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    Poised between the Revolution’s lofty rhetoric and an enlisted man’s daily scarcity, The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier traces how endurance, wit, and unvarnished observation bridge the distance between political ideals and the blistered feet, thin rations, and cold encampments that made them real, demonstrating that nation-building often advances by inches rather than proclamations, that patience can be a form of bravery, and that the memory of hardship is itself an act of citizenship, preserving the uncelebrated labors without which victories would be impossible and reminding readers that freedom, before it becomes a story, must be fed, mended, and carried.

This book is a firsthand war memoir by Joseph Plumb Martin, an American who served as a private in the Continental Army during the Revolutionary War, recounting campaigns and camp life across the northeastern and mid-Atlantic colonies. First published in 1830, it belongs to the tradition of early American autobiography and military narrative, later reissued under the now-familiar title The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier. Its setting ranges from recruiting towns to fortified riverbanks, from winter encampments to summer marches, and its perspective remains grounded in the experiences of an enlisted soldier rather than the councils of generals or legislatures.

Martin begins as a very young recruit and guides the reader through the seasons of soldiering: enlistment, drilling, building works, marching, waiting, and the sudden pressures of action, all rendered with a plainspoken, observant voice. The style is direct and often brisk, attentive to weather, food, tools, and the stubborn details that determine a day’s success or failure. A quiet, sometimes dry humor runs beneath the hardships, while the tone remains steady and reflective rather than self-aggrandizing. The episodes unfold episodically, with scenes from camps and roads and riversides that emphasize texture and perspective over grand summaries or retrospective judgments.

At its heart, the memoir foregrounds the ordinary soldier, making logistics, fatigue duty, and scarcity as central to the Revolution as rhetoric and banners. Hunger and clothing shortages test bodies and bonds; deferred pay and shifting terms of service complicate loyalty; distinctions between officers and enlisted men reveal how authority is earned, contested, and sometimes abused. Yet fellowship, small mercies, and practical ingenuity continually surface, giving the narrative a humane counterpoint to deprivation. The book explores how duty collides with self-preservation, how perseverance grows from habit as much as heroism, and how collective effort turns private resolve into public consequence.

Because it records war from the ground up, Martin’s account complicates tidy mythologies of the founding era without discarding the importance of the cause. He shows how supply lines, weather, illness, boredom, and sheer labor shaped outcomes as surely as strategy did, restoring human scale to events often told from above. The memoir also preserves the language and rhythms of a citizen-soldier narrating for posterity, situating memory as a civic resource. It demonstrates that national history is built not only from declarations and treaties but from the resilience of people who shouldered tools, muskets, and responsibilities under imperfect conditions daily.

For contemporary readers, the book offers a textured reminder that patriotism is inseparable from material support, institutional competence, and the ethics of caring for those who serve. It invites reflection on civil-military trust, the treatment of veterans, and the gap that can open between official promises and lived reality. As a primary narrative written in accessible prose, it allows new audiences to encounter the Revolution without mediation, while still encouraging thoughtful skepticism toward romantic simplifications. Its candor, restraint, and vivid detail make it valuable to historians and general readers alike, illuminating how democratic ideals are sustained by mundane, persistent work.

Approached on its own terms, The Memoirs of a Revolutionary Soldier offers an immersive walk alongside a private who observes carefully, endures quietly, and remembers conscientiously. Readers will find not a catalogue of triumphs, but the lived context that gives triumphs meaning: meals scrounged, shelters raised, orders followed, friendships kept. Without spoiling the particular turns of his service, it is enough to say that Martin’s steady witness makes the era tangible and the stakes legible. To read him today is to encounter a durable civic lesson: that liberty’s future depends on attention to the ordinary lives that sustain it.
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    First published in 1830 and later widely circulated under the modern title, Joseph Plumb Martin’s memoir presents a sustained, chronological account of an enlisted Continental soldier’s service in the American Revolutionary War. Writing decades after the events, Martin frames his recollections as a candid corrective to lofty rhetoric, returning repeatedly to what daily soldiering demanded. The narrative intertwines march routes, encampments, and battle stations with observations on leadership, supply, and morale. Without ornament, he attends to the material facts of rations, shelter, and duty, establishing a vantage grounded in experience rather than strategy, and setting the tone for an unvarnished, patient record.

Martin begins with his youth in New England and the surge of enlistments that drew him into service as a teenager in 1776. The early chapters follow his company into the New York theater, where the realities of campaign life displace expectation. He recounts hurried fortifications, uncertain intelligence, and retreats conducted under strain, while noticing the small routines that sustain a unit: sentry posts, cooking, and the search for dry ground. The emphasis is on confusion and adaptation rather than grand victories, and the reader sees how battlefield movements translated into cold nights, empty stomachs, and the first lessons in endurance.

As the war lengthens, Martin reenlists for the duration and settles into the rhythms of a reorganized Continental Army. He describes the drill, fatigue duty, and constant scarcity that defined 1777 and the winter that followed, culminating in the encampment at Valley Forge. The depiction remains focused on tents, huts, shoes, and rations, with officers and famous names appearing mainly as part of a soldier’s horizon. Episodes of illness, snowbound marches, and intermittent skirmishing convey a force held together by routine and mutual reliance. The memoir’s interest lies less in plans than in the daily work of keeping a line.

Campaign seasons bring long movements across the mid-Atlantic, foraging details, and close contact with civilians whose loyalties and resources vary. Martin records punishments and pardons, the pull of reenlistment bounties, and the tension between promises from above and what men actually receive. He stresses how exhaustion and uncertainty, not just enemy fire, wear down a company. While he notes larger engagements from an enlisted vantage, the narrative dwells on the logistics of crossing rivers, holding posts, and sharing scant food. Moments of success register primarily as relief from privation, reinforcing the memoir’s central contrast between patriotic ideals and lived conditions.

In the later years, Martin joins specialist detachments tasked with engineering and siege work, describing the tools, schedules, and hazards of digging under hostile observation. This section builds toward the allied campaign in Virginia, where a decisive siege becomes the setting for his most detailed account of coordinated operations. Night labor, sudden alarms, and the pressure of strict orders reveal a disciplined army capable of precision as well as endurance. Though mindful of secrecy and chain of command, he sketches the cooperation among units and the strain borne by individuals, conveying both peril and purpose without overemphasizing battlefield spectacle.

After the climactic operations, the narrative turns to garrison duty, waiting, and the uncertain path toward peace. Martin details discharge procedures, the distribution of certificates in lieu of pay, and the unresolved promises surrounding compensation and land. The excitement of victory gives way to paperwork, farewells, and the challenge of returning to civilian rhythms with little material security. He reflects on what service had cost and what it had meant, measuring gratitude against neglect. The closing pages retain the memoir’s practical register, keeping attention on documents, clothing, and roads home rather than grand statements about the new nation.

As a primary source, the memoir endures for its unadorned view of rank-and-file experience and its early publication by an author who styled himself anonymously as a revolutionary soldier. Rediscovered and widely read in the twentieth century, it has informed military and social histories by restoring texture to campaigns otherwise summarized by dates and generals. Martin’s steady focus on labor, hunger, and obligation raises lasting questions about how republics reward service and remember sacrifice. Without romantic flourishes or dramatic revelations, the book’s cumulative force lies in its clarity, offering a durable measure of the costs that underwrote American independence.
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    Joseph Plumb Martin’s account arises from the North American War of Independence, fought from 1775 to 1783 across the thirteen colonies and their frontiers. A New England teenager raised in Connecticut, he served in the Continental Army, the standing force authorized by the Second Continental Congress and commanded by George Washington. The memoir, first published in 1830, looks back on campaigns principally in the Mid-Atlantic and New England theaters, where British regulars, Loyalist auxiliaries, and German troops contested control with American forces. Its perspective is that of an enlisted man within a fragile republican experiment, dependent on state governments, local communities, and an improvising national authority.

The political crisis that preceded his service grew from imperial taxation and governance disputes after the Seven Years’ War. Parliament’s Stamp Act (1765), Townshend duties (1767), and Tea Act (1773) provoked colonial protests over representation and constitutional rights. Clashes in Boston, including the 1770 massacre and the 1773 tea destruction, led to punitive Coercive Acts and colonial solidarity through the First Continental Congress. Open warfare began at Lexington and Concord in April 1775, and the Second Continental Congress formed the Continental Army in June. The Declaration of Independence in July 1776 clarified war aims, binding military service to articulated republican principles.

At the war’s core stood two institutions: state militias and the Continental Army. Early short-term enlistments in 1775–1776 hampered cohesion, prompting Congress and the states to raise regiments for three years or the war. States offered cash bounties, clothing, and land promises to meet quotas, while officers faced a separate system of commissions and half-pay. British forces included regulars and German auxiliaries, notably from Hesse-Cassel and other principalities. Fighting concentrated along strategic corridors from New York to Philadelphia, where supply lines and river crossings mattered. Martin’s perspective reflects the enlisted soldier’s world of rotating terms, recruiting politics, and uneven provisioning.

In 1776 British strategy targeted New York, a deep-water port and communications hub. The campaign produced American defeats at Long Island and White Plains, the loss of Manhattan, and a difficult retreat across New Jersey. Counterstrokes at Trenton and Princeton in winter 1776–1777 restored morale but did not dislodge the British from New York. Subsequent operations turned the war into a series of marches, skirmishes, sieges, and holding actions across New York, New Jersey, and Pennsylvania. The terrain, weather, and distances shaped soldiering as much as grand tactics, framing the conditions Martin describes throughout his service with Washington’s main army.

Logistical strain defined the Continental experience. Congress lacked taxation power, relying on state requisitions and issuing Continentals that depreciated sharply, especially by 1780. Clothing, shoes, and rations often failed to reach the ranks, producing hunger and illness in winter encampments such as Valley Forge (1777–1778) and Morristown (1779–1780). Washington emphasized drill and discipline, aided by Baron von Steuben’s training program. Quartermaster reforms under Nathanael Greene improved some distribution after 1778 but never eliminated shortages. These institutional weaknesses—pay arrears, delayed bounties, and irregular supplies—form a constant backdrop in the memoir, informing its judgments about leadership, sacrifice, and governmental responsibility.

International developments reshaped the war. After the American victory at Saratoga in 1777, France recognized the United States and concluded treaties of alliance and commerce in 1778. French naval and military support altered British calculations, expanded the conflict to global theaters, and brought French troops under the comte de Rochambeau to New England in 1780. Coordinated operations with Washington and the decisive role of the French fleet under de Grasse enabled the 1781 campaign in Virginia, culminating at Yorktown. For soldiers in the ranks, foreign allies meant new logistics, combined drills, and siege tactics that figure prominently in firsthand recollections.

Service brought together farmers, artisans, laborers, immigrants, and free and enslaved African Americans, especially in New England units and the 1st Rhode Island Regiment raised in 1778. Washington ordered army-wide smallpox inoculation in 1777, reducing a persistent threat. Camp followers offered essential labor under regulated systems. Tensions over pay and terms contributed to notable mutinies, including the Pennsylvania Line in January 1781 and a smaller New Jersey incident soon after. Civilian support varied with wartime burdens and occupation. Postwar, veterans pressed claims, and Congress’s 1818 pension act spurred renewed testimony. Martin’s narrative engages these social realities from the enlisted vantage.

Published in Hallowell, Maine, in 1830, the memoir appears amid early national debates over Revolutionary memory, compensation, and republican character. Its plain style and close attention to rations, marches, fatigue duty, and siege work complement official correspondence by showing how policy met practice. The narrative affirms the Revolution’s civic ideals while criticizing broken promises, social deference toward officers, and chronic mismanagement by Congress and the states. By foregrounding ordinary service rather than grand strategy, the book reflects its era’s struggle to build institutions worthy of its principles and preserves the viewpoint of a citizen-soldier within the founding generation.
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  "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, 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[2].

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[1], 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'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, and it would not do to "put the hand to the plough and look back." 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[3]. 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," 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[2q]; it was now my business to prove myself equal to my profession. 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[5], 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 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[6],) 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 from all our fortifications, in and near the city. I went into what was then called the grand battery, 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[4q]; 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 out what was going forward on his premises, and began remonstrating, but he preached to the wind; finding that he could effect nothing, with them, he went to Gen. Putnam[7]'s quarters, which was not more than three or four rods off; the General immediately repaired in person to the field of action; the soldiers getting wind of his approach hurried out into the street, when he, mounting himself upon the doorsteps of my quarters, began "harangueing the multitude," threatening to hang every mother's son of them. Whether he was to be the hangman or not, he did not say; but I took every word he said for gospel, and expected nothing else but to be hanged before the morrow night. I sincerely wished him hanged and out of the way, for fixing himself upon the steps of our door; but he soon ended his discourse, and came down from his rostrum, and the soldiers dispersed, no doubt much edified. I got home as soon as the General had left the coast clear, took a draught of the wine, and then flung the flask and the remainder of the wine out of my window, from the third story, into the water cistern in the back yard, where it remains to this day for aught I know. However, I might have kept it, if I had not been in too much haste to free myself from being hanged by General Putnam, or by his order. I never heard any thing further about
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