THE YOUTH OF WASHINGTON
Told in the form of an Autobiography
"HugK Wynne" M.D.
By S . WAuthor
e i r ofMitchell.
VII
N the 21st we entered the colony
of Penn, and on
the 30th June
dropped
down
from the hills to
Stewart's Crossing
on the Youghiogheny. Here St.
Clair, sent on in
advance, had cleared the ground for a
camp.
We had been all of ten days in marching twenty-four miles. Day after day, as
Croghan and I uneasily hung about the
flanks and the rear, we saw the long line
of red-coated, cumbered men, sweating in
heavy uniforms, with waggons and cannon,
slowly moving through the silent woods,
so full, to our minds, of peril.
I had been ill for some days, but at the
Youghiogheny River I fell of a sudden
worse with a fever and pain in the head.
The general was most kind and at last ordered me to remain, leaving me a guard
and my dear Dr. Craik. Colonel Dunbar's
division had been left behind, to his great
indignation, and was to follow slowly with
the baggage-train. I was in the utmost
gloom at my detention, being in a way
reponsible for the new movement. The
chance to be, by ill luck, laid up while a
battle might take place much disturbed

me. I wrote my brother Jack I would not
miss it for five hundred pounds.
While I lay in bed most impatient, the
detachment went on, and soon after I had
this letter from Christopher Gist, who was
acting as guide:
RESPECTED SIR : We are moving along as
solemn as a box-turtle, one day two miles,
which any smart turtle might compass. The
pickets are doubled, and men sleep with their
arms, for, good Lord! if a branch cracks they
give an alarm, and if a poor devil strays there
is a scalp gone, for every step of our march is
watched. Still I am sure there are no big parties out, for I have been off in advance and
been within half a mile of the fort, and came
nigh to losing my hair, but with decent good
fortune we have the place. I should be easier
with a few hundred of our own people in the
advance and on our skirts, but they are kept
in the rear, the Lord knows why.
Captain Orme also wrote to me of
frequent night alarms, and of the general's confidence at being now but thirty
miles from the fort. Here two days' halt
was made to await fresh supplies from
Dunbar.
On July 4, being stronger, I started in
the rear of a party of one hundred men
just come up from Colonel Dunbar with
provisions. I was set upon going with
them, but was too weak to ride a horse and
must needs use a waggon. As the road was
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much cut up, my bones were almost jolted
through the small cover left on them. On
the 8th I reached the camp, now but thirteen miles from Duquesne.
My journey took me through the Great
Meadows, near where was.my little fight,
and past the ruined palisadoes of Fort Necessity. I saw them with great interest,
and felt some sense of gratification that
now I might pay up my score against those
who had both humbled and insulted my
king and myself.
Once as my waggon approached the rearguard we came upon a dozen or more
stragglers. Some had fallen out tired, and
some were loitering to gather benies. I
cried out to warn them of the danger they
were in, and, in fact, about a c(uarter of
an hour later they ran after us, crying, " Indians !" They may have had cause, but all
the strange noises of the woods alarmed
them, and this time the rangers said it was
a wildcat.
The sound of distant martial music from
the camps which we were come near- to
seemed to revive my mind, and I was able
to cast off the feeling of gloom and converse with Captain Shirley, the military secretary, who had rode back with an order.
H e said to me that we had been a month
in marching less than a hundred miles.
Captain Morris, who was with him, said it
was true, but all was well that ended well,
and we had the fort at our mercy and
would attack next day. I advised my
friends, as I had before done, that it would
be well if the officers could be dressed in
wood colours, like our scouts; but Captain Shirley replied that the general would
never allow of it, and, indeed, when next
day I got rid of rny fire-red coat and put
on a fringed buckskin shirt, I was no little
jeered at, and Colonel Gage made some
comments, which, I trust, he came later to
regret. I am of opinion that the absence
of a gaudy red coat saved me from many
balls and enabled me to be of use when
the other aides were • wounded. I was
much of Mr. Franklin's opinion that if fine
feathers make iine birds, they also make
them an easier prey for the fowler;
Indeed, the learned Postmaster-General
made himself very merry over the queues
and the stiff stocks and the bright scarlet
uniforms. H e thought the officers only
needed corsets, which I was told they did
often use at home-

MAGAZINE

When, in the afternoon, very tired and
weak, I reached the tent made ready for
me by the kindness of my brother aides, I
lay down to rest, and, as Captain Morris
was now on duty, I asked him'to tell me
what was to be our mode of approach to
the fort. I was able easily to recall the
general features of the country, for the
camp was now set about twelve miles from
Frazier's former trading-station, where I
stopped on my return from my mission to
the French. We lay some ten miles to the
east of the Monongahela River, and, as
was said, thirteen from Duquesne as the
crow flies.
As I rested and we talked, came also
Captain Shirley and Captain Gates of the
Twenty-eighth Regiment, with Stephens,
Hamilton, and Stewart of the Virginians.
Of all of them I was the only rrian not
killed or wounded in the next day's battle.
I may well entertain my brother August's
belief that the conspicuous hand of Providence was over me, and he must be worse
than an infidel who lacks faith in it.
No thought of to-morrow troubled our
council of war, and we discussed with spirit
what our superiours meant to do. I drew
on a piece of birch bark a rude sketch of
the country. The fort lay on a high bluff
in the angle made by the Ohio and Monongahela rivers. We were, as I said,
some ten miles to the east of the latter
stream and on the same side as the fort.
Between us and it lay the deep, rugged
ravines of Turtle Creek and the brooks
which run into it. The country beyond it
was densely wooded and without any road.
To cross the creek and cut a road to the
fort would be the most direct way; otherwise we must march to and cross the
Monongahela, a fordable river, and afterward along bluffs three or four hundred
feet high, and follow the stream for five
miles. We should then descend to the
water and arrive at a second ford; having crossed it, we should be again on
the same side as the fort. Then there
would he before us a slope, and, some
two miles distant, hid in the woods, the
bastions of Duquesne. Having made clear
to my fellow-aides the localities, we considered the two routes, with some differences of opinion in regard to which was
the better, until they were called away,
and I was left alone.
Soon after came Sir John St. Clair, sent
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by the general with a kind message. I then best regiment of the king being protected
learned that some effort had been made to by a mOb of squatters and border farmers.
cross Turtle Creek, but that it had been No, sir; I desire you as my aide." I said
found impossible to get the artillery over no more, and returned to niy tent.
I have never found that the coming of
and that the engineers pronounced it impracticable. Upon this the general had decisive events kept me awake when I was
given orders to change the route, so that, myself the person who had t h e ' duty of
we should follow the traders' horse-trail, on decision ; but this night, whether from great
which we had made our road, and should fatigue or not, for that does keep a man
march to the river. There we were to ford from sleep, or that I was still fevered, I
the stream as I have said, move on the lay awake long, unable to free my mind
further bank some miles, and recross by from anxious thoughts.
the second ford to the east side again,
I regretted that I had not asked Mr.
where the lay of the land allowed, as Franklin why at night we heard so many
was supposed, of an easy approach to the sounds in the woods which are not heard
fort.
by day. No doubt he would have found
I was still weak, but although I could an explanation. Long after the camp was
have desired more rest, I walked at dusk at rest I remained sleepless, hearing the
through the great clearing made for the quick waters of the creek and the noises
camp, to report myself at once to the gen- of the wood, with the hoot-owl's cry and
eral's headquarters. I had been sorry for the chipmunks gamboling over the canvas
his obstinacy and the rudeness he showed of my tent, and such stir of the camp as
in laughing at our way of fighting, but I never quite ceased. The way we were to,
had been told by Sir Peter Halket that he march troubled me and others, especially
had said that Mr. Franklin and Colonel Sir Peter Halket, who had forebodings,
Washington were the only trustworthy concerning which Dr. Mercer had some
people he had met in the colonies. I superstitious ideas, such as my mother
thought this foolish and as showing poor often had, but which I never entertained,
judgment; but he had been most kind to or if as to any, it is in the way of dreams.
me, and now, in spite of all his blunders
I had reason for my fears, for the two
and our own failures to supply him fords we were to cross could be easily dispromptly, which were with some justice to puted by a small party. I concluded that
be complained of, we were, as it seemed, to leave all baggage and artillery to come
on the point of success.
later by the fords, and to make a quick
When I presented myself, the general and direct march over the creek and along
asked most pleasantly concerning my a ridge leading to the fort, would be the
health, and if I was well enough to serve better way.
as aide. I assured him I was, but I was
Having settled my mind as to what I
really at the time feeble enough. When I would have done had I been in comventured to make him my compliments on mand, I disposed myself for sleep, but
the near prospect of success before him, he with no good result until so late that I
laughed and asked where had been the heard no reveille sound, and was waked
need for our rangers and the tribes of In- by my orderly.
dians, and then made me a very fine speech,
I do not pretend, even now, to be acwhich I must admit to having been pleased quainted with all the reasons which influat. I ventured to ask leave to go on in the enced the general; but having made up
advance with the Virginia wood-rangers, so his mind, we broke camp on the 8th and
as to secure the pioneers and road-makers marched southwest along a little stream
from an ambuscade. H e replied shortly: the scouts called Long Run, and so about.
" Oh, damn your half-drilled rangers! I eight miles towards the river Monongahela,
shall keep them as a rear-guard." I rose being thus at least two miles from the ford
and apologized, feeling that I had been too he meant to cross the next .day.
forward and had better have held my
When, in the afternoon about six o'clock,
tongue. Indeed, I excused myself as well I was released from duty, I walked through
as I could, and upon this his face cleared, the camps with Sir Peter Halket. The
and he said: " Colonel Gage is to have the men were cleaning their guns and brushing
advance, and what would he say to the their clothes and soaping queues and pipe-
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claying, all as if for parade and very
needless.
Sir Peter, a man of excellent parts and
a good soldier, had expressed himself in the
council as averse to the plan of march.
When he asked after my health and if I
had again regained my strength, I replied
that I was fit for duty but had been better
if I had been able to sleep. H e said with
gravity that many would sleep soundly
to-morrow and that he was sure he himself would be killed. This seemed strange
to me, and I could only reply that I did
not think I should be killed, but that we
might both be wrong; and yet both of us
were right, for these matters are in the
hands of the great Disposer of Events, and
have never troubled me on going into
battle. One of my aides in the Revolutionary War, Colonel Scammel, to whom
I was much attached, did always believe
he would be killed, as indeed happened,
at last, to my sorrow, at Yorktown.
Dr. Craik was with me that evening and
found me chilled and full of aches; but
notwithstanding a potion he gave me, I
slept ill again, and was aroused in the
morning by my good doctor. H e advised
a glass of rum, for which I felt the better,
and when I had eaten and was in the
saddle I repaired to where was General
Braddock, a short distance from the shore.
H e was in a gay humour and very kind,
asking if I felt well and would drink with
him to the king that evening in the French
fort. I could do no more than reply that
to do so would give me great pleasure. I
was presently sent down to the shore with
a message, and there saw Colonel Gage
crossing the shallow ford to some open
meadow-lands on the further side. H e
was to secure the two fords by which the
whole force following him was to cross and
then recross, so as to be again on the same
side of the river as Fort Duquesne. After
him, about four o'clock, came Sir John St.
Clair, with carpenters—or, as we should
say, axemen—and engineers, some three
hundred in all.
I lingered a few moments and saw the
last of the advance, as they marched up
from the further bank of the river and their
red coats disappeared into the forest beyond the ford, which was, I thought, well
chosen and shallow.
Before I went back, Gist, the trader,
and Captain Croghan came to speak to
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me. I remarked that we had done well to
come so far without more trouble from the
Indians. Gist laughed and said: " They
have never left us since we dropped you
at the Youghiogheny." Then Croghan
cried out, " There they are," and there was
a sound of musketry beyond the river. It
proved to be a small body of savages, easily
dispersed by Gage. It being then about
six o'clock A.M., the signal to fall in, which
we call the "general," was beat, and the
main body fell in with fresh cartridges.
The officers were in full uniform, and so,
with fixed bayonets and colours flying and
the drums beating the Grenadier's March,
they waded the stream.
I sat in the saddle with the two aides.
Captains Orme and Morris, and with the
interest of a young soldier watched this
fine body of men fall in with perfect discipline on the further side and disappear in
their turn. This being the main body, the
staff followed with the general, and I was
sent back to hasten up the rangers, who
had the rear. I found them about two
hundred and thirty strong, moving slowly,
most in hunting-shirts and fur caps and
moccasins. A part were thrown out far to
right and left in the woods. Ensign Allen
and an officer whose name I forget appeared to be in command, and were vainly
endeavouring to keep up some of the military order they had been teaching. I
thought them wanting in sense and wished
I had the rangers at the front. I gave my
message and left them. Then I made haste
to ride back to the ford, which was still
held by a small guard. Here I waited, as
I was ordered to do, to see the rear well
over and into the woods. After crossing
the ford I found that a rough road had
been cleared by the French along the bluffs,
and hurried through the woods beside the
moving column to report.
It was noon before we got to the second
ford, where, after much delay with the
artillery, we got over, I think a little after
one o'clock, as fine a sight as ever I saw.
Here, before us, were some open meadows
about a quarter-mile wide, and, twenty feet
above, the ford, with a fair road leading
upward over a little stream called Frazier's
Run, and into the woods. Very quickly,
the aides carrying messages at need, the
men were got into marching orders. For
a full quarter of a mile there were bottomlands in two easy rises, and beyond these
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the ground rose more abrupt amid long
grass, very dry, and thick bushes, great
rocks, and trunks of fallen trees, which the
garrison must have felled for fuel.
Long afterwards I rode over this field
and saw better the trap into which we fell.
On both sides of the road, which was broad
and much used, the ground rose, and here,
where the wood was more dense, amid
thick underwood, were ravines, some very
deep and others only five or six feet.
These gullies lay among great trees, pines
and gum, and a tangle of grape-vines,
brambles, and Indian plums. One long
and deeper ravine was the bed of a
little creek, and on the right of the road
the ground rose quite steep. Further on,
as I saw at the time, for the advance
was slow, I observed that the woods
seemed to show a series of low hills, and
beyond them a greater rise of land to the
fort, which was hid some two miles away
on the bluff, nor did we ever have sight
of it.
Meanwhile we of the main body, halting
now and then, marched slowly up from
the ford towards the deeper woods, watching the advance as it entered the forest,
and quite ignorant of the ravines, or of an
enemy, so hid were they in the underbrush.
The main body halted in the mid-space,
where the battle was later engaged, so that
we lay for the time just on the second
bottom. By this time Colonel Gage was
far in front with guides and engineers, engaging in the woods, and Sir John St.
Clair, with his working-party of pioneers,
axemen, and grenadiers, followed. All
was very orderly, with
flanking-parties
thrown out on both sides, but not, to my
mind, far enough. Orme wrote me afterwards, when he had learned better, " It
was all as if for a fine review in St. James's
Park."
At this time, as I said, I was with General Braddock on the upper bottom. I
considered that between the narrow road,
where the three hundred men of the advance were entering the woods, and the
ford, might have been about six hundred
perches. I took out my watch and saw
that it was ten minutes to two. As I turned
to look forward, heavy firing broke out in
the woods and among the rocks and bushes.
I knew too well the Indian yells. I could
see men faUing and others dropping back.
Orme rode forward to get some account
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for the general. In a few minutes he returned, badly wounded in the left arm.
Sir John still advancing, the general ordered
Colonel Burton, of the main van, forward
with eight hundred men. There was now
thick smoke about the advance on the edge
of the deeper wood, and amid yells and
cries the whole of what was left of the
pioneers and their guard fell back out of
the woods, at first a few, and then many,
and down the upper slope, somewhat disordering Sir John's supporting party.
Sir Peter Halket was told to remain
with four hundred men as a baggage-guard,
and the general rode forward himself with
Colonel Burton's eight hundred men, ordering a bayonet charge of a party up the hill
on our right, whence came so hot a fire
from unseen enemies that the officers were
at once killed, and the men fell back at
a run.
For some time Sir John's force behaved
with great courage and let the broken
pioneers pass through their lines, but could
never be got to go further, and stood
stupidly firing into the wood. At last, as
the officers fell, the advance became more
broken and began to retreat slowly, but at
last running, until they were mixed up with
Colonel Burton's reinforcement.
I never saw in my later warfare worse
confusion nor a hotter fire, nor men better
hid, for the savages and French lay in the
ravines among the brush and picked off the
mounted officers, or fired into the masses
of men with no need to take accurate aim.
It is my opinion that even then if the
general had remained on the cleared ground
below and there rallied the men, where was
open space and on the sides little cover,
the day might have been saved, as the
small French and Indian force would never
have left the woods. He, however, pushed
on in person, urging an advance, and sent
Captain Morris to order up Sir Peter Halket and the rear-guard. We were now
caught on both sides among ravines, greatrocks, and trees, where on our front and on
both flanks the enemy spread out in the
woods. The more of our force came up
from the rear, the easier was the slaughter.
For a time I was with the general and implored him to order the men into the
woods. Whether he heard me or not, I
cannot say. What with our regulars shooting at random, the replies from the ravines and woods, the orders of officers, the
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yells of the Indians, and the cries of the
wounded, there was a confusedness fit to
turn any man's head. When the men tried
to take wood shelter, as was proper and
reasonable, the general and their officers
cursed them for cowards and struck them
with the flat of their swords. The poor
dogs tried to obey their leaders, and again
and again formed into platoons, facing to
left or right, making them only the easier
to kill. I saw Captain Orme of the artillery
fall dead as they rode up with the cannon,
arid the engineer. Captain Henry Gordon,
dropped wounded, but got up and did, I
believe, succeed to reach the ford.
• The men with the swivels stood to it
well in giving some shots, and then gave
way,' most of them tumbling almost in
heaps. Seeing this, I dismounted with two
other officers, and made a man hold my
horse, and aided to fire into the ravine on
the right; but the few men left who should
have helped to serve the piece soon
dropped, hurt or dead, and seeing I could
no further assist, I mounted again and
turned but. of the broken ranks to meet the
Virginia rangers, who were running up the
slope and spreading out to right and left,
taking shelter wherever was a tree or rock,
all most gallant and well done. Although
the turmoil was such as I cannot describe,
there were many brave efforts to rally and
to carry the high ground above our right.
All this lasted fully an hour or more, for
at times, discipline prevailing, orders were
given to storm the flanking slopes, and
constantly failed to be effectual, for, as
the officers were picked off, the men ran
back to the main body.
The smoke was by this time so thick as
somewhat to obscure all things at a distance, but a sudden wind, arising, cleared
it away, and I saw that we were giving
way more and more, the whole body of
the force moving slowly down the slope.
As I looked about me in despair, my horse
fell and rolled over dead. By good fortune
I had learned in fox-hunting how to fall
clear. I n a moment I was up, and saw that
the troops were scattered in detachments
and firing at random, or vainly trying in
groups to follow their officers, who were
shot down mercilessly. I saw Captain
Shirley, the general's secretary, fall dead.
H e was quite close to me, and amidst all
this tumult his horse stood still, and, to my
amazement, began to eat the grass. I

caught the beast and mounted. I hardly
knew what to do. The Virginians were
being shot by the regulars, who knew no
more than to fire wherever they saw smoke
from behind a tree or bush. As to orders,
there were at this time none, and, indeed,
until just above the river, no sufficient space
to move in without taking to the woods.
I. tried to help the general and the few
left of the officers in their efforts to effect
an orderly retreat. I have heard that five
horses were shot under him. This I was
told by Captain Morris, and it is no doubt
true, for the horse was a large object and
easy to hit. Few officers were left alive,
and those who were unhurt could not get
the regulars to obey a command. What
was left of twelve hundred men were huddled together in groups in and out of the
woods, like as I have seen sheep in a storm.
The general showed great courage, and
made many efforts in person to rally the
men or get them to retreat in an orderly
way. H e was carried down the slope with
the rout, but remained as obstinate as ever
as to the way of fighting, insisting on the
men re-forming. Sir Peter Halket, Morris,
and I vainly entreated him to order the
soldiers to take shelter as the rangers did.
As Sir Peter spoke, he fell dead. His son,
the captain, dismounted to help him, and
fell dead on his father's body.
I have never seen a man who could describe what took place in the midst of a
battle, nor can I pretend to greater accuracy. I remember that after an hour or
more I became suddenly sure that all was
lost. The whole disordered mass now broke
and ran as sheep before hounds, leaving
artillery, provisions, baggage, and the
wounded and dying—in short, everything.
When finally a dozen gallant officers threw
themselves in front, they were knocked
down and trampled on. We had as little
success as if we had attempted to stop the
wild bears of the mountains, or torrents,
with our feet. It was quite useless.
At this time General Braddock was
under a great oak near to where we left
the waggons. I was beside him and heard
him cry out, " They have got me." Captain Stewart, of the Virginia light guard,
caught him as he reeled in the saddle, shot
through the right arm and lung. The men
ran past us, refusing to help; but another
officer aiding us, he was somehow got on
to a tumbrel and was carried along in what
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was now a mad flight to get to the ford.
I heard him cry out, " Let me alone. Let
me die here."
The waggoners in our rear near the ford
cut; loose the traces and mounted their
horses and fled. In spite of the immense
Goiirage shown by the officers, who in camp
were drunken or seemed to be eflieminate
or lazy, all who were of mind to resist were
swept away by a mere mob of panic-struck
men. Men caught on to my stirrups, and
even the horse's mane, but somehow I got
free and out again to one side. Instantly
my second horse staggered and went down.
I saw Dr. Craik, near by, with the utmost
devotion, although himself wounded, helping a disabled oflScer to walk away. I was
now afoot, and, as I saw how complete
was the rout, I began to fear that our brave
Virginians would none of them escape.
They held the fringe of the woods with
wonderful courage, using their rifles, and
keeping back the French and Indians.
Nothing else saved the troops of his Majesty from complete massacre.
As I stood still a moment I heard Croghan call loudly to me to take to cover. I
took his advice, and God alone knows how
I escaped death. I had four balls through
my clothes.
The leaders of the rangers now saw how
great was their peril. T h e regulars were
by this time near the ford, in the river, or
across it. A few brave men in groups were
retreating slowly, firing useless shots. The
enemy, yelling in triumph,, were crawling
or leaping nearer from time to time. Now
and .then a painted savage ran out from
cover and fled back, shaking a bloody
scalp.
The rangers had lost heavily, but those
who were left slipped from one shelter to
another, and at last, when there was little
cover left, ran down to the river, and I with
them. Few would have got away except
for the desire of the Indians to plunder
the dead and the baggage and to collect
scalps, and that the French were too few
in number to venture on pursuit.
I got ov.er the ford in haste, and standing still on the rise of ground beyond the
river, looked at my watch. I could hardly
believe it to be as I saw, five o'clock.
Most of those who were unhurt were now
safe, and with Captain Croghan I began
to gather the wreck of our poor rangers.
One company was almost all gone; an-
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other lost every ofiicer and many men."
As to the regulars, seven hundred, nearly
half of the force, were dead or wounded.'
A part of what was left of this fine army
was soon scattered beyond the two fords,
and later was starved in the woods or got'
at last into the camps.
About a hundred men were gathered by
the ofiicers a quarter of a mile beyond our
first ford. There Lieutenant-Colonel Burton ralhed some hundreds of men, and
later about eighty, under Colonel Gage,
joined them. To my relief, and greatly to
my surprise, there was no pursuit.
That night the parties and sentinels
thrown out deserted in an hour. Although
very weak, I sat up beside the general all
night. Dr. Craik, who had cared for his!
wound in the lung, assured me that he
would certainly die before dawn; but he
lived longer than was expected. I never
remember having been more disturbed in
mind than during that night.
We all sat up, armed, in or about the
rude shelter which held General Braddock,
and talked in whispers sadly of the battle.
Captain Montresor and also Captain Gordon of the engineers, who gave the first
alarm, and who was severely wounded,
declared to me that so complete were the
shelters that they never saw so much as a
half-dozen of the enemy. We could only
lament the fate of the wounded left on the
field, for the French made later no return
of prisoners. Every moment I expected to:
hear the yells of the Indians.
^
At break of day we rigged a kind of litter
and got away, being soon joined, to my
relief, by Colonel Gage and his eighty men.;
I caught here a stray waggon-horse and
rode him, with a rope bridle and no saddle
but a blanket.
As we pushed on through the woods.
Colonel Gage talked with me at length of
the disaster. H e made many excuses for
the soldiers, as that they had been worn
out by labour on the way, had no rum, and
were disheartened by the tales our rangers
had told them of the Indians.
Indeed, I fear it was true that the Virginians amused themselves with talk about
legions of rattlesnakes, bears, and scalping.
Croghan said the regulars were babes in'
the woods and quite as helpless. I made
answer to the colonel that but for our
rangers few of his Majesty's men would
have seen their homes, and that the soldiers
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had behaved like poltroons. H e said that
was true, and after this we walked our
horses on through the woods in silence, the
rangers ahead.
I met this officer again in 1773, when,
being a general, he was entertained at
dinner by the citizens of New York. At
this time the freedom of the city of New
York was presented to him in a gold box
having on it the arms of that city, and
below, those of the king.i Our final intercourse was by letter, when he was besieged
in Boston and I felt it needful to remonstrate upon his treatment of prisoners.
So many officers were wounded that, the
day after the battle, although very weak,
it fell to me, having at last been better
horsed, to carry orders to the force we had
left forty miles in our rear.
With a half-dozen horse I rode on all
night in a drizzle of rain, and so all the
next day, very melancholy and ready to
drop with fatigue. Indeed, I feh down as
I dismounted when I rode into Colonel
Dunbar's camp, and was only revived by
a little spirits and a good meal. The whole
force we had left here had been scared by
our runaway waggoners and were with difficulty kept from flying.
The provisions and waggon needed for
the general were made ready during the
night, and at break of day, with two companies of grenadiers, I rode back again,
hardly knowing if I should drop on the
road. I met the general at Gist's cabin,
some thirteen miles away. On our return
we halted half a day at Dunbar's camp,
and then hurried on with his force to Great
Meadows, where we camped on the 13th
of July. There were, as some of us beheved, still men enough, if fitly handled,
to return and surprise the French; but, as
Gist said, these men were already defeated,
and no one of those in command meant
to try it again. Indeed, Dunbar intended
for Philadelphia and to wait there for reinforcements. Even Governor Dinwiddle
would have had him make a new campaign ; but they had all of them had, as Dr.
Craik said, a big dose of Indian medicine,
and a council decided with the colonel.
The governor was much troubled when he
heard of this decision, and, as he told me
later, wrote to Lord Halifax that he would
have now not only to guard the border,
but to protect the counties from combina-

tions of negro slaves, who had become.
Governor Dinwiddle declared, audacious
since General Braddock's defeat, because
the poor creatures believed the French
would give them their freedom.
My
wounded general's proud spirit gave way
when he heard of Colonel Dunbar's intention. H e lived four days after the
battle, having been brought in much pain,
and still more distress of mind, to the camp
at Great Meadows.
For the most part he was silent and only
now and then let a groan. Dr. Craik told
me that he cried out over and over: " Who
would have believed it possible ? " Once
he said to Captain Stewart:" We shall know
better next time; but what will the duke
say ? [That was his Grace of Cumberland,]
What will he say ? " On the morning of
the 13th Dr. Craik said the general had
made his will and desired to see me. When
he was aware of my coming into his hut,
he put out his left hand, saying, " That is
the only hand which is left," for the ball
had gone through his right arm. H e was
said to be a great wit, but that a man about
to die should have spirit to use his dying
breath in a jest much astonished me.
H e said: " I want you to take my horse
and my man, Bishop. I have told St.
Clair." Then he said: " I should have
taken your advice. Too late; too late."
After this he closed his eyes, and again,
after a little, opened them and said feebly :
" If I lived I should never wish to see a
red coat again. My compliments to the
governor." H e spoke no more, only, " How
they will curse m e ! " and I went out. In
fact, I was too weak to endure the deadly
sorrow with which this brave man's miserable end afflicted me, to whom he had been
so kind a friend.
I endeavoured to distract my mind by
examining the remains of the fort I had
here made. To my amazement, I saw, as
I moved about, that there was little disciphne, and I observed that where there is
too much drill and mechanical order a
defeat does away with it entirely. The
colonials it was hard to instruct; but as
every man was used to rely on himself at
any minute, and not to look all the time
for orders, they suffered less during disaster,
and on. a retreat knew how to care for
themselves. Now the few that were left
looked oh with wonder at the stupid de1 Now in the possession of Lord Rosebery.—EDITOR.
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struction of waggons, provisions, and even
artillery. Many of the officers were disgusted, and protested against these disgraceful proceedings.
But Colonel Dunbar meant to move on
to Philadelphia, as he said, for winter quarters, and yet now it was only July, and he
had men enough left to guard the frontier
or to return and take the fort.
I felt sick and worn out, and soon went
to my shelter among the Virginians. I
threw myself down and fell into a deep
sleep, and indeed never stirred until Captain Walter Stewart had to shake me to
wake me up. I must have dreamed, for he
told me I had called out " Indians " twice.
When I was well awakened, he said:
" W e are to move at once. Every frog
that croaks and every screech-owl is an
Indian for these whipped curs. The general died at twelve o'clock. H e is to be
buried in the roadway, so that the red
devils may not dig up his scalp. Colonel
Dunbar asks that you will read the service."
I thought the request strange until he
reminded me, as indeed I knew, that the
chaplain, Mr. Hamilton, who had behaved
with good sense and courage in the action,
was badly wounded, and that the colonel,
who was the proper person for this sad
business, was occupied in arranging for the
march and in destroying what had been
gathered at such great cost.
It was just before break of day I went
out after Stewart, feehng a kind of satisfaction that the coward in command was
not to commit to the grave my poor general, whom, being dead, every one would
abuse.
If I had the pen of a good writer I
should incline to describe what I saw.
There were great fires burning, and all
manner of baggage and stores thrown on
them. The regulars were chopping up the
artillery-waggons and casting ammunition
into a creek.
About a hundred yards away from my
hut, in the middle of the road, a deep grave
was dug. A few officers and men were
gathered about it, and on the ground lay
the general's body, wrapt in a cloak, but
no coffin. I looked about me, not knowing
how to conduct the matter. Then an orderly handed me the chaplain's prayerbook, with a marker at the funeral service.
As I was about to begin, LieutenantColonel Burton came forward with a flag
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and laid it decently over the dead man.
Then he placed on it his sword, and fell
back, and all uncovered. After this I read
slowly, for the light was yet dim, the service of the church. This being over, the
men lowered the body into the grave and
filled it up with earth, and cast stones and
bushes over it. No guard was ordered, and
no volley fired, lest, as was said, it might
be heard by the enemy, which appeared
to me fooUsh, for there was noise enough,
and at any minute one hundred men in the
woods would have routed the whole camp.
Dunbar made haste to get away, and I
was not less pleased to be out of an illcontrived business.
This affair was a serious blow to the belief in the colonies as to the high value of
the king's soldiers. It became like a proverb in Virginia to say a man "ran like a
regular."
Mr. Frankhn said to me long afterwards
that this disaster gave us the first suspicion
that our exalted ideas of the powers of
British regular troops had not been well
founded, and indeed I am assured that
when Lord Percy's and Colonel Pitcairn's
force was put to ffight at Lexington the
older farmers on our own frontiers, when
they knew what had been done, were less
amazed than the minute-men of Massachusetts.
We reached Wills Creek on the 18th, as
Morris said, the worst-beaten army that
had not been in battle. Colonel Dunbar
did not require my aid, and my general
being dead, my service as a volunteer was
at an end.
The march to the settlements was most
disgraceful—all in cowardly haste to get
out of the wilderness. I am satisfied that
no troops are so given to pillage as a retreating army, and certainly none was ever
worse conducted by the officers or more
disorderly than Colonel Dunbar's force.
The settlers and outlying farms near Fort
Cumberland suffered much; men and
women were misused, and chickens and
cattle stolen. I heard afterwards that in
their march through Pennsylvania Dunbar's men plundered and insulted the farmers still worse, and were quite enough, Mr.
Franklin said, to put us out of all patience
with such defenders.
I bade good-by to the aides of the general, and would have had Orme and Morris
go. home with me to be cared for by Mr.
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• Craik, but they preferred to go on to Philadelphia. They were much dispirited, but
had only warm praise for my Virginia
rangers. I was in no better humour, and
felt, as I rode away, that we were on the
edge of an awful crisis for the border
counties. The favourable sentiments Sir
John St. Clair and Colonel Burton were
pleased to express respecting me could not
but be pleasing; but the situation of our
affairs was, to my mind, so serious as to
put me into one of my melancholic moods
and to make me feel, as I often did in the
greater war, that, what with want of pa• triotism and lack of spirit, only that Providence in which I have always trusted could
carry us through a great peril. As usual, a
brisk ride jolted me into a more hopeful
state of mind.
-. I lay for a day at Winchester in a poor
tavern, cared for by the general's man.
Bishop. There, to my comfort, came Lord
Fairfax, who had the kindness to bring
with him a good horse, which I was the
better pleased to have because whg-t became of the horse the general would have
had me have I never was able to hear.
His lordship insisted that I rest at Greenway Court until I was more fit to travel.
I had here many letters; one that I was
given up for killed, and there was come a
long story about my dying speech. My
mother was in a sad worry about me, and
when she received my letter contradicting
my death, and that I had never composed
any dying speech, she declared I was always making her anxious and had no right
to distress her by doing things that gave
her occasion to think I was dead. His
lordship overcame my objections, and I
remained with him at the court several
days, well pleased to be at rest.
When alone with Lord Fairfax, he
showed me the affection and concern
which, like myself, he was averse to displaying in company. After I had been
made to give him a full account of the
march and the battle, he said: " You will
be wise to write and to say little of what
took place, and to let others say what they
will. The men who, having done something
worthy of praise, do not incline to speak
of it, are sure to be enough spoken of
by others."
This was much as in any case I inclined
to do, so that until now I have nowhere
related this matter at length, and, as to the
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diary kept on our march, the French had
it, and I saved only two or three, letters.
What his lordship wrote of this disastrous
business and of me to,his friends in London, I do not know, but I was soon aware
that both in England and in the colonies I
was more praised than I deserved to be.
I n 1758 a second British force, under
Colonel Grant, was defeated in like manner as Braddock had been, but this was
at the ' outworks of Fort Duquesne. In
November of that same year I served
under General Forbes and saw once more
this disastrous neighbourhood. The hillside
where we suffered such disgraceful and
needless defeat was a miserable sight, for
there were here scattered bits of.red uniform and the bones of men a n d horses
bleached in the sun.
At this time the garrison had fled, after
succeeding in part to burn the fort, but no
great damage done. I myself raised the
flag of his Majesty over the ruins which
had cost the lives of so many brave men.
I lingered longer at Greenway Court
than was needful to repair my broken
health, for what his lordship had to say of
men and of passing events I found instructive, and the counsels he gave to agree
with my own disposition.
I received here a letter from my mother,
entreating ii-2 not to engage further in the
mihtary line, but giving no good reasons,
so that I had to reply that she should more
consider my honour and what duty. I owed
to my country than to grieve over what
might not result in misfortune, or if it did,
was to be accepted as better for me than
to have failed to be worthy of the esteem
of just men. When I spoke of this letter
to Lord Fairfax, he said I had answered
with propriety, but that all of our family
and many of our friends were aware of my
mother's peculiarities.
I reached Mount Vernon, as my diary
shows, on July 26, at 4 P.M., a poorer man
for my campaigning, and, I feared, with
a good constitution much impaired.
Soon after I returned I received several
letters congratulating me on my escape
unhurt, and expressing a general satisfaction that amidst so much cowardice and
ill management the rangers behaved with
spirit and courage.
Among these communications one which
afforded me more than ordinary pleasure
was from Mr. Benjamin Franklin. Besides
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what he found fit to say of me, were certain
reflections which, at this distant day, seem
to nourish my inclination to look forward
now, as he did then, desirous, as all must
be, to discern from the present what the
future alone can surely disclose.
Indeed, as I have descended the vale
of life I have had increasing need to consider what the years would bring about,
for to endeavour to forecast the future is
one of the duties of a statesman.
Mr. Franklin, when in his last illness,
said to General Knox, who spoke of it to
Mrs. Washington, that I possessed the
capacity to look forward in a way which,
he said, was one of the forms of imagination, but that I had not the gift of fancy.
I am not assured even now that I fully
understand what he desired to convey by
this statement.
The letter which gave rise in my mind
to these reflections contains one of those
light statements which I have never found
myself able to employ, and which do not
assist me to understand the affair in hand,
or to comprehend any better what is desired to be conveyed.
Philadelphia.
To Colonel George Washington.
RESPECTED S I R : l a m the richer for having

had the opportunity of making your acquaintance, and I ought not to conceai from you
the pleasure I have had in learning of late that
your conduct in the humihating defeat of
General Braddock was such as to be a matter
of just pride to the colonies.
Affairs with^us, and indeed with all the colonies, are in a condition greatly to be deplored.
We are, as it appears to me, much in the same
state as a man I knew who, having married
four times, had as a consequence four mothersin-law, all of whom were of opinion that they
had the right to meddle in his family affairs.
These are, for us, the King, the Parliament,
the Lords of Trade, and the Governors. For all
of them we are a family of bad little boys.
We, on the other hand, entertain the belief
that we are grown-up Englishmen, who believe
that we inherit certain rights. Soon or late
mischief will come of it. The eggs of trouble
are slow to hatch, but they do surely hatch
soon or late and are never addled.
It would be worse than folly to conceal from
you my fears as to the future. There are
limitations to what men hke our colonists,
accustomed to a large measure of individual
freedom, will endure. We seem to me to have
gone back a century and to be at the commencement of just such a struggle with the
crown as then occurred.
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I was interested in what you said of the
great coldness of a spring at Mount. Vernon.
I will, when opportunity serves, send you a
good thermometer, when I think you will find
that your wells have, near about what is the
average heat of the air for the entire year.
I hope to hear from you at your convenience, and, believe me, I shall feel myself
honoured by any such mark of your attention,
and that I am, with respect.
Your ob'd't humble servant,
Benjamin Franklin.
P.S. I venture to enclose one of my almanacs.
B. F.
I gave this almanac and the letter to be
read to my Lord Fairfax. H e returned
them, saying that what was said of the
way of governing the colonies was true,
but that Mr. Franklin overstated what was
to be feared in the future; and as to the
almanac, damn the man's little maxims!
They smelt of New England.
T H I S account of my youth I have for the
present put aside to be considered later,
whether to destroy it or not.
I discover in writing these remembrances
that I have found pleasure in recalling
many small circumstances which I had forgot. I also observe that, as I have written
very little but letters in my life, the habit
of writing as if for another's eyes than my
own has prevailed, without intention on my
part; but this can do no harm, seeing that
all this has been set down only in order
that I may for my own satisfaction consider as an old man what judgment I
should pass on my acts as a young one.
As I shall retain for a season what I
have written, I desire that, in case of accident to me, these pages should not for a
long time be allowed to come to the general eye. The letters left among these leaves
I intend to restore to their proper files.
DIARY—DECEMBER 7, 1799

RAINY morning; mercury at 37. Afternoon
clear and pleasant. Dined with Lord Fairfax at Belvoir.
In the evening felt somewhat a lowness
of mind, and am reminded, as I write, that
I have never had the inclination to set
down in my diary other than practical matters. To distract my thoughts, I began to
run over what was wrote last year and to
consider of what has passed since I wrote.
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and of what must be done with what was
written. My late brother Charles dying in
September, I am the only male left of the
second marriage. We are no long-lived
people, and when I shall be called to follow
them is known only to the Giver of Life.
When the summons comes, I shall endeavour to obey it with a good grace.
I have had much anxiety during the
past two years concerning my country, and
especially as to the indignities inflicted on
us by the French, and a certain relief n o t .
to be again called, at my age, into the
THE
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field. I may have been too anxious, but a
bystander sees more of the game than they
who' are playing, and I believe I have had
cause to feel uneasy. But the Ship of State
is afloat, or very nearly so, and, considering myself as a passenger only, I shall trust
to Heaven and the mariners, whose duty
it is to steer us into a safe port of peace
and prosperity.
[The general died on December fourteenth of this year, seventeen hundred and
ninety-nine.]

END

GLAMOUR
BY L U L U W H E D O N

MITCHELL

V E read so long in the Book of the Brave,
the tramp of their feet
I InHI Ahear
the quiet village street.
I catch the sound of an echoing cheer.
Blown down the night wind, faintly clear.
And the drums' unfaltering beat.
I have read so long in the Book of the Brave,
Their flags go streaming by,
Sharp comes the sentry's cry;
The shaded light of my study lamp
Seems a low glimmer from some still camp
Where the sleeping soldiers lie.
I have read so long in the Book of the Brave,
I march where the heroes are;
On my breast I feel a scar.
I turn to gaze on the rayless night;
The gloom is cleft by a beacon-light.
And behold—the bivouac star!
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