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    Centering on the figure of a plainspoken Yankee as emblem and neighbor, Brother Jonathan examines how a nation’s character is forged from small acts of conscience, enterprise, and fellowship, asking whether local traditions can enlarge themselves into a humane commonwealth without losing their hard-won integrity or their skeptical wit, whether young citizens learning the habits of work and responsibility can meet the demands of a republic that grows faster than their towns, their schools, and their imaginations, and whether quiet service can outlast bravado as the measure of belonging in a story attentive to the everyday texture of American life.

Hezekiah Butterworth (1839–1905), an American writer celebrated for accessible historical narratives for young readers, situates Brother Jonathan within the late nineteenth-century current of instructive fiction that braided storytelling with civic education. While specific dates vary across his prolific career, the book reflects the cultural moment when periodicals, schoolrooms, and lyceums embraced narrative as a companion to history lessons. Its imaginative footing lies in New England and the early United States, drawing on Brother Jonathan, a widely used personification of the Yankee and, more broadly, the nation, that predated the dominance of Uncle Sam in American popular iconography.

In broad outline, the book presents a sympathetic central figure whose choices illuminate what it means to grow into citizenship amid the everyday rhythms of community life. Rather than pursuing spectacle, the narrative favors episodes that test judgment, steadiness, and neighborly responsibility, inviting readers to notice how character is shaped in ordinary places. The result is a story that keeps its focus on the formative—apprenticeship in virtue, the dignity of work, and the claims of conscience. Butterworth’s approach is welcoming and earnest, designed to guide younger audiences without condescension and to offer older readers a clear window onto the moral imagination of his era.

Themes of national character, regional identity, and moral education animate the book. Brother Jonathan, as a cultural symbol, carries associations of thrift, ingenuity, and democratic plainness; Butterworth explores these qualities not as caricature but as live questions: How do communities balance self-reliance with mutual aid? What makes patriotism more than a sentiment? Where do local customs serve the wider good, and where must they yield? The story’s conflicts tend to arise from everyday dilemmas rather than grand conspiracies, keeping attention on conscience, habit, and the slow work of building trust—foundations as crucial to a republic as legislative acts or battlefield heroics.

Stylistically, the novel reflects Butterworth’s hallmark blend of narrative warmth and didactic clarity. The prose is straightforward and companionable, with a teacher’s patience for context and a storyteller’s eye for telling detail. Scenes unfold in an episodic cadence, allowing character to emerge through repeated tests of responsibility and fellowship. Historical texture enters not as ornament but as atmosphere, grounding the action in recognizable customs, crafts, and civic rituals. The mood is earnest and uplifting, yet it allows for humor and local color, acknowledging the idiosyncrasies of Yankee life while maintaining a steady emphasis on integrity, perseverance, and a modest idealism.

Read today, Brother Jonathan matters less as a relic than as an invitation to examine the narratives by which communities define virtue, citizenship, and belonging. Its concerns—work well done, education as character formation, loyalty tempered by conscience—remain germane, even as contemporary readers bring fresh questions to the text. The book also offers a historical vantage on how nineteenth-century writers addressed youth: with confidence that stories could cultivate civic friendship and moral discernment. Engaging it critically opens conversations about the strengths of that optimism and the limits of its perspective, encouraging readers to weigh which ideals endure and which require revision.

The experience the book offers is reflective rather than sensational, guided by a steady voice that trusts the appeal of honest labor, neighborly service, and the quiet satisfactions of duty. For readers interested in American cultural history, juvenile literature, or the evolution of national self-images, it provides an illuminating companion to the era that popularized Brother Jonathan as emblem and example. Butterworth’s narrative promises a humane portrait of aspiration grounded in everyday life, inviting discussion across generations. It is an introduction to civic imagination in story form—measured, hopeful, and attentive to the ways ordinary people, acting well, can shape a commonwealth.
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    Hezekiah Butterworth’s Brother Jonathan presents a panoramic account of New England’s formative role in American life, organized as a chronological narrative for general readers. Framed around the figure of Brother Jonathan, an early personification of the Yankee character, the book traces how regional habits of self-reliance, faith, and communal governance shaped broader national ideals. Beginning with the concept’s origins and the traits it embodies, the author introduces the scope of his survey: settlement, hardship, conflict, enterprise, reform, and influence beyond New England. Through anecdotes and historical sketches, he follows how distinctive customs and institutions developed and how they contributed to the emerging American identity.

The narrative opens with the Pilgrim settlement at Plymouth and the Puritan migration to Massachusetts Bay, emphasizing motives of conscience, covenant, and community. Early chapters describe the challenges of survival, the creation of town meetings, and the establishment of civil and religious order. Encounters with Indigenous peoples include both cooperation and negotiation as settlers sought stability in a new environment. Biographical glimpses of leaders and ministers illustrate how moral discipline and local governance helped the colonies endure. The text highlights compact communities, common schools, and meetinghouses as foundations of public spirit, preparing readers for the region’s later cohesion in times of strain.

Butterworth next surveys frontier tensions and conflicts that tested the New England settlements. Episodes involving shifting alliances, contested territories, and defensive measures mark a period of uncertainty and adaptation. The account treats early wars, their causes, and their costs in measured terms, underscoring how they prompted more coordinated security and deeper civic resolve. The narrative conveys the impact of these trials on everyday life, from fortified towns to communal vigilance. Without dwelling on battlefield minutiae, it shows how conflict forged habits of organization and mutual support that would later prove important, while acknowledging the profound consequences for Indigenous communities and colonial society alike.

Having established the colonies’ survival, the book turns to their social fabric. It outlines the rise of schools and colleges, the influence of clergy, and the disciplined rhythms of work and worship that shaped daily life. Printing presses, sermons, and town laws reinforced a shared moral and civic order. Butterworth notes home industries, craft traditions, and innovations that encouraged thrift and practical problem-solving. The narrative shows how these institutions nurtured an educated citizenry and established expectations for public debate and responsibility. Together, these elements formed a cultural groundwork that would support both economic expansion and principled political action in the generations to come.

Maritime enterprise emerges as a central theme in the next chapters. Fisheries, coastal trade, shipbuilding, and whaling knit New England to distant markets and cultivated navigational skill, engineering, and risk management. The book describes how seafaring communities developed distinctive customs and a global outlook, while supporting inland towns through commerce. Privateering traditions and commercial networks broadened contacts and sharpened awareness of imperial policies. By tracing voyages, ports, and the growth of merchant fleets, the narrative links the ocean economy with local prosperity and civic pride. This seagoing experience, the text suggests, prepared New Englanders for coordinated action when political pressures intensified.

With the stage set by commerce and civic habit, the story moves to rising colonial resistance. Public meetings, committees of correspondence, and protests against taxation illustrate how towns mobilized opinion. The author recounts key acts of civil defiance, identifying them as turning points in a widening contest of principles. Militia musters and strategic communications show a region ready for collective response. Without disclosing tactical details, the narrative presents early clashes as signals of resolve rather than conclusions. Voices of organizers and orators appear as catalysts for unity. The sequence emphasizes process: discussion, decision, and disciplined action advancing from local grievance to broader coordination.

The Revolutionary period is summarized through New England’s logistical, political, and maritime contributions. Butterworth sketches prominent figures, committees, and supply systems that sustained campaigns and upheld morale. He notes the spread of the Brother Jonathan nickname during these years, sometimes associated with Connecticut’s Governor Jonathan Trumbull, as emblematic of resourcefulness and national character. The narrative highlights regional initiative while situating it within a wider colonial coalition. It underlines the transition from provincial loyalty to federal unity as the war broadened, pointing to a maturing identity shared across states. The focus remains on organization, perseverance, and the enduring imprint of local institutions.

After independence, the book follows New England into the nineteenth century, detailing renewed trade, ship design, and naval defense alongside burgeoning mills and factory towns. Education reform, publishing, and civic associations expand the public sphere. The narrative notes reform movements, including antislavery and temperance, as expressions of long-standing communal concerns. Cultural figures and common schools help spread regional ideals beyond New England, as migrants carry town-meeting practices and educational models westward. Maritime achievement continues with faster vessels and broader routes. Throughout, Butterworth presents a region adapting to industry while retaining habits of thrift, learning, and collective enterprise honed in earlier times.

In closing, Brother Jonathan connects a symbolic figure with a practical tradition of citizenship, suggesting continuity from colonial settlements to a national ethos. The concluding chapters gather the book’s threads—faith, education, enterprise, and public duty—into a portrait of influence rather than a single heroic tale. Without asserting triumphalist claims, the narrative presents New England’s experience as formative for American institutions and character. It notes how the Brother Jonathan image gradually yielded prominence to Uncle Sam, while the underlying traits persisted. The synopsis ends by emphasizing the book’s purpose: to trace how regional habits became national strengths through steady, organized, and thoughtful public life.
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    Hezekiah Butterworth’s Brother Jonathan is situated in the New England world from the late eighteenth century through the mid-nineteenth century, with scenes and references that span coastal towns like Boston, Salem, and New London and inland villages shaped by town-meeting politics and Protestant civic culture. The setting bridges the Revolutionary era and the early Republic to the age of industry and reform, tracking how Yankee enterprise grew from farming and fishing into shipping, manufacturing, and education. Butterworth writes from the vantage of the late nineteenth century, but he anchors the narrative in the formative decades 1770–1860, when Atlantic trade, wars with Britain, canal building, and factory towns forged the persona known as “Brother Jonathan,” a synecdoche for the New England Yankee character.

The American Revolution (1765–1783) forms the crucible for Yankee identity. Key New England events include the Stamp Act protests (1765), the Boston Massacre (1770), the Boston Tea Party (16 December 1773), the Intolerable Acts (1774), the battles of Lexington and Concord (19 April 1775), Bunker Hill (17 June 1775), and the Siege and Evacuation of Boston (17 March 1776). Figures such as Samuel Adams, John Adams, Paul Revere, and George Washington anchor this history, as Massachusetts and Connecticut militias supplied early patriot forces. Butterworth draws upon these episodes to frame “Brother Jonathan” as an archetype forged by communal self-rule, militia duty, thrift, and dissent against imperial overreach, using anecdotes of town meetings and volunteer service to illuminate civic virtue.

The maritime economy and the War of 1812 (1812–1815) test New England’s resolve and independence. Before open conflict, Jefferson’s Embargo Act (22 December 1807) and the Non-Intercourse Act (1809) crippled Boston, Salem, and New London merchants. War brought privateering and naval exploits: USS Constitution’s victories over HMS Guerriere (19 August 1812) and HMS Java (29 December 1812) symbolized Yankee seamanship amid British blockades of New England ports. Political discontent culminated in the Hartford Convention (December 1814–January 1815), where Federalist delegates protested federal policies and wartime burdens. Butterworth connects “Brother Jonathan” to the seafaring trades and civic debate, depicting a Yankee type shaped by risk at sea, commercial ingenuity, and wary but principled engagement with national power.

Atlantic and Pacific commerce—especially the China Trade and whaling—propelled New England influence after 1783. Salem captains entered Canton (Guangzhou) by the 1780s; the East India Marine Society was founded in 1799. Merchants like Elias Hasket Derby built fortunes in pepper, tea, and textiles, while New Bedford and Nantucket dominated whaling, reaching a peak in the 1840s–1850s as ships ventured to the Pacific and Arctic. Clipper ships of the 1840s accelerated high-value trade routes. These ventures required disciplined crews, precise accounting, and family capital networks. Butterworth’s emblematic Yankee—“Brother Jonathan”—reflects this ethic of frugality, mutual aid, and global curiosity, often returning from foreign ports with broadened horizons but a steadfast commitment to town and parish.

Industrialization reshaped New England society from the 1790s onward. Samuel Slater’s mill at Pawtucket (1793) initiated American mechanized spinning; the Boston Associates created the integrated textile city of Lowell, Massachusetts (incorporated in the 1820s), with the Merrimack Manufacturing Company operating by 1823–1825. The “Lowell mill girls,” recruited from farms, lived in supervised boardinghouses and organized early strikes (1834, 1836) and ten-hour petitions in the 1840s. Canals on the Merrimack and waterpower at Waltham and Lowell knit towns into factory systems. Butterworth’s portrayal of Brother Jonathan recognizes this transition from farm and fishery to loom and ledger, exploring how thrift, literacy, and communal oversight adapted to machines, wages, and the moral economy of the mill city.

Reform movements—especially abolition, public education, and temperance—marked the Yankee moral landscape. William Lloyd Garrison launched The Liberator in Boston in 1831; the Massachusetts Anti-Slavery Society formed in 1835. Frederick Douglass’s years in New Bedford (late 1830s) and Boston fugitive-slave cases (Shadrach Minkins, 1851; Anthony Burns, 1854) tested conscience against federal law. Horace Mann’s leadership of the Massachusetts Board of Education (established 1837) standardized common schools, teacher training, and graded curricula. The American Temperance Society (1826) and Maine Law (1851) signaled legal and voluntary reform. Butterworth’s Brother Jonathan filters these causes through a distinctly Yankee sensibility—church lecture halls, lyceums, and newspapers—linking civic duty and education to activism and restraint in the face of social evils.

Internal improvements and migration extended New England’s reach westward. The Erie Canal (built 1817–1825; opened 26 October 1825) linked Atlantic ports to the Great Lakes, channeling Yankee merchants and farmers into New York’s hinterland and the Western Reserve of Ohio (settled heavily by Connecticut migrants). Railroads such as the Boston and Lowell (opened 1835) and Boston and Worcester (1830s) integrated markets and accelerated factory supply chains. New Englanders founded schools, banks, and publishing houses across the Old Northwest, carrying town-meeting habits and Protestant philanthropy. Butterworth’s Brother Jonathan registers this expansion as both opportunity and test: mobility spreads Yankee pragmatism and reform, yet distances erode village oversight, demanding renewed ethical discipline amid prosperity.

As social and political critique, Brother Jonathan valorizes civic virtue while exposing the era’s tensions: imperial arrogance versus local consent, profits versus public good, and mechanization versus humane labor. By modeling the Yankee as industrious yet morally accountable, Butterworth implicitly rebukes speculative excess, wartime profiteering, and factory regimens that neglect education and community. His allusions to abolitionist agitation and courtroom dramas critique legal complicity with slavery, while references to embargoes and conventions interrogate federal decision-making that burdens towns. The book thus uses the familiar Yankee figure to measure institutions against republican ideals—calling for schools, sober citizenship, and fair labor as prerequisites for national strength.
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The writer has heretofore produced in the vein of fiction, after the manner of the Mühlbach interpretations, several books which were anecdotal narratives of the crises in the lives of public men. While they were fiction, they largely confided to the reader what was truth and what the conveyance of fiction for the sake of narrative form. It was the purpose of such a book to picture by folk-lore and local stories the early life of the man.

The folk-lore of a period usually interprets the man of the period in a very atmospheric way. Jonathan Trumbull, Washington’s “Brother Jonathan,” who had a part in helping to save the American army in nearly every crisis of the Revolutionary War, and who gave the popular name to the nation, led a remarkable life, and came to be held by Washington as “among the first of the patriots.” The book is a folk-lore narrative, with a thread of fiction, and seeks to picture a period that was decisive in American history, and the home and neighborhood of one of the most delightful characters that America has ever known—the Roger de Coverley of colonial life and American knighthood; very human, but very noble, always true; the fine old American gentleman—“Brother Jonathan.”

It has been said that a story of the life of Jonathan Trumbull would furnish material for pen-pictures of the most heroic episodes of the Revolutionary War, and bring to light much secret history of the times when Lebanon, Conn., was in a sense the hidden capital of the political and military councils that influenced the greatest events of the American struggle for liberty. The view is in part true, and a son of Governor Trumbull so felt that force of the situation that he painted the scenes of which he first gained a knowledge in his father’s farmhouse, beginning the work in that plain old home on the sanded floor.

From Governor Trumbull’s war office, which is still standing at Lebanon, went the post-riders whose secret messages determined some of the great events of the war. Thence went forth recruits for the army in times of peril, as from the forests; thence supplies for the army in famine, thence droves of cattle, through wilderness ways.

Governor Trumbull was the heart of every need in those terrible days of sacrifice.

His wife, Faith Trumbull, a descendant of the Pilgrim Pastor Robinson of Leyden, was a heroic woman to whom the Daughters of the Revolution should erect a monument. The picture which we present of her in the cloak of Rochambeau is historically true.

The eminent people who visited the secret town of the war during the great Revolutionary events were many, and their influence had decisive results.

Look at some of the names of these visitors: Washington, Lafayette, Samuel Adams, Putnam, Jefferson, Franklin, Sullivan, John Jay, Count Rochambeau, Admiral Tiernay, Duke of Lauzun, Marquis de Castellax, and the officers of Count Rochambeau and many others.

The post-riders from Governor Trumbull’s plain farmhouse on Lebanon Hill (called Lebanon from its cedars) represented the secret service of the war.

When the influence of this capital among the Connecticut hills became known, Governor Trumbull’s person was in danger. A secret and perhaps self-appointed guard watched the wilderness roads to his war office.

One of these, were he living, might interpret events of the hidden history of the struggle for liberty in a very dramatic way.

Such an interpreter for the purpose of historic fiction we have made in Dennis O’Hay, a jolly Irishman of a liberty-loving heart.

In a brief fiction for young people we can only illustrate how interesting a larger study of this subject of the secret service of the Revolution at this place might be made. We shall be glad if we can so interest the young reader in the topic as to lead him to follow it in solid historic reading in his maturer years.

Hezekiah Butterworth.










BROTHER JONATHAN[1]

CHAPTER I

TWO QUEER MEN MEET
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Dennis O’Hay, a young Irishman, and a shipwrecked mariner, had been landed at Norwich, Conn., by a schooner which had come into the Thames from Long Island Sound. A lusty, hearty, clear-souled sailor was Dennis; the sun seemed to shine through him, so open to all people was his free and transparent nature.

“The top of the morning to everybody,” he used to say, which feeling of universal brotherhood was quite in harmony with the new country he had unexpectedly found, but of which he had heard much at sea.

Dennis looked around him for some person to whom he might go for advice in the strange country to which he had been brought. He did not have to look far, for the town was not large, but presently a man whose very gait bespoke importance, came walking, or rather marching, down the street. Dennis went up to him.

“An’ it is somebody in particular you must be,” said Dennis. “You seem to me like some high officer that has lost his regiment, cornet, horse, drum-major, and all; no, I beg your pardon. I mean—well, I mean that you seem to me like one who might be more than you are; I beg your pardon again; you look like a magistrate in these new parts.”

“And who are you with your blundering honesty, my friend? You are evidently new to these parts?”

“And it is an Irishman that I am.”

“The Lord forbid, but I am an Englishman.”

“Then we are half brothers.”

“The Lord forbid. What brings you here?”

“Storms, storms, and it is a shipwrecked mariner that I am. And I am as poor as a coot, and you have ruffles, and laces, and buckles, but you have a bit of heart. I can see that in your face. Your blood don’t flow through a muscle. Have you been long in these parts?”

“Longer than I wish to have been. This is the land of blue-laws[2], as you will find.”

“And it is nothing that I know of the color of the laws, whether they be blue, or red, or white. Can you tell me of some one to whom a shipwrecked sailor could go for a roof to shelter him, and some friendly advice? You may be the very man?”

“No, no, no. I am not your man. My name is Peters, Samuel Peters, and I am loyal to my king and my own country, and here the people’s hearts are turning away from both. I am one too many here. But there is one man in these parts to whom every one in trouble goes for advice. If a goose were to break her leg she would go to him to set it. The very hens go and cackle before his door. Children carry him arbutuses and white lady’s-slippers in the spring, and wild grapes in the fall, and the very Indians double up so when they pass his house on the way to school. His house is in the perpendicular style of architecture, I think. Close by it is a store where they talk Latin and Greek on the grist barrels, and they tell such stories there as one never heard before. He settles all the church and colony troubles, which are many, doctors the sick, and keeps unfaculized people, as they call the poor here, from becoming an expense to the town. He looks solemn, and wears dignified clothes, but he has a heart for everybody; the very dogs run after him in the street, and the little Indian children do the same. He is a kind of Solomon. What other people don’t know, he does. But he has a suspicious eye for me.”

“That is my man, sure,” said Dennis. “Children and dogs know what is in the human heart.[2q] What may that man’s name be? Tell me that, and you will be doing me a favor, your Honor.”

“His name is Jonathan Trumbull. They call him ‘Brother Jonathan,’ because he helps everybody, hinders nobody, and tries to make broken-up people over new.”

“And where does he live, your Honor?”

“At a place called Lebanon, there are so many cedars there. I do not go to see him, because I did so once, but while he smiled on every one else, he scowled this way on me, as if he thought that I was not all that I ought to be. He is a magistrate, and everybody in the colony knows him. He marries people, and goes to the funerals of people who go to heaven.”

“That is my man. What are the blue-laws?”

“One of the blue-laws reads that married people must live together or go to jail. If a man and woman who were not married were to go to him to settle a dispute, he would say to them—‘Join your right hands.’ When he rises up to speak in church, the earth stands still, and the hour glass stops, and the sun on the dial. But he has no use for me.”

“That is my man, sure,” said Dennis. “Trumbull, Trumbull, but it was his ship on which I sailed from Derry, and that was lost.”

“He has lost two ships before. It is strange that a man whose meal-chest is open to all should be so unfortunate. It don’t seem to accord with the laws of Providence. I sometimes doubt that he is as good as all the people think him to be.”

“But the fruits of life are not money-making, your Honor. A man’s influence on others is the fruit of life,[1q] and what he is and does. A man is worth just what his soul is worth, and not less or more. He is the man that I am after, for sure. How does one get to his house?”

“The open road from Norwich leads straight by his house, all the way to Boston, through Windham County, where lately the frogs had a great battle, and millions of them were slain.”

Dennis opened his eyes.

“Faix[3]?”

“Faix, stranger. Yes, yes; I have just written an account of the battle, to be published in England. After the frogs had a battle, the caterpillars had another, and then the hills at a place called Moodus began to rumble and quake, and become colicky and cough. This is a strange country.

“But these things,” he added, “are of little account in comparison to the fact that the heart of the people is turning against the laws that the good king and his minister make for the welfare of the colony. They allow the people here to be one with the home government by bearing a part of the taxes. And the people’s hearts are becoming alien. I do not wonder that frogs fight, and caterpillars, and that the hills groan and shake and upset milk-pans, and make the maids run they know not where.”

“I must seek that man they call ‘Brother Jonathan.’ Something in me says I must. That way? Well, Dennis O’Hay will start now; it is a sorry story that I will have to tell him, but it is a true heart I will have to take to him.”

“I am going back to England,” said Mr. Peters.

“Well, good-by is it to you,” said Dennis, and the young Irishman set his face toward Lebanon of the cedars, on the road from Boston to Philadelphia by way of New York. He stopped by the way to talk with the people he met about the warlike times, and things happening at Boston town.

His mind was filled with wonder at what he heard. What a curious man the same Brother Jonathan might be! Who were the Indian children? What was the story of the battle of the frogs, and of the caterpillars; what was the cause of the coughing mountains at Moodus; why did Brother Jonathan, a man of such great heart, scowl at the same Mr. Peters, and who was this same Mr. Peters?

Dennis took off his hat as he went on toward Lebanon, turning over in his mind these questions. He swung his hat as he went along, and the blue jays peeked at him and laughed, and the conquiddles (bobolinks) seemed to catch the wonder in his mind, and to fly off to the hazel coverts. Rabbits stood up in the highway, then shook their paws and ran into the berry bushes by the brooks.

Everything seemed strange, as he hurried on, picking berries when he stopped to rest.

At noon the sun glared; fishing hawks, or ospreys, wheeled in the air, screaming. A bear, with her cubs, stopped at the turn of the way. The bear stood up. Dennis stood still.

The bear looked at Dennis, and Dennis at the bear. Then the bear seemed to speak to the cubs, and she and her family bounded into the cedars.

This was not Londonderry. Everything was fresh, shining and new. At night the air was full of the wings of birds, as the morning had been of songs of birds.

The sun of the long day fell at last, and the twilight shone red behind the gray rocks, oaks and cedars.

Dennis sat down on the pine needles.

“It is a sorry tale that I will have to tell Brother Jonathan to-morrow,” said he. “It will hurt my heart to hurt his heart.”

Then the whippoorwills began to sing, and Dennis fell asleep under the moon and stars.

If the reader would know more about Mr. Peters, Samuel Peters, let him consult any colonial library, and he will find there a collection of stories of early Connecticut, such as would tend to make one run home after dark. The same Mr. Peters was an Episcopal clergyman, who did not like the Connecticut main or the “blue-laws.”[1]


[1] See Appendix for some of Rev. Samuel Peters’ queer stories.



Dennis came to the farming town on the hills among the green cedars; he banged on the door of the Governor’s house with his hard knuckles, in real Irish vigor.

The Governor’s wife answered the startling knock.

“And faith it is a shipwrecked sailor. I am from the north of ould Ireland, it is now, and would you be after a man of all work, or any work? There is lots of days of work now in these two fists, lady, and that you may well believe.” He bowed three times.

“The Governor is away from home,” said my lady. “He has gone to New Haven by the sea. What is your name?”

“My name is Dennis O’Hay, an honest name as ever there was in Ireland of the north countrie, and I am an honest man.”

“You look it, my good friend. You have an honest face, but there is fire in it.”

“And there are times, lady, when the coals should burn on the hearth of the heart, and flame up into one’s cheeks and eyes. A storm is coming, lady, a land storm; there are hawks in the air. I would serve you well, lady. It is a true heart that you have. I can see it in your face, lady.”

“And what can you do, Dennis O’Hay? You were bred to the sea.”

“And it is little that I can not do, that any man can do with his two fists. You have brains up here among the hills, lady, but there may come a day that you will need fists as well as brains, and wits more than all, for I am a peaceable man; I can work, and I could suffer or die for such people as you all seem to be up here. The heart of Dennis O’Hay is full of this new cause for liberty. I could throw up my hat over the sun for that cause, lady. I would enlist in that cause, and drag the guns to the battle-field like a packhorse. Oh, I am full of America, honest now, and no blarney.”

“I do not meddle with my husband’s affairs, but I can not turn you away from these doors. How could I send away any man who is willing to enlist for a cause like ours? Dennis O’Hay, go to the tavern over there, and ask for a meal in the name of Faith Trumbull. Then come back here and I will give you the keys to the store in the war office, for I can trust you with the keys, and when my goodman comes back I will send him to you.”

“Lady, this is the time to say a word to you. Ask about me among the other sailors, if they come here, so that you may know that I have lived an honest life. Does not your goodman need a guard?”

“I had never thought of such a thing.”

“You are sending soldiers and food and cattle to the camps, I hear; who knows what General Gage might be led to do? They have secret guards in foreign parts, men of the ‘secret service,’ as they call them. Lady, there are things that come to one, down from the skies, or up from the soul. It is all like the ‘pattern on the mount of vision’ that they preach about. A voice within me has been saying, ‘Go and work for the Governor among the hills, and watch out for him.’ But you must test me first, lady. I would keep you from harm; there is nothing that should ever stand between these two fists of Dennis O’Hay and such as you. But that day will come. I will go to the tavern now, and God and all the saints bless you, and your goodman forever, and make a great nation of this green land of America, and keep the same Dennis O’Hay, which I am that, in the way of his duty.”

The tavern, which became an historic inn, where some of the most notable people of America and of France were entertained during the days of the Revolution, stood at a little distance from the Governor’s house. Dennis O’Hay went there so elated that he tossed his sailor’s hat into the air.

“It is little that I would not do for a lady like that,” he said. “The sea tossed me here on purpose. Night, thou mayest have my service; watch me, ye stars! Liberty, thou mayest have my blood; call me, ye fife and drum. Let me but get at the heart of the Governor, and his life and home shall be secure from all harm under the clear eye of Dennis O’Hay. Hurrah, hurrah, hurrah! and it is here I am in America!”

The landlord stood in the door.

“And who are you, my friend?”

“Dennis, your Honor.”

“And what brings you here?”

“Not the ship; for the ship went down. What brings me here? My two legs—no——”

He paused, and looked reverent.

“The Hand Unseen. I came to enlist in the struggles for the freedom of America. Give me a bite in the name of the lady down the road.”

“My whole table is at your service, my friend. I like your spirit. We need you here.”

“And here I am—how I got here I do not know, but I am here, and my name is Dennis O’Hay.”

He waited long for the return of the Governor to the war office, or country store, looking out of the window over the tops of the green hills.

“An’ faix, I do believe,” he said at last, “I minds me that this is the day when the world stands still. But, O my eyes, what is it that you see now?”

A light form of a little one came out of the door of the Governor’s house and walked to the war office. It was a girl, beautiful in figure, with a sensitive face, full of sympathy and benevolence.

She opened the door.

“My name is Faith,” said she. “I am Mr. Trumbull’s daughter. I keep store sometimes when my father, the Governor, is away late. I thought I would open the store this afternoon. Customers are likely to come, near nightfall.”

“I would help you tend store,” said Dennis O’Hay, “if I only knew how. It is not handy at a bargain that I would be now, and barter people, if you call them that here, would all get the best of me. But I may be able to do such things some day.”

He looked out of the window, and suddenly exclaimed—“Look!”

A man on a noble horse was coming, flying as it seemed, down the Lebanon road from the Windham County hills. His horse leaped into the air at times, as full of high spirit, and dashed up to the store.

Faith, the beautiful girl, went to the door.


“He is gone to New Haven, Mr. Putnam.”

“I want to see him at once; there is secret news from Boston. But I must see him. I must not leave here until he returns. I will go over to the tavern and wait.”

Dennis came out and stood in front of the store.

“Stranger,” said the rider, “and who are you? You do not look like a farmer.”

“Who am I? I am myself, sure, a foreigner among foreigners, Dennis O’Hay, a castaway, from the north of Ireland.”

“And what brings you here?”

“I came to enlist,” said Dennis.

“You will be wanted,” said Mr. Putnam. “You have shoulders as broad as Atlas, who carried the world on his back.”

“The world on his back? What did he walk upon?”

“That is a question too much,” said the rider. “I’ll leave my horse in your hands
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