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    A common soldier's clear-eyed memory confronts the grand story of the American Revolution with the stubborn facts of hunger, endurance, and hope. In The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier, Joseph Plumb Martin presents the war as it unfolded at ground level, where cold nights, scant rations, and long marches tested conviction as surely as any battlefield. Readers encounter the texture of daily service rather than detached summaries: the sound of tools in a trench, the weight of a musket, the relief of a shared fire. The book's power lies in its unvarnished perspective, inviting us to see a founding struggle through one enlisted man's steady gaze.

This work is a firsthand narrative by Joseph Plumb Martin, a private in the Continental Army, set amid the campaigns of the American Revolutionary War between 1775 and 1783. Originally published in 1830 under a longer title and attributed to a soldier of the revolution, the account has since circulated widely in modern editions under Martin's name, often bearing the concise title familiar today. It stands within the genre of military memoir and historical autobiography, but its focus on an ordinary combatant distinguishes it from official histories and officers' papers. The setting ranges from encampments to siege works and marching columns, creating a broad, lived panorama of wartime America.

The premise is simple yet absorbing: Martin recounts enlisting as a teenager and following the army through seasons defined by drill, fatigue duty, sentry posts, and occasional pitched action. The experience offered to readers is intimate and immediate, guided by a plainspoken, often wry voice that favors observation over rhetoric. Episodes unfold as recollection rather than grand design, with vivid details of weather, work, and comradeship lending the narrative its rhythm. The style is accessible, economical, and unsentimental, yet attentive to moments of humor and grace. The overall mood blends candor and resilience, promising a narrative driven by lived moments rather than retrospective heroics or sweeping analysis.

Central themes emerge from this vantage: the gap between patriotic ideals and the daily realities of service; the endurance required to meet scarcity, illness, and uncertainty; and the bonds forged among people who share danger and deprivation. Martin considers duty and desert, fairness and neglect, and the moral weight of promises made to those who serve. He emphasizes the discipline of routine and the improvisation demanded by hardship. Nature is not background but a constant adversary or companion, shaping morale as much as strategy. Memory itself becomes a theme, as the act of recalling the past years later tests what endurance means beyond the battlefield.

Historically, the memoir offers a primary-source lens on the Continental Army from the bottom up. Readers will find granular notes on rations, clothing, shelter, tools, and the friction of supply—details that seldom dominate official correspondence yet define a soldier's world. The account complements the better-known perspectives of commanders by showing how orders translated into labor, waiting, and risk. It also clarifies the slow, procedural nature of war: building works, holding posts, standing watch, and enduring weather. Literary value accompanies the documentation; Martin's crisp observations create a portrait of collective effort where individual stamina and small acts of resolve carry national consequence.

The book resonates today because it asks what a nation owes those who bear its burdens and how public memory should treat the ordinary people who secure extraordinary outcomes. It invites reflection on service, citizenship, and the cost of lofty ideals when measured in sore feet and empty kettles. Contemporary readers can recognize debates over pay, supplies, and veteran welfare, as well as the shaping of national narratives that can eclipse lived experience. By centering a rank-and-file viewpoint, the memoir challenges triumphalism without denying purpose, prompting questions about duty, recognition, and the everyday ethics of endurance that remain relevant in any era.

Approached as literature and testimony, The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier rewards patient, attentive reading. Though written decades after the events it describes, the narrative retains immediacy and clarity, with occasional period turns of phrase that modern editions often contextualize in notes or introductions. The book is best read for texture rather than tally: the cadence of camp life, the pressures on morale, and the way small decisions accumulate into history. Martin guides rather than lectures, letting scenes and labor speak. Without telegraphing outcomes, he steadily builds a composite portrait of service that is humane, level-headed, and enduringly instructive.
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    The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier presents Joseph Plumb Martin’s first-person account of service in the Continental Army from 1776 to 1783. Written decades after the war and organized chronologically, the narrative follows a common soldier through enlistment, campaigns, and demobilization. Martin emphasizes everyday military life: marches, rations, clothing, pay, and fatigue duty, along with intermittent battles and sieges. He records locations, dates, routines, and conditions with practical detail, offering a ground-level view that complements formal histories. The book’s purpose is to document the experiences of enlisted men, noting both the hardships and the persistence necessary to sustain the American war effort.

Martin begins with his New England upbringing and early decision to enlist as a teenager. He first serves in 1776 during the New York campaign, where he encounters the realities of military organization, camp life, and picket duty. He witnesses the pressure facing Washington’s army as British forces maneuver around New York and the surrounding region. Marches, retreats, and the rapid construction of defenses illustrate the shifting fortunes of that year. Martin observes the challenges of supply and command coordination and notes the strain on inexperienced troops. This opening establishes the tone: a soldier’s-eye record of movement, uncertainty, and adaptation in the field.

Reenlisting in 1777, Martin joins the Continental Army for longer service as operations concentrate around Philadelphia and the Delaware River. He helps build and defend works intended to obstruct British naval movements, particularly at river fortifications subjected to heavy bombardment. The sustained artillery fire, casualties, and eventual evacuation show the intensity of that campaign. Martin’s descriptions include guard rotations, fatigue parties, and the difficulties of maintaining positions under continuous pressure. As the army withdraws to winter quarters, he highlights the health risks, exposure, and shortages that persist beyond the battlefield, underscoring the logistical realities shaping the war’s progress.

At Valley Forge in the winter of 1777–1778, Martin documents scarcity of food, clothing, and shelter, alongside the regimented drills introduced by Baron von Steuben. He outlines how training, camp sanitation, and improved organization gradually raise discipline and efficiency. When campaigning resumes, Martin describes the army’s renewed cohesion culminating in the Battle of Monmouth, marked by extreme heat and extended engagement. His role reflects that of many enlisted men: holding lines, carrying orders, and enduring long hours under arms. The episode illustrates how reforms translated into steadier performance in the field, even as supply issues remained unresolved.

In 1779, Martin serves largely in the Hudson Highlands, building and maintaining fortifications that guard the strategic river corridor, including the works around West Point. He recounts outpost duty, scouting, and frequent skirmishing in the contested Neutral Ground, where small actions and foraging parties are routine. Reports of larger operations, such as the capture and destruction of British posts on the river, frame his own tasks in a broader military context. The narrative emphasizes labor, vigilance, and the constant demand for repairs and earthworks, demonstrating how engineering and logistics underpin the army’s ability to hold key positions.

The year 1780 brings severe deprivation, particularly during the harsh winter at Morristown, when food and clothing shortages grow acute and pay arrears fuel discontent. Martin notes tensions within the ranks and the army’s efforts to maintain order without minimizing the pressures soldiers face. He describes continued duty in the Hudson Highlands, including work on redoubts and the great chain that denies British ships passage. The discovery of Benedict Arnold’s treason underscores the vulnerability of the American position. Around this period, Martin is attached to the sappers and miners, a specialized unit that prepares approaches and obstacles for siege operations.

In 1781, as strategy shifts southward, Martin marches with the army toward Virginia. He details the movements that position American and French forces to invest the British at Yorktown. Serving with the sappers and miners, he participates in constructing parallels, opening trenches, and preparing for assault. His account of night operations focuses on cutting abatis, advancing under fire, and enabling the infantry to close on key redoubts. The siege culminates in the British surrender, which Martin presents through the perspective of a work party that makes the final action possible. The episode highlights coordination, discipline, and sustained effort rather than individual heroics.

Following Yorktown, Martin remains on duty as the war winds down, with garrison life replacing major campaigning. He describes encampments along the Hudson, the long wait for a definitive peace settlement, and ongoing concerns about back pay and supply. The Newburgh area becomes a focal point for army discontent, though the rank and file continue routine duties. When demobilization comes, Martin receives a discharge and pay certificates rather than hard currency. He records the practical consequences of deferred compensation and his return to civilian life in New England, illustrating how veterans navigated the transition from wartime service to uncertain peacetime prospects.

Concluding, Martin offers a comprehensive portrait of enlisted service during the American Revolution. The memoir’s central message is documentary rather than celebratory: to record how the army functioned at the level of the common soldier. He underscores that endurance, labor, and logistical persistence sustained the cause as much as formal battles. By presenting marches, sieges, shortages, and pay issues alongside notable operations, the narrative situates well-known events within daily military realities. The result is an accessible, chronological source that complements strategic histories, clarifying how ordinary troops experienced the war and how their contributions shaped its outcome.
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    Joseph Plumb Martin’s Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier is set primarily during the North American War of Independence (1775–1783), across the New England and Middle Atlantic theaters—Massachusetts, Connecticut, New York, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania. The narrative unfolds in encampments, fortifications, and battlefields along strategic waterways such as the Hudson and Delaware Rivers, amid shifting British occupations of New York City (from late 1776) and Philadelphia (1777–1778). It captures the transition from provincial militia service to the Continental Army’s more professional organization, the logistical fragility of the new republic, and the lived environment of campaign life—extreme winters, disease, and hunger. The time and place are defined by civil-military improvisation under a weak Confederation Congress and chronic shortages.

In 1776 the British sought to seize New York and the Hudson corridor, routing American forces at Long Island (27 August) and forcing a nighttime evacuation from Brooklyn Heights (29–30 August). Subsequent actions at Kips Bay (15 September), Harlem Heights (16 September), White Plains (28 October), and the loss of Fort Washington (16 November) and Fort Lee (20 November) drove a retreat across New Jersey. In 1777 the British captured Philadelphia after Brandywine (11 September) and Germantown (4 October), but American river defenses at Forts Mifflin and Mercer delayed British supply. Fort Mifflin endured a massive bombardment (10–15 November) before evacuation; Fort Mercer was abandoned on 20 November. Martin, first a Connecticut militiaman and then a Continental, built defenses near New York and later served at Fort Mifflin, recording the battering fire, wrecked works, and scarcity that defined the campaign.

The Valley Forge encampment (19 December 1777–19 June 1778) stands as the Crucible of the Continental Army. Approximately 12,000 soldiers entered winter quarters northwest of British-occupied Philadelphia; disease, exposure, and malnutrition killed roughly 2,000–2,500 over six months. Structural failures—Congress’s weak fiscal capacity, disarray in the Commissary and Quartermaster Departments after Thomas Mifflin’s resignation, inadequate state requisitions, and wretched roads—produced chronic shortages of shoes, clothing, meat, and blankets. Baron Friedrich von Steuben arrived in February 1778, imposing a rigorous drill, uniform tactics, camp sanitation, and a reformed manual of arms that standardized maneuver and fire discipline. In March 1778 Nathanael Greene assumed the Quartermaster Generalship, reorganizing transport and procurement. The winter also saw high-level intrigue, the so-called Conway Cabal, whose criticism of Washington underscored political fragility. By spring, French alliance news and organizational reforms improved morale and performance. Martin’s account anchors these abstractions in embodied experience: he describes building log huts, standing picket with bare or bleeding feet, boiling thin stews, and watching comrades sicken. He notes the sudden difference Steuben’s training made in unit cohesion and confidence and the grinding effects of arrears in pay that persisted despite reforms. Through his eyes, Valley Forge becomes both a humanitarian crisis and an administrative turning point, where a citizen army learned to survive systematically rather than improvisationally.

The Battle of Monmouth (28 June 1778), fought near Freehold, New Jersey, tested the Valley Forge reforms as Sir Henry Clinton’s army withdrew from Philadelphia toward New York. An initial American advance under Major General Charles Lee collapsed in confusion; George Washington rallied the line and stabilized the field under punishing heat that felled soldiers on both sides. The day ended tactically indecisive, with the British marching off under cover of darkness; casualties are commonly estimated at several hundred per side, many from heatstroke. The episode birthed the “Molly Pitcher” legend of female camp support at the guns. Martin recounts the blistering heat, thirst, and the disciplined steadiness of the Continental line under fire, attributing resilience to the winter’s training.

Control of the Hudson Highlands, anchored at West Point, was central to preventing a British severing of New England. Americans emplaced the Great Chain across the river in 1778 and built an extensive complex of redoubts and batteries. In 1780, Major General Benedict Arnold—appointed to command West Point in August—conspired to surrender it. His agent, Major John André, met Arnold on 21 September near Haverstraw; André was captured on 23 September near Tarrytown with plans in his boot, and Arnold fled to the British sloop Vulture. André was tried and hanged on 2 October. Martin worked on Hudson Highlands fortifications and records the shock, alarms, and reorganization that followed the exposure of Arnold’s treason, underlining the post’s strategic weight and the army’s vigilance.

The Yorktown campaign (September–October 1781) culminated Franco-American cooperation. After a strategic feint at New York, Washington and Rochambeau marched south to trap Lord Cornwallis at Yorktown, Virginia. Admiral de Grasse’s victory in the Battle of the Chesapeake (5 September) denied British relief by sea. Siege operations opened 6 October; a second parallel was cut 11 October. On 14 October combined forces stormed Redoubts 9 and 10—French under de Vioménil and Americans under Lafayette and Alexander Hamilton—breaking the defensive arc. Cornwallis capitulated on 19 October 1781. Martin, by then serving with the Corps of Sappers and Miners, describes digging approaches, carrying fascines and gabions under fire, and witnessing the assaults and surrender, giving granular detail to the engineering and labor that secured victory.

Chronic pay arrears, depreciated currency, and unequal provisioning produced widespread soldier unrest, cresting in mutinies. The winter at Morristown (1779–1780) was exceptionally severe, compounding scarcity. On 1 January 1781 the Pennsylvania Line at Morristown mutinied over enlistment terms and pay; negotiations led to discharges and bounties. A similar New Jersey Line mutiny on 20 January was swiftly suppressed. In March 1783 the Newburgh Conspiracy among officers, born of unpaid wages and commutation, was defused by Washington’s 15 March address. Martin repeatedly narrates empty purses, promissory notes, and the corrosive effects of broken assurances on rank-and-file morale. His later pension struggle echoes broader remedies—the federal Pension Act of 1818 and expansion in 1832—linking wartime grievance to the emerging politics of veterans’ rights.

As a social and political critique, the book indicts the era’s inequities and administrative weakness. Martin exposes how a republic that proclaimed liberty tolerated contractor profiteering, state particularism, and a Congress unable to feed or pay its army, creating class tensions between officers, legislators, civilians, and enlisted men. He records the invisible labor of sappers, teamsters, and camp followers, and the burdens shifted onto poorer households through bounties and substitutions. His depictions of disease, hunger, and arrears challenge romanticized war narratives and press claims of civic obligation onto public memory. By foregrounding the ordinary soldier’s costs amid elite strategy, the memoir critiques the early American state’s capacity and moral economy while gesturing toward egalitarian claims for recognition and compensation.




"Long sleepless nights in heavy arms I've stood;

  "And spent laborious days in dust and blood."


Pope's Homer.
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I have somewhere read of a Limner, who, when he had daubed a representation of some animal, was always compelled, for the information of the observer, to write under it what he intended it to represent: as, 'this is a goose,' 'this is a dog,' &c. So, many books, and mine in particular, amongst the rest, would perhaps be quite unintelligible as to the drift of them, unless the reader was informed beforehand what the author intended.

I shall, therefore, by way of preface, inform the reader that my intention is to give a succinct account of some of my adventures, dangers and sufferings during my several campaigns in the revolutionary army. My readers, (who, by the by, will, I hope, none of them be beyond the pale of my own neighbourhood,) must not expect any great transactions to be exhibited to their notice, "No alpine wonders thunder through my tale," but they are here, once for all, requested to bear it in mind, that they are not the achievements of an officer of high grade which they are perusing, but the common transactions of one of the lowest in station in an army, a private soldier.

Should the reader chance to ask himself this question, (and I think it very natural for him to do so,) how could any man of common sense ever spend his precious time in writing such a rhapsody of nonsense?—to satisfy his inquiring mind, I would inform him, that, as the adage says, "every crow thinks her own young the whitest," so every private soldier in an army thinks his particular services as essential to carry on the war he is engaged in, as the services of the most influential general; and why not? what could officers do without such men? Nothing at all. Alexander never could have conquered the world without private soldiers.

But, says the reader, this is low, the author gives us nothing but everyday occurrences; I could tell as good a story myself. Very true, Mr. Reader, every one can tell what he has done in his lifetime, but every one has not been a soldier, and consequently can know but little or nothing of the sufferings and fatigues incident to an army. All know everyday occurrences, but few know the hardships of the "tented field." I wish to have a better opinion of my readers, whoever they may be, than even to think that any of them would wish me to stretch the truth to furnish them with wonders that I never saw, or acts and deeds I never performed. I can give them no more than I have to give, and if they are dissatisfied after all, I must say I am sorry for them and myself too; for them, that they expect more than I can do, and myself, that I am so unlucky as not to have it in my power to please them.

But after all I have said, the real cause of my ever undertaking to rake up circumstances and actions that have so long rested in my own mind, and to spread them upon paper, was this:—my friends, and especially my juvenile friends have often urged me so to do; to oblige such, I undertook it, hoping it might save me often the trouble of verbally relating them.

The critical grammarian may find enough to feed his spleen upon, if he peruses the following pages; but I can inform him beforehand, I do not regard his sneers; if I cannot write grammatically, I can think, talk and feel like other men. Besides, if the common readers can understand it, it is all I desire; and to give them an idea, though but a faint one, of what the army suffered that gained and secured our independence, is all I wish. I never studied grammar an hour in my life, when I ought to have been doing that, I was forced to be studying the rules and articles of war.

As to punctuation, my narrative is in the same predicament as it is in respect to the other parts of grammar. I never learned the rules of punctuation any farther than just to assist in fixing a comma to the British depredations in the State of New-York; a semicolon in New-Jersey; a colon in Pennsylvania, and a final period in Virginia;—a note of interrogation, why we were made to suffer so much in so good and just a cause; and a note of admiration to all the world, that an army voluntarily engaged to serve their country, when starved, and naked, and suffering every thing short of death, (and thousands even that,) should be able to persevere through an eight years war, and come off conquerors at last!

But lest I should make my preface longer than my story, I will here bring it to a close.


Chapter I.
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Have patience just to hear me out[1q];

    And I'll tell you what I've been about.



The heroes of all Histories, Narratives, Adventures, Novels and Romances, have, or are supposed to have ancestors, or some root from which they sprang. I conclude, then, that it is not altogether inconsistent to suppose that I had parents too. I shall not undertake to trace my pedigree (like the Welsh) some thousand years beyond the creation; but just observe, that my father was the son of a "substantial New England farmer," (as we Yankees say,) in the then Colony, but now State of Connecticut, and county of Windham. When my father arrived at puberty he found his constitution too feeble to endure manual labor, he therefore directed his views to gaining a livelihood by some other means. He, accordingly, fitted himself for, and entered as a student in Yale College[1], sometime between the years 1750 and '55. My mother was likewise a "farmer's daughter;" her native place was in the county of New-Haven, in the same State. She had a sister, married and settled in the vicinity of the College, who often boarded the students when sick. My father being once in that condition, and being at board at this aunt's, my mother happened to be there on a visit: my father seeing her, it seems, like a great many others in like circumstances, took a fancy to her, followed up his courtship, and very possibly obtained her consent as well as her parents—married her a year and a half before his collegial studies were ended, which, (if known at the time,) would have been cause of his expulsion from College; but it seems it never was known there, and he, of course, escaped a keelhaling.

After my father left College, he studied divinity, had "a call," accepted it, and was settled in the county of Berkshire, in the (now) Commonwealth of Massachusetts, as a gospel minister of the Congregational order; in which county of Berkshire, I, the redoubtable hero of this Narrative, first made my appearance in this crooked, fretful world, upon the twenty-first day of November, in the year 1760. I have been told that the day on which I was born was a thanksgiving day, which day is, generally, celebrated with good cheer. One might have thought it a little ominous being born upon such a day, but I can assure the reader it was no omen of good to me, especially for the seven or eight years I was in the army—nor, indeed ever since.

My grandsire, on my mother's side, having at this time no other daughter but my mother, (my aunt, mentioned above, being dead,) she of course became the darling, for which reason, I suppose, I was his favourite grandson, and received his christian and surnames as my given name.

I lived with my parents until I was upwards of seven years old, when I went to live with this good old grandsire; for good he was, particularly to me. He was wealthy, and I had every thing that was necessary for life, and as many superfluities as was consistent with my age and station. There were none belonging to the family, as constant residents, except the old gentleman, lady and myself. It is true my grandsire kept me pretty busily employed, but he was kind to me in every respect; always gave me a playday when convenient, and was indulgent to me almost to a fault. Ah! I ought not to have left him while he lived; I fouled my own nest most sadly when I did it; but children "are full of notions."

I remember the stir in the country occasioned by the stamp act[2], but I was so young that I did not understand the meaning of it; I likewise remember the disturbances that followed the repeal of the stamp act, until the destruction of the tea at Boston and elsewhere; I was then thirteen or fourteen years old, and began to understand something of the works going on. I used, about this time, to inquire a deal about the French war, as it was called, which had not been long ended, my grandsire would talk with me about it while working in the fields, perhaps as much to beguile his own time as to gratify my curiosity. I thought then, nothing should induce me to get caught in the toils of an army—"I am well, so I'll keep," was my motto then, and it would have been well for me if I had ever retained it.

Time passed smoothly on with me till the year 1774 arrived, the smell of war began to be pretty strong, but I was determined to have no hand in it, happen when it might; I felt myself to be a real coward. What—venture my carcass where bullets fly! that will never do for me. Stay at home out of harm's way, thought I, it will be as much to your health as credit to do so. But the pinch of the game had not arrived yet; I had seen nothing of war affairs, and consequently was but a poor judge in such matters.

One little circumstance that happened in the autumn of this year, will exhibit my military prowess, at this time, in a high point of view. In the afternoon, one Sabbath day, while the people were assembled at meeting, word was brought that the British (regulars, as the good people then called them) were advancing from Boston, spreading death and desolation in their route in every direction. What was the intent of spreading this rumour, I know not, unless it was to see how the people would stand affected; be it what it would, it caused me a terrible fright. I went out of the house in the dusk of the evening, when I heard the sound of a carriage on the road, in the direction of Boston; I thought they were coming as sure as a gun; I shall be dead or a captive before to-morrow morning; however, I went to bed late in the evening, dreamed of "fire and sword," I suppose; waked in the morning, found myself alive, and the house standing just where it did the evening before.

The winter of this year passed off without any very frightening alarms, and the spring of 1775 arrived. Expectation of some fatal event seemed to fill the minds of most of the considerate people throughout the country. I was ploughing in the field about half a mile from home, about the twenty-first day of April, when all of a sudden the bells fell to ringing, and three guns were repeatedly fired in succession down in the village; what the cause was we could not conjecture. I had some fearful forebodings that something more than the sound of a carriage wheel was in the wind. The regulars are coming in good earnest, thought I. My grandsire sighed, he "smelt the rat." He immediately turned out the team and repaired homeward. I sat off to see what the cause of the commotion was. I found most of the male kind of the people together; soldiers for Boston were in requisition. A dollar deposited upon the drum head was taken up by some one as soon as placed there, and the holder's name taken, and he enrolled, with orders to equip himself as quick as possible. My spirits began to revive at the sight of the money offered; the seeds of courage began to sprout; for, contrary to my knowledge, there was a scattering of them sowed, but they had not as yet germinated; I felt a strong inclination, when I found I had them, to cultivate them. O, thought I, if I were but old enough to put myself forward, I would be the possessor of one dollar, the dangers of war to the contrary notwithstanding; but I durst not put myself up for a soldier for fear of being refused, and that would have quite upset all the courage I had drawn forth.

The men that had engaged "to go to war" went as far as the next town, where they received orders to return, as there was a sufficiency of men already engaged, so that I should have had but a short campaign had I have gone.

This year there were troops raised both for Boston and New-York. Some from the back towns were billeted at my grandsire's; their company and conversation began to warm my courage to such a degree, that I resolved at all events to "go a sogering." Accordingly I used to pump my grandsire, in a roundabout manner, to know how he stood affected respecting it. For a long time he appeared to take but little notice of it. At length, one day, I pushed the matter so hard upon him, he was compelled to give me a direct answer, which was, that he should never give his consent for me to go into the army unless I had the previous consent of my parents. And now I was completely gravelled; my parents were too far off to obtain their consent before it would be too late for the present campaign. What was I to do? why, I must give up the idea, and that was hard; for I was as earnest now to call myself, and be called a soldier, as I had been a year before not to be called one. I thought over many things, and formed many plans, but they all fell through, and poor disconsolate I was forced to set down and gnaw my finger nails in silence.

I said but little more about "soldiering," until the troops raised in and near the town in which I resided, came to march off for New-York, then I felt bitterly again; I accompanied them as far as the town line, and it was hard parting with them then. Many of my young associates were with them, my heart and soul went with them, but my mortal part must stay behind. By and by they will come swaggering back, thought I, and tell me of all their exploits, all their "hairbreadth 'scapes," and poor Huff will not have a single sentence to advance. O, that was too much to be borne with by me.

The thoughts of the service still haunted me after the troops were gone, and the town clear of them; but what plan to form to get the consent of all, parents and grandparents, that I might procure thereby to myself, the (to me then) bewitching name of a soldier, I could not devise. Sometimes I thought I would enlist at all hazards, let the consequences be what they would; then again I would think how kind my grandparents were to me, and ever had been, my grandsire in particular: I could not bear to hurt their feelings so much. I did sincerely love my grandsire, my grandma'am I did not love so well, and I feared her less. At length a thought struck my mind: should they affront me grossly, I would make that a plea with my conscience to settle the controversy with. Accordingly, I wished nothing more than to have them, or either of them, give "His Honour" a high affront, that I might thereby form an excuse to engage in the service without their consent, leave or approbation.

It happened that in the early part of the autumn of this year, I was gratified in my wishes; for I thought I received provocation enough to justify me in engaging in the army during life; little thinking that I was inflicting the punishment on myself that I fancied I was laying on my grandparents for their (as I thought) wilful obstinacy. And as this affair was one, and the chief cause of my leaving those kind people and their hospitable house, and precipitating myself into an ocean of distress, I will minutely describe the affair.

My grandsire, as I have before observed, often gave me playdays, especially after the spring and fall sowing, when I went where I pleased, a gunning, or fishing, or to whatever recreation took my fancy. "This fall," said the old gentleman to me, one day,—"come, spring to it, and let us get the winter grain in as soon as possible, and you shall have a playday after the work is done." Accordingly, I did do the best I could to forward the business, and I believe I gave him satisfaction, for he repeated his promise to me often. Just before we had done sowing, I told him that all my young associates were going to New-Haven to commencement this season. "Well"—said he, "you shall go too, if you chuse, and you shall have one of the horses, you shall have your choice of them, and I will give you some pocket money." Mighty well, thought I, I hope it will not prove delusive, I shall be happy indeed. Our young club often met in "caucus" to settle the mighty business of going to commencement, formed a thousand and one plans how we should enjoy ourselves—dropped them all successively, and formed as many more, until the time arrived for the consummation of our felicity. My grandsire had a piece of salt marsh about three miles from home, which he had mowed three or four days before the day arrived which was to make me completely happy, at least for a time. Two days previous he sent me to rake up the hay; I buffetted heat and mosquetoes, and got the hay all up; and as that sort of hay is not easily injured by the weather, I thought there was nothing to prevent my promised happiness.

Well, the day arrived; I got up early, did all the little jobs about the place, that my grandsire might have nothing to accuse me of. He had gone out during the morning and did not return till breakfast time. I was waiting with impatience for his coming in, that I might prepare for my excursion,—when, lo, he did come,—much to my sorrow; for the first words I heard, were, 'come, get up the team, I have gotten such a one,' naming a neighbour's boy, somewhat older than myself, 'to go with us and cart home the salt hay.' Had thunder and lightning fallen upon the four corners of the house, it would not have struck me with worse feelings than these words of his did. Shame, grief, spite, revenge, all took immediate possession of me. What could I do; go I must, that was certain, there was no remedy; and go I did, but with a full determination that the old gentleman should know that I had feelings of some sort or other, let him think of me as he would. I, according to his orders, prepared the team, he undertook to act teamster, and I sat off before them for the marsh, alone, that I might indulge myself in my grief, without molestation. The way to the marsh lay about a mile and a half on the highway to the college. I had hardly got into the highway, before I was overtaken by a troop of my young mates, all rigged off for commencement, swaggering like nabobs. The first compliment was, "Hallo, where are you going; we thought you was one of the foremost in the party; your grandsire never intended to let you go, and you was a fool to believe him." I did not believe them; my grandsire had never deceived me, in such circumstances before, and I was willing, even then, vexed as I was, to attribute it to forgetfulness or to any thing but wilfulness.—However, I was baulked, no commencement for me; I considered myself as much injured as though it had been done ever so designedly.

I, however, went to the marsh; my grandsire, team and boy arrived soon after me; we put a load of hay upon the cart, and, as it was getting rather late in the day, the old gentleman concluded to go home with the team, and left the other youngster and me to pole the rest of the hay off the marsh to the upland, as it was dangerous going upon the lower part of it, being in many places soft and miry. He told us to go to some of the fences and cut a pair of sassafras poles, those being light, and have the remainder of the hay in readiness by his return.

And now comes the catastrophe of the play. I concluded, now was the time for me to show my spunk; we went up to the upland, where was plenty of fruit; I lay down under an apple tree and fell to eating, the other boy eat too, but still urged me to obey my orders; I was resolved to disobey, let the consequences be what they would. However, he, by his importunity, at length got me down upon the marsh, we poled one cock of hay off the marsh, when we saw the old gentleman coming, full drive, Jehu-like; down he came, when, lo and behold, we had gotten one cock of hay only, in a condition to be taken upon the cart; what was to be done—to go on to the marsh was dangerous in the extreme, to stop then to pole it off would not do, the time would not allow it. O, my grandsire was in a woful passion. I stood aloof. Whose fault was it, he inquired; the blame was quickly laid to my account, and justly too, for I was the only culprit. The old gentleman came at me, hammer and tongs, with his six feet cartwhip. Ah, thought I to myself, good legs, do your duty now, if ever; I houghed the gravel, or rather the marsh, in good earnest. There were twenty people, or more, near us at work; they all suspended their labour to see the race. But I was too light-footed for the old gentleman, and the people on the marsh setting up a laugh, it rather disconcerted him; he, however, chased me about thirty or forty rods when he gave over the pursuit and returned, I ran as much further before I dared to look back; but hearing no sound of footsteps behind me, I at last ventured to look over my shoulder and saw him almost back to his team; I followed him in my turn, but not quite so nimble as I went from him. He endeavoured to spit a little of his spite upon the other youngster, but he stept close up to him, so that he could not use his whip; and then plead his own cause so well that the old gentleman said no more to him.

He then had to venture upon the marsh at all events. I took a rake and raked after the cart, but took especial care to keep out of harm's way, till the hay was all upon the cart; I was then called upon to help bind the load; I complied, but I kept on tiptoe all the time, ready to start in case I saw any symptoms of war; but all passed off—we got off the marsh safe and without any hindrance; and it was well for me, after all, that we met with no disaster.

And here ends my Introductory Chapter. If the reader thinks that some passages in it record incidents not altogether to my credit as a boy, I can tell him, that I thought at the time I did right, and, to tell the truth, I have not materially altered my opinion respecting them since. One thing I am certain of, and that is, reader, if you had been me you would have done just as I did. What reason have you then to cavil?
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At Uncle Joe[3]'s I liv'd at ease;

    Had cider, and good bread and cheese;

    But while I stay'd at Uncle Sam's

    I'd nought to eat but—"faith and clams."



During the winter of 1775—6, by hearing the conversation and disputes of the good old farmer politicians of the times, I collected pretty correct ideas of the contest between this country and the mother country, (as it was then called.) I thought I was as warm a patriot as the best of them; the war was waged; we had joined issue[2q], and it would not do to "put the hand to the plough and look back[5]." I felt more anxious than ever, if possible, to be called a defender of my country. I had not forgot the commencement affair, that still stuck in my crop; and it would not do for me to forget it, for that affront was to be my passport to the army.

One evening, very early in the spring of this year, I chanced to overhear my grandma'am telling my grandsire that I had threatened to engage on board a man-of-war. I had told her that I would enter on board a privateer[4] then fitting out in our neighbourhood; the good old lady thought it a man-of-war, that and privateer being synonymous terms with her. She said she could not bear the thought of my being on board of a man-of-war; my grandsire told her, that he supposed I was resolved to go into the service in some way or other, and he had rather I would engage in the land service if I must engage in any. This I thought to be a sort of tacit consent for me to go, and I determined to take advantage of it as quick as possible. Soldiers were at this time enlisting for a year's service; I did not like that, it was too long a time for me at the first trial; I wished only to take a priming before I took upon me the whole coat of paint for a soldier. However, the time soon arrived that gratified all my wishes. In the month of June, this year, orders came out for enlisting men for six months from the twenty-fifth of this month. The troops were stiled new levies, they were to go to New-York; and, notwithstanding I was told that the British army at that place was reinforced by fifteen thousand men, it made no alteration in my mind; I did not care if there had been fifteen times fifteen thousand, I should have gone just as soon as if there had been but fifteen hundred. I never spent a thought about numbers, the Americans were invincible, in my opinion[3q]. If any thing affected me, it was a stronger desire to see them.

Well, as I have said, enlisting orders were out; I used frequently to go to the rendezvous, where I saw many of my young associates enlist, had repeated banterings to engage with them, but still, when it came "case in hand," I had my misgivings. If I once undertake, thought I, I must stick to it, there will be no receding. Thoughts like these would, at times, almost overset my resolutions.

But maugre all these "doleful ideas[9]," I one evening went off with a full determination to enlist at all hazards. When I arrived at the place of rendezvous I found a number of young men of my acquaintance there; the old bantering began—come, if you will enlist I will, says one, you have long been talking about it, says another—come, now is the time. "Thinks I to myself," I will not be laughed into it or out of it, at any rate; I will act my own pleasure after all. But what did I come here for to-night? why, to enlist; then enlist I will. So seating myself at the table, enlisting orders were immediately presented to me; I took up the pen, loaded it with the fatal charge, made several mimic imitations of writing my name, but took especial care not to touch the paper with the pen until an unlucky wight who was leaning over my shoulder gave my hand a stroke, which caused the pen to make a woful scratch on the paper. "O, he has enlisted," said he, "he has made his mark, he is fast enough now." Well, thought I, I may as well go through with the business now as not; so I wrote my name fairly upon the indentures. And now I was a soldier, in name at least, if not in practice;—but I had now to go home, after performing this, my heroic action. How shall I be received there?—but the report of my adventure had reached there before I did. In the morning when I first saw my grandparents, I felt considerably of the sheepish order. The old gentleman first accosted me with, "Well, you are going a soldiering then, are you?" I had nothing to answer; I would much rather he had not asked me the question. I saw that the circumstance hurt him and the old lady too; but it was too late now to repent. The old gentleman proceeded,—"I suppose you must be fitted out for the expedition, since it is so."—Accordingly, they did "fit me out" in order, with arms and accoutrements, clothing, and cake, and cheese in plenty, not forgetting to put my pocket Bible into my knapsack.—Good old people! they wished me well, soul and body; I sincerely thank them for their kindness and love to me, from the time I first came to live with them to the last parting hour. I hope, nay, I believe, that their spirits now rest in the realms of bliss;—may it be my happy lot to meet them there.

I was now, what I had long wished to be, a soldier; I had obtained my heart's desire; it was now my business to prove myself equal to my profession[4q]. Well, to be short, I went, with several others of the company, on board a sloop, bound to New-York; had a pleasant, though protracted passage; passed through the straight called Hellgate, where all who had not before passed it, had to pay a treat, (I had been through it before;) arrived at New-York; marched up into the city, and joined the rest of the regiment that were already there.

And now I had left my good old grandsire's house, as a constant resident, forever, and had to commence exercising my function; I was called out every morning at reveille[6] beating, which was at daybreak, to go to our regimental parade, in Broad-street, and there practice the manual exercise, which was the most that was known in our new levies, if they knew even that. I was brought to an allowance of provisions, which, while we lay in New-York was not bad: if there was any deficiency it could in some measure be supplied by procuring some kind of sauce; but I was a stranger to such living; I began soon to miss grandsire's table and cellar. However, I reconciled myself to my condition as well as I could; it was my own seeking, I had had no compulsion.

Soon after my arrival at New-York, a forty-four gun ship (the Phœnix,) and a small frigate (the Rose, I think) came down the North or Hudson River, (they had been sometime in the river,) and passed the city in fine stile, amidst a cannonade[8] from all our fortifications, in and near the city. I went into what was then called the grand battery[7], where I had a complete view of the whole affair. Here I first heard the muttering of cannon shot, but they did not disturb my feelings so much as I apprehended they would before I had heard them; I rather thought the sound was musical, or at least grand. I heard enough of them afterwards to form what ideas I pleased of them, whether musical, grand, or doleful, and perhaps I have formed each of those ideas upon different occasions.

I would here, once for all, remark; that as I write altogether from memory, the reader must not expect to have an exact account of dates, I mean of days and weeks; as to years and months I shall not be wide from the mark.

And as I have entitled my book, "The adventures, &c. of a Revolutionary soldier," it is possible the reader may expect to have a minute detail of all my adventures. I have not promised any such thing, it was what belonged to me, and what transpired in my line of duty that I proposed to narrate. But when some mischievous incident occurred, I am willing to give a short detail of it. I never wished to do any one an injury, through malice, in my life; nor did I ever do any one an intentional injury while I was in the army, unless it was when sheer necessity drove me to it, and my conscience bears me witness, that innumerable times I have suffered rather than take from any one what belonged of right to them, even to satisfy the cravings of nature. But I cannot say so much in favour of my levity, that would often get the upper hand of me, do what I would; and sometimes it would run riot with me; but still I did not mean to do harm, only recreation, reader, recreation; I wanted often to recreate myself, to keep the blood from stagnating.

The soldiers at New-York had an idea that the enemy, when they took possession of the town, would make a general seizure of all property that could be of use to them as military or commissary stores, hence they imagined that it was no injury to supply themselves when they thought they could do so with impunity, which was the cause of my having any hand in the transaction I am going to relate. Whether the reader will attribute it to levity, necessity or roguery, I am not able to say; perhaps to one or the other of them; it may be, to all.

I was stationed in Stone-street, near the southwest angle of the city; directly opposite to my quarters was a wine cellar, there were in the cellar at this time, several pipes of Madeira wine. By some means the soldiers had "smelt it out." Some of them had, at mid-day, taken the iron grating from a window in the back yard, and one had entered the cellar, and by means of a powder-horn divested of its bottom, had supplied himself, with wine, and was helping his comrades, through the window, with a "delicious draught," when the owner of the wine, having discovered what they were about, very wisely, as it seemed, came into the street and opened an outer door to the cellar in open view of every passenger; the soldiers quickly filled the cellar, when he, to save his property, proposed to sell it, at what he called a cheap rate, I think a dollar a gallon. In one corner of the cellar lay a large pile of oil flasks, holding from half a gallon to a gallon each, they were empty and not very savory neither, as they had lain there till the oil which adhered to the sides and bottoms had become quite rancid. While the owner was drawing for his purchasers on one side of the cellar, behind him on the other side, another set of purchasers were drawing for themselves, filling those flasks. As it appeared to have a brisk sale, especially in the latter case, I concluded I would take a flask amongst the rest, which, I accordingly did, and conveyed it in safety to my room, and went back into the street to see the end. The owner of the wine soon found
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