
  

    
     

  


  1622  Pannaway: A Colony Is Born
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 Not very much is known about New Hampshire’s first citizen, David Thompson. He first enters history as a clerk at the offices of the Council for New England, the body responsible for handing out lands in the new English colonies on the northeast coast of the New World. The council was the creation of Sir Ferdinando Gorges and John Mason, who had talked the Crown into a huge grant of coastal land north of the Massachusetts colony.


  As clerk of the council, Thompson knew of the growing interest of adventurers and investors and of the reports brought back to the mother country by Capt. John Smith, among others. Thompson knew there were profits to be made in fishing, and he was ambitious. In 1622—with financial partners Abraham Comer, Nicholas Sherill, and Leonard Pomerie—he made an application for a land grant.


  On November 15, 1622, the Grand Council granted them six thousand acres of their choice in the new territories. Before they could claim all six thousand acres, however, the Thompson grantees had to build a plantation and occupy it for five years. Under the terms of the grant, they would receive transportation to a suitable place and all the supplies they would need until they were put ashore. The investors agreed that all four would split the land when it was deeded.


  Their plan was to create a settlement for fishing and furs, both in high demand in Europe at the time. They reconnoitered the coast and found a prominent point of land at the outer southern shore of the deep Piscataqua River, where it entered the sea. Along the west lay a marsh drained by a small creek. Although the shoreline was little more than a solid rock and boulder-strewn beach, the northwest side was protected from the open sea and led directly to the river. That river provided access to the interior and its fur-bearing animals.


  Out to sea, approximately six miles, were Smith’s Isles, named by Captain Smith in 1614. Smith had reported the waters around the islands as teeming with fish, and their proximity would be a boon to the fledgling colony. In later years the islands would come to be called the Isles of Shoals.


  Thompson chose these lands for his claim. The claim extended about a mile inland from the shore and ran for tens of miles along the coast, from what is now Rye, and then westward along the Piscataqua River through present day Portsmouth and all the way to Fox Point in Newington.


  When David Thompson’s group of hardy settlers arrived, they saw that the land had other attributes that fit their purposes well. There was a small hillock that rose gradually, a proper place for fish flakes, also called stages, platforms of saplings on which they would dry fish. Also nearby were flat grounds for growing food. Adjacent marshes would yield salt hay to feed the cattle and livestock. A semi-protected cove would harbor their fishing boats.


  Having found a suitable place, they immediately set about establishing their settlement, which they called Pannaway Plantation. The first project was to build the “great house,” which didn’t necessarily mean it would be a magnificent mansion. In colonial terms it was the settlers’ principal residence, serving as both home and fort, if necessary. The entire party occupied the building during the early stages of the settlement.

 
    
     

  New Hampshire has a total area of 9,304 square miles and ranks forty-fourth among the states in size.






  Thompson’s great house was most likely little more than a thatched log building on a stone foundation with two floors. The first floor would have had a big fireplace for cooking, and the rest of the space would have been used as a common workroom, where goods and supplies were stored and equipment maintained. The second floor, which may have been little more than a garret, provided sleeping space for everyone. The beds were hammocks or pallets filled with salt-marsh hay; there were few furnishings in the house other than rough tables and crude benches. And, of course, they had to dig a well for fresh water.


  Unlike the other New England settlement at “Plimoth Plantation” in Massachusetts, which was formed for religious reasons, Thompson’s was a purely commercial venture. He and his partners intended to generate wealth by selling fish and fur pelts, so the next step for the ten new settlers was the clearing of Flake Hill and the building of fish flakes for drying cod.


  The solitary woman of the group, the courageous wife of David Thompson, bore the full responsibilities of the household: cooking, mending and washing clothes, and tending fires, the garden, and the myriad other small tasks of a frontier home.


  As soon as the great house was completed and the rudiments of daily life had been established, the settlers began fishing offshore and as far out as Smith’s Isles (the Isles of Shoals). The fish they sought were cod, huge fish brought in from a fishing ground that had never before been exploited. The catches were large. Once a good haul was on board, the fish were brought back to the plantation and filleted, the remaining parts used as animal feed or fertilizers for the rocky ground.


  The big slabs of fish were then salted and set out on the flake platforms for curing under the sun, a process that took weeks. During drying, the air all around the settlement reeked with the strong smell of drying fish. When the fish were finally sufficiently dry, they were packed into watertight barrels and shipped off to markets in England and Europe.


  Contacts were made with local Indians, and trading for fur pelts began. The pelts, too, were cured, packed, and placed on ships bound for English and European markets. Thompson’s relationships with the local Indians were good. He is said to have been friendly and fair in his dealings with them, and there is no record of any problems between the Indian and English communities at Pannaway.


  Over time this tiny fishing community was in frequent contact with other similar settlements along the coast. In 1626 they received word that the fishing station on Monhegan Island was closing down. The leader of the Plymouth Plantation, William Bradford, traveled north to bid on its fishing equipment. Stopping at Pannaway, Bradford talked to Thompson about the auction and, between them, they decided that it would be foolish to bid against one another. They entered a single bid and split the equipment between the two colonies.


  While there is no record to verify it, it is likely that it may have been at this meeting that Bradford enticed Thompson to leave Pannaway and settle in the Massachusetts colony. Business had not been as good as Thompson had hoped, and in 1626 he picked up and moved with his wife to an island in Boston Harbor, today called Thompson’s Island. He never returned to live at Pannaway, and his land patent expired because he did not occupy it for five years.


  Pannaway was idle for four years, when Gorges and Mason transferred it to Capt. Walter Neale. Then, in the 1660s a settler from the Isles of Shoals, John Odiorne, bought the grant. His family retained ownership of the point for centuries, giving the area its present name, Odiorne Point.


  During the late nineteenth century, a number of summer homes and farms occupied the land, but in 1942 the US government established Fort Dearborn on the site. When the government acquired the entire property, it tore down most of the buildings, erecting in their place huge gun emplacements, buried under faux hills. In the process much of the archaeological evidence of Pannaway was lost.


  Today, visitors will find Odiorne Point State Park and the Seacoast Science Center, with programs teaching the importance of the intertidal zone. They can also walk the park’s many trails, picking out evidence of the many long years of settlement in this historic spot.



  

    
     

  


  1689  Perfidy and Disaster in Dover
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 The small but prosperous settlement of Dover was peaceful as dawn rose on June 27, 1689. There had been trouble with the Indians in the past, but there was no hint of it that morning. Elizabeth Heard left in a small boat with her children to do errands and visit friends downstream on the Cocheco River.


  In the darkness of night, they rowed back toward their home, but approaching the falls of the Cocheco, Elizabeth was suddenly brought to full alert. Loud and threatening voices immediately aroused her suspicions. She had witnessed Indian troubles before and had even saved an Indian’s life. She knew that some terrible evil was afoot.


  Hers was but one of several families living in Dover on small farms only recently cleared from the forest. Their homes were small log buildings of two rooms on the first floor, separated by a massive chimney, and a large loft room on the second floor, which overhung the lower floor. Called garrison houses, they had narrow slits cut in the walls through which firearms could be fired, and they served as both home and tiny forts. As additional defensive measures, five of the garrison houses were surrounded by sharp pointed log stockades. Every family was assigned one of these houses as a place of refuge in case of attack.


  Maj. Richard Waldron, a successful shipbuilder and sawmill and gristmill owner, was the chosen leader in the community, and he took charge of the defenses of the community. His was the most important fortified garrison.


  The settlers had reason to protect themselves. Chief Metacom of the Narragansett Indians of Rhode Island, referred to by the colonists as King Philip, had formed a confederation of New England Indian tribes to resist further expansion of English settlements. In 1675 Metacom launched his confederation into a war on the English settlers. King Philip’s War spread all over New England and brought terror to the little settlement at Dover.


  After the initial series of Indian attacks had subsided, Major Waldron was summoned to a conference in Massachusetts to determine how to prevent further attacks. The colonial leaders developed a plan, which called for a day of athletic contests to which all of the local Indian tribes would be invited. The colonial leaders knew that the Indians liked these contests, and they were sure that the chiefs and warriors would attend. Once assembled, King Philip’s unsuspecting warriors would be captured and sent to Massachusetts for punishment. Waldron did not think well of the plan, but he agreed to hold the contests at Dover.


  More than four hundred Indians came for the contests, and during one particular event, a gun was fired as a signal for the capture of the Indians. Many of the natives were instantly captured while a few escaped into the brush. One young Indian, terrified by the attack, escaped and hid in the house of Elizabeth Heard. Finding him hiding in her house, she shielded him from capture and death when other settlers came looking for him, and he safely escaped.


  The captured chiefs were taken off to Massachusetts and enslaved, and many were hanged. As many as two hundred other Indians were herded onto ships and sent to England as slaves. But some of the enslaved warriors managed to escape and return to their tribes, seething with hatred and planning their revenge.


  A chief of the Penacook tribe, Wonalancet, was among those who escaped. A former friend to the English colonists, he was their sworn enemy from that day on. The Penacook and other Abenaki Indians joined together in planning their revenge for the tragedy caused by the deceit of Major Waldron and the Massachusetts authorities.


  For twelve years the Indians nursed their hatred quietly, while the settlers fell into patterns of carelessness. The sight of Indians in the neighborhood became common over the years, and it was not unusual for them to be allowed to spend nights in settlers’ homes. People were negligent about locking doors, and stockades fell into disrepair. Waldron himself, when approached about the danger from the Indians, advised the settlers that they should worry about their farms, and he would worry about defenses. He was sure of the friendliness of his docile Indians.


  In the spring of 1689, word came to Chelmsford, Massachusetts, from two friendly Penacook Indians that a renewal of attacks was imminent. Quickly, word was sent to Governor Bradford of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, who sent word to the New Hampshire settlers. They should, the governor warned, be on alert for attacks aimed particularly against Major Waldron. Bradford’s alert first went to Justice Weare of Hampton, who sent it on by messenger to Waldron’s son who lived in Portsmouth.


  But the alert was too late. The night before the message arrived, several Indian women begged permission to sleep within the stockades of the Dover garrisons and were allowed to do so. In the middle of the night, the women quietly rose and went to the gates, opening them and allowing warriors into the enclosures. The attackers quickly roused the sleeping settlers, killing the men and seizing the women and older children. Many of the younger children were killed; they would be too much of a problem on the march to Canada.






   As of July 2018, the Census Bureau estimates the population of New Hampshire to be 1,356,458: 21.8 percent of New Hampshire’s population are between the ages of five and seventeen; 64.6 percent are between the ages of eighteen and sixty-four. And 13.5 percent are sixty-five or older.






  When Elizabeth Heard landed her boat, she decided to bring her family to the Waldron garrison. Arriving close by, she found the stockade closed and guarded by an armed Indian at the door. Sending her children off to hide, she stayed on. But soon she was discovered by an Indian warrior who came up to her and stood above her. Studying her intently, the warrior looked down at her and then turned away. A short while later he returned, again studying her carefully. Once again the warrior turned, calling out as though he had just killed a settler, and ran away. Her compassionate deed of a dozen years earlier had been repaid.


  Meanwhile, Elder Wentworth was guarding widow Heard’s own garrison house, which was under attack. As one Indian tried to enter the door, old Elder Wentworth furiously pushed him out and then lay on the floor with his feet against the door, keeping it closed while he screamed for help. Aroused, the others in the garrison house awoke and aided him, eventually driving off the attackers.


  Major Waldron was not so lucky. The night before the attack, he entertained Chief Wahowah, and when the chief asked him if he was worried about strange Indians in the area, Waldron dismissed the concern. But now warriors forced their way into the garrison and went to the major’s sleeping chamber. Waldron, who was more than eighty years old, grabbed his sword and for a while held off the intruders. Turning to get his pistols, he was felled by a blow to the head and captured. Outside, Elizabeth crept up on the beleaguered garrison and lay hiding in the underbrush.


  When all of the household had been captured, Waldron was placed in a chair on top of the table where he had entertained Wahowah the previous night. The captured members of the family were made to prepare food for the captors while they taunted and tortured the major. One by one the warriors came to him, slashing him with their knives as retribution for the massacre of 1676. At last, weakened by the loss of blood, he toppled over on his own sword, which had been propped under him.


  From her hiding place, Elizabeth heard the yelling and screaming within the garrison. Finally, the Waldron garrison burst into flames, and the warriors departed. It wasn’t until the roof crashed down upon the ruins of the garrison that she felt safe to try to find her family.


  She was one of the few lucky ones. During the course of the attacks, all but her garrison in this part of the settlement was destroyed. Her children were safe. Twenty-three of the settlers died and twenty-nine others were captured and marched off to Montreal and slavery. Armed parties of men, alerted by the few men who escaped, followed the attackers and recaptured three of the stolen children in the White Mountains, but most of the others either died on the long forced march or were sold into slavery or ransomed.


  The Waldron garrison was on the northern slope of a hill that rises from the falls of the Cocheco. Today, the site is in the center of Dover’s downtown commercial district, and a plaque at 448 Central Avenue marks the spot of the attack. Visitors can still see what the garrison house looked like by visiting the Damm (also called Dame) Garrison. This log garrison was built in 1675 in the Back River section of the city and survived the attacks of the Indian wars. It was subsequently moved to its present site at the Woodman Institute, 182–192 Central Avenue, where it is in a remarkable state of preservation.



  

    
     

  


  1747   War on the Frontier
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 It was early spring in 1747 when thirty soldiers from Massachusetts anxiously looked out from their log fort. Strange sounds told them that all was not well. They suspected an imminent attack by French and Indian marauders, but had no way of knowing that the force arrayed against them contained more than seven hundred men.


  First settled in 1740, during the French and Indian Wars, the settlement was called Number 4, the fourth in a series of towns established by Massachusetts to protect what it thought was its western border. But in 1741 a more accurate survey made the new settlement a part of New Hampshire. Near the small fort, there was fine fertile land for farming, and it was situated high enough above the wide Connecticut River nearby to be safe from flooding. The surrounding forests supplied plenty of pine and hardwoods for its buildings and cooking fires.


  It was more than forty miles to the nearest British town, and the new settlement sat squarely where the Crown Point Trail through Vermont crossed the Connecticut River, both of which were major Indian routes from the north. Soldiers at the fort could give warning to settlements to the east and south of impending French and Indian attack. But it was also a very dangerous place to be.


  Times were difficult for the new settlers. The continental aspirations of the French and British kings spread to North America, fanning the flames of war. The French, with their small commercial colony along the Saint Lawrence River, and their Indian allies wanted to stop the expansion of the more vibrant British colonies to the south.


  For New Englanders war meant a continual series of raids on outposts spread along the northwestern side of the British colonies. Raiding parties of Indians, often led and accompanied by French officers and soldiers, came down from French Canada over Lake Champlain and the Green Mountains. Others came overland through Crawford Notch and into northeastern settlements.


  The Connecticut River Valley, as far south as Deerfield, Massachusetts, was plagued by Indian raids. Men and women working in fields were under constant threat. By 1743 it was obvious to the Number 4 settlers that they must have a fort to protect themselves, but Massachusetts no longer had any interest in spending money on a settlement that was in New Hampshire. Authorities in Portsmouth thought the settlement too far from New Hampshire’s other towns and therefore indefensible. So without help, the determined settlers met and voted to fund the project themselves, allotting three hundred pounds for it, a large sum of money for the times and for their circumstances. There were barely a dozen families in the settlement.


  Their first task was to move most of the houses they had built. They brought thirteen buildings together and arranged them in a large rectangle, connected to one another by sheds and barns. They formed an inner courtyard, while along the outer sides of the buildings, a log palisade ten feet high was erected, twenty to forty feet from the inner group of buildings. The palisade logs were set into the ground so that a four-inch space was left between each to allow defenders to fire at attackers.


  It was fortunate that these few families worked so hard to complete their fort. While Number 4 suffered few attacks during 1744 and 1745, the following year they had every reason to be thankful for their investment of time, labor, and money. In 1746 the war between Britain and France came to the New World.


  French-led raiding parties were sent against many frontier towns. In response, Gov. William Shirley of Massachusetts, without the knowledge of the Crown, put together a New England militia that seized the major French fort, Louisbourg, on Cape Breton Island in Nova Scotia. The French, in turn, redoubled their attacks on the frontiers.


  In mid-April 1746, about forty French-led Indians attacked Number 4, burning the sawmill and taking three captives. The raiding party then went south to attack the settlement at Upper Ashuelot (now Keene), burning several buildings and taking more captives. Two weeks later, as the men at Number 4 set out from the stockade to tend to the cattle, they were attacked, and one settler was killed. It was now obvious that it was not safe to be outside the gates unguarded.


  Even though the settlement at Number 4 was within New Hampshire, in late May Massachusetts sent a company of horse troops to protect it because Gov. Benning Wentworth of New Hampshire declined to help with its defense. After turning their horses out to graze, the newcomers decided to look at the place where the last raid had occurred. It was a bad decision. The poorly armed group was set upon by another party of Indians, suffering a loss of five dead and one captured.






   New Hampshire became the ninth state on June 21, 1788.






  Shortly after, another group of Massachusetts soldiers arrived to reinforce the small fort. They left the fort on July 19 to gather their horses from pasture some distance away. As they approached a low hill, their dogs began to bark vociferously, a sure sign of Indian presence. Lying in wait were 150 French-led Indians. Their ambush discovered, the Indians rose from their hiding places to attack but were driven off, incurring a number of casualties.


  August saw even more incursions, with the fort besieged for two days, outlying buildings burned, and cattle and farm animals killed. As fall began, the military season came to an end and Massachusetts decided to withdraw its troops. The people of Number 4, realizing it was not feasible for them to stay the winter without militia, left the fort by December. The fort was deserted except for a dog and cat that were left behind.


  In the spring, however, Massachusetts reconsidered its decision about troops and sent Capt. Phineas Stevens and thirty soldiers to defend the fort against new intruders. They arrived on March 27, 1747, and found the fort still sound, undamaged, and inhabited only by the old dog and the cat. Their timing was flawless. While they had been making their way north from Massachusetts, a force of more than seven hundred French and Indians, under the command of French General Debeline, was marching south through the wilderness of Vermont. Early in April, settlers and soldiers at the fort awoke to dogs barking and acting strangely, and they knew that trouble was at hand. Firing first at a sentry, the invaders then set fire to old fences and grasses around the fort and took shots at the defenders.


  Cleverly, Stevens prevented the attackers from finding out how few men he had, and even while they were keeping up an effective fire, he had some of his men dig trenches outside and along the walls. The trenches were deep enough for his men to stand up in, protecting them from enemy fire while they were throwing water on the walls to put out flaming arrows.


  After a short battle, the French general called for a cease-fire and sent three men to parley with the defenders. They demanded immediate surrender in exchange for a guarantee of the lives of the defenders. A vote was taken, and to a man the defending soldiers refused to surrender, even though they were outnumbered thirty to seven hundred. The fighting immediately resumed, carrying on until noon on the following day.


  The French commander again requested a cease-fire so that talks could take place. This time his demand was not surrender but an offer of French withdrawal if the defenders would sell them supplies. In his report to Governor Shirley, Captain Stevens related his position: “Selling them provisions for money was contrary to the laws of nations; but if they would send in a captive for every five bushels of corn, I would supply them.”


  The defenders had had little chance to eat or to sleep. With the refusal of the French bargain, firing began again. Surprisingly, after only a few shots, the firing suddenly stopped. General Debeline, his French soldiers, and Indian allies withdrew, and Number 4 was saved. Captain Stevens’s little troop had not only beaten a force of seven hundred but had suffered casualties of only two men slightly injured. And they had secured the valley for future settlement.


  Number 4 was located in what is now the small business district of Charlestown. Unused after the end of the French and Indian Wars, the fort had totally rotted away by the 1760s. A complete and authentic replica has been built a short distance north of town, along the banks of the Connecticut River. Interpreters there portray the life of those first settlers. Each summer reenacters assemble to recreate the battles that took place here when Number 4 was the western frontier of the British colonies in North America.



  

    
     

  

  1767   The Governors’ Ladies
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 Gov. Benning Wentworth was a happily married man, but after the death of his wife, he yearned for female companionship. In the end he did find a new wife and happiness, but his shocking choice of a bride dashed the hopes of many eligible Portsmouth women and scandalized the leading citizens of colonial Portsmouth. Only a few years later his nephew, Benning’s replacement as governor, shocked the city again when he too made an indelicate marriage that again set tongues wagging all over town.


  Benning was the oldest of fourteen children born to John Wentworth, a sea captain, merchant, and governor of New Hampshire from 1717 to 1730. Born in 1696, Benning attended a local school and then attended and graduated from Harvard College before taking up the family business. It was probably during one of his three business trips to England that he made the contacts that set the scene for his own appointment as governor in 1741. In 1743 he furthered his career by purchasing the position of Surveyor of the King’s Woods, gaining control of the lumber and mast trade.


  Married and with three sons, he remained in his father’s three-story mansion until, in the late 1740s, he built himself a fifty-two-room mansion, a few miles from Portsmouth’s busy commercial area, in a section known as Little Harbor. He and the family moved into their new home in 1750.


  Unfortunately, Benning’s wife died and, in rapid succession, his three sons died as well. By 1759 he was alone and without an heir. Soon after, he spotted a young woman named Molly Pitman. Entranced, he asked her to marry him. But, poor man, it was not to be, for she was in love with another man, a local mechanic by the name of Richard Shortridge, and she refused.


  It isn’t prudent to anger the royal governor, especially if he is a demi-king. Richard Shortridge had no idea of what was to befall him. Shortly after he and Molly were married, a press-gang appeared at his doorway and, without a chance to protest, young Richard found himself on a British frigate headed out to sea. Benning had his revenge, but even the seven years of Richard’s absence didn’t lead Molly to give up. When Richard finally escaped and returned home, Molly was there waiting for him. But the governor didn’t wait that long.


  Over on Court Street another young woman had grown up under circumstances less grand than Benning’s. Barefoot and a bit bedraggled, Martha Hilton was sure her life would be a rich one. When she was old enough, she moved into the governor’s new mansion, working as a helper in the kitchen and as a maid. Over time Martha and the governor became secretly enamored.


  The governor loved to entertain lavishly, and it was not unusual for him to have a large party for dinner at his mansion. One particular evening, he held a grand dinner with many of the best families present, including the Rev. Arthur Brown of Queen’s Chapel. After the sumptuous feast, the governor leaned over and whispered to an aide, who then scurried off to the kitchen. Without anyone noticing, young Martha Hilton crept in from the kitchen and stood quietly before the fireplace. Rising, the governor looked at the rector and said in a loud voice, “Mr. Brown, I wish you to marry me.” A sudden flutter of gasps flew around the richly paneled room, more than a few ladies there probably wondering if they were about to receive a proposal of marriage.


  Flustered, the Reverend Mr. Brown asked, “To whom?” “To this lady,” Benning replied, and the governor motioned to Martha to step forward. The poor reverend temporized, saying that he had not brought his book with him, to which the governor produced his own Bible. “As the governor of New Hampshire, I command you to marry me,” he said. With that Martha Hilton, scullery maid and housekeeper, became Lady Wentworth, the first lady of the province.


  After a very few happy years, the governor died, but without children. Lady Martha Wentworth inherited the entire estate of Benning Wentworth, including his huge mansion. But the governorship itself stayed in the family.


  Benning Wentworth’s nephew, John Wentworth, was bright and highly thought of in his youth. After graduating from Harvard College in 1755, he followed in the family business and went to Great Britain with the intent to stay there for an indefinite period of time—and hopefully return with his uncle’s job. Before he left, however, he had met a cousin, Frances Deering Wentworth, a resident of Boston. Beautiful and talented, she was attracted to John, and he to her. It was therefore a shock to her when John suddenly left town in 1755.


  Within the next five years, she met young Theodore Atkinson Jr., of Portsmouth, also a Harvard graduate, known as a devoted and gentle man. He and Frances were married on May 13, 1762, and took up residence in Theodore’s father’s Portsmouth mansion. Things went pretty well for the happy couple and, except for the fragile health of the groom, they were happy, but childless.


  In 1767 young John Wentworth returned from London bearing the titles of his uncle, Governor of the Colony of New Hampshire and Surveyor of the King’s Woods. John was more popular than his uncle had been. Years later, even after the American Revolution, he was remembered as a kind man who would stop on the street and give a few coins to children. The new governor bought a house on Pleasant Street and settled in. Directly across his backyard lay the Court Street house of Theodore Atkinson Jr. and his wife, Frances.


  History does not record anything that transpired during the next two years, other than visits, strictly honorable, that the governor made to the Atkinson household. But poor Theodore’s health continued to decline and on Saturday, October 28, 1769, he died of tuberculosis.


  The funeral was set for the following Wednesday at Queen’s Chapel. Frances, dressed in mourning black, spent the interim at her deceased husband’s side in the old family home, as friends and neighbors called with their condolences. Among them, undoubtedly, was the governor who, we can only surmise, probably spent quite a bit of time with the widow.


  Wednesday dawned a cool, bright day as the funeral procession set off along the streets of Portsmouth. The governor ordered that the guns of Fort William and Mary in New Castle and the guns on board the man-of-war Beaver, at anchor in the harbor, be fired in honor of the deceased, as the cortege made its sad way to the church. The Rev. Arthur Brown, rector, presided over the services and led the prayers at the family tomb.


 

 

    There are ten counties in New Hampshire.






  For the rest of the week, Frances remained in mourning at home, and on Sunday she arrived at services in her mourning garb. She appeared duly grievous at her loss, but the congregation around her had no idea of what was about to happen.


  Frances had called in her seamstress and had given explicit orders, she was to make a wedding gown and it had to be done quickly. In fact she needed it by Saturday, November 11. Invitations went out to all of the most important people, and Portsmouth was caught up in a whirlwind of gossip, upstairs and down.


  On Saturday all vessels in the harbor were decked out
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