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“… I mean Politics in the great Sense, or that sublime Science which embraces for its Object the Happiness of Mankind …”

Gouverneur Morris to George Washington; Paris, January 24, 1790




I The Most Delightful Music

A little after nine o’clock in the morning of October 17, 1781, in the midst of the smoke and roar of the bombardment a drummer was seen beating a parley on the parapet of the hornwork that defended the most southerly corner of the British fortifications at Yorktown. “Had we not seen the drummer in his red coat,” young Ebenezer Denny, who had been in the trenches all night with the Pennsylvania line, wrote in his diary, “he might have beat away till domesday. The constant firing was too much for the sound of a single drum.”

Immediately an officer holding up a white handkerchief appeared outside the works. The drummer joined him, beating his drum. The French and American batteries ceased fire. An officer ran out from the American lines to meet the British officer and tied the handkerchief over his eyes. In the blessed silence all eyes watched the drummer boy sent back and the British officer led blindfolded through the lines to a farmhouse in the rear.

“When the firing ceased …” noted Ensign Denny, a sharpfaced Pennsylvanian with blue eyes and rusty hair, who, although he had barely turned twenty, had already seen service for the patriot cause smuggling dispatches across the Blue Mountains; and cruised on a privateer; and stood next to Anthony Wayne when a ball took the plume off that impetuous general’s hat during his rash engagement with Cornwallis’s troops at Green Spring. “When the firing ceased,” noted Ensign Denny in his little diary, “I thought I never heard a drum equal to it, the most delightful music to us all.”

In the trenches the Americans were reminding each other that the seventeenth was the anniversary of Burgoyne’s capitulation at Saratoga.

Next day Jefferson’s genial Bermuda friend St. George Tucker, who had settled in Williamsburg to study law under George Wythe and had become a Virginian and was now serving as a lieutenant colonel in Governor Nelson’s militia, took up the story in his journal: “At dawn of day the British gave us a serenade, with Bag-pipes I believe, and were answered by the French with the Band of the Regiment of deux ponts. As soon as the sun rose one of the most striking pictures of War was displayed which the Imagination can paint. From the point of Rock Battery on one side, our lines completely manned and our works crowded with soldiers were exhibited to view. Opposite them at a Distance of two hundred yards you were presented with a sight of the British works; their parapets crowded with officers looking at those which were at the top of our works. The Secretary’s house with one of the corners broke off & many large holes through the Roof and Walls, part of which seems tottering from their weight, afforded a striking Instance of the Destruction occasioned by War.”

Washington and Rochambeau had appointed Lafayette’s brotherinlaw, the fashionable Viscount de Noailles, and John Laurens as commissioners to treat with the pair of Scots Cornwallis chose to represent him in the negotiations in the cozy parlor at Moore’s farm.

Young Laurens was the logical choice to represent the Americans. He was about the most popular officer in the army. Impulsive, full of generous sensibility, rashly courageous, he had defended his commander in chief against insult in a famous duel. He had brains too, as well as a good sword arm. He had just returned from a lightning mission to the French court to secure an immediate grant of money and munitions. He made the crossing in the company of Tom Paine on Captain Barry’s swift frigate the Alliance, a crossing punctuated by a mutiny, a bolt of lightning that shivered the main topmast in a storm, the capture of numerous prizes and a desperate engagement in a dead calm with a British sloop of war and a well armed brig which ended with Barry wounded in the shoulder and both Britishers striking their colors to the Stars and Stripes.

John Laurens’ father, Henry Laurens, recently President of Congress, had been captured while sailing on a mission to the Dutch and was at that moment held close prisoner in the Tower of London under accusation of high treason. Everybody who read the gazettes knew that the post of Constable of the Tower was one of the plums King George awarded Lord Cornwallis when he so far forwent his original whig principles as to consent to serve against the American rebels, so that his lordship’s fortune was profiting at that very moment from the exorbitant charges the keepers of that most expensive of jails were levying on the wealthy Charleston merchant.

Young Laurens, too, had served in the unfortunate South Carolina campaign and capitulated with the rest when lumbering old Massachusetts Ben Lincoln surrendered Charleston. The officers and men of the forces in the Southern Department took particular satisfaction in being represented by a Charleston prisoner. When Cornwallis was forced to accept the same terms which the British had imposed on General Lincoln it was a blot wiped off their record. At Charleston the British, in a fit of whimsy, had insisted that the troops march out of town playing an American march. Smiles widened to broad grins of satisfaction among the besiegers when it was discovered that the capitulation arranged at Moore’s farm specified that “The Garrison of York will march out to a Place to be appointed in front of the Posts at two o’Clock precisely with Shouldered Arms, Colors cased, and drums beating a British or German March.”

Cornwallis, who was a belted earl and a member of one of the great whig families which had ruled England for nearly a century, evidently felt that he was too great a swell to appear in such an embarrassing situation. He announced himself indisposed, and when the British forces marched out of town on the afternoon of the nineteenth he was represented by a handsome Irish career officer named O’Hara.

The diarists among the Americans had their pens ready: “The British army parade and march out with their colors furled,” wrote young Denny; “drums beat as if they did not care how.” He added that there were riot and confusion among them. Lieutenant Feltman, also of the Pennsylvania line, noticed that the British prisoners appeared much in liquor. “The British officers,” wrote a correspondent of The New Jersey Gazette, “in general behaved like boys who had been whipped at school; some bit their lips; some pouted; others cried, hiding their faces they were ashamed to show.”

The doughty Cape Cod surgeon, Dr. Thacher, whom the truce relieved from the grim business of sawing off the arms and legs of the wounded, found that “some of the platoon officers appeared to be exceedingly chagrined when giving the word ‘ground arms’ and I am a witness,” he wrote, “that they performed their duty in a very unofficerlike manner: and that many of the soldiers manifested a sullen temper, throwing their arms on the pile with violence as if determined to render them useless.”

A sergeant from Anspach who marched out with the German mercenaries sketched a picture of the victorious allies in his notes: “On the right wing of each French regiment was gorgeously paraded a rich standard of white silk with three golden fleurs de lys embroidered on it. Beyond these standards stood the drummers and fifers, and in front of them, the band, which played delightfully. It must be confessed that the French troops altogether looked very well; they were all tall handsome men. They all wore white gaiters; a part of them were clad in red; some also in green; most of them however wore white regimentals. The German or Alsacian regiments had blue regimentals … The left wing of the line through which we had to march was formed of Americans; in front of them their generals, Washington, Gates” – the German sergeant must have mistaken Ben Lincoln for Gates: poor Gates was home at Berkeley Springs skulking out his disgrace at Camden – “Steuben and Wayne. They were paraded in three lines, the first composed of the regulars who also had a band playing moderately well. They looked passable, but the militia from Virginia and Maryland, forming the second and third lines, were but a ragged set of fellows, very ill looking.”

Aedanus Burke, the crusty Irish democrat in the field with the South Carolina militia, wrote in a more philosophic vein to his friend Arthur Middleton, who was representing his state and the Middleton family’s vast plantations along the Ashley River in Congress at Philadelphia: “To see these very men who had once reduced us to their power, and treated us with cruelty and insult, I was prompted by a love of Revenge natural to the mind of Man and in my opinion a very justifiable and useful sentiment in a public War. But when I saw them reduced from their former power and Consequence to their present miserable melancholy plight, I for a moment forgot their insolence, their depradations and cruelty … They marched through both armies in a slow pace and to the Sound of Music, not Military Marches, but certain Airs w’ch had in them so peculiar a strain of melancholy, and w’ch together w’th the appearance before me excited sentiments far different from those I expected to enjoy. One must be something more or less than a man not to be Serious on this occasion.”

Most of the listeners agreed that the tune the redcoats most frequently played was an old English air known under the title of “The World Turned Upside Down.”


II Washington’s Combined Operation

1. The Dreary Station on the Hudson

The appearance of that British drummer beating a parley on the hornwork at Yorktown was the result of a series of interlocking events that covered half the globe.

The farflung naval war between Britain and France had developed two main theaters, the Indian Ocean and the Caribbean. In each case the action of the armies on land depended on the fluctuating fortunes of the unwieldy squarerigged fleets that struggled for control of the sea lanes. It was not known whether Hyder Ali, who with French help was fighting the British in India, toasted George Washington; but it was public news that American patriots, like Dr. Rush, the humanitarian Philadelphia physician, were toasting Hyder Ali. In fact they named a privateer after him.

By the spring of 1781 it had become apparent to observers in America that King George’s ministers in their struggle with France had taken on more enemies than they could cope with. After their declaration of war against the Dutch Republic early in the winter, His Majesty’s navy found itself fighting all the maritime powers of Europe singlehanded. The shipyards of France were busy at work refitting the fleets that Chatham’s masterly strategy had driven into drydock in the Seven Years’ War twenty years before. Behind them lay the passive wealth of the Spanish dominions and their considerable though obsolete navy. Now the French were to be reinforced by the mercantile enterprise of the Hollanders and the armed neutrality of the nations round the Baltic.

In spite of the daily frustrations and disappointments he suffered trying to keep an army together for one more winter without money and without supplies, George Washington, reading his dispatches in what he referred to in those days as his “dreary station” at New Windsor, was beginning to feel that at last the American cause stood more than an even chance. He had chosen the bleak hamlet set in a fold of the hills south of Newburgh because it was near West Point, which he was building up as a fortress to deny the navigation of the Hudson to the British. Besides, it was far enough back from the river to be safe from surprise. As the feeling grew on him that great things were impending he picked himself out a fresh notebook with a pretty purple cover embellished with wavy lines, and, in his firm round hand, started a new diary. It was the first day of May 1781.

George Washington enjoyed keeping records just as much as Thomas Jefferson did. All his life he cultivated the habit of making notes on the weather and on the plowing and planting of his farms and the production of his mill, and on his travels as a surveyor and speculator in land. He put down how many drinks he drank in various taverns and how many grains of wheat he found in a bushel. It was usually his custom to keep a personal diary noting “how and where my time is spent”; but from the moment he took over command of the Continental Army at Wads worth House in the Harvard Yard that showery Sunday in the summer of 1775, the press of military affairs had not left him a moment for private jottings.

“I lament not having attempted it from the commencement of the war,” he wrote in his new notebook, looking as usual on the darker side, “and wish the multiplicity of matter which continually surrounds me, and the embarrassed state of our affairs which is momently calling the attention to perplexities of one kind or another, may not defeat altogether, or so interrupt my present intention and plan, as to render it of little avail.”

When he sat writing these words on that May Day, George Washington was forty nine years old. He was at the peak of his powers. Except for his teeth he was in excellent health. Through all the years of the war he had hardly suffered a day’s illness. The Cape Cod surgeon, Dr. Thacher, noted down a careful description of him in his journal: “Remarkably tall, a full six feet,” he wrote. “The strength and proportion of his joints and muscles appear to be commensurate with the preeminent powers of his mind.” Dr. Thacher was awed, as most men were, by the impression of dignity and grandeur the general gave him. “There is a fine symmetry in the features of his face, indicative of a benign and dignified spirit … His nose is straight and his eyes inclined to blue and he wears his hair in a becoming cue, and from his forehead it is turned back and powdered in a manner which adds to the military air of his appearance … His uniform dress is a blue coat with two brilliant epaulettes, buffcolored underclothes and a three-cornered hat with a black cockade. He is constantly equipped with an elegant smallsword, boots and spurs, in readiness to mount his noble charger.”

Friends attributed the general’s physical endurance to his continual exercise on horseback. Jefferson, who was no mean horseman himself, wrote unequivocally that Washington was the best horseman of the age. His fifteen-mile canters across the countryside before breakfast continued to be the despair of his younger aides.

A good horseman is at every instant in control of his horse. During these long years of the war’s frustrations and defeats, Washington’s physical stamina, this horseman’s alert control had become the core of his mind’s working.

The day of his appointment he told Congress that he did not think himself equal to the command they were honoring him with, but that he would exert every power he possessed in their service “for the support of the glorious Cause.” For six heavyladen years he had done just that; he had exerted every power he possessed.

Under the provincial formality of the Virginia squire Washington was a plain country kind of man. There was nothing complicated about his motives. He had given his word. He stuck to it through summers and winters of stalling and defeat and the long agony of hope deferred. Now at last, amid the fresh leaves and the birds singing in the resurgence of spring along the Hudson, amid the bustle of the army shaking itself loose from the lethargy of winter quarters, he was daring to plot out on the chessboard of strategy he kept in the back of his head moves which might bring, not a fresh stalemate, but victory.

It was characteristic of the cast of his mind that when he started in his first entry in his new diary to list “our wants and our prospects,” he took so long describing his lack “of magazines filled with provisions,” of “arsenals well supplied with military stores,” of “a regular system of transportation established upon credit” that he quite forgot to put down any prospects. As he often said: “I am not one of the sanguine ones.” When he did have hopes he believed in keeping quiet about them. A couple of unfortunate events in the past winter had increased the clamlike reticence that grew on him with the years.

The British were getting much too clever at intercepting his mail. They had just printed in their New York Gazette a private letter to his cousin Lund Washington, the farm manager and confidential factotum at Mount Vernon, in which the general let himself go a little about how slow the French were in getting their fleet into effective action on the American coast. An admiral’s feelings had been hurt, and it had taken all the virtuosity with English prose his secretary, young Alexander Hamilton, could muster, and all Rochambeau’s candid good sense, to keep the matter from being blown up into an incident. Washington could bear with equanimity the damage the forged letters the British kept circulating did his reputation, because he knew they were forgeries, but when they got hold of something indiscreet he had actually written he could not help wincing.

Part of Washington’s erect horseman’s seat in the world was a fervid desire to be seen in a good light by his fellow citizens. He winced indeed, when a couple of months before he sat in these same headquarters reading a letter from his friend Benjamin Harrison from Richmond relating how that thorny old lady, Mary Ball Washington, the general’s mother, had applied for relief to the Assembly, claiming she was in great want owing to the heavy taxes she had to pay. Washington answered immediately, requesting that any such proceedings be dropped and explaining that the family had done everything necessary to make the old lady comfortable.

About all he had in common with his mother was the love of horseflesh they both shared, and perhaps a certain graspingness in money matters which had been a cause of dissension between them ever since he was a boy. Though avid for money the old lady was a poor manager. There was no arguing with her. She never would keep her fences in repair. She let her farm run down but complained continually of her hard times. To have her make a public show of herself by appealing to the Virginia Assembly was a cross that must be borne with what patience he could summon.

Now fresh news from Virginia caused him even more painful humiliation. Cornwallis, ever since the start of his southern campaign, had been trying to bring the southern planters to their knees by a series of raids on their property. When a British armed sloop dropped anchor in front of Mount Vernon and carried off a bunch of slaves, Lund Washington, in a well meant effort to serve his cousin’s interest, went out to the ship with supplies and begged to have the slaves returned to him.

“It would have been a less painful circumstance to me,” the general wrote back huffily on the last day of April, “to have heard, that in consequence of non-compliance with their request, they had burned my House and laid the Plantation in ruins … To go on board their vessels; carry them refreshments; commune with a parcel of plundering scoundrels, and request a favor by asking the surrender of my Negroes, was exceedingly ill-judged and ’tis to be feared, will be unhappy in its consequences, as it will be a precedent for others, and may become a subject of animadversion.”

These perplexities of course were nothing compared to great disasters like Arnold’s treason, Cornwallis’s victories in the Southern Department, Rodney’s successes in the West Indies and the mutinies of the Pennsylvania and the New Jersey Line. Still the incident at Mount Vernon served to remind Washington that he could achieve no victory on land until he could get the help of a naval force superior to the British at some point along the coast.

The winter at New Windsor which had just come to an end, like every other winter since the general had taken up his command, was a period of frustration and strain. Tempers were ragged. On one of the dark days of February there occurred a painful incident with young Hamilton, the most valuable of his secretaries, that caused Washington more grief than he ever admitted.

Although happily married to his rich wife and devoted to his Custis stepchild’s family, George Washington had no children of his own. He was a man who craved and needed children. One of the secrets of his effective command of his troops was the restrained though ardent affection he felt for the brilliant young officers he liked to gather round him in what he called his “military family.”

Visitors to headquarters remarked on the convivial atmosphere of the meals. The commander in chief, never a talkative man himself, liked to forget his troubles listening to the prattle of the younger officers over the nuts and the wine after dinner. Chastellux, the most sophisticated of the French generals, a philosopher and encyclopedist in his own right, and a man with a taste for good conversation, in his account of his American travels left a pleasant description of a meal at the American G.H.Q. The general would sit back cracking nuts (sometimes he showed off the strength of his great hands by cracking them with his fingers) while the aide who had done the carving at the head of the table called out the toasts as the general suggested them.

The general’s “family” usually sat a couple of hours after dinner, cracking nuts and munching apples and drinking madeira wine. A frugal Frenchman, Chastellux was a little shocked at the amount of time spent at the table. The day he was there, he complained that he had hardly escaped from the dinner table when he was called to supper. To his relief he found that the dishes were light and the toasts less solemn than at dinner when guests and strangers were present.

Chastellux was amazed by the number of nuts the general ate. The moment the cloth was taken off after supper Washington was at his nuts again as fresh bottles of claret and madeira started to move round the table. Chastellux wrote with evident relief that fortunately the glasses were small and that they didn’t try to make him drink more than he wanted to; his admiration for the republican commander was so great that he was in a mood to be delighted with everything; even the formal toasts, which most of the French found boring, seemed to him to add, like the refrain to a song, a certain charm to the conversation. When the party broke up round eleven the last little formality was what they called a sentiment. Each man drank to the lady of his choice.

The general took great pleasure in this “father of a family” relationship to his officers. His immediate aides particularly returned his affection with something like adoration. Like any good commander, Washington knew how to pick his subordinates. His immediate aides were young men with brains and dash. John Laurens, who served as aide for a while, was the most promising young officer in the army. Several of them had literary tastes. There was pompous and poetical Humphreys, McHenry the cheerful physician, pious young Trumbull from Connecticut, self effacing Tench Tilghman from the Eastern Shore of Maryland, rich and romantic William Stephens Smith of New York, and the bright hardworking rosyfaced amusing young man from the islands who was the general’s favorite.

Alexander Hamilton had come a long way since he turned up in the mainland colonies at the age of seventeen to finish his schooling. He thoroughly justified the reputation he brought with him from St. Croix of being the island prodigy by the energy with which he followed the courses at King’s College, and the vigor with which he had sought public notice in the press. As a very young man he became friendly with Elias Boudinot’s family and with witty Governor Livingston of the great Livingston connection. When hostilities with what people still liked to call “the ministerial troops” commenced, admiring friends got him appointed captain of an artillery regiment in the New York State militia. He was indefatigable, courageous; he had a good head for tactics. He showed his mettle in the miserable winter campaign of 1776-77 in the Jerseys, and when his skill with his pen came to Washington’s attention he found himself aide de camp and chief secretary to the commander in chief.

Though he enjoyed a little literary conversation after dinner, Washington was no intellectual. His mind was essentially that of a practical administrator. Abstract notions came to him slowly and painfully. As the years went on he came to depend more and more on the speculative brilliance of Hamilton’s intelligence and on his cheerful appetite for hard work.

One of Hamilton’s charms for his friends was the candor with which he admitted to overweening ambition. “Ned, my ambition is prevalent,” he wrote his boyhood chum Edward Stevens, while he was still a lad yearning among flour barrels and demijohns at Cruger’s trading establishment on Danish St. Croix, “so that I contemn the grovelling condition of a clerk or the like to which my fortune &c. condemns me, and would willingly risk my life, though not my character, to exalt my station … I wish there was a war.”

Hamilton had found his war. Now his heart was set on greater glories than could be reaped as mere amanuensis to the commander in chief. He had made a brilliant marriage. In the course of a delicate mission to Gates up above Albany in the year of Saratoga he became an intimate of the family of the great upstate magnate Philip Schuyler. It is hard to tell whether General Schuyler or his pretty daughters were most impressed by the energetic young officer; when Hamilton asked Elizabeth Schuyler to marry him, General Schuyler accepted him as a soninlaw with almost boyish enthusiasm. Hamilton’s marriage to one of the lovely Schuyler girls immediately established him as a character of importance on the New York scene, socially and politically. His charm carried everybody away. The almost universal courtship and admiration of so young a man by leaders of the revolutionary cause could not have failed to turn his head.

The general could be trying. On the occasions when he lost his temper he said things he afterwards regretted. This time Hamilton refused to stand meekly silent while the general raged. He spoke up and resigned.

Hamilton betrayed an agitated state of mind in the letter he wrote his sympathetic fatherinlaw right after his run in with the commander in chief. “I am no longer a member of the General’s family,” he wrote from New Windsor. “This information will surprise you and the manner of the chance will surprise you more. Two days ago the General and I passed each other on the stairs. He told me he wanted to speak to me. I answered that I would wait upon him immediately. I went below and delivered Mr. Tilghman a letter to be sent to the commissary…

“Returning to the General, I was stopped on the way by the Marquis de La Fayette, and we conversed together for about a minute on a matter of Business …”

The lanternjawed marquis, whom Washington loved best of all the Frenchmen about him, had his own command; but when not in the field he was in the habit of rejoining the general’s “family” at headquarters.

“… He can testify how impatient I was to get back, and that I left him in a manner which, but for our intimacy, would have been more than abrupt. Instead of finding the General, as is usual, in his room, I met him at the head of the stairs, where, accosting me in an angry tone, ‘Colonel Hamilton,’ said he, ‘you have kept me waiting at the head of the stairs these ten minutes. I must tell you, sir, you treat me with disrespect,’ I replied, without petulency but with decision: ‘I am not conscious of it, sir; but since you have thought it necessary to tell me so, we part,’ ‘Very well sir,’ said he, ‘if it be your choice,’ or something to this effect, and we separated. I sincerely believe that my absence, which gave so much umbrage, did not last two minutes.”

The general may have allowed himself a few of the round oaths he was capable of. When Washington, like many another man of rigid selfcontrol, did fly off the handle, his rages were described as monumental. He was twice Hamilton’s age; and under the strain of a thousand nagging responsibilities he probably felt the world owed him the luxury or a fit of temper now and then. He seems to have immediately repented and sent levelheaded Tench Tilghman to tell his injured young secretary that he had spoken in a moment of passion and would like to explain himself. To his surprise and mortification Hamilton refused to be conciliated.

Hamilton explained his bitterness to his fatherinlaw: “I always disliked the office of aid-de-camp as having in it a kind of personal dependence. I refused to serve in this capacity with two major-generals at an early period of the war. Infected however with the enthusiasm of the times, an idea of the General’s character which experience taught me to be unfounded overcame my scruples and induced me to accept his invitation to enter into his family. It was not long before I discovered that he was not remarkable for delicacy nor good temper, which revived my former aversion to the station in which I had been acting, and it has been increasing since …”

This was not the first time the commander in chief lost his temper. Hamilton went on to explain that he had long since made up his mind to seize on the first opportunity for resigning from the general’s staff.

“… I resolved, whenever it should happen, not to be in the wrong. I was convinced the concessions the General might make would be dictated by his interest and that his selflove would never forgive me for what it would regard as a humiliation.

“I believe you know the place I had in the General’s confidence and counsels, which will make it the more extraordinary to you to learn that for three years past I have felt no friendship for him and have professed none. The truth is, our dispositions are the opposites of each other, and the pride of my temper would not suffer me to profess what I did not feel. Indeed when advances of this kind have been made to me on his part, they were received in a manner that showed at least that I had no desire to court them, and that I desired to stand rather upon a footing of military confidence than of private attachment.

“You are too good a judge of human nature not to be sensible how this conduct in me must have operated on a man to whom all the world is offering incense … The General,” he continued in a condescending tone, “is a very honest man. His competitors have slender abilities, and less integrity. His popularity has often been essential to the safety of America, and is still of great importance to it … I think it is necessary he should be supported.”

For reasons of state, he explained, he intended to make no public mention of his break with the commander in chief, but he had told his friends that his resolution to refuse a reconciliation was inalterable. He did not want to quit the army while the war was on, and was thinking of reentering the artillery, even though he had lost his seniority there, as that might give him time “to resume studies relative to the profession” – of the law – “which, to avoid inferiority, must be laborious.” He ended the letter by throwing out the suggestion, as if he hoped General Schuyler would take it up, that he might prefer “a handsome command in the light infantry.”

Perplexities indeed. Any broken friendship is a painful business, but it was particularly painful to Washington’s feelings to have his gruff fatherly affection spurned by the most brilliant member of his military family just at the moment when he needed every help he could muster for the great final effort of the campaign he was planning for that summer. And Lund’s crawling before the enemy, and his mother’s importunities. Subject enough for the sort of public “animadversion” he dreaded and hated. With a sigh he compressed his thin lips over the rotting teeth set painfully in his great square jaw and turned to the work in hand.

2. Rendezvous at Yorktown

As he looked over his maps and pondered the broad strategy of the war it looked as if, for once in George Washington’s military career, luck might be with him.

On March 22 the Count de Grasse had sailed from Brest, in command of the major part of that great French fleet Vergennes had outfitted in a final effort to dispute Britain’s mastery of the seas. His ships lumbered before a favorable wind across the Atlantic. De Grasse had high hopes of undoing the damage the gouty old British sea dog, Admiral Rodney, was doing the French cause in the West Indies. At the same time, a smaller detachment under de Suffren, another Provençal sailor in His Most Christian Majesty’s service, sailed southward to reinforce the Dutch, hard pressed on the Cape of Good Hope, and to challenge the British squadrons off India and Ceylon.

It was high time the French bestirred themselves in the Caribbean. Rodney had taken advantage of the British declaration of war on the Dutch to pounce on St. Eustatius. His fleet had the place blockaded before the Dutch governor even knew hostilities had commenced. St. Eustatius, a rocky islet a little to the north of British St. Kitts, had become the center of a rich neutral trade – which Rodney claimed was all contraband – in munitions and supplies of all sorts between the Dutch and the French and the Spaniards and the revolting colonies on the North American coast. Not a few British merchants were doing a profitable business there too.

Rodney described his coup enthusiastically to his wife as “the greatest blow … that Holland and America ever received, we having taken the Dutch Islands of St. Eustatius, Saba, and St. Martin’s. The riches of St. Eustatius are beyond all comprehension; one hundred and thirty sail of ships in the road, with one Dutch man-of-war of thirtyeight guns, and five other ships of war, from fourteen to twenty-six guns, belonging to the Americans, and more than one thousand American prisoners.”

The loss of St. Eustatius was a greater setback to the American cause than even the surrender of Charleston. It made Washington’s army dependent on the French for munitions, and at the same time it broke up the profitable West India trade of the American privateers who by smart sailing had been managing to run the British blockade almost at will. As it turned out, the immensity of the booty captured on St. Eustatius became one of the links in the chain of events which led inexorably to Cornwallis’s surrender.

As spring expanded into summer of that turning point year of 1781, Washington’s orotund pen traced out further hopeful entries in his diary. The British fleet had become so absorbed in the pleasant work of shipping home prizes laden with sugar and tobacco that they let de Grasse slip past them, after a running fight in the channels between the islands, into Martinique. The lanky Provençal got his enormous convoy, loaded to the gunwales with troops and munitions, safe into port. As a result the British forces found themselves outnumbered in the Caribbean.

Meanwhile the British merchants whose vessels and cargoes Rodney had seized with the rest of the contraband in St. Eustatius Roads were filling the lobbies of Parliament with their clamors. They brought such a flock of suits against him in the courts of law that the admiral had to take advantage of an unusually bad fit of the gout – the convenient political distemper of that century – to cruise home to mend his political fences.

So it came about that de Grasse was able to reinforce the French garrisons in the islands during June and July and, when the time came to avoid the hurricane season, to sail unhindered through the Bahama Channel with the current of the Gulf Stream pushing his great wooden tubs northward at a decent clip, and to make a landfall on the American coast.

Guarding that station instead of stout old Rodney was only the sluggish Graves, who outranked Rodney’s able lieutenant, Rear Admiral Hood, whom Rodney had ordered to spend the hurricane season cruising between New York and the Virginia Capes. At that Hood almost intercepted de Grasse. The British with their copper bottoms being smarter sailors reached the Chesapeake five days ahead of de Grasse’s weedy battlewagons. Finding the coast clear, Hood sailed on to the northeast to forestall an attack on New York and to place himself, with proper naval decorum, under Admiral Graves’ command. Without firing a shot, to the immense joy of the Virginians, not even hindered by one of the collisions between vessels that were so common in his fleet, de Grasse dropped anchor in Lynnhaven Bay.

Washington understood all along that the naval commanders, both French and British, considered their maneuverings off the American coast as sideshow; in their minds the important theater was the West Indies, where the prize money was, and where in the huge returns from the sugar crop the hard cash could be found that both governments needed to carry on the worldwide war. To relieve the suspense during July, Washington exercised his army and Rochambeau’s in a reconnaissance in force of the defenses of New York. By mid August he had reconciled himself to the disappointing news that de Grasse had no intention of attempting anything so difficult as an attack on New York. The French admiral promised to spend a month in the Chesapeake and that was all.

“Matters having now come to a crisis and a decisive plan to be determined on,” Washington noted in his diary August 14, he was obliged, “from the shortness of the Count de Grasse’s promised stay on this coast, the apparant disinclination of his naval officers to force the harbour of New York and the feeble compliance of the States to my requisitions for Men,” to turn his efforts towards Virginia.

It was now or never. Unless he defeated Cornwallis by the end of October, another unique opportunity would be frittered away.

For months Washington’s mail had been full of letters begging him to come in person to help his home state in this hour of greatest need. The Virginia militia could not stand up against the well trained redcoats. Tidewater planters had to hide helpless in the woods while British raiders and loyalist privateers plundered their shorefront mansions and burned their tobacco barns. Cornwallis, whom the Virginians were beginning to call the American Hannibal, and his cavalry under Banastre Tarleton were waging ruthless war against the plantations, burning crops, cutting the throats of horses and cattle they could not drive off, encouraging the slaves to revolt. Virginia’s only protection lay in the great extent of her territory, in her decentralized economy, and in the unhealthy climate of the tidewater region. Chills and fevers struck down more Britishers than the Virginia sharpshooters. Smallpox and typhus dogged Cornwallis’s steps like a curse. But organized resistance was at an end. Even earnest republicans like Richard Henry Lee were asking that Washington be invested with dictatorial powers.

Through all these importunities of old friends Washington, as was his custom, resolutely kept his mind on the broad strategy of the war. In this attitude, far from popular among the hard pressed Virginians, he was manfully supported by Thomas Jefferson, who was unhappily serving his second term as governor.

Jefferson at that time was a slender longlegged man of thirtyeight with blue gray eyes under a broad forehead. He had a long freckled face and red hair, which he wore powdered and combed plainly back and tied in a cue behind his long narrow head. He had the elastic stride of a man accustomed to long walks; he was an excellent horseman; though no speaker he had a great knack for committee work.

He was going through the most harrowing years of his life as wartime governor. Up to that moment, though his efforts to infect his fellow citizens with his libertarian creed had again and again met frustration, his career had been smoothly prosperous.

Through his mother he was kin to the great Randolph connection. From his father, a plain-minded man of great energy who had put together large landholdings as a pioneer surveyor in Albemarle County and in the Valley, he had inherited some wealth, vigorous health and a capacity for hard diligent application to business.

As a boy his ears had sung with the bloodheating talk of his father’s associates in the Loyal Land Company, of the Indians and of expeditions along the warrior trails across the mountains to the Western Waters; and of their audacious project to explore the great rivers beyond and the dimly imagined mountains that barred the way to the Western Ocean. He was brought up on his father’s new lands at Shadwell in Albermarle, with the prospect always before him of unlimited adventure in the great empty continent beyond the Blue Ridge. At the same time his eager reading of the classics and of the whig literature of eighteenth century England stirred in him an ardent belief in man’s perfectability and in the imminent triumph of self governing institutions.

His father’s early death forced him to take over the management of his plantations while he was still a schoolboy. At fourteen he shouldered the responsibilities of the head of a family.

He had the good luck to find a couple of first rate teachers even in the ramshackle college at Williamsburg. William Small, an Aberdeen man who taught natural philosophy there for a few years, introduced him to the Scottish enlightenment at its moment of greatest vigor, with its passion for free inquiry, and the ramifications of its thought into free trade economics and scientific invention and discovery. The sturdy provincial classicist, George Wythe, taught him a scholar’s approach to the study of law. Through Wythe’s and Small’s table companion, the deputy governor, Francis Fauquier, he heard echoes of Georgian music, and vicariously experienced some of the worldly and humane and scintillating conversation of the sect of philosophers who moved in the circle of the Royal Society in London.

His absorbent and curious mind did the rest. The Revolution found him a rising lawyer in his early thirties with the best cultivated, the most inquisitive, the most audacious set of brains in Virginia.

He had the further good luck to marry a woman of great charm who shared his taste for music and literature, and who brought him a personal fortune, in mortgaged lands to be sure, equal to his own. As an expression of happy selfconfidence he started building for himself and his family the hilltop mansion where he planned to adapt everything he found rational and elegant in Palladio’s teaching of the antique styles to the needs of an American landowner.

As independence from Great Britain became instead of a possibility a certainty, he threw himself, with complete disregard of his own private interests, into the public service. The Virginia Whigs shared the cult of noblesse oblige with their cousins of the British gentry. With John Adams he had drafted the Declaration of Independence and, coming home to Virginia in the fall of the wonderful year of 1776, had initiated his great measures in the Assembly; to disestablish the Church and secure freedom of religious belief; to break up the great estates by repealing the law of entail; to abolish slavery; to codify and rationalize the body of law inherited from the colonial courts; and to secure universal free education for every citizen of Virginia.

Some of his measures succeeded and some failed, but as yet his fellow citizens, while they shied off from such of his radical measures as they feared would disturb their ease or cripple their incomes, regarded him with a sort of wondering admiration. The governor of Virginia, according to the constitution of 1776, was merely chairman of an executive council. Jefferson was elected to replace Patrick Henry, who had exhibited, along with his sweeping red Glasgow cloak and his gift for oratory, an appalling egotism in that office, and a lack of system and consistency very damaging to efficient administration.

As governor, with Virginia invaded first by Arnold and then by Cornwallis, Jefferson found himself frustrated by the exigencies of warfare, for which he had little aptitude, in the sort of Statebuilding work he was thoroughly fitted for. He found himself a mere quartermaster for the militia and the Continental troops. He put all the patient attention to detail he was capable of into the task of outfitting the Continental Army, and managed to lay the foundation of a system of military supply which was to prove its effectiveness in the coming summer, but he was nothing of a soldier.

His natural distrust for the military way of doing things was intensified by his experience with the Baron von Steuben. That polished military adventurer, who fascinated the officers of the Continental Army with his tales of the martial elegances of the great Frederick’s staff, was sent down to drill the Virginia levies being readied to reinforce Greene in the Carolinas. His Prussian methods and his peevishness and lack of tact when things did not go his way were producing more opposition in Virginia than they did discipline. When in June the baron and some of his recruits made a poor showing of themselves by losing to the British the stores they were supposed to be guarding at Point of Fork on the upper James, the ruffled feelings of the Virginians became vocal indeed.

Through the last miserable months of his second term as governor Jefferson made no secret of his intention to resign at the first opportunity. In this emergency, he wrote, the state needed a man who combined whig principles with military aptitude. In June, scampering out of Charlottesville into the hills with Cornwallis’s raiders at their heels, the Virginia legislators managed to find just such a man in fleshy but energetic Thomas Nelson Jr., one of the welltodo Nelsons from Yorktown on the York River, who was already in command of the militia.

When they first reined their horses at Staunton in the Valley after their hurried flight across the mountains the delegates were in a mood to pin the blame for their humiliation on the first scapegoat they could find. Steuben, they shouted, ought to be hanged. Fat George Nicholas, the son of a family with which Jefferson always had most friendly relations, jumped up to move that a dictator be appointed. The motion was seconded by Patrick Henry in his red cloak. The motion failed. Then Nicholas, backed by approving glances from the gentleman in the red cloak, made a further motion that an inquiry be made into the recent conduct of the executive. The motion passed. Jefferson, who had to take to the hills himself to avoid being captured at Monticello, never got over the smart of that wound.

It was only the presence of Washington’s favorite Frenchman that kept the Virginians from complete despair. Lafayette was twenty three. He was gay. He was wild with enthusiasm for the American cause. His manners were cordial. With the easy selfconfidence that came from his noble upbringing he allowed himself to treat men of all ranks with equal affability. Wherever he appeared men and women fell in love with him. Where Steuben was middleaged and quarrelsome in emergencies, Lafayette bubbled over with candor and high spirits. The campaign was the lark of his life. At his age to be commanding troops against the great Cornwallis was a continual marvel to him. To top it all, he was handling his small force with the shrewd economy of an old campaigner. It was not long before the Virginia planters, who had been resisting the demands of Steuben and Greene, were not only furnishing the marquis with their sons as volunteers, but with the use of their precious horses.

As summer advanced, by cleverly hanging on Cornwallis’s flank without risking a general engagement, by playing hide and seek across the broad creeks and estuaries and through the winding forest paths, the marquis managed to turn Cornwallis’s triumphal march through ruined tidewater farmlands into something that looked very much like a retreat. Washington kept writing his young friend encouraging letters. Already he had sent the redoubtable Anthony Wayne and his Pennsylvanians down to reinforce him.

Once Washington’s mind was made up to seek a decision in Virginia, something almost lighthearted came into his correspondence. A certain gaiety even seeped into the general orders. The time had come to move, to move fast, “on the wings of speed,” he wrote. He was staking everything on a single throw.

August 16, still on the Hudson, he was able to note in a fresh volume of his diary that he had received the encouraging news from Lafayette that Cornwallis was headed for Governor Nelson’s tiny town of York on the York River. The earl, against his better judgment, was grudgingly carrying out Sir Henry Clinton’s orders to seize and fortify a naval base with a deep water anchorage. With command of the sea the York River was perfect for that purpose, but it was obvious to every observer that, if the British lost the sea lanes even for a short time, the place would become, as Dr. Rush enthusiastically described it in a letter to Horatio Gates, “a mousetrap.”

Three days later Washington had his army and Rochambeau’s assembled west of the Hudson. To keep Clinton guessing he had the French building bake ovens and setting up huts as if for an encampment on the Jersey shore opposite Staten Island. The British skill at intercepting dispatches proved their undoing. All the general’s letters talked of an attack on New York.

August 30 Washington wrote in his diary, “as our intentions could be concealed one March more (under the idea of Marching to Sandy Hook to facilitate the entrance of the French fleet within the Bay) the whole army was put in motion” – in three columns, one of which, he explained, was detached to make a feint towards Staten Island.

Rochambeau was an able commander. He lacked the personal vanity that was the besetting sin of the French nobility. He accepted Washington’s leadership with tact and good judgment. For once allied armies managed to cooperate without a single hitch. With their artillery and their baggage and their flatboats mounted on wheels Rochambeau’s single column and Washington’s two converged unbelievably fast on Trenton. There they crossed the Delaware. Washington ordered the cattle and horses swum across the river to save time. By September 5 he was able to note breathlessly that the rear of the French had reached Philadelphia and that the entire American army was already clear of the city.

“I left this city for the Head of Elk to hasten the Embarkation at that place and on my way received the agreeable news of the safe arrival of the Count de Grasse in the Bay of Chesapeake with 28 Sail of the line and four frigates with 3000 land troops which were to be immediately debarked at Jamestown and form a junction with the American army under the command of the Marquis de la Fayette.”

Every man who was present on that day remembered the look of joy that came over the general’s face when the dispatch rider caught up with him on the road out of Chester with the good news. Some claimed that when Washington hailed Rochambeau to let him know de Grasse was safe in harbor he shouted and waved his three-cornered hat like a boy.

The representatives of the states in Congress assembled, as usual at their wit’s end for funds, had recently appointed Washington’s close friend, the great Philadelphia merchant Robert Morris, Superintendent of Finance. It was felt that this son of an obscure Liverpool tobacco factor, who had arrived penniless from England and worked his way up by his miraculous skill in pyramiding one speculative venture on top of another, to a partnership in the powerful Willing firm of bankers and merchants, and thence to a position of wealth and influence in Pennsylvania, might perform some similar miracle for the public cause.

When he reached Head of Elk at the top of Chesapeake Bay, Washington put the prevalent high spirits of his troops on a firm foundation of hard cash. He had managed to chivvy the Financier, as they called him, into scraping them up a month’s pay of silver, though the only way even that financial magician could find to lay his hands on any specie was to borrow it from Rochambeau’s war chest. The stimulus to martial ardor was immense. Many of the Continental soldiers had not seen a coin in years. Paper money had become a bad joke. Men jingled the silver incredulously in their palms as they filed away from the paymaster’s table.

September 6 the general allowed his optimism to overflow into the general orders:

“It is with the highest pleasure and satisfaction the Commander in Chief announces to the army the arrivals of the Count de Grasse in the Chesapeake with a very formidable naval and land force; at the same time he felicitates them on this auspicious occasion he anticipates the glorious Events which may be expected from the Combined Operation now in Contemplation.”

Young Jonathan Trumbull, the pious son of Connecticut’s pious governor, who was then serving as Washington’s secretary, might well have added another flourish to his penmanship had he known that the day before de Grasse’s fleet had worsted Admiral Graves in an engagement off the Virginia Capes, in which the Provençal had successfully employed the rigid line maneuver for which he was famous; and that while Graves was limping back to Sandy Hook for repairs, de Barras’s squadron with Rochambeau’s train of heavy siege artillery on board had slipped in through the Virginia Capes and joined the French fleet at anchor in the bay.

While General Lincoln’s paymasters were counting out clinking French silver into the unaccustomed palms of the Continentals, and smacks and oysterboats and coasting vessels of all sizes and shapes were loading the troops aboard and sailing down the bay safe at last for American transports, Washington, followed at a slower pace by Rochambeau and Chastellux and the French staff, rode off at break-neck speed to Mount Vernon. He reached home after having ridden, with time out for business and public addresses in Baltimore, a hundred and twenty miles in three days.

“A numerous family now present,” wrote young Trumbull in his minutes. “All accommodated. An elegant seat and situation, great appearance of opulence and real exhibitions of hospitality and princely entertainment.”

It was six years and four months since Washington had seen his home plantation.

No time to visit his mill, to ride around the farms for a look at the crops, to check on the thousand dilapidations that must have happened during all these years of absence.

Next day, while his wife Martha and Lund Washington were busy marshaling the bountiful victuals the plantation, even in wartime, afforded for the entertainment of their highborn military guests, the general was back at his desk. He wrote the county lieutenants to put their militia to work to fill the mudholes on the Virginia roads so that the wagon trains could get through, and to improve the landings of the Georgetown ferry across the Potomac, and to remove obstructions from the ford on Occoquan Creek. He wrote to beg the governor of Maryland to expedite supplies. He sent off a reminder to slow Lincoln back at Head of Elk to hurry the embarkation of his troops. He found time to dictate to Humphreys a cheerful note for Lafayette: “I hope you will keep Lord Cornwallis safe, without provisions or forage until we arrive.”

He gave the French officers a day for rest and high feeding in the comfort of Mount Vernon and then he was in the saddle again bright and early, riding off ahead of them to arrange for their accommodations at Fredericksburg.

A few days later Jack Custis, who since his sister’s death before the war began was Martha Washington’s only surviving child, followed the general down into the York Peninsula. The boy whose education he had watched over with tender care had turned out a disappointment. Years ago Washington had described his stepson hopefully to the schoolmaster Jonathan Boucher as “a promising boy, the last of his family, who would possess a very large fortune,” and added that he was anxious to make him “fit for more useful purposes than horse races.”

Jack Custis grew up without application, a flighty, headstrong, and rather sickly young man. He had raised a family of his own at Mount Vernon, but Washington still wrote of him affectionately as “an amiable youth.” In the most crowded hours of his campaigns the general took time to write him long expostulatory letters, patiently trying to dissuade him from rash sales of his lands and from entering into the various risky deals he was inclined to. He never gave up the hope of at least teaching him how a plantation owner ought to conduct his business.

Martha Washington was an apprehensive and indulgent mother. Trying to cope gently with her son’s vagaries was part of the tender consideration with which Washington treated his wife. Though the boy was no soldier, in fact he had turned out good for little except for fox hunting and dancing parties, the general invited him to come along as a volunteer aide to his headquarters. He probably felt that to take part even as a spectator in the “glorious Events” he anticipated might help make a man of him.

In spite of the uncertainty over the outcome of the naval battle off the Capes, the march on Yorktown was assuming a triumphal air. From every battlefront eager young officers were hurrying into tidewater Virginia to be in at the kill. Light Horse Harry Lee managed to get himself detached from the Carolina front for service with the commander in chief. Governor Nelson of Virginia notified the members of the executive council in Richmond that he would have to be absent from their sessions until this important business was settled. Handsome Arthur St. Clair was there with a huge cockade in his hat. Young Laurens led a regiment. Hamilton, who had sent in his commission in a pet earlier in the summer and had it politely returned to him by the commander in chief, had finally attained the “handsome command” in the light infantry he wrote his fatherinlaw about. Henry Knox, the stout Boston bookseller who had managed by sheer application to make himself an expert on ordnance, was in command of the artillery.

Surrounded by the camps of the allied armies, deserted Williamsburg came back to life. Officers were quartered in the college. Uniformed throngs packed the inns. Anthony Wayne, wounded in the leg by a triggerhappy sentry, was hobbling about the outskirts on a cane with a fresh plume on his threecornered hat. Steuben, laid low by gout and mortification, dragged himself out of bed to be present. Volunteers were trooping into the ranks of the Virginia militia. The French with their bent for the pomp and drama of war were beginning to endow the coming siege with the fashionable air of the great military events of the Grand Siècle in Europe.

A few weeks earlier St. George Tucker wrote his wife that at a party tendered the Virginians by their beloved marquis he had been amused by a certain Colonel Steward, “The same pretty fellow that he ever was and wears a plume almost as large as General Wayne’s himself. I wrote you before that the Pennsylvania line abounded in these decorations. I will venture to affirm that all the ostriches that ever appeared on the table of Heliogabalus would be insufficient to furnish the whole army in the same profuse style. They put me in mind of the army marching on Dunsinane, when mistaken by Macbeth for Birnam’s Wood; for the feathers appear before you can well discover the shoulders to which the head that bears them is annexed.”

This same St. George Tucker was in the throng of officers who saw the meeting between the commander in chief and his young protégé at the French camp and saw the marquis, still pale and shaky from a bout of malaria, throw himself from his horse and embrace the general, kissing him from ear to ear, in a manner which the general seemed to feel a little too demonstrative. This was the sort of moment for which the French nobles, who saw their lives in terms of the great battlepieces on the walls of Versailles, had been trained from their cradles.

For the French nobility the prospect of victory at Yorktown meant as much as it did for the Americans. A new generation was wiping out the defeats their elders had suffered in Germany, at Louisburg, on the heights at Quebec. Lafayette never forgot that his father was killed by a British musketball at Minden.

For this new generation, too, there was more excitement in Yorktown than the mere pleasure of revenge against perfidious Albion. From the rural gravity of Washington’s behavior, from the talk of men’s rights and duties and of individual freedom which was commonplace with their American allies, they had been taking on a whole new set of hopes and aspirations for themselves and for mankind. Lafayette himself, de Lauzun who had unhorsed Tarleton in the woods back of Gloucester Point, de Noailles, the Lameth brothers and a dozen others were all to go back to France breathing out the spirit of American liberty. In the political struggles to come, when the old regime of Versailles started crumbling about their ears, they were to take the side of freedom.

Among the French troops landed on the York Peninsula, serving as an officer in the 7th Touraine Regiment, which his cousin, the head of the great house of Saint Simon, commanded, there was an erratic young aristocrat who was to become, in the course of a strange career, not only the first instigator of European socialism, but of that nineteenth century religion of science which would be stamped with the name of his pupil, Auguste Compte. From Rochambeau’s winter quarters after Cornwallis surrendered, Claude Henri de Saint Simon wrote his father: “I surmised that the American Revolution marked the beginning of a new political era and that this revolution would necessarily entail an important progress in general civilization and that soon it would bring about great changes in the social order in Europe.”

It was one of those moments in history when young men wake in their beds sniffing a fresh ozone in the morning air. It was a new sun that broke through the clouds each dawn. They could feel the old feudal world of privilege and pageantry being turned upside down over their heads.

No wonder that, as the siege went on according to the careful prescriptions of the martial science of the period, people crowded in from far and near to see the show. The press of visitors became so great that Washington was forced to bar them by a general order: “The Commander in Chief having observed that the Trenches are constantly crowded by Spectators, who by passing and repassing, prevent the men from working and thereby greatly impede the operations of the Seige; He therefore orders that no officer not on duty shall enter the trenches except General Officers and their Aids. And that no inhabitant or person not belonging to the Army be suffered to enter the Trenches at any time without permission from the Major General of the Trenches.”

As the fate of the British became certain, Washington was perplexed with the importunities of young men anxious to shine in these “great Events.”

Lafayette had done his level best to induce him to shunt Benjamin Lincoln over to the Gloucester side of the river, so that, he volubly explained, he might add to his own military reputation by commanding the whole right wing. Goodnatured as ever, he acquiesced in the general’s refusal with a smile and a shrug.

Hamilton, carried away by the drama of the moment, managed to push another colonel into the background and to assume command of the American forces attacking a British redoubt. The attack was a success and Hamilton exercised his literary skill in reporting it to Congress. John Laurens, needless to say, distinguished himself in the same operation without stepping into any man’s light.

Even after the surrender the professionals of military glory kept elbowing themselves into the center of the stage. When, under the orders of his colonel, young
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