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I  SELECTIONS
John Winthrop (1588-1649): from “A Model of Christian Charity” (1630)
[Winthrop’s sermon, long circulated in manuscript but not published until the nineteenth-century, is available in various web formats, which have been consulted for this selection: in 1838 it was edited and published by George Fulsom for The Massachusetts Historical Society; in 1869 it was edited and published in Robert C. Winthrop’s Life and Letters of John Winthrop; in 1916 it was edited and published by Samuel Eliot Morison in Old South Leaflets series; in 1931 it was again published by the Massachusetts Historical Society.  Checked for accuracy with Perry Miller, ed., The American Puritans: Their Prose and Poetry (Garden City, New York: Anchor Books, 1956), pp. 79-83.]

John Winthrop led a group of English Puritans to settle the Massachusetts Bay Colony in 1630 and was elected their governor.  “A Model of Christian Charity” was delivered in the middle of the Atlantic, aboard the Arbella.  Winthrop set the idealistic goal for Boston: “be as a city upon a hill” but also expressed anxieties over the city’s failure to fulfill its promise.”
God Almighty in His most holy and wise providence hath so disposed of the condition of mankind as in all times some must be rich, some poor, some high and eminent in power and dignity, others mean in subjection.

The reason hereof: First, to hold conformity with the rest of His works, being delighted to show forth the glory of His wisdom in the variety and difference of the creatures and the glory of His power, in ordering all these differences for the preservation and good of the whole, and the glory of His greatness: that as it is the glory of princes to have many officers, so this great King will have many stewards, counting Himself more honored in dispensing his gifts to man by man than if He did it by His own immediate hand. 

Secondly, that He might have the more occasion to manifest the work of His Spirit: first, upon the wicked in moderating and restraining them, so that the rich and mighty should not eat up the poor, nor the poor and despised rise up against their superiors and shake off their yoke; secondly, in the regenerate, in exercising His graces in them -- as in the great ones, their love, mercy, gentleness, temperance etc., in the poor and inferior sort, their faith, patience, obedience etc. 

Thirdly, that every man might have need of other, and from hence they might be all knit more nearly together in the bond of brotherly affection.  From hence it appears plainly that no man is made more honorable than another, or more wealthy etc., out of any particular and singular respect to himself, but for the glory of his creator and the common good of the creature, man. Therefore God still reserves the property of these gifts to Himself (Ezekiel, 16.17).  He there calls wealth His gold and His silver, etc. (Proverbs 3.9).  He claims their service as His due: “Honor the Lord with thy riches.”  All men being thus (by divine providence) ranked into two sorts, rich and poor, under the first are comprehended all such as are able to live comfortably by their own means duly improved; and all others are poor, according to the former distribution.
There are two rules whereby we are to walk, one towards another: in both the former respects, the law of nature and the law of grace, or the moral law or the law of the Gospel – to omit the rule of justice as not properly belonging to this purpose, otherwise than it may fall into consideration in some particular cases.  By the first of these laws, man, as he was enabled so, withal [is] commanded to love his neighbor as himself; upon this ground stand all the precepts of the moral law, which concerns our dealings with men.  To apply this to the works of mercy, this law requires two things: first, that every man afford his help to another in every want or distress; secondly, that he perform this out of the same affection which makes him careful of his own good according to that of our savior (Matthew 7, 12): “Whatsoever ye would that men should do to you.”  This was practiced by Abraham and Lot in entertaining the angels and the old man of Gibea…. 

Thus stands the cause between God and us: we are entered into covenant with Him for this work; we have taken out a commission, the Lord hath given us leave to draw our own articles. We have professed to enterprise these actions, upon these and these ends; we have hereupon besought Him of favor and blessing.  Now if the Lord shall please to hear us, and bring us in peace to the place we desire, then hath He ratified this covenant and sealed our Commission, [and] will expect a strict performance of the articles contained in it.  But if we shall neglect the observation of these articles, which are the ends we have propounded, and, dissembling with our God, shall fall to embrace this present world and prosecute our carnal intentions, seeking great things for ourselves and our posterity, the Lord will surely break out in wrath against us, be revenged of such a perjured people, and make us know the price of the breach of such a covenant. 

Now the only way to avoid this shipwreck, and to provide for our posterity, is to follow the counsel of Micah: to do justly, to love mercy, to walk humbly with our God. For this end, we must be knit together in this work as one man.  We must entertain each other in brotherly affection; we must be willing to abridge ourselves of our superfluities, for the supply of others' necessities; we must uphold a familiar commerce together in all meekness, gentleness, patience and liberality; we must delight in each other, make others' conditions our own, rejoice together, mourn together, labor and suffer together, always having before our eyes our commission and community in the work, our community as members of the same body.  So shall we keep the unity of the spirit in the bond of peace.  The Lord will be our God, and delight to dwell among us, as His own people, and will command a blessing upon us in all our ways, so that we shall see much more of His wisdom, power, goodness and truth than formerly we have been acquainted with.  We shall find that the God of Israel is among us, when ten of us shall be able to resist a thousand of our enemies, when He shall make us a praise and glory, that men shall say of succeeding plantations: “the Lord make it like that of New England.”  For we must consider that we shall be as a city upon a hill, the eyes of all people are upon us, so that if we shall deal falsely with our God in this work we have undertaken, and so cause Him to withdraw his present help from us, we shall be made a story and a by-word through the world: we shall open the mouths of enemies to speak evil of the ways of God and all professors for God's sake; we shall shame the faces of many of God's worthy servants, and cause their prayers to be turned into curses upon us, till we be consumed out of the good land whither we are going. 

***
Anne Bradstreet (1612-1672): “Before the Birth of One of Her Children” 
[Source for “Before the Birth of One of Her Children”: The Works of Anne Bradstreet in Prose and Verse. John Harvard Ellis, ed. (Charlestown: A. E. Cutter, 1867).  An Electronic Edition.  Copyright 2003. This text is freely available provided the text is distributed with the header information provided.  Checked for accuracy with Perry Miller, ed., The American Puritans: Their Prose and Poetry (Garden City, New York: Anchor Books, 1956), p. 280.]
Anne Bradstreet was America’s first poet.  An original settler in Boston in 1630, she was both the daughter and wife of governors of Massachusetts.  Her poetry established the importance of the spiritual autobiography as a primary form of self-expression in Boston.  Her Meditations were composed as a diary and left to her children.  “Before the Birth of One of Her Children” and
this passage from her diary show her translation of her actual journey to Boston as a spiritual journey to “the city above.”
“Before the Birth of One of Her Children”

All things within this fading world hath end,
Adversity doth still our joys attend;
No ties so strong, no friends so dear and sweet,
But with death's parting blow are sure to meet.
The sentence past is most irrevocable,
A common thing, yet oh, inevitable.
How soon, my Dear, death may my steps attend,
How soon't may be thy lot to lose thy friend,
We both are ignorant, yet love bids me
These farewell lines to recommend to thee,
That when the knot's untied that made us one,
I may seem thine, who in effect am none.
And if I see not half my days that's due,
What nature would, God grant to yours and you;
The many faults that well you know I have
Let be interred in my oblivious grave;
If any worth or virtue were in me,
Let that live freshly in thy memory
And when thou feel'st no grief, as I no harmes,
Yet love thy dead, who long lay in thine arms,
And when thy loss shall be repaid with gains
Look to my little babes, my dear remains.
And if thou love thyself, or loved'st me,
These O protect from stepdame's injury.
And if chance to thine eyes shall bring this verse,
With some sad sighs honor my absent hearse;
And kiss this paper for thy dear love's sake, 
Who with salt tears this last farewell did take.
Meditation # 53 
He that is to sail into a far country, although the ship, cabin and provision be all convenient and comfortable for him, yet he hath no desire to make that his place of residence, but longs to put in at that port where his business lies.  A Christian is sailing through this world unto his heavenly country, and here he hath many conveniences and comforts; but he must beware of desiring to make this the place of his abode, lest he meet with such tossing that may cause him to long for shore before he sees land.  We must, therefore, be here as strangers and pilgrims, that we may plainly declare that we seek a city above, and wait all the days of our appointed time till our change shall come.
***
Benjamin Franklin (1706-1790): from The Autobiography of Benjamin Franklin (1771)  
[Source: Project Guttenberg.  Checked for accuracy with Autobiography in Benjamin Franklin: Writings (New York: The Library of America, 1987), pp. 1323-1326, 1329.]

Benjamin Franklin, a Founding Father of the nation, was a man of many talents: writer, publisher, inventor, diplomat, scientist, and philosopher.  A year after his death, his autobiography, written for his son William, then the Governor of New Jersey, was published in Paris, entitled Memoires De La Vie Privee. The first English translation, The Private Life of the Late Benjamin Franklin, LL.D. Originally Written By Himself, And Now Translated From The French, was published in London in 1793.  Franklin’s Boston was a Puritan prison from which he escaped, carrying many Bostonian values with him as he joined other in inventing America. 


My brother had, in 1720 or 1721, begun to print a newspaper.  It was the second that appeared in America, and was called the New England Courant.  The only one before it was the Boston News-Letter.  I remember his being dissuaded by some of his friends from the undertaking, as not likely to succeed, one newspaper being, in their judgment, enough for America.  At this time (1771) there are not less than five-and-twenty.  He went on, however, with the undertaking, and after having worked in composing the types and printing off the sheets, I was employed to carry the papers through the streets to the customers.


He had some ingenious men among his friends, who amused themselves by writing little pieces for this paper, which gained it credit and made it more in demand, and these gentlemen often visited us.  Hearing their conversations, and their accounts of the approbation their papers were received with, I was excited to try my hand among them; but, being still a boy, and suspecting that my brother would object to printing anything of mine in his paper if he knew it to be mine, I contrived to disguise my hand, and, writing an anonymous paper, I put it in at night under the door of the printing-house. It was found in the morning, and communicated to his writing friends when they called in as usual.  They read it, commented on it in my hearing, and I had the exquisite pleasure of finding it met with their approbation, and that, in their different guesses at the author, none were named but men of some character among us for learning and ingenuity.  I suppose now that I was rather lucky in my judges, and that perhaps they were not really so very good ones as I then esteemed them.


Encouraged, however, by this, I wrote and conveyed in the same way to the press several more papers which were equally approved; and I kept my secret till my small fund of sense for such performances was pretty well exhausted and then I discovered it, when I began to be considered a little more by my brother's acquaintance, and in a manner that did not quite please him, as he thought, probably with reason, that it tended to make me too vain.  And, perhaps, this might be one occasion of the differences that we began to have about this time.  Though a brother, he considered himself as my master, and me as his apprentice, and accordingly, expected the same services from me as he would from another, while I thought he demeaned me too much in some he required of me, who from a brother expected more indulgence.  Our disputes were often brought before our father, and I fancy I was either generally in the right, or else a better pleader, because the judgment was generally in my favor.  But my brother was passionate, and had often beaten me, which I took extremely amiss; and, thinking my apprenticeship very tedious, I was continually wishing for some opportunity of shortening it, which at length offered in a manner unexpected.  I fancy his harsh and tyrannical treatment of me might be a means of impressing me with that aversion to arbitrary power that has stuck to me through my whole life.


One of the pieces in our newspaper on some political point, which I have now forgotten, gave offense to the Assembly.  He was taken up, censured, and imprisoned for a month, by the speaker's warrant, I suppose, because he would not discover his author.  I too was taken up and examined before the council; but, though I did not give them any satisfaction, they contented themselves with admonishing me, and dismissed me, considering me, perhaps, as an apprentice, who was bound to keep his master's secrets.


During my brother's confinement, which I resented a good deal, notwithstanding our private differences, I had the management of the paper; and I made bold to give our rulers some rubs in it, which my brother took very kindly, while others began to consider me in an unfavorable light, as a young genius that had a turn for libeling and satyr.  My brother's discharge was accompanied with an Order of the House (a very odd one), that "James Franklin should no longer print the paper called the New England Courant."


There was a consultation held in our printing-house among his friends, what he should do in this case.  Some proposed to evade the order by changing the name of the paper; but my brother, seeing inconveniences in that, it was finally concluded on as a better way, to let it be printed for the future under the name of Benjamin Franklin. And to avoid the censure of the Assembly, that might fall on him as still printing it by his apprentice, the contrivance was that my old indenture should be returned to me, with a full discharge on the back of it, to be shown on occasion, but to secure to him the benefit of my service, I was to sign new indentures for the remainder of the term, which were to be kept private.  A very flimsy scheme it was, but however, it was immediately executed, and the paper went on accordingly, under my name for several months.


At length, a fresh difference arising between my brother and me, I took upon me to assert my freedom, presuming that he would not venture to produce the new indentures.  It was not fair in me to take this advantage, and this I therefore reckon one of the first errata of my life. But the unfairness of it weighed little with me, when under the impressions of resentment for the blows his passion too often urged him to bestow upon me, though he was otherwise not an ill-natured man:  perhaps I was too saucy and provoking.


When he found I would leave him, he took care to prevent my getting employment in any other printing-house of the town, by going round and speaking to every master, who accordingly refused to give me work.  I then thought of going to New York, as the nearest place where there was a printer; and I was rather inclined to leave Boston when I reflected that I had already made myself a little obnoxious to the governing party, and, from the arbitrary proceedings of the Assembly in my brother's case, it was likely I might, if I stayed, soon bring myself into scrapes; and farther, that my indiscrete disputations about religion began to make me pointed at with horror by good people as an infidel or atheist.  I determined on the point, but my father now siding with my brother, I was sensible that, if I attempted to go openly, means would be used to prevent me.  My friend Collins, therefore, undertook to manage a little for me.

He agreed with the captain of a New York sloop for my passage, under the notion of my being a young acquaintance of his, that had got a naughty girl with child, whose friends would compel me to marry her, and therefore I could not appear or come away publicly.  So I sold some of my books to raise a little money, was taken on board privately, and as we had a fair wind, in three days I found myself in New York, near 300 miles from home, a boy of but 17, without the least recommendation to, or knowledge of any person in the place, and with very little money in my pocket.


My inclinations for the sea were by this time worn out, or I might now have gratified them.  But, having a trade, and supposing myself a pretty good workman, I offered my service to the printer in the place, old Mr. William Bradford, who had been the first printer in Pennsylvania, but removed from thence upon the quarrel of George Keith.  He could give me no employment, having little to do, and help enough already; but says he, "My son at Philadelphia has lately lost his principal hand, Aquila Rose, by death; if you go thither, I believe he may employ you."  Philadelphia was a hundred miles further; I set out, however, in a boat for Amboy, leaving my chest and things to follow me round by sea….


[In Philadelphia] I walked up the street, gazing about till near the market-house I met a boy with bread.  I had made many a meal on bread, and, inquiring where he got it, I went immediately to the baker's he directed me to, in Second Street, and asked for biscuit, intending such as we had in Boston; but they, it seems, were not made in Philadelphia.  Then I asked for a three-penny loaf, and was told they had none such.  So not considering or knowing the difference of money, and the greater cheapness nor the names of his bread, I made him give me three-penny worth of any sort.  He gave me, accordingly, three great puffy rolls.  I was surprised at the quantity, but took it, and, having no room in my pockets, walked off with a roll under each arm, and eating the other.  Thus I went up Market-street as far as Fourth-street, passing by the door of Mr. Read, my future wife's father; when she, standing at the door, saw me, and thought I made, as I certainly did, a most awkward, ridiculous appearance.  Then I turned and went down Chestnut-street and part of Walnut-street, eating my roll all the way, and, corning round, found myself again at Market-street wharf, near the boat I came in, to which I went for a draught of the river water; and, being filled with one of my rolls, gave the other two to a woman and her child that came down the river in the boat with us, and were waiting to go farther.


Thus refreshed, I walked again up the street, which by this time had many clean-dressed people in it, who were all walking the same way.  I joined them, and thereby was led into the great meeting-house of the Quakers near the market.  I sat down among them, and, after looking round awhile and hearing nothing said, being very drowsy thro' labor and want of rest the preceding night, I fell fast asleep, and continued so till the meeting broke up, when one was kind enough to rouse me.  This was, therefore, the first house I was in, or slept in, in Philadelphia.


Walking down again toward the river, and, looking in the faces of people, I met a young Quaker man, whose countenance I liked, and, accosting him, requested he would tell me where a stranger could get lodging.  We were then near the sign of the Three Mariners.  "Here," says he, "is one place that entertains strangers, but it is not a reputable house; if thee wilt walk with me, I'll show thee a better."  He brought me to the Crooked Billet in Water-street. Here I got a dinner; and, while I was eating it, several sly questions were asked me, as it seemed to be suspected from my youth and appearance, that I might be some runaway.


After dinner, my sleepiness returned, and being shown to a bed, I lay down without undressing, and slept till six in the evening, was called to supper, went to bed again very early, and slept soundly till next morning.  Then I made myself as tidy as I could, and went to Andrew Bradford the printer's. I found in the shop the old man his father, whom I had seen at New York, and who, traveling on horseback, had got to Philadelphia before me.  He introduced me to his son, who received me civilly, gave me a breakfast, but told me he did not at present want a hand, being lately supplied with one; but there was another printer in town, lately set up, one Keimer, who, perhaps, might employ me; if not, I should be welcome to lodge at his house, and he would give me a little work to do now and then till fuller business should offer.

***
Phillis Wheatley (1753-1784): from Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral (1773) 

[Source: Project Guttenberg.  Checked for accuracy with Nina Baym, General ed., The Norton Anthology of American Literature: Volume A: Beginnings to 1800, Seventh Edition, (New York: W.W. Norton & Company, 2007), pp. 752-753, 755-756.  Based upon The Poems of Phillis Wheatley (1966, rev. 1989), Julian D. Mason, ed.]

Born in Gambia (now Senegal), Phillis Wheatley  became a slave at age seven. Taken to America in 1761 aboard a slave ship called "Phillis," she was purchased and named in Boston by John Wheatley and his family. The Wheatley family educated her and she was baptized at Old South Meeting House.   In 1773 Wheatley published her only book, Poems on Various Subjects, Religious and Moral.  She not only learned to master English verse forms, but incorporated Puritan moral and religious values into her experience as a slave in Boston.
“On Being Brought from Africa to America”

'Twas mercy brought me from my Pagan land,

Taught my benighted soul to understand

That there's a God, that there's a Savior too:

Once I redemption neither fought now knew,

Some view our sable race with scornful eye,

"Their color is a diabolic die."

Remember, Christians, Negroes, black as Cain,

May be refined, and join the angelic train.

“To The University of Cambridge, in New England”

While an intrinsic ardor prompts to write,

The muses promise to assist my pen;

'Twas not long since I left my native shore

The land of errors, and Egyptian gloom:

Father of mercy, 'twas thy gracious hand

Brought me in safety from those dark abodes.
     Students, to you 'tis given to scan the heights

Above, to traverse the ethereal space,

And mark the systems of revolving worlds.

Still more, ye sons of science ye receive

The blissful news by messengers from Heav'n,

How Jesus' blood for your redemption flows.

See him with hands out-stretched upon the cross;

Immense compassion in His bosom glows;

He hears revilers, nor resents their scorn:

What matchless mercy in the Son of God!

When the whole human race by sin had fall'n,

He deigned to die that they might rise again,

And share with Him in the sublimest skies,

Life without death, and glory without end.
     Improve your privileges while they stay,

Ye pupils, and each hour redeem, that bears

Or good or bad report of you to Heav'n.

Let sin, that baneful evil to the soul,

By you be shunned, nor once remit your guard;

Suppress the deadly serpent in its egg.

Ye blooming plants of human race divine,

An Ethiop tells you 'tis your greatest foe;

Its transient sweetness turns to endless pain,

And in immense perdition sinks the soul.

-----
Letters from Abigail Adams (1744-1818) to John Adams (1735-1826)
[Source: Charles Francis Adams, ed., Letters of Mrs. Adams (Boston, 1840), 1, 39-90 passim. http://www.shsu.edu/~his_ncp/Adam1775.html.  Excerpted from American History Told by Contemporaries, Vol. II: Building of the Republic, Albert Bushnell Hart, ed. (New York, MacMillan, 1899), pp. 550-554.]
John Adams, a Founding Father, was the second President of the United States (1797–1801).  In 1764, Adams married Abigail Smith, the daughter of a Congregational minister, Rev. William Smith, at Weymouth, Massachusetts.  Abigail Adams wrote these memorable letters to her husband while he was in Philadelphia, during the Continental Congresses. 
Sunday, 18 June, I775  The day, perhaps, the decisive day, is come, on which the fate of America depends.  My bursting heart must find vent at my pen.  I have just heard, that our dear friend, Dr. Warren, is no more, but fell gloriously fighting for his country; saying, better to die honorably in the field, than ignominiously hang upon the gallows.  Great is our loss.  He has distinguished himself in every engagement, by his courage and fortitude, by animating the soldiers, and leading them on by his own example.  A particular account of these dreadful, but I hope glorious days will be transmitted you, no doubt, in the exactest manner.

"The race is not to the swift. nor the battle to the strong; but the God of Israel is he, that giveth strength and power unto his people. Trust in him at all times, ye people, pour out your hearts before him; God is a refuge for us."  Charlestown is laid in ashes.  The battle began upon our intrenchments upon Bunker's Hill, Saturday morning about three o'clock, and has not ceased yet, and it is now three o'clock Sabbath afternoon.

It is expected they will come out over the Neck to-night, and a dreadful battle must ensue. Almighty God, cover the heads of our countrymen, and be a shield to our dear friends!  How many have fallen, we know not.  The constant roar of the cannon is so distressing, that we cannot eat, drink, or sleep.  May we be supported and sustained in the dreadful conflict.  I shall tarry here till it is thought unsafe by my friends, and then I have secured myself a retreat at your brother's, who has kindly offered me part of his house. I cannot compose myself to write any further at present. I will add more as I hear further....

16 July, 1775   The appointment of the generals Washington and Lee gives universal satisfaction.  The people have the highest opinion of Lee's abilities, but you know the continuation of the popular breath depends much upon favorable events. I had the pleasure of seeing both the generals and their aids-de-camp soon after their arrival, and of being personally made known to them.  They very politely express their regard for you. . . .

I was struck with General Washington.  You had prepared me to entertain a favorable opinion of him, but I thought the half was not told me.  Dignity with ease and complacency, the gentleman and soldier, look agreeably blended in him.  Modesty marks every line and feature of his face....

. . . As to intelligence from Boston, it is but very seldom we are able to collect any thing that may be relied on; and to report the vague, flying rumors, would be endless.  I heard yesterday, by one Mr. Roulstone, a goldsmith, who got out in a fishing schooner, that their distress increased upon them fast.  Their beef is all spent; their malt and cider all gone.  All the fresh provisions they can procure, they are obliged to give to the sick and wounded.  Thirteen of our men who were in jail, and were wounded at the battle of Charlestown, were dead.  No man dared now to be seen talking to his friend in the street.  They were obliged to be within, every evening, at ten o'clock, according to martial law; nor could any inhabitant walk any street in town after that time, without a pass from Gage.  He has ordered all the molasses to be distilled up into rum for the soldiers; taken away all licenses, and given out others, obliging to a forfeiture of ten pounds, if any rum is sold without written orders from the general....

As to the situation of the camps, our men are in general healthy, much more so at Roxbury than at Cambridge, and the camp is in vastly better order.  General Thomas has the character of an excellent officer. His merit has certainly been overlooked, as modest merit generally is.  I hear General Washington is much pleased with his conduct.

Every article here in the West India way is very scarce and dear.  In six weeks we shall not be able to purchase any article of the kind. I wish you would let Bass get me one pound of pepper, and two yards of black calamanco for shoes.  I cannot wear leather, if I go barefoot.  Bass may make a fine profit if he lays in a stock for himself.  You can hardly imagine how much we want many common small articles, which are not manufactured amongst ourselves; but we will have them in time; not one pin to be purchased for love or money.  I wish you could convey me a thousand by any friend traveling this way.  It is very provoking to have such a plenty so near us, but, Tantalus-like, not be able to touch.  I should have been glad to have laid in a small stock of the West India articles, but I cannot get one copper; no person thinks of paying any thing, and I do not choose to run in debt.

We have not yet been much distressed for grain.  Every thing at present looks blooming. O that peace would once more extend her olive branch .....

12 November, 1775   The intelligence you will receive before this reaches you, will, I should think, make a plain path, though a dangerous one, for you.  I could not join to-day, in the petitions of our worthy pastor, for a reconciliation between our no longer parent state, but tyrant state, and these colonies.  Let us separate; they are unworthy to be our brethren.  Let us renounce them; and, instead of supplications as formerly, for their prosperity and happiness, let us beseech the Almighty to blast their counsels, and bring to nought all their devices....

Saturday Evening, 2 March, I776   I heartily wish every Tory was extirpated from America; they are continually, by secret means, undermining and injuring our cause.

I am charmed with the sentiments of " Common Sense," and wonder how an honest heart, one who wishes the welfare of his country and the happiness of posterity, can hesitate one moment at adopting them. I want to know how these sentiments are received in Congress.  I dare say there would be no difficulty in procuring a vote and instructions from all the Assemblies in New England for Independency. I most sincerely wish, that now, in the lucky moment, it might be done.

I have been kept in a continual state of anxiety and expectation, ever since you left me. It has been said "to-morrow" and "to-morrow" for this month, but when the dreadful to-morrow will be, I know not.  But hark!  The house this instant shakes with the roar of cannon.  I have been to the door and find it is a cannonade from our army.  Orders, I find, are come for all the remaining militia to repair to the lines Monday night by twelve o'clock. No sleep for me to-night. And if I cannot, who have no guilt upon my soul with regard to this cause, how shall the miserable wretches, who have been the procurers of this dreadful scene, and those who are to be the actors, lie down with the load of guilt upon their souls?

Sunday Evening, 3 March   I went to bed after twelve, but got no rest; the cannon continued firing, and my heart beat pace with them all night.  We have had a pretty quiet day, but what to-morrow will bring forth, God only knows.

Monday Evening   Tolerably quiet.  To-day the militia have all mustered, with three days' provision, and are all marched by three o'clock this afternoon, though their notice was no longer ago than eight o'clock, Saturday.  And now we have scarcely a man, but our regular guards, either in Weymouth, Hingham, Braintree, or Milton, and the militia from the more remote towns are called in as seacoast guards. Can you form to yourself an idea of our sensations?

I have just returned from Penn's Hill, where I have been sitting to hear the amazing roar of cannon, and from whence I could see every shell which was thrown.  The sound, I think, is one of the grandest in nature, and is of the true species of the sublime. 'Tis now an incessant roar; but O ! the fatal ideas, which are connected with the sound ! How many of our dear countrymen must fall !

Tuesday Morning   I went to bed about twelve, and rose again a little after one.  I could no more sleep, than if I had been in the engagement; the rattling of the windows, the jar of the house, the continual roar of twenty-four pounders, and the bursting of shells, give us such ideas, and realize a scene to us of which we could form scarcely any conception.  About six, this morning, there was quiet. I rejoiced in a few hours' calm. I hear we got possession of Dorchester hill last night; four thousand men upon it to-day; lost but one man.  The ships are all drawn round the town. To-night we shall realize a more terrible scene still.  I sometimes think I cannot stand it.  I wish myself with you, out of hearing, as I cannot assist them.  I hope to give you joy of Boston, even if it is in ruins, before I send this away.  I am too much agitated to write as I ought, and languid for want of rest.

***
Nathaniel Hawthorne (1804-1864): “The Prison Door,” from The Scarlet Letter (1850) 

[Source: Project Gutenberg.  Checked for accuracy with Nathaniel Hawthorne: Novels (New York: The Library of America, 1983), pp. 158-159.]
Nathaniel Hawthorne, novelist and tale-teller, was a central presence in the American literary renaissance.  Along with John Winthrop in the 17th-century and Robert Lowell in the 20th-century, Hawthorne was most important in shaping the idea of Boston.

A throng of bearded men, in sad-colored garments and grey steeple-crowned hats, intermixed with women, some wearing hoods, and others bareheaded, was assembled in front of a wooden edifice, the door of which was heavily timbered with oak, and studded with iron spikes.


The founders of a new colony, whatever Utopia of human virtue and happiness they might originally project, have invariably recognized it among their earliest practical necessities to allot a portion of the virgin soil as a cemetery, and another portion as the site of a prison.  In accordance with this rule it may safely be assumed that the forefathers of Boston had built the first prison-house somewhere in the Vicinity of Cornhill, almost as seasonably as they marked out the first burial-ground, on Isaac Johnson's lot, and round about his grave, which subsequently became the nucleus of all the congregated sepulchres in the old church-yard of King's Chapel.  Certain it is, that, some fifteen or twenty years after the settlement of the town, the wooden jail was already marked with weather-stains and other indications of age, which gave a yet darker aspect to its beetle-browed and gloomy front.  The rust on the ponderous

iron-work of its oaken door looked more antique than anything else in the new world.  Like all that pertains to crime, it seemed never to have known a youthful era.  Before this ugly edifice, and between it and the wheel-track of the street, was a grass-plot, much overgrown with burdock, pig-weed, apple-peru, and such unsightly vegetation, which evidently found something congenial in the soil that had so early borne the black flower of civilized society, a prison.  But, on one side of the portal, and rooted almost at the threshold, was a wild rose-bush, covered, in this month of June, with its delicate gems, which might be imagined to offer their fragrance and fragile beauty to the prisoner as he went in, and to the condemned criminal as he came forth to his doom, in token that the deep heart of Nature could pity and be kind to him.


This rose-bush, by a strange chance, has been kept alive in history; but whether it had merely survived out of the stern old wilderness, so long after the fall of the gigantic pines and oaks that originally overshadowed it, -- or whether, as there is fair authority for believing, it had sprung up under the footsteps of the sainted Ann Hutchinson, as she entered the prison-door, -- we shall not take upon us to determine.  Finding it so directly on the threshold of our narrative, which is now about to issue from that inauspicious portal, we could hardly do otherwise than pluck one of its flowers, and present it to the reader.  It may serve, let us hope, to symbolize some sweet moral blossom that may be found along the track, or relieve the darkening close of a tale of human frailty and sorrow.

***
Oliver Wendell Holmes (1809-1894) 

[Source: Project Gutenberg.  Checked for accuracy with American Poetry: the Nineteenth Century (New York: The Library of America, 1984), pp. 560.]
Oliver Wendell Holmes -- physician, essayist, Fireside Poet and “Autocrat of the Breakfast Table” – was the poet laureate of Brahmin Boston. 
From “The Deacon’s Masterpiece or, the Wonderful ‘One-Hoss Shay’ 
A Logical Story” (1858)
Have you heard of the wonderful one-hoss-shay,

That was built in such a logical way

It ran a hundred years to a day,

And then, of a sudden, it -- ah, but stay,

I'll tell you what happened without delay,

Scaring the parson into fits,

Frightening people out of their wits, --

Have you ever heard of that, I say?

Seventeen hundred and fifty-five.

Georgius Secundus was then alive, --

Snuffy old drone from the German hive!
That was the year when Lisbon-town

Saw the earth open and gulp her down,

And Braddock's army was done so brown,

Left without a scalp to its crown.

It was on the terrible Earthquake-day

That the Deacon finished the one-hoss-shay.

Now in building of chaises, I tell you what,

There is always somewhere a weakest spot, --

In hub, tire, felloe, in spring or thill,

In panel, or crossbar, or floor, or sill,

In screw, bolt, thoroughbrace, -- lurking still
Find it somewhere you must and will, --

Above or below, or within or without, --

And that's the reason, beyond a doubt,

That a chaise breaks down, but doesn't wear out.

But the Deacon swore (as Deacons do,

With an "I dew vum," or an "I tell yeou,")

He would build one shay to beat the taown

'n' the keounty 'n' all the kentry raoun';

It should be so built that it couldn' break daown:
-- "Fur," said the Deacon, "'t's mighty plain

Thut the weakes' place mus' stan' the strain;

'n' the way t' fix it, uz I maintain,

     Is only jest

T' make that place uz strong uz the rest.”
So the Deacon inquired of the village folk

Where he could find the strongest oak,

That couldn't be split nor bent nor broke, --

That was for spokes and floor and sills;

He sent for lancewood to make the thills;

The crossbars were ash, from the straightest trees;

The panels of white-wood, that cuts like cheese,

But lasts like iron for things like these;

The hubs of logs from the "Settler's ellum," --

Last of its timber, -- they couldn't sell 'em,

Never an axe had seen their chips,

And the wedges flew from between their lips,

Their blunt ends frizzled like celery-tips;

Step and prop-iron, bolt and screw,

Spring, tire, axle, and linchpin too,

Steel of the finest, bright and blue;

Thoroughbrace bison-skin, thick and wide;

Boot, top, dasher, from tough old hide

Found in the pit when the tanner died.

That was the way he "put her through." --

"There!" said the Deacon, "naow she'll dew."

Do! I tell you, I rather guess

She was a wonder, and nothing less!

Colts grew horses, beards turned gray,

Deacon and deaconess dropped away,

Children and grandchildren--where were they?

But there stood the stout old one-hoss shay

As fresh as on Lisbon-earthquake-day!
EIGHTEEN HUNDRED; -- it came and found

The Deacon's Masterpiece strong and sound.

Eighteen hundred increased by ten; --

"Hahnsum kerridge" they called it then.

Eighteen hundred and twenty came; --

Running as usual; much the same.

Thirty and forty at last arrive,

And then come fifty, and FIFTY-FIVE.

Little of all we value here

Wakes on the morn of its hundredth year

Without both feeling and looking queer.

In fact, there's nothing that keeps its youth,

So far as I know, but a tree and truth.

(This is a moral that runs at large;

Take it. -- You're welcome. -- No extra charge.)

FIRST OF NOVEMBER, -- the Earthquake-day, --

There are traces of age in the one-hoss shay,

A general flavor of mild decay,

But nothing local, as one may say.

There couldn't be, -- for the Deacon's art

Had made it so like in every part

That there was n't a chance for one to start.

For the wheels were just as strong as the thills,

And the floor was just as strong as the sills,

And the panels just as strong as the floor,

And the whippletree neither less nor more,

And the back-crossbar as strong as the fore,

And spring and axle and hub encore.
And yet, as a whole, it is past a doubt

In another hour it will be worn out!
First of November, “Fifty-five!

This morning the parson takes a drive.

Now, small boys, get out of the way!

Here comes the wonderful one-horse-shay,
Drawn by a rat-tailed, ewe-necked bay.

"Huddup!" said the parson.--Off went they.
The parson was working his Sunday's text, --

Had got to fifthly, and stopped perplexed

At what the – Moses -- was coming next.

All at once the horse stood still,

Close by the meet'n'-house on the hill.

-- First a shiver, and then a thrill,

Then something decidedly like a spill, --

And the parson was sitting upon a rock,

At half past nine by the meet'n'-house clock, --

Just the hour of the Earthquake shock!

-- What do you think the parson found,

When he got up and stared around?

The poor old chaise in a heap or mound,

As if it had been to the mill and ground!

You see, of course, if you're not a dunce,

How it went to pieces all at once, --

All at once, and nothing first, --

Just as bubbles do when they burst.

End of the wonderful one-hoss shay.

Logic is logic. That's all I say.   



