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132 PRIVATE YANKEE DOODLE
of the army, I had no “adventure” in it, but the firing was 
continued in one part or the other of the field the whole 
afternoon. Our troops remained on the field all night with 
the Commander in Chief. A regiment of Connecticut forces 
were sent to lie as near the enemy as possible and to watch 
their motions, but they disappointed us all. If my readers 
wish to know how they escaped so slyly without our knowl
edge, after such precautions being used to prevent it, I must 
tell them I know nothing about it. But if they will take the 
trouble to call upon John Trumbull, Esq., perhaps he will " 
satisfy their curiosity. If he should chance to be out of the 
way (and ten chances to one if he is not) apply to McFingaL 
Canto 4th.i^ ^ '

One little incident happened during the heat of the can- 
nonade, which I was eyewitness to, and which I think would 
be unpardonable not to mention. A woman whose husband 
belonged to the artillery and who was then attached to a 
piece in the engagement, attended with her husband at the 
piece the whole time. While in the act of reaching a cartridge 
and having one of her feet as far before the other as she 
could step, a cannon shot from the enemy passed directly 
between her legs without doing any other damage than 
carrying away all the lower part of her petticoat. Looking

“ ClmtoD, in his report of July 5. 1778. to Lord George Germain, said he
S. * advantage of the moon
light’ to move them off. In his Historical Detail of Seven Years* Campaigns, 
written later, and published with notes by William B. Willcox as The Amer
ican Rebellion, in 1954, Clinton omits the reference to moonlight. His original 
statement amused American contemporaries who knew that he filed off silently 
about midnight and that the new moon set that night at 10:55 p-m. John Trum
bull, one of the Connecticut Wits, tells in Canto Four of M’Fingal: A Modern

Fom, a satire published during the war, how Clinton “steals off on tip-
W tone, how grand he marched
oy light of moon.
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at it with apparent unconcern, she observed that it was 
lucky it did not pass a little higher, for in that case it might 
have carried away something else, and continued her occu
pation.^^

The next day after the action each, man received a gill of 
rum, but nothing to eat. We then joined our regiments in 
the line and marched for Hudson’s River. We marched by 
what was called "easy marches,” that is, we struck our tents 
at three o’clock in the morning, marched ten miles and then 
encamped, which would be about one or two o’clock in the 
afternoon. Every third day we rested all day. In this way 
we went to King’s Ferry,^^ where we crossed the Hudson. 
Each brigade furnished its own ferrymen to carry the troops 
across. I was one of the men from our brigade; we were 
still suffering for provisions. Nearly the last trip the batteau 
that I was in.made, while crossing the river empty, a large 
sturgeon (a fish in which this river abounds) seven or eight 
feet in length, in his gambolings, sprang directly into the 
boat, without doing any other damage than breaking down 
one of the seats of the boat. We crossed and took in our 
freight and recrossed, landed the men and our prize, gave 
orders to our several messmates as to the disposal of it, 
and proceeded on our business till the whole of the brigade 
had crossed the river, which was not long, we working with 
new energy in expectation of having something to eat when 
we had done our job. We then repaired to our messes to 
partake of the bounty of Providence, which we had so unex-

Mary Ludwig Hayes, wife of a Pennsylvania private whom she followed 
to war and who, this day, seems to have been assigned to a gun battery. A 
woman of no education who smoked, chewed tobacco, and “swore like a 
trooper,” she won immortal fame as Molly Pitcher.

The crossing from Stony Point to Verplanck’s Point
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pectedly received. I found my share, which was about the 
seventh part of It, cooked, that is, it was boiled in salt and 
water, and I fell to it and ate, perhaps, a pound and a half, 
for I well remember that I was as hungry as a vulture and 
as empty as a blown bladder. Many of the poor fellows 
thought us happy in being thus supplied; for my part I 
felt happy.

From King’s Ferry the army proceeded to Tarrytown, 
and from thence to the AVhite Plains.^^ Here we drew some 
small supplies of summer clothing of which we stood in 
great need. While we lay here, I, with some of my comrades 
who were in the battle of the White Plains in the year ’76, 
one day took a ramble on the ground where we were then 
engaged with the British and took a survey of the place. We 
saw a number of the graves of those who fell in that battle. 
Some of the bodies had been so slightly buried that the dogs 
or hogs, or both, had dug them out of the ground. Xhe 
skulls and other bones and hair were scattered about the 
place. Here were Hessian skulls as thick as a bombshell. 
Poor fellows 1 They were left unburied in a foreign land. 
They had, perhaps, as near and dear friends to lament 
their sad destiny as the Americans who lay buried near them. 
But they should have kept at home; we should then never 
have gone after them to kill them in their own country. But, 
the reader will say, they were forced to come and be killed 
here, forced by their rulers who have absolute power of life 
and death over their subjects. Well then, reader, bless a 
kind Providence that has made such a distinction between

Following Monmouth, with Clinton in New York, active operations came 
to an end for more than a year. “It is not a little pleasing,” Washington ob
served, “nor less wonderful to contemplate that, after two years Manoeuvring 
. . . both Armies are brought back to the very point they set out from.”
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your condition and theirs. And be careful, too, that you do 
not allow yourself ever to be brought to such an abject, 
servile and debased condition.

We lay at the White Plains some time. While here I was 
transferred to the Light Infantry,^® when I was immediately 
marched down to the lines. I had hard duty to perform 
during the remainder of the campaign. I shall not go into 
every particular, but only mention a few incidents and acci
dents which transpired.

There were three regiments of Light Infantry, composed 
of men from the whole main army. It was a motley group — 
Yankees, Irishmen, Buckskins and what not. The regiment 
that I belonged to was-made up of about one half New 
Englanders and the remainder were chiefly Pennsylvanians 
— two sets of people as opposite in manners and customs 
as light and darkness. Consequently, there was not much 
cordiality subsisting between us, for, to tell the sober truth, 
I had in those days as lief have been incorporated with a 
tribe of western Indians as with any of the southern troops, 
especially of those which consisted mostly, as the Pennsyl
vanians did, of foreigners. But I was among them and in 
the same regiment too, and under their officers (but the 
officers, in general, were gentlemen) and had to do duty 
with them. To make a bad matter worse, I was often, when 
on duty, the only Yankee that happened to be on the same 
tour for several days together. “The bloody Yankee,” or

15 Washington formed his first Light Infantry Corps in August, 1777, by draw
ing off picked men from the brigades. The chosen men were young, agile, and 
good shots. The corps proved so useful that Washington obtained authority 
to organize in every regiment a Light Company; during a campaign the com
panies were formed into a separate corps. The corps brought together after 
Monmouth was commanded by Colonel David Henley.
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the d d Yankee,” was the mildest epithets that they 

would bestow upon me at such times. It often made me 
think of home, or at least of my regiment of fellow Yankees.

Our regiment was commanded by a Colonel [Richard] 
Butler, a Pennsylvanian, the same, I believe, who was after
wards General Butler and was slain by the Indians at the 
defeat of General [Arthur] St. Clair at the Miamis, but 
of this I am not certain. He was a brave officer, but a 
fiery, austere hothead. Whenever he had a dispute with a 
brother officer, and that was pretty often, he would never 
resort to pistols and swords, but always to his fists. I have 
more than once or twice seen him with a “black eye,” and
have seep other officers that he had honored with the same 
badge.

As I have said before, I shall not be very minute in re
lating my “adventures” during my continuance in this serv
ice. The duty of the Light Infantry is the hardest, while in 
the field, of any troops in the army, if there is any hardest 
about it. During the time the army keeps the field they are 
always on the lines near the enemy, and consequently always 
on the alert, constantly on the watch. Marching and guard
keeping, with all the other duties of troops in the field, fall 
plentifully to their share. There is never any great danger of 
Light Infantry men dying of the scurvy.

We had not been long on the lines when our regiment was 
sent ofE, lower down towards the enemy, upon a scouting 
expedition. We marched all night. Just at day-dawn we 
halted in a field and concealed ourselves in some bushes. We 
placed our sentinels near the road, lying down behind bushes 
rocks and stoneheaps. The officers had got wind of a party 
of the enemy that was near us. A detachment of cavalry
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which accompanied us had taken the same precaution to 
prevent being discovered that the infantry had.

We had not been long in our present situation before we 
discovered a party of Hessian horsemen advancing up the 
road, directly to where we were lying in ambush for them. 
When the front of them had arrived “within hail," our 
colonel rose up from his lurking place and very civilly or
dered them to come to him. The party immediately halted, 
and as they saw but one man of us, the commander seemed 
to hesitate, and concluded, I suppose, not to be in too much 
of a hurry in obeying our colonel’s command, but that it 
was the best way for him to retrace his steps. Our colonel 
then, in a voice like thunder, called out to him, "Come here, 
you rascal!” but he paid very little attention to the colonel’s 
summons and began to endeavor to free himself from what, 
I suppose, he thought a bad neighborhood. Upon which our 
colonel ordered the whole regiment to rise from their am
bush and fire upon them. The order was quickly obeyed and 
served to quicken their steps considerably. Our horsemen 
had, while these transactions were in progress, by going 
round behind a small wood, got into their rear. We followed 
the enemy hard up, and when they met our horsemen there 
was a trifle of clashing. A part forced themselves past our 
cavalry and escaped; about thirty were taken and a number 
killed. We had none killed and but two or three of the 
horsemen slightly wounded. The enemy were armed with 
short rifles.

There was an Irishman belonging to our infantry, who, 
after the affray was over, seeing a wounded man belonging 
to the enemy lying in the road and unable to help himself, 
took pity on him, as he was in danger of being trodden upon
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by the horses, and having shouldered him was staggering 
off with his load, in order to get him to a place of more 
safety. While crossing a small worn-out bridge over a very 
muddy brook, he happened to jostle the poor fellow more 
than usual,, who cried out, “Good rebel, don’t hurt poor 
Hushman.” “Who do you call a rebel, you scoundrel?” 
said the Irishman, and tossed him off his shoulders as un
ceremoniously as though he had been a log of wood. He 
fell with his head into the mud, and as I passed I saw him 
struggling for life, but I had other business on my hands 
than to stop to assist him. I did sincerely pity the poor 
mortal, but pity him was all I could then do. What became 
of him after I saw him in the mud, I never knew; most 
likely he there made his final exit. The infantry marched off 
with the prisoners, and left the horsemen to keep the field, 
tdl we were out of danger with our prize; consequently I 
never heard anything more of him. But the Irishman re
minded me “that the tender of the wicked are cruel.”

Soon after this I had another fatiguing job to perform. 
There was a militia officer, a colonel, (his name I have for
gotten, though I think it was Jones) who had collected 
some stores of flour, pork, &c. for the use of the militia in 
his neighborhood, when any small parties of them were 
required for actual service. A party of the enemy, denomi
nated “Cowboys" (Refugees) had destroyed his stores.^® He 
solicited some men from the Light Infantry, to endeavor

“When British headquarters were in New York, their outposts extended from 
Kings Bridge to West Farms on the Bronx River. American outposts, with 
if PeekskiU, extended from Mamaroneck on Long Island Sound
to Dobbs Ferry on the Hudson. The area between was known as the neutral 
ground and was roamed by freebooters. The Tory sympathizers called them
selves Cowboys or Refugees, and the rebel sympathizers called themselves 
Planners — and both were more interested in booty than in principle.
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to capture some of the gang whom he was personally ac
quainted with, who belonged to, or were often at, Westches
ter, a village near King’s Bridge. Accordingly, a captain and 
two subaltern officers and about eighty men, of which I was 
one, was sent from our regiment, then lying at a village called 
Bedford, to his assistance.

We marched from our camp in the dusk of the evening 
and continued our march all night. We heard repeatedly, 
during the night, the Tories firing on our sentries that be
longed to the horse guards, who were stationed on the lines 
near the enemy. This was often practiced by those villains, 
not only upon the cavalry but the infantry also, when they 
thought they could do it with impunity. We arrived at the 
colonel’s early in the morning and stayed there through the 
day. At night the lieutenant of our detachment with a small 
party of our men, guided by two or three militia officers, 
were sent off in pursuit of some of those shooting gentry 
whom the colonel suspected.

We first went to a house ^here were a couple of free 
blacks who were strongly suspected of being of the number. 
The people of the house denied having any knowledge of 
such persons, but some of the men inquiring of a small boy 
belonging to the house, he very innocently told us that there 
were such men there and that they lay in a loft over the 
hogsty. We soon found their nest but the birds had flown. 
Upon further inquiry, however, we found their skulking 
place and took them both.

We then proceeded to another house, a mile or two dis
tant. Here we could not get any intelligence of the vermin 
we were in pursuit of. We, however, searched the house but 
found none. But we (the soldiers) desired the man who
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attended us with a light to show us into the dairy-house, 
pretending that the suspected persons might be there, and he 
accordingly accompanied us there. We found no enemy in 
this place, but we found a friend indeed, because a friend 
in need. Here was a plenty of good bread, milk and butter. 
We were as hungry as Indians, and immediately “fell to, 
and spared not,” while the man of the house held the candle 
and looked at us as we were devouring his eatables. I could 
not see his heart and of course could not tell what sort of 
thoughts “harbored there,” but I could see his face and that 
indicated pretty distinctly what passed in his mind. He said 
nothing, but I believe he had as lief his bread and butter 
had been arsenic as what it was. We cared little for his 
thoughts or his maledictions; they did not do us half so 
much hurt as his victuals did us good.

We then returned to our party at the colonel’s, where we 
arrived before daybreak. We stayed here through the day, 
drew some pork and biscuit, and prepared for our expedi
tion after the Cowboys. At dark we sat off, accompanied by 
the militia colonel and three or four subaltern militia offi
cers. This was the third night I had been on my feet, the 
whole time without any sleep, but go we must. We marched 
but a short way in the road, and then turned into the fields 
and pastures, over brooks and fences, through swamps, mire 
and woods, endeavoring to keep as clear of the inhabitants 
as possible. About midnight we crossed a road near a house, 
the inmates of which, I suppose, were friendly to our cause, 
as the officers ordered us to stand still and not to speak nor 
leave our places on any account whatever, while they all 
entered the house for a few minutes, upon what errand I 
know not. As soon as the officers joined us again we marched
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off. One of our sergeants having disobeyed orders and gone 
round to the back side of the house, unobserved by the rest 
of us, it being quite dark, upon some occasion best known 
to himself, we marched off and left him. We had not gone 
fifty rods before he returned to the place where we were 
standing when he left us, and not finding us there he hal
looed like a brave fellow; but the militia officers said that 
it would not do to answer, so we marched on and left him 
to find the way to camp, through what might with propriety 
be called an enemy's country, as well as he could. He, how
ever, arrived there, with some considerable difficulty, safe 
and sound.

We kept on still through the fields, avoiding the houses 
as much as possible. I shall never forget how tired and beat 
out I was. Every grove of trees or piece of woods I could 
discern, I hoped would prove a resting place, but there was 
no rest. About two o’clock we took to the high road when 
we were between the village of Westchester and King’s 
Bridge. We then came back to the village, where we were 
separated into small divisions, each led by an officer, either 
of our own or of the militia, and immediately entered all 
the suspected houses at once. What we had to do must be 
done quickly, as the enemy were so near that they might 
have been informed of us in less than half an hour. There 
were several men in the house into which I was led, but one 
only appeared to be obnoxious to the officer who led us. 
This man was a Tory Refugee, in green uniform; we Imme
diately secured him. An old man as blind as a bat came 
out of a bedroom, who appeared to be in great distress for 
fear there would be murder committed, as he termed it. I 
told him it Was impossible to commit murder with Refugees.
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forgotten what, and was determined not to stay there any 
longer, and endeavored to persuade me to go with him. I 
told him I had so short a time to serve and as there was a 
prospect that I should not have to stay so long as I had 
engaged to do, I would not go off like a scoundrel, get a 
bad name, and subject myself to suspicion and danger. I 
labored to persuade him to relinquish his foolish resolution 
and I thought I had, but he a few days after set off with 
himself and I have never heard of him since. I hope he did 
well, for he was a worthy young man.

Soon after this, an order was issued that all who had but 
four months to serve should, after they had cut two cords of 
wood near the garrison for firewood, be discharged. Accord
ingly, I cut my two cords of wood and obtained an honorable 
discharge, which the other man might have done if he had 
not been so hasty in his determination.

I now bid a final farewell to the service. I had obtained 
my settlement certificates and sold some of them and pur
chased some decent clothing, and then set off from West 
Point. I went into the Highlands, where. I accidentally came 
across an old messmate who had been at work there ever 
since he had left the army in June last, and, as it appeared, 
was on a courting expedition. I stopped a few days with him 
and worked at the farming business. I got acquainted with 
the people here, who were chiefly Dutch, and as winter was 
approaching and my friend recommended me to them, I 
agreed to teach a school amongst them. A fit person! I 
knew but little and they less, if possible. “Like people, like 
priest.” However, I stayed and had a school of. from twenty 
to thirty pupils, and probably I gave them satisfaction. If I 
did not, it was all one; I never heard anything to the con-
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trary. Anyhow, they wished me to stay and settle with them.
When the spring opened I bid my Dutch friends adieu 

and set my face to the eastward, and made no material 
halt till I arrived in the, now, state of Maine, in the year 
1784, where I have remained ever since, and where I expect 
to remain so long as I remain in existence, and here at last 
to rest my warworn weary limbs. And here I would make an 
end of my tedious narrative, but that I deem it necessary to 
make a few short observations relative to what I have said, 
or a sort of recapitulation of some of the things which I 
have mentioned.

When those who engaged to serve during the war en
listed, they were promised a hundred acres of land, each, 
which was to be in their own or the adjoining states. When 
the country had drained the last drop of service it could 
screw out of the poor soldiers, they were turned adrift like 
old worn-out horses, and nothing said about land to pasture 
them upon. Congress did, indeed, appropriate lands under 
the denomination of “Soldier’s lands,” in Ohio state, or 
some state, or a future state, but no care was taken that the 
soldiers should get them. No agents were appointed to see 
that the poor fellows ever got possession of their lands; no 
one ever took the least care about it, except a pack of spec
ulators, who were driving about the country like so many 
evil spirits, endeavoring to pluck the last feather from the 
soldiers. The soldiers were ignorant of the ways and means 
to obtain their bounty lands, and there was no one appointed 
to inform them. The truth was, none cared for them; the 
country was served, and faithfully served, and that was all 
that was deemed necessary. It was, soldiers, look to your
selves; we want no more of you. I hope I shall one day find
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land enough to lay my bones in. If I chance to die in a 
civilized country, none will .deny me that. A dead body 
never begs a grave; — thanks for that.

They were likewise promised the following articles of 
clothing per year. One uniform coat, a woolen and a linen 
waistcoat, four shirts, four pair of shoes, four pair of 
stockings, a pair of woolen, and a pair of linen overalls, a 
hat or a leather cap, a stock for the neck, a hunting shirt, a 
pair of shoe buckles, and a blanket. Ample clothing, says 
the reader; and ample clothing, say I. But what did we ever 
realize of all this ample store — why, perhaps a coat (we 
generally did get that) and one or two shirts, the same of 
shoes and stockings, and, indeed, the same may be said of 
every other article of clothing — a few dribbled out in a reg
iment, two or three times in a year, never getting a whole 
suit at a time, and all of the poorest quality, and blankets of 
thin baize, thin enough'to have straws shot through without 
.discommoding the threads. How often have I had to lie 
whole stormy, cold nights in a wood, on a field, or a bleak 
hill, with' such blankets and other clothing like them, with 
nothing but the canopy of the heavens to cover me. All this 
too in the heart of winter, when a New England farmer, 
if his cattle had been in my situation, would not have slept a 
wink from sheer anxiety for them. And if I stepped into a 
house to warm me, when passing, wet to the skin and almost 
dead with cold, hunger, and fatigue, what scornful looks 
and'hard words have I experienced.

Almost every one has heard of the soldiers of the Revolu
tion being tracked by the blood of their feet on the frozen 
ground. This is literally true, and the thousandth part of 
their sufferings has not, nor ever will be told. That the
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country was young and poor, at that time, I am willing to 
allow, but young people are generally modest, especially 
females.'Now, I think the country (although of the feminine 
gender, for we say “she” and “her” of it) showed but little 
modesty at the time, alluded to, for she appeared to think 
her soldiers had no private parts. For on our march from 
the Valley Forge, through the Jerseys, and at the boasted 
Battle of Monmouth, a fourth part of the troops had not a 
scrip of anything but their ragged shirt flaps to cover their 
nakedness, and were obliged to remain so long after. I had 
picked up a few articles of light clothing during the past 
winter, while among the Pennsylvania farmers, or I should 
have been in the same predicament. “Rub and go” was 
always the Revolutionary soldier’s motto.

As to provision of victuals, I have said a great deal 
already, hut ten times as much might be said and not get to 
the end of the chapter. When we engaged in the service we 
were promised the following articles for a ration: one 
pound of good and wholesome fresh or salt beef, or three 
fourths of a pound of good salt pork, a pound of good flour, 
soft or hard bread, a quart of salt to every hundred pounds 
of fresh beef, a quart of vinegar to a hundred rations, a gill 
of rum, brandy, or whiskey .per day, some little soap and 
candles,.! have forgot how much, for I had so little of these 
two articles that I never knew the quantity. And as to the 
article of vinegar, I do not recollect of ever having any 
except a spoonful at the famous rice and vinegar Thanks
giving in Pennsylvania, in the year 1777. But we never re
ceived what was allowed us. Oftentimes have I gone one, 
two, three, and even four days without a morsel, unless the 
fields or forests might chance to afford enough to prevent
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absolute starvation. Often, when I have picked the last 
grain from the bones of my scanty morsel, have I eat the 
very bones, as much of them as possibly could be eaten, and 
then have had to perform some hard and fatiguing duty, 
when my stomach has been as craving as it was before I 
had eaten anything at all.

If we had got our full allowance regularly, what was it? 
A bare pound of fresh beef and a bare pound of bread or 
flour. The beef, when it had gone through all its divisions 
and subdivisions, would not be much over three quarters of 
a pound, and that nearly or quite half bones. The beef that 
we got in the army was, generally, not many degrees above 
carrion; it was much like the old Negro’s rabbit, it had not 
much fat upon it and but a very little lean. When we drew 
flour, which was much of the time we were in the field or on 
marches, it was of small value, being eaten half-cooked, 
besides a deal of it being unavoidably wasted in the cookery.

When in the field, and often while in winter quarters, our 
usual mode of drawing our provisions, when we did draw 
any, was as follows: — a return being made out for all the 
officers and men, for seven days, we drew four days of meat 
and the whole seven days of flour. At the expiration of the 
four days, the other three days allowance of beef. Now, 
dear reader, pray consider a moment, how were five men in 
a mess, five hearty, hungry young men, to subsist four days 
on twenty pounds of fresh beef (and I might say twelve or 
fifteen pounds) without any vegetables or any other kind of 
sauce to eke it out. In the hottest season of the year it was 
the same. Though there was not much danger of our provi
sions putrifying, we had none on hand long enough for that, 
if it did, we were obliged to eat it, or go without anything.
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When General Washington told Congress, “The soldiers 
eat every kind of horse fodder but hay,” he might have 
gone a little farther and told them that they eat considerable 
hog’s fodder and not a trifle of dog’s — when they could 
get it to eat.

We were, also, promised six dollars and two thirds a 
month, to be paid us monthly, and how did we fare in this 
particular? W^hy, as we did in every other. I received the six 
dollars and two thirds, till (if I remember rightly) the 
month of August, 1777, when paying ceased.^ And what was 
six dollars and sixty-seven cents of this “Continental cur
rency," as it was called,, worth? It was scarcely enough to 
procure a man a dinner. Government was ashamed to tanta
lize the soldiers any longer with such trash, and wisely gave 
it up for its own credit. I received one month’s pay in specie 
while on the march to Virginia, in the year 1781, and except 
that, I never received any pay worth the name while I be
longed to the army. Had I been paid as I was promised to 
be at my engaging in the service, I needed not to have suf
fered as I did, nor would I have done it; there was enough 
in the country and money would have procured it if I had 
had it. It is provoking to think of it. The country was 
rigorous in exacting my compliance to my engagements to a 
punctilid, “but equally careless in performing her contracts 
with me, and why so ? One reason was because she had all
4 In a manuscript volume containing debit and credit accounts with members 
of Captain S.arauel Peck’s Company, Douglas’s Regiment, in the War Depart
ment Collection of Revolutionary War Records, National Archives, Record 
Group 93, Martin is shown as having received for his enlistment a bounty of 
£3, a bounty for “gun, bayonet, cartouche box, and blanket,” and pay for a 
total of five months, nine days, his service in 1776. The account was settled 
on August 3, 1777, and his grandfather, Joseph Plumb, rendered a receipt for 
cash received in full. One surmises the accounts were settled by Captain Peck 
in Connecticut, after Martin had re-enlisted in the Continental army.
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the power in her own hands and I had none. Such things 
ought not to be.

The poor soldiers had hardships enough to'endure with
out having to starve; the least that could be done was to 
give them something to eat. “The laborer is worthy of his 
meat” at least, and he ought to have it for his employer’s 
interest, if nothing more. But, as I said, there were other 
hardships to grapple with. How many times have I had to 
lie down like a dumb animal in the field, and bear “the pelt
ing of the pitiless storm,” cruel enough in warm weather, 
but how much more so in the heart of winter. Could I have 
had the benefit of a little fire, it would have been deemed a 
luxury. But when snow or rain would fall so heavy that it 
was impossible to keep a spark of fire alive, to have to 
weather out a long, wet, cold, tedious night in the depth of 
winter, with scarcely clothes enough to keep one from freez
ing instantly, how.discouraging it must be, I leave to my 
reader to judge.

It is fatiguing, almost beyond belief, to those that never 
experienced it, to be obliged to march twenty-four or forty- 
eight hours (as very many times I have had to) and often 
more, night and day without rest or sleep, wishing and hop
ing that some wood or village I could see ahead might prove 
a short resting place, when, alas, I came to it, almost tired 
off my legs, it proved no resting place for me. How often 
have I envied the very swine their happiness, when I have 
heard them quarreling in their warm dry sties, when I was 
wet to the skin and wished-in vain for that indulgence. And 
even In dry warm weather, I have often been so beat out 
with long and tedious marching that I have fallen asleep
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while walking the road and not been sensible of it till I have 
jostled against someone in the same situation; and when per
mitted to stop and have the superlative happiness to roll 
myself in my blanket and drop down on the ground in the 
bushes, briars, thorns, or thistles, and get an hour or two’s 
sleep, OI how exhilarating.

Fighting the enemy is the great scarecrow to people unac
quainted with the duties of an army. To see the fire and 
smoke, to hear the din of cannon and musketry and the 
whistling of shot, they cannot bear the sight or hearing of 
this. They would like the service in an army tolerably well 
but for the fighting part of it. I never was killed in the army; 
I never was wounded but once; I never was a prisoner with 
the enemy; but I have seen many that have undergone all 
these and I have many times run the risk of all of them 
myself. But, reader, believe me, for I tell a solemn truth, 
that I have felt more anxiety, undergone more fatigue and 
hardships, suffered more, every way, in performing one of 
those tedious marches than ever I did in fighting the hottest 
battle I was ever engaged in, with the anticipation of all the 
other calamities I have mentioned added to it.

It has been said by some that ought to have been better 
employed that the Revolutionary army was needless, that 
the militia were competent for all that the crisis required. 
That there was then and now is in the militia as brave and 
as good men as were ever in any army since the creation, I 
am ready and willing to allow, but there are many among 
them, too, I hope the citizen soldiers will be as ready to 
allow, who are not so good as regulars, and I affirm that the 
militia would not have answered so well as standing troops.
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for the following reason, among many others. They would 
not have endured the sufferings the army did; they would 
have considered themselves (as in reality they were and are) 
free citizens, not bound by any cords that were not of their 
own manufacturing, and when the hardships of fatigue, 
starvation, cold and nakedness, which I have just mentioned, 
begun to seize upon them in such awful array as they did 
on us, they would have instantly quitted the service in dis
gust, and who would blame them? I am sure I could hardly 
find it in my heart to do it.

That the militia did good and great service in that war, as 
well as in the last, on particular occasions, I well know, for 
I have fought by their side, but still I insist that they would 
not have answered the end so well as regular soldiers, unless 
they were very different people from what I believe and 
know them to be, as well as I wish to know. Upon every 
exigency they would have been to be collected, and what 
would the enemy have been doing in the meantime? The 
regulars were there and there obliged to be; we could not 
go away when we pleased without exposing ourselves to 
military punishment, and we had trouble enough to undergo 
without that.

It was likewise said at that time that the army was idle, 
did nothing but lounge about from one station to another, 
eating the country’s bread and wearing her clothing without 
rendering her any essential service (and I wonder they did 
not add, spending the country’s money, too, it would have 
been quite as consistent as the other charges). You ought to 
drive on, said they, you are competent for the business; rid 
the country at once of her invaders. Poor simple souls 1 It
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was very easy for them to build castles in the air, but they 
had not felt the difficulty of making them stand there. It 
was easier, with them, taking whole armies in a warm room 
and by a good fire, than enduring the hardships of one cold 
winter’s night upon a bleak hill without clothing or victuals.

If the Revolutionary, army was really such an useless 
appendage to the cause, such a nuisance as it was then and 
has since been said to be, why was it not broken up at once; 
why were we not sent off home and obliged to maintain 
ourselves? Surely it would have been as well for us soldiers 
and, according to the reckoning of those wiseacres, it would 
have been much better for ,the country to have done it than 
for us to have been eating so much provisions and wearing 
out so much clothing when our services were worse than 
useless. We could have made as good militia men as though 
we had never seen an army at all. We should, in case we had 
been discharged from the army, have saved the country a 
world of expense, as they said; and I say we should have 
saved ourselves a world of trouble in having our constitu
tions broken down and our joints dislocated by trotting after 
Bellona’scar.

But the poor old decrepit soldiers, after all that has been 
said to discourage them, have found friends in the com
munity,^ and I trust there are many, very many, that are 
sensible of the usefulness of that suffering army, although 
perhaps, all their voices have not been so loud in its praise 
as the voice of slander has been against it. President Mon
roe was the first of all our Presidents, except President 
Washington, who ever uttered a syllable in the “old sol
diers’ ’’ favor. President Washington urged the country to


