah ! that’s the trick!
Turn it ere it burns ; now, quick !
Take it off —but who comes there ?
Red-coats! Do they want a share ?
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ESEK RYNO,

They want Esek—‘ Come, my man ;
You're our prisoner !” What he can
Esek does; he makes a show

Of his loyalty ; but, no!

They are not put off ; he must

Go with them, for they mistrust

All this sudden burst of zeal

For King George ; his last appeal

Is that he may go up stairs

A moment. Granted. He prepares

For his journey ; but too long

He waits ; suspecting something wrong
They mount the ladder—there he stands
And plunges both his brawny hands

In a barrel of buck-wheat bran ;

Then to another barrel—¢ The man

Is surely hiding something !—gold

It may be !”—thus the tale is told.

They rush to the barrels, search and search
For the hidden pelf; but in the lurch
They are left ; for Esek, the minute-man,
Is off while they explore the bran.

Down the ladder he leaped and fled,

As quick with his heels as with his head.
Half-way to the woods was he ere they
Got out of the house, nor did he stay
For the bullets that whizzed about his ears.

My story’s done ; you see, it appears
That a ready wit and a barrel of bran
Are enough to save a minute-man.
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JOHN HONEYMAN of GRIGGSTOWN.
SO CBORN

ROUND the house a midnight throng
Are clamoring, * Traitor! spy!
A spy! a tory!” and erelong,
With firebrands flashing high,

They shout,  John Honeyman, traitor, spy,
Come forth, or over your head

We'll burn your house in a trice "—that cry
Fills John’s good wife with dread.

'Tis not for her husband that she fears,
But for her children three ;

Her husband no threat of danger hears,
For far away is he.

And well she knows that in truth he spies
For the cause of liberty—

But the torches draw near—to the door she flies
And forth to that mob goes she.

She waves her hand and the mob is stilled—
« Who leads this throng, pray tell ?”

“Young Abraham Baird.” Then her heart was filled
With hopes that all would be well.

For Abraham Baird, as well she knew,
Was a stalwart youth and brave—

«His name stands high and his heart is true ;
My children he will save.”
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JOHN HONEYMAN.

To him she called and bade him read
A letter that she brought ;

She bade him read in that hour of need
These words with safety fraught—

“To all good people of New Jersee
And others, be it known,

My word is given, as here you see,
That mercy shall be shown

To John Honeyman’s wife and children all,
Though he be thought a spy ;

Now let no harm their lives befall
When this shall meet your eye.”

The signature is plain to see,
“ Geo. Washington,” the same
Who leads the cause of libertee,
All honor to his name!

Then silence fell upon that throng,
Confusion filled each breast

And that midnight mob went home erelong,
Young Baird among the rest.

Now when the war was at an end
John Honeyman came back,

And the tory spy was known for a friend,
Of friends he found no lack.

Once more the same good neighbors throng
About his humble home ;

They come to honor him who long
Was forced afar to roam.
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JOHEN HONEYMAN.

And many patriots hither came
To see this trusty spy;

"Twas the brightest day of his new-found fame
When Washington drew nigh.

To Lamington our hero moved
And there in 22

He died a patriot well-approved,
Esteemed for service true.

For he it was who through the lines
Of the foe at Trenton came
With a secret word to aid the designs

Of our chief and win him fame.

For the lowly life is linked with the great
And bound to the fate of all,

And John Honeyman helped to save the state
When its doom was like to befall.
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ANNA KITCHEL'S PROTECTION.
Whippany, 1776-7.

Pedeteie bbbttt

(44 ET a protection, Anna,” quoth he,
“'Twill keep you safe from harm ;”
The Deacon he was a godly man,
But filled with dire alarm.

« A British Protection is the thing,
The very thing,” quoth he ;

“For this alone can save your life
And all your property.”

Unto the worthy Deacon then
Thus Anna Kitchel spake,

“ Protection from King George the Third
I will not falsely take.

Is not my husband in the ranks ?
My heart with him must go;
I give no oath of fealty to
The man he counts his foe.

My father, too, in the army serves,
Has served for many a day;

And brothers five, if they're alive,
Are mingling in the fray.

So now I pray to the Lord of Hosts,
My best Protector, He ;

I'll bear my share and He will care
For me and mine,” quoth she.
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HUGH MERCER in the House of BURGESSES.
L L eSS LEL L P

HEN war, long threatened, burst upon our land ;
When, at the call of Freedom, men arose
To arm them and to drive afar their foes,
Ambition to a sudden flame was fanned,
And patriots, eager all for high command,
Men rich in all that Fortune’s smile bestows,
Urged each his claim ; but one there was who chose
A nobler part: see yonder soldier stand,
Plain in his garb, yet with a flashing eye—
An old-world veteran, schooled in battle’s laws,
One who with Washington hath firmly stood—
His country calls, will not he too reply ?
He writes—they read—¢ Mercer will serve the cause
At any post his country may think good.”
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GENERAL MERCER at PrINCETON.
DECCHHTETE

ERE MERCER fell, with bayonet-pierced breast,
Facing his country’s foes upon the field,
Scorning to cry for quarter or to yield,
Though single-handed left and sore opprest.

He, at his chosen country’s high behest,

Was set to be a leader and to shield

Her threatened life—with his heart’s blood he sealed
That trust, nor faltered till he sank to rest.

Mourn not for him; say not untimely death
Snatched him from fame ere we could know his worth,
And hid the lustre of a glorious name ;
Such souls go forth, when fails their vital breath,
To shine as beacons through the mists of earth
And kindle in men’s hearts the heroic flame.

39




WASHINGTON at PrINCETON.

SO TN
N, to the battle’s front
Rides the undaunted chief;
On, past his quailing troops,
On, towards the charging foe ;.
Halts there unmovable.

Well know his wavering men
What means that last appeal,—
“ Rally, boys, rally I”

Full in the battle’s brunt
There stands their dauntless chief
While forms the foeman’s line :—
“Ready! Aim! Fire!”
—the dread

Roar of their musketry
Answers to ours,—the smoke
Hides him we love—

O God!
Wrapped in that murky cloud
What sight awaits our gaze ?
Has he too fallen, pierced,—
Pierced by the deadly shot
Hurled in by friend and foe ?—

Ha! see—the foe is flying,
While mid the dead and dying
We hail our hero chief
Scatheless beyond belief—

“ Thank God I"—
“ Away, away /

On, on ! and win the day !’
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GENERAL WINDS of Roeekawavy.

1776-7.
S O

HAVE you heard the General pray ?

Brave General Winds of Rockaway ;
In the Deacons’ meetings that they hold
Where patriots meet, both true and bold :
"Twas there I heard him many a day,
Brave General Winds of Rockaway !

In the old, unplastered Church they met ;
No parson was there the text to set;

But when the General once began

Loud waxed the voice of that valiant man;
Oh yes, I've heard him many a day,

Brave General Winds of Rockaway !

In thunder tones he prayed the Lord
And fervently his name implored

To break the oppressor’s yoke and free
This land, the home of liberty.

The people loved to hear him pray,
Brave General Winds of Rockaway !

And when at Chatham Bridge he stood

And faced the foe they thought it good

To take a hint that the General dropped,

So they took to their heels and never stopped ;
For he could fight as well as pray,

Brave General Winds of Rockaway !
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ALEXANDER HAMILTON’S
REPORT of the ARMY.

MORRISTOWN, JANUARY 1777.
SRR IR

H, have you heard of the traitor spy ?
‘Twas in the days of yore,
When the Arnold Tavern on the Green
Had opened wide its door
To gallant General Washington
Who turned the tide of war.

At Trenton and at Princeton, too,
It was our Washington

Who won a name and glorious fame
As ever soldier won ;

And at the Arnold on the Green
He stayed when all was done.

And yet for all his victories
Full heavy of heart was he ;

For soon he wrote, as I may quote,
“’Tis plain the enemy

Know not how small our numbers, or
They would not let us be.”

Few were his men and faint of heart,
And many, sad to say,

Had left their post ; his little host
Was like to melt away ;

No reinforcements came, although
Expected day by day.
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ALEXANDER HAMILTON’S REPORT OF THE ARMY.

A spy there was in his employ
Whose place it was to hie

And mingle with the foe and so
Bring tidings, should they try

To come this way, alack the day!
When none to help was nigh.

Now Alexander Hamilton

Was full of anxious care ;
Quoth he, “I see beneath it all

A deeply hidden snare ;
For the trusted spy is an ally

Of Howe, as I would swear.”

He turned it over in his mind,
And a deeper plot laid he;

Quoth he, ¢ My eye! that traitor spy
Is just the man for me!”

And he prepared a cunning scheme
As you shall shortly see.

He spread his papers on his desk
And made a long report

Of foot and horse, a splendid force,
He counted every sort,

And named them all, both great and small,
Nor would he cut it short.

He counted all who had left the ranks,
And all he ever knew.

And made good work, like any clerk,
A sight to please the view;

When that our dwindling corporal’s guard
Had grown extremely few.
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ALEXANDER HAMILTON’S REPORT OF THE ARMY.

Then on a day when came that way
The still suspected spy,

Sly Hamilton, as he would run
Upon some errand nigh,

Slipped out and left that paper there—
Oh he was artful sly !

For as in haste he went and said
He would return anon;

The traitor spy then cast his eye—
Oh artful Hamilton !—

Along the sheet, as it was meet
For his professi-on.

Quoth he, “In luck am I,” and stuck
The precious document

Within his pouch, as I can vouch,
And vanished with intent

To lay his prize before the eyes
Of Howe, to whom he went.

He showed the list to Howe who wist
Not how to face that host;
And kept his army closely in,
Each soldier at his post,
Lest Washington some day should come
And drive them from our coast.

And thus it was, that as of old
Ulysses won the day

By cunning wiles, so Hamilton
By first-of-April play

Entrapped the eye of that traitor spy
And kept the foe away.
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The POWDER MAGAZINE.
1777
SHCSHGTTEOS

HERE Washington Hall on the Morristown Green
Now stands, was the old-time Magazine,
Where powder and ball and muskets and all
The munitions of war were kept, I ween.

And young Jacob Ford built a mill, you know,
For making powder ; ’twas just below

A sheltering hill, was that powder mill,
Where the enemy could not see it, I trow.

But a train of wagons was often seen,
With powder-casks filled, drawing near the Green ;
And with pomp and display rode a troop to convey
Those powder-casks to the Magazine.

There were spies who counted the casks that came,
And gave the foe great accounts of the same ;

But you understand, they were filled with sand,
Those powder-casks, for such was their name.

For the British were wont to try their hand

At inland raids from Staten Island ;

And it was thought good, if come they should,
They should run away with those kegs of sand.
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EUNICE HORTON of BorrLe HIiLL.
1776.
BTV

MONG the saints whom we should canonize
Is Parson Horton’s wife, as you shall know ;
'Tis not that she was so surpassing wise
In theologic mysteries, although
Her skill in learning was not mean or low,
For on her heart one text she did impress,—
¢« She eateth not the bread of idleness.”

The parson, eke, I must immortalize
While of his worthy spouse the deeds I show ;
A man he was, not great in fame nor size—
Short, stout, and plain, but with a kindly glow
Upon his countenance benign, I trow;
His wife he loved full well and did confess
« She eateth not the bread of idleness.”

His wage was scant, nor did it ever rise
To forty pounds, but fell five pounds below ;
Yet doth his wife expedients devise
To make both ends meet fairly, even so;
She keeps a store, her till doth overflow ;
She buys a farm with what is in excess—
«She eateth not the bread of idleness.”

Exvov.
Now all ye students who to sermonize
At “ Drew” are taught, give ear and be not slow
To heed this text ; yea, do not it despise,
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EUNICE HORTON OF BOTTLE HILL.

For this shall keep your hearts from many a woe -
If on its application ye bestow

Your earnest thought—nor give your love the less

To her who eateth not the bread of idleness.

<

RUNNING the GAUNTLET.
Loantaka, February 1777.
DHCHISOEHE

IGHT hundred 1nen in line,
Armed—not with sword and gun,
But whips, for a man must run
Three times along ; in fine,
He must run the gauntlet.—* Why ?”
Why ! You haven'’t learned the rule.
Of this military school ;
And so, if I must reply,
T'll tell you ; but first, look !
He has started—on he flies!
And every soldier tries
To strike, though he ill can brook
To strike a comrade, yet
He has his orders. There
Behind them everywhere
Stand officers who are set
To keep them at the task,
And so they strike ; but he
Runs past so rapidly,
They miss—what more could he ask ?
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RUNNING THE GAUNTLET.

But he must run again,

"Tis fully a thousand feet,

And though fear makes him fleet,
He is winded ; one in ten

Of the blows that fall now light
On his bare defenceless back
And blood-stains mark his track ;
But he'll come through all right!

A third time he must try:

Weak, staggering, off he starts ;
Each blow now smites and smarts.
He falls, starts up, draws nigh
The end; while the life-blood red
Pours downs his back—'tis done ;
The race with speed begun

Ends painful and slow. He is led
To his hut ; the line disbands.

Why was this cruel race ?

Why all this keen disgrace ?
These are war’s stern commands.
For he had left his place

In our ranks and sought to go
And join the ranks of the foe;
Hence came this keen disgrace.

They say that he lived through it all ;
Became a trusty man;

Lived down the terrible ban

On his manhood ; arose from that fall.
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WASHINGTON at BRANDYWINE.
September 11, 1777.

IR

T BRANDYWINE,—a cleared and open space ;
Yonder, on guard, a British sentinel
Whose eye, alert to see if all be well,
Is fixed upon a form of manly grace,
A tall and stately form, a noble face.
Issuing from the copse by yonder dell,
That form stands forth—a presence, as they tell,
Peerless for power; but see the stranger trace
With eagle glance the British lines and mark
All things in sight! A sentinel should not sleep
Upon his post—up flies the sentry’s gun—
No better marksman ; he could wing a lark :
But now—he cannot shoot; strange tremors creep
Into his heart and save our Washington.
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From VALLEY FORGE to MONMOUTH.
May 18 to June 28, 1778.

SRS

HE dreary winter months of Valley Forge
Have come and gone, the worst has been endured;

The patriot host, to fortune’s stings inured,

Prepares once more to fight the tyrant George.

In Philadelphia with strange revelry
The Briton masquerades in grand farewell ;
Here shines the ill-starred Andr¢, and the belle
Of all that feast is one whose destiny

It is to attain a place on fame'’s long roll
By taking Arnold’s name, a name once bright
With a surpassing radiance—in night

At last, alas! went down that valiant soul.

Now from the Quaker citadel the foe
Withdraws and marches on his northward way ;
Then doth our chief pursue, intent to stay

The invading host, and strike a telling blow.

Full fifteen thousand men Sir Henry led

And we as many, disciplined and drilled

Through that long winter till our hearts were filled
With ten-fold daring, as we onward sped

To overtake our foes; but in our host

Was Lee, the mischief-maker, by exchange

Of prisoners ours again. Ah! strange, most strange
Are fate’s decrees ; the hearts we cherish most
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FROM VALLEY FORGE TO MONMOUTH.

Are oft-times taken from us and some wretch
Whose kiss is poison lingers by our side.
Great Washington, whatever may betide,

Still to the utmost doth his goodness stretch

And in the second rank of power doth place

This treasonable, much-professing friend ;

Then to the turning point of the field doth send
This would-be chief, this marplot—his to face

The British line and give it vigorous check

Until our chief should come and put to rout

The British force ; but Lee, self-willed, doth flout
The thought of following orders—nay, he’ll wreck

The whole campaign and let the foeman win.
Wayne shall not charge, but only make a feint ;
And while Wayne chafes beneath this strange

restraint,—

¢ Back, Lafayette I the order comes, “’tis sin

To think that our mean troops can hope to stand
Against the British regulars ; back, retreat !”
Then Lafayette sends off a rider fleet

To Washington to say, ¢ Best be at hand;

Something’s afoot far other than you meant.”

- Our men, that torrid Sunday late in June,
Were eager for the fray, but one poltroon

May start a panic, the enthusiasm is spent
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