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If you wou’d not be forgotten

As soon as you are dead and rotten,
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Introduction

All About the Benjamins

I took a wide route to this story, one that its subject might have appreciated. Benjamin Franklin was long fascinated by China, especially its inventions, silk production, and agriculture. In 1770, while living in London, he excitedly mailed a packet of bean seeds to a botanist friend back in Philadelphia. Franklin’s letter included an “account of the universal use of a cheese made of them, in China, which so excited my curiosity.” This was North America’s first recorded description of the food that Franklin spelled as “Tau-fu.”

Packets of Chinese rice and tree seeds followed. After filling a front page of his Pennsylvania Gazette with the sayings of Confucius, Franklin once scored the margins of a traveler’s account of visiting the Middle Kingdom with his own calculations of the journey’s time and costs.

Visiting China proved to be a bridge too far for him, but I made the journey in 1995, as one of its first Peace Corps volunteers. I knew far less about the place on arrival than Franklin would have. But I ended up staying in China for over a decade, and writing a trilogy of books about life in its overlooked corners.

After I moved back to the United States, a fellow Midwesterner I had met in China, working for then vice president Joe Biden, added my name to the guest list for a lunch welcoming the Chinese leader Hu Jintao on his 2011 state visit. I picked my first suit off a Herald Square clearance rack and boarded the train south to Washington, D.C.

When seen from the C Street sidewalk, the U.S. State Department building does, as a critic frowned at its unveiling, look as nondescript as a chewing gum factory. To me, the edifice also appeared incongruously familiar. Its unadorned limestone façade and rectangular rigidity would not look out of place in Soviet Moscow or Mao-era Beijing.

Inside, however, the State Department’s plush Diplomatic Reception Rooms belie the building’s exterior austerity. Picture herringbone wood floors the color of fresh honey, Chippendale sofas, brass andirons, Paul Revere silver, and the type of heavy curtains that catch fire in old movies. The luncheon guests did not wear name tags, because everyone seemed to know one another. Even the Chinese officials looked relaxed, which was a first. Barbra Streisand chatted with Colin Powell. Yo-Yo Ma cradled his cello upon a dais.

Feeling self-conscious, I sidled out of the chandeliered dining hall and stepped into an adjoining room, empty of people. Without coincidence, as the Chinese saying holds, there would be no story. As I leaned, exhaling, on a polished writing table, an unseen voice snapped: “Please don’t touch that.”

A young, uniformed Marine guard stepped forward from the wainscoting.

“Sorry,” I said, straightening, attempting to hide my embarrassment. “Is it old?”

“That’s the table where Benjamin Franklin signed the Treaty of Paris.”

I had forgotten that he had done this, let alone what the agreement had settled. The Marine told me that the State Dining Room was named for Franklin, known as the father of the Foreign Service. Franklin was the first American expatriate, the Marine continued. He crossed the Atlantic eight times, and between 1757 and 1785, he spent only three years on American soil. I had been carrying a bit of him on my own travels. Embossed on my blue passport cover was the motto E pluribus unum — “Out of many, one” — which Franklin had helped select for the Great Seal.

The Marine pointed to the room’s porcelain sculpture of Franklin and Louis XVI signing the 1778 Treaty of Alliance, which brought crucial French support for American independence. The figurine depicts the twenty-four-year-old king in courtly attire, facing the seventy-two-year-old commoner wearing a beaver-fur-collared robe. The Marine then directed my attention to an oil portrait that shows Franklin dressed in the same simple clothes. In Paris, Franklin played up his Americanness, refusing to powder his shoulder-length hair. Sweating through a cheap, ill-fitting suit, I admiringly added “business casual” to Franklin’s long list of inventions.

The lights flickered, calling guests to lunch, and I reluctantly left the erudite Marine. Sitting in the ballroom’s farthest seat at the farthest table from the dignitaries, I suddenly felt stupid. I knew far more about Chinese dynasties than the basic foundations of my own country. In China, one constantly hears residents boast of their civilization’s “five thousand years of history,” even if their compatriots have spent nearly as many years smashing its heritage to pieces. There is a profundity in what remains. The dilapidated Beijing courtyard where I had lived predated the American Revolution, and had the plumbing to match. Its neighborhood’s dense tangle of alleyways was more than twice as old as the United States itself. History was not in a textbook, but palpable and present. Touching Franklin’s table at the State Department delivered that same jolt.

If I had previously thought of Franklin at all, I saw a kite. Then his wizened face, smirking on the hundred-dollar bill, and speaking only in gnomic quips like some American Yoda. But, as Poor Richard charitably put it, “the Wise and Brave dares own that he was wrong.”

Back in my room after lunch, I opened my laptop. Where to begin with Benjamin Franklin? I started with the table. Formerly it had lodged at the Hôtel d’York, where Franklin and the American delegation had met the British representative to sign the treaty that recognized America’s independence, ending the Revolutionary War. The hotel is gone, but a plaque marks the site, located directly across the Seine from the Louvre. The address, 56 rue Jacob, is now, fittingly, home to a university’s Center for International Studies.

One link led to another. I spent the night clicking Franklin, not suspecting that this was the start of a decade-long trail that would wind through Boston and Philadelphia archives, the Library of Congress (whose central entrance is topped with Franklin’s bust), his former London town house, and his ancestral Northamptonshire village, nestled amidst fields of beans. To begin with Franklin is to pull on a kite string that keeps pooling at your feet. The man contained multitudes.

Benjamin Franklin invented bifocals, the lightning rod, and a musical instrument called the glass armonica. (Mozart composed a piece for it.) He proved that lightning is electricity, and coined the words electrician, battery, conductor, positive/negative charge, and electric shock. He founded Pennsylvania’s first library and fire department, and co-founded its first hospital and college. (All remain open.) He perfected the odometer and the rocking chair. He designed a better catheter and a more efficient stove. He drew the first American political cartoon: a sliced-up snake captioned JOIN, OR DIE. He explained the northern lights and mapped the Gulf Stream. He also invented swim fins. For his own prowess in the water, Franklin was posthumously inducted into the International Swimming Hall of Fame. He once astounded a party by leaping from a boat and swimming three miles from Chelsea to Blackfriars against the strong tidal current of the river Thames.

As Poor Richard, he spun aphorisms that went viral centuries before this was a thing, including “Fish & Visitors stink in 3 days” and “Three may keep a Secret if two of them are dead.”

Not all of his sayings were gems; think of the last time you heard someone utter “Men and Melons are hard to know” or “She that paints her face, thinks of her Tail.” Others have been updated, even if unknowingly. It’s a short walk from “He who multiplies riches, multiplies cares” to “Mo Money Mo Problems,” a song by the Notorious B.I.G., who also dubbed hundred-dollar bills “Benjamins.”

[image: image]
The earliest known portrait of Franklin, c. 1746, depicting him in the year he turned forty.

Harvard University Portrait Collection, Bequest of Dr. John Collins Warren, 1856


Some of Poor Richard’s most quoted sayings, such as “God helps those who help themselves,” actually originated elsewhere. Franklin plucked that one from a vine that ran back to Sophocles in ancient Greece. But then Franklin was an inveterate borrower, starting with his first published essay at the age of sixteen and continuing to his last will and testament, written in his eighty-fourth year.

The line between Franklin fact and Franklin fiction blurred even during his lifetime. Franklin himself hid behind pen names that included Silence Dogood, Martha Careful, and — my favorite — Caelia Shortface. From London in 1774, Franklin wrote a letter of introduction for “an ingenious, worthy young” Englishman looking for work, perhaps as a surveyor. After the immigrant arrived in Philadelphia and published a pamphlet that ignited the movement for American independence, many people, including Thomas Jefferson, suspected that Common Sense’s “Thomas Paine” was just another Franklin pseudonym.

Franklin’s autobiography is often credited as the first American memoir. Davy Crockett supposedly carried it to his death at the Alamo. Dale Carnegie modeled How to Win Friends and Influence People on it. Elon Musk — a fellow electrical visionary — tabbed it as his favorite book. Yet for a man known for his plainspokenness, Franklin could be cagey about his personal life. In his memoir, he characterized his visits to prostitutes as “Intrigues with low Women that fell my Way, which were attended with some Expense and great Inconvenience.” He also never publicly revealed who had mothered his firstborn child.

To a modern reader, the autobiography’s most glaring omission is that Benjamin Franklin once owned slaves. While he is often described as being a man ahead of his time, such praise elides the fact that Franklin was also a man very much of his time. As a young entrepreneur, Franklin profited from slavery, printing in his weekly Pennsylvania Gazette advertisements selling enslaved men and women, or seeking those who had escaped. He earned income, too, from slavery’s opponents, publishing in 1729 two of the colonies’ first abolitionist tracts, as well as the 1737 book All Slave-Keepers That Keep the Innocent in Bondage, Apostates, which excoriated the trade as being “the Mother of all Sins.”

Yet during his rise to business and scientific success, Franklin and his family intermittently owned at least six “servants,” as he euphemistically called them: King, George, John, Peter and his wife, Jemima, and a boy — their son, perhaps — named Othello. While Franklin’s hagiographers have often tucked this uncomfortable truth into the recesses of back chapters, or expurgated it completely, at the time it was no secret.

Because Franklin did not finish his autobiography — the depicted events end in 1757, the year he turned fifty-one — he also failed to recount his conversion to the abolitionist cause. Although influenced by campaigners in Philadelphia and London before the Revolution (during which, Franklin wrote, “a King of England is endeavouring to make Slaves of Freemen!”), the war’s aftermath laid bare the hypocrisy of championing American liberty but keeping silent on the fate of its population that remained chained.

In 1787, four years after Franklin signed the Treaty of Paris and one month before the start of the Constitutional Convention, the eighty-one-year-old was elected president of the Pennsylvania Society for Promoting the Abolition of Slavery. In 1790, two months before he died, Franklin submitted the first petition to Congress demanding the end of the barbarous slave trade, as well as “the Improvement of the Conditions of the African Race” in the United States.

His signed appeal challenged the Constitution that Franklin had helped to create. Although it was doomed from the start, Franklin’s plea added a final footnote to his legacy, one that he perhaps hoped would set him apart from his fellow founders over time.

Franklin was sensitive to how the public perceived him. “In order to secure my Credit and Character as a Tradesman,” he recalled of his beginnings, “I took care not only to be in Reality Industrious and frugal, but to avoid all Appearances of the Contrary. I drest plainly; I was seen at no Places of idle Diversion . . . and to show that I was not above my Business, I sometimes brought home the Paper I purchas’d at the Stores, thro’ the Streets on a Wheelbarrow.” After rising to become one of America’s best-known writers, Franklin once admitted, “I have frequently heard one or other of my Adages repeated, and I own that to encourage the Practice of remembering and repeating those wise Sentences, I have sometimes quoted myself with great Gravity.”

Even as his middle-aged science experiments made Franklin America’s first transatlantic celebrity, he could be reticent about sharing his mistakes. “Do not make it more Publick,” he wrote to his older brother after nearly electrocuting himself (“the crack as loud as a pistol shot”) while attempting to cook a turkey with electricity, “for I am Ashamed to have been guilty of so Notorious a Blunder.”

Eighteen months later, in 1752, Franklin hoisted a kite into a fulminous sky. Oddly, he never wrote a first-person account of his most famous experiment, which proved that lightning was electricity. His detached description appeared four months later in his Pennsylvania Gazette, where in a short paragraph Franklin explained his feat. Step one: Build a kite from a handkerchief. “Silk,” he wrote, “is fitter to bear the Wet and Wind of a Thunder Gust without tearing.” Step two: Attach a foot-long wire to the frame, and a key to the string. Step three: Welcome a storm. “As soon as any of the Thunder Clouds come over the Kite,” Franklin related, “the pointed Wire will draw the Electric Fire from them, and the Kite, with all the Twine, will be electrified, and the loose Filaments of the Twine will stand out every Way, and be attracted by an approaching Finger.”

Anyone, he added, could do it. And yet, before him, no one ever had.

In mythology, Prometheus was punished for conducting fire down from heaven. But Franklin was rewarded with honorary degrees and became a living folk hero. “I Sopose you See our Newspapers,” his sister Jane wrote from his birthplace of Boston, “where you See how fond our People are to Say Something of Dr Franklin I beleve mostly to do him Honour but some chuse to Embelish the Languge to there own fancy.”

After Franklin’s death, the parade of his biographers — from the crusading Christian capitalist Parson Weems to the socialist civil rights campaigner W. E. B. Du Bois — painted his portrait from a perspective that illuminated their own times. Virginia Woolf once observed that there are some stories that have to be retold by each generation. As we will see, every generation seems to discover Franklin for themselves.

It is true that, if not for Benjamin Franklin’s edit of Thomas Jefferson’s preamble, the Declaration of Independence would have proclaimed that we hold these truths to be “sacred and undeniable.” After John Hancock boldly added his large signature to the document in 1776, legend holds that he turned to his fellow signatories and announced: “We must be unanimous. There must be no pulling different ways; we must all hang together.”

“Yes,” Franklin purportedly replied. “We must, indeed, all hang together, or most assuredly we shall all hang separately.”

Eleven years later, at the Constitutional Convention’s conclusion, Franklin is said to have been stopped outside the belfried brick building known today as Independence Hall. A Philadelphian named Eliza Powell supposedly asked the eighty-one-year-old, “Well, doctor, what we got, a republic or a monarchy?”

“A republic,” Franklin replied, “if you can keep it.”

He was so frail then that prisoners from the Walnut Street Jail often carried him in a sedan chair to the sessions, held less than two blocks from his home. Two years later, Franklin wrote to a friend in France that although the Constitution had “an appearance that promises permanency . . . in this world nothing can be said to be certain, except death and taxes.” Less remembered is that this witticism came as he faced his own inevitability. “My health continues much as it has been for some time,” Franklin’s letter continued, “except that I grow thinner and weaker, so that I cannot expect to hold out much longer.”

He died five months later, maligned in his final days by the republic he helped to build. There would be no state funeral, and the nation that grieved most would not be his own.

History has, of course, reversed this cold shoulder. Franklin’s face remains — as he boasted to his daughter more than two centuries ago — as recognizable as the moon’s. In fact, one of its large impact craters is named for him, as are schools, bridges, stadiums, streets, parks, a zoo, this typeface, a genus of flowering tree, one of the world’s tallest giant sequoias, and mountains — in Alaska and New Hampshire—that bookend the United States. According to the U.S. Postal Service, Franklin is America’s most common place-name. The first of these thirty-one towns, platted in Massachusetts, wrote to Franklin in 1785, asking for money to purchase a church bell. Instead, the seventy-nine-year-old sent them 116 books, “Sense being preferable to Sound.” That same year, he sat for a French portraitist, whose rendering is engraved on American currency.

What could there possibly be left to say about Benjamin Franklin? He appears to be self-evident, as elemental to history as water is to earth. Over the centuries, bookshelves have progressively sagged with titles recounting his remarkable life. Here, for a change, is the untold story of his inspiring afterlife.

On the same day my clumsy handprint inadvertently summoned his ghost to the table, I stumbled upon Franklin’s last will and testament. Initially, only one line on my laptop’s screen captured my attention: “My timepiece, that stands in my library,” Franklin directed, “I give to my grandson William Temple Franklin. I give him also my Chinese gong.”

Try as I might, I never did find that gong. Instead, I found this tale, one barely hinted at by the end of his doorstop biographies, which conclude when the founder is laid to rest. Poor Richard warned that “Bad Commentators spoil the best of books,” and so I say this with all respect for the many authors who have followed Franklin before me: writing a biography of water might well require tracking down fewer sources. (My more than eight hundred citations, along with a time line, appear in the back pages.) But even after the cemetery gates — and those other book covers — are shut, there remains one last bit of narrative string to pull. It holds a charge, still, pulsing from his past down to our present.

In his will, as in his life, the forefather of American philanthropy gave generously. And much like the adages of his many alter egos, Franklin’s gifts came with lessons attached. To his fractured family, he left inheritances that publicized his core beliefs: loyalty and patriotism, racial and gender equality, education and public service. But before signing away the last of his fortune, Franklin drew up an imaginative scheme.

At a time when the demise of the United States seemed more likely than its success — when the banking system was fledgling and the dollar so unstable that it had yet to be made the official currency — Franklin placed a final bet on the “rising generation” of young tradesmen.

To his hometowns of Boston and Philadelphia, he gifted twin funds to jump-start what we now call blue-collar careers. The money was to be continually doled out in low-interest loans across two hundred years. On the bicentennial of his death, the accounts — fattened by centuries of earning compound interest — could be cashed out and spent on civic improvements.

Franklin believed that skilled workers formed the foundation of American democracy. They provided crucial services while interacting daily with people of all classes, creeds, and colors. Essentially, they kept the pulse of a community’s street-level public and economic life and laid the groundwork (literally) of a healthy society. “Good apprentices,” Franklin wrote in his will, “are most likely to make good citizens.”

What happened to Franklin’s fortune and his hopeful wager on the working class? Surprisingly, given the swings in the nation’s fortunes between the eighteenth and twentieth centuries, his bet paid off, although not in the manner, or with the results, that he had predicted. But like the lessons from his life, Franklin’s death has much to teach us still.

“The slightest events in the life of a famous man,” eulogized one of his Parisian friends, “become the most interesting, when they give birth to a new way of thinking that all of a sudden changes the direction of his will.”

Where to begin with Benjamin Franklin? This story starts at his end.




Act I

Death

1789–1791




1

“My earnest desire to be useful”

Philadelphians who picked up the Pennsylvania Gazette on April 21, 1790, learned that in the national capital of New York City, Congress was debating whether counterfeiters should be hanged. Another article reported that a sloop had run into a heavy gale off Nantucket, and “T. Edwards a seaman was lost overboard.” Below this came good news from “the Indian country.” Native chiefs had received the Cherokee agent Bennet Ballew’s explanation of the new federal Constitution “with great alacrity.” Ballew would soon be shot down by a Creek named Mad Dog, but on the Gazette’s crowded front page, he lived still, “hoping to bring about the glorious work of civilization.”

Yet how many readers on that spring day even noticed these stories? For there, placed dead center on the broadsheet, black-bordered and as long and leaden as a casket, lay this news:











On Saturday night last departed this life, in the 85th year of his age, Dr. BENJAMIN FRANKLIN, of this City. His Remains will be interred THIS AFTERNOON, at four o’clock, in Christ-Church burial-ground.










No obituary followed, which was common in this slower era of worsted hose and whickering cart horses. Printers set type by hand, so breaking stories — Franklin had died four days earlier — tended to run short. But then, did any American need to be reminded of Franklin’s achievements? The rival Federal Gazette’s eight-line story on his passing admitted, “It is impossible for a newspaper to increase his fame.” The Massachusetts Centinal’s five lines said that the world was too well acquainted with Franklin’s virtues and services “to need any attempt of ours at a recital.”

Though longer, the Pennsylvania Gazette’s notice also omitted Franklin’s biography, including the fact that after purchasing the paper at the age of twenty-three, he had made it colonial America’s most read publication. Instead, the Gazette printed his physician’s account of Franklin’s last days, spent surrounded by family and friends, and an air of “Jeux D’esprit” that burst when the abscess on his lung finally erupted. This empyema, the doctor related, “discharged a great quantity of matter,” after which Franklin’s “organs of respiration became gradually oppressed. A calm, lethargic state succeeded, and on the 17th about 11 o’clock at night, he quietly expired, closing a long and useful life of 84 years and 3 months.”

Franklin’s last words were not reported then, nor did the article reveal who was beside him in his final moments, or — just as tellingly — who was not. Those details would emerge in the coming weeks, with the publication of Franklin’s will. The Gazette story ended with a reminder that this had been the third time Franklin had contracted pleurisy, an inflammation of the tissue separating the lungs from the chest wall that makes breathing sound and feel like two pieces of sandpaper rubbing together. The first occurrence of the extremely painful condition had nearly suffocated him at age nineteen.

History had been bent by Franklin’s recovery then. The Gazette’s death notice gave no indication of how his legacy would continue to inspire and inflame people on both sides of the Atlantic.

Despite his scabrous lungs, Franklin ended up living more than twice as long as the average American at the time. As a barrel-chested young printer, strengthened by pushing those wheelbarrows of paper and carrying heavy trays of type, Franklin was an early fitness guru. He dabbled in vegetarianism and argued that exercise was most effective through intensity, not duration, making him an early proponent of aerobic training. As a Boston teen, Franklin trained himself to survive a shipwreck by swimming miles-long circuits in the ocean with a book-filled suitcase strapped to his back.

While working in a London printshop, an eighteen-year-old Franklin recorded the effects of lead poisoning. The affliction could be prevented, he theorized, by wearing gloves when handling the metallic letters and washing one’s hands before eating. To his co-workers’ incredulity, Franklin never got sick. They also couldn’t believe that this upstart refused to drink pints of ale with them throughout the day, instead favoring nonalcoholic refreshments. The men, innocent as to why a sober Franklin outworked them, teasingly called him “the Water-American.”

In middle age, Franklin favored taking cold-air “baths,” for which he stripped naked and sat in front of an open window. “I rise early almost every morning,” he explained to a friend, “and sit in my chamber, without any clothes whatever, half an hour or an hour, according to the season, either reading or writing. This practice is not in the least painful, but on the contrary, agreeable.” He did not record what his neighbors thought of their view.

A century before Louis Pasteur’s germ theory, Franklin held that the common cold was spread by contagion. His remedy was ventilation and air circulation, as he expounded during a fractious night in bed with John Adams. In 1776, the pair traveled to Staten Island to parley with the British in an attempt to end the Revolutionary War. The inn had but one vacancy, a small room with a tiny window. Adams shut it because, as he recorded in his diary, “I was afraid of the evening air.”

“Come,” Franklin replied, “open the window and come to bed. I believe you are not acquainted with my theory of colds.”

Adams was forty then and deferred to his seventy-year-old elder. He dryly recorded that Franklin “began a harangue upon air and cold and respiration and perspiration with which I was so much amused that I soon fell asleep, and left him and his philosophy together.”

Neither man caught a cold that night. Adams, however, became infected by an enmity that flared and festered during their posting as American ministers to France, where for nine years Franklin shone as the caressed favorite of court and commoners alike. Adams resented Franklin’s charm offensive, which, in order to secure French support for the Revolutionary War, saw the elderly widower flirting, attending late-running soirées, and conducting science experiments with Parisian peers. Only months before the signing of the Treaty of Paris, James Madison reported to Thomas Jefferson, “Congress yesterday received from Mr. Adams several letters not remarkable for any thing unless it be a display of his vanity, his prejudice against the French Court & his venom against Doctr. Franklin.”

Seven years later, as Franklin lay dying in his Philadelphia bed, Adams — then serving as the United States’ first vice president — peevishly fumed to a friend, “The History of our Revolution will be one continued Lye from one End to the other. The Essence of the whole will be that Dr Franklins electrical Rod, Smote the Earth and out Spring General Washington. That Franklin electrified him with his Rod — and thence forward these two conducted all the Policy Negotiations Legislation and War.”

Yet Adams was also self-aware enough to consider how this gripe would be read by posterity. “If this Letter should be preserved,” he continued, “and read a hundred Years hence the Reader will say ‘the Envy of this J.A. could not bear to think of the Truth’! But this my Friend, to be Serious, is the Fate of all Ages and Nations . . . No Nation can adore more than one Man at a time.”

Upon his death thirteen days later, Benjamin Franklin was not that man.

Ten months earlier, in June 1789, an ailing Franklin, tucked in at Franklin Court — his self-designed two-story home in Philadelphia, set steps away from today’s Independence Hall — suddenly remembered his promise to add a final beneficiary to his last will and testament.

Franklin’s waking moments then were scored by the pain caused by a stone passing with excruciating slowness from his kidney to his bladder, along with other maladies — not least of which was eighteenth-century medicine. To relieve the stone, he drank a vile and dangerous tonic made of water, quicklime, and soap lye.

Franklin was tended by his only daughter, Sarah — called Sally — and her son Benjamin Franklin Bache, known as Benny. Franklin had trained his namesake in the tools of his trade and proudly wrote to his former Parisian neighbors that the nineteen-year-old had started working on his own in Franklin’s former printshop.

Benny’s work ethic stood in contrast with that of Franklin’s other grandson William Temple Franklin, called Temple. Franklin nonetheless adored this twenty-nine-year-old, the sole offspring of his only surviving son, William. After years of dissolution, Temple was attempting life as a gentleman farmer on his father’s former lands, located across the Delaware River in New Jersey. This square of heirs — children William and Sally, grandsons Temple and Benny — was due to receive the bulk of Franklin’s sizable estate, consisting of property, manuscripts, diplomatic gifts, scientific and printing equipment, sundry banknotes, and a tract of land in Canada.

Each gift would come wrapped, metaphorically, in a moral, one that Franklin knew would be reported in the press. In his will, he also left money to the Pennsylvania legislature “to be employed for making the river Schuylkill navigable.” Beyond improving Philadelphia’s watery western border, the bequest barely concealed an undercurrent of rectitude. Franklin instructed that the money would equal the uncollected salary “due to me as President of the State,” as the governorship was then called.

At the Constitutional Convention the year before, Franklin had argued that elected officials should not be paid. “There are two Passions which have a powerful Influence in the Affairs of Men,” he told delegates. “These are Ambition and Avarice; the Love of Power, and the Love of Money.” If an office became a “Place of Profit,” Franklin warned, it would only attract “the Bold and the Violent, the Men of strong Passions and [in]defatigable Activity in their selfish Pursuits. These will thrust themselves to your Government and be your Rulers.”

James Madison — who had proposed that congressional salaries be pegged to the average price of wheat — wrote in his notes that Franklin’s idea “was treated with great respect, but rather for the author of it, than from any apparent conviction of its expedience or practicability.”

Yet, for three years starting in 1785, when he was appointed as Pennsylvania governor for consecutive one-year terms, Franklin put his money where his mouth was, refusing to be paid. When term limits ended his tenure, Franklin’s ledger showed that the state still owed him “£2250 paper money.” Converting historic currency into its modern equivalent is an inexact science, but at the time, £1 sterling equaled $4.44. Franklin’s foresworn wages, then, totaled approximately $10,000, or, when accounting for inflation, around $300,000 at the time of this writing — but with a purchasing power of millions.

Franklin could afford to forgo a salary. His success as a printer had allowed him to experience, he wrote, “the Truth of the Observation, ‘that after getting the first hundred pound, it is more easy to get the second’: Money itself being of a prolific nature.”

Yet he had previously profited handsomely from public service. After the British appointed Franklin postmaster of Philadelphia in 1737, he overturned his predecessor’s rivalrous ban on the Pennsylvania Gazette from traveling freely in the mails, as favored publications could do. The result was a rise in his paper’s circulation and revenue. After Franklin was promoted to joint postmaster general of the American colonies in 1753, he increased delivery speed by ordering carriers to ride at night, and, in an age when citizens usually fetched their mail at the post office, he introduced home delivery.

Carriers trod a well-worn path to Franklin’s front door. He was a voluminous correspondent at a time when writing a letter meant inking a quill and scratching it across fibrous paper commonly made not from wood pulp, but from old sails, hempen ropes, and rags. His surviving letters number nearly eight thousand. Panning this river of words reveals the many aspects of his character, and also the genesis of his parting gifts.

In October 1788, three months after signing his last will and testament, the eighty-two-year-old Franklin wrote to a friend, “I am diligently employed in writing the History of my Life.” As with his will, he intended his autobiography to teach. He hoped that the book would benefit “the young reader, by showing him from my example, and my success in emerging from poverty, and acquiring some degree of wealth, power, and reputation, the advantages of certain modes of conduct which I observed.”

Among the lessons was one gleaned from his work as a tradesman and small business owner, where a broken promise, missed deadline, or late payment could lead to ruin. “I grew convinc’d,” Franklin wrote, “that Truth, Sincerity and Integrity in Dealings between Man and Man were of the utmost Importance to the Felicity of Life.”

Yet when writing the manuscript, he could be as circumspect as a self-preserving politician. To a friend, he admitted omitting “all facts and transactions that may not have a tendency to benefit . . . and the errors which were prejudicial to me.”

But it is these small facts that provide a glimpse of the man behind his righteous mask. In his memoir, Franklin recounted visiting his father’s ancestral East Midlands village. There, in Ecton, he discovered that he was “the youngest Son of the youngest Son for 5 Generations back.” Only in a private letter did Franklin candidly continue, “Whereby I find that had there originally been any Estate in the Family none could have stood a worse Chance for it.”

The same section of the autobiography relates Franklin’s visit to the parish churchyard to pay respects at the family graves. Only in a private letter to his wife did Franklin reveal that his relatives’ tombstones “were so covered with moss that we could not read the letters,” until Peter, the slave who “behaves very well to me,” knelt and “scoured them clean.”

In the same year that Franklin worked on his memoir, he also wrote to the governors of northern states, urging them to forbid their shipyards to build boats for slave trading, “a practice which is so evidently repugnant to the political principles and form of government lately adopted by the Citizens of the United States.” One recipient, the governor of New Hampshire, later helped shelter Oney Judge, a woman who, after being born into slavery at Mount Vernon, escaped from George Washington’s President’s House in Philadelphia.

Franklin never rose to that level of action. The men and women he held in bondage appear to have died before him, or run away, unpursued. While in an earlier version of his will, written in 1757, Franklin had ordered the release of the slaves Peter and Jemima upon his death, his final will and testament mentioned a different name. In it, Franklin directed the cancellation of the large debt owed to him by his son-in-law — calculated to the shilling at £2,172.5 — on the condition that he “immediately after my decease manumit and set free his negro man Bob.”

Only from the grave would Franklin legally emancipate his first slave. It would not be one he had owned.

My Constitution is much broken,” Franklin admitted to a friend in May 1789, “but I am still among the living.” In another letter written on the same day at Franklin Court, he reflected, “My Friends drop off one after another, when my Age and Infirmities prevent my making new ones . . . so that the longer I live I must expect to be more wretched.”

Franklin was mostly bedbound in this, the last year of his life. An invoice from his druggist shows recurring orders of castor oil, peppermint water, smelling salts, and the brandy-based laxative named Daffy’s Elixir. He was also billed for “large syringes,” “ivory pipes,” “opium pills,” and a recurring dosage of laudanum purchased once, and then twice, monthly. The opiate ameliorated the kidney stone’s scraping crawl, but brought a side effect: “It has taken away my Appetite,” Franklin wrote, “and so impeded my Digestion that I am become totally emaciated and little remains of me but a Skeleton covered with a Skin.”

And yet, in June 1789, two months after George Washington’s presidential swearing-in, and just as Franklin’s own exit seemed near, the frail eighty-three-year-old placed a bet on the endurance of his class and country. If successful, his wager would also write the blueprint for their continued prosperity.

“It having long been a fixed political opinion of mine,” Franklin added in the codicil to his will, “that in a democratical state there ought to be no offices of profit, for the reasons I had given in an article of my drawing in our constitution, it was my intention when I accepted the office of President [of Pennsylvania], to devote the appointed salary to some public uses.”

Realizing that the money he had earmarked to make the Schuylkill River navigable would “do but little towards accomplishing such a work,” Franklin now revoked that bequest, “having entertained another idea, that I hope may be more extensively useful.”

Before revealing his scheme, Franklin braced his four primary heirs for the news that this sizable gift would not be coming to them. “It has been an opinion,” he wrote, “that he who receives an estate from his ancestors is under some kind of obligation to transmit the same to their posterity. This obligation does not lie on me, who never inherited a shilling from any ancestor or relation. I shall, however, if it is not diminished by some accident before my death, leave a considerable estate among my descendants and relations. The above observation is made merely as some apology to my family for making bequests that do not appear to have any immediate relation to their advantage.”

He owed his education to his birthplace of Boston, Franklin continued, and his career to Philadelphia. “Having myself been bred to a manual art, printing, in my native town,” he wrote, “and afterwards assisted to set up my business in Philadelphia by kind loans of money from two friends there, which was the foundation of my fortune, and of all the utility in life that may be ascribed to me, I wish to be useful even after my death, if possible, in forming and advancing other young men, that may be serviceable to their country in both these towns.”

Franklin announced that he was leaving each city £1,000. The money was to be lent in small amounts to young skilled workers to stake their own businesses. The men were to repay the loans over ten years, at a below-market annual interest rate of 5 percent. Although the term would not be coined for another two centuries, Franklin’s ethical lending scheme can be seen as a forerunner of microfinance.

To ensure his funds benefited only tradesmen, Franklin forbade his principal to be spent on overhead. “As it is presumed that there will always be found virtuous and benevolent citizens,” he wrote, “willing to bestow a part of their time in doing good to the rising generation,” he expected — and challenged — sympathetic men to step forward and manage the loans without pay.

Franklin understood how a seemingly small amount of seeding could multiply into a forest of green. The secret was patience: even a low rate of return, when compounded annually, would create a windfall. (Warren Buffett, a modern adherent of this strategy, calls it the Methuselah Technique.) If “this plan is executed,” Franklin explained in his will, “and proceeds as projected without interruption for one hundred years,” then each city’s £1,000 would exponentially increase to £131,000.

“I would have the managers of the donation,” Franklin directed, “then lay out, at their discretion, one hundred thousand pounds in public works, which may be judged of most general utility to the inhabitants, such as fortifications, bridges, aqueducts, public buildings, baths, pavements, or whatever may make living in the town more convenient to its people, and render it more agreeable to strangers.”

The remaining £31,000 was to be continually loaned to skilled tradesmen, at interest, for yet another century. “At the end of this second term,” Franklin calculated, “if no unfortunate accident has prevented the operation,” each fund’s balance would soar to a final sum of £4,061,000. Franklin ordered this mountain of money divided among Philadelphia, Boston, and their respective states, “not presuming to carry my views farther.”

It was an audaciously optimistic idea from a man known for levelheaded pragmatism. “Blessed is he that expects nothing,” Poor Richard once observed, “for he shall never be disappointed.”

And yet, as he lay dying, Franklin expected (1) civic-minded bookkeepers to step forward to (2) administer, without compensation, (3) ten-year loans to tradesmen (4) for two centuries. Provided that (5) every borrower repaid their debt in full, the principal’s balance would snowball and could be spent in a manner that (6) the public democratically decided would benefit the common good.

What could go wrong? Furthermore, the man who once advised young tradesmen, “Remember that Time is Money,” ordered that his loan scheme “begin to operate within one year after my decease.” Poor Richard warned that “Sloth, like Rust, consumes faster than Labour wears, while the used key is always bright,” but it is also true that grand designs take time to build. At the time that Franklin completed his will, only eleven states had ratified the Constitution. Earlier that foul-weathered spring, only eight of the twenty-two senators had managed to make it to the capital to open the new Senate.

“Considering the accidents to which all human affairs and projects are subject in such a length of time,” Franklin admitted in his will’s conclusion, “I have, perhaps, too much flattered myself with a vain fancy that these dispositions, if carried into execution, will be continued without interruption and have the effects proposed. I hope, however, that if the two cities should not think fit to undertake the execution, they will, at least, accept the offer of these donations as a mark of my good will, a token of my gratitude, and a testimony of my earnest desire to be useful to them after my departure.”

Did he sense that his end was near? “As to the Pain I suffer,” Franklin wrote to his sister Jane one week later, “about which you make yourself so unhappy, it is, when compar’d with the long life I have enjoy’d of Health and Ease, but a Trifle. And it is right that we should meet with something to wean us from this world to make us willing when call’d to leave it: otherwise the Parting would indeed be grievous.”

The pair had outlived their fifteen other siblings. Franklin sent more letters to Jane than to anyone else in his life. In the first that survives, dated 1727, he confided, “You know you were ever my peculiar favourite.” Over a half century later, as the winter of 1789 blanketed Philadelphia, Franklin found himself craving a taste of his hometown, which he had last visited, as deputy postmaster, twenty-six years earlier. “I have lately wished to regale on Cod’s Tongues and Sounds,” he wrote to Jane, “and if you could now and then send me a small Keg of them, containing about two Quarts, they would be very acceptable and pleasing to your affectionate Brother.”

His strength ebbed and flowed. On the day after Christmas, Franklin felt well enough to produce a long letter to the lexicographer Noah Webster, in which he curmudgeonly complained about the new trend to use the nouns notice, advocate, and progress as verbs. Franklin could be wrong, and not all of his schemes proved revolutionary. Webster that year published Franklin’s proposed new alphabet, which omitted the letters c, j, q, w, x, and y.

As the calendar turned to 1790, Jane sent birthday greetings on January 17: “This Day my Dear Brother compleats his 84th year.” Ever charming, she added that she was six years younger, “but to Apearance in Every wons sight as much older.” A keg of cod bits was on its way. “I have Tasted them and think them very Good.”

He had four months to live.

In February, Franklin performed his last act of public service, submitting to the First Congress his signed petition calling for the abolishment of slavery. A slave-owning South Carolina senator stormed the floor to denounce Franklin for stepping on states’ rights. At the Constitutional Convention, the senator later recounted, he had witnessed Franklin “consent to the Federal Compact. Here he was in clearest Violation of it.” Presided over by Vice President John Adams, the Senate rejected Franklin’s appeal outright.

The House of Representatives, however, voted to send his petition to a select committee, over the objections of dissenters, including Georgia congressman James Jackson, who warned that Franklin’s defiance would “blow the trumpet of civil war.”

When the House reconvened in March, the committee reported that a constitutional clause forbade the federal government to end slavery before 1808, a year that marked the passage of one generation after the compact’s ratification. Now it was northern politicians who turned on Franklin. “The firmness of his mind has been suspected,” observed one. “Even great men have their senile moments,” commented another.

Jackson, whose booming voice often carried through the capitol’s floorboards, stood again to shout his disbelief that Benjamin Franklin! Author of The Way to Wealth! Would harm prosperous slaveholders! The Bible sanctioned slavery! Without it, who would work the hot plantations!

The bedbound Franklin responded to these hysterics in ink. His final published article, like his first, was a hoax. At age sixteen in Boston, Franklin had poked fun at sanctimonious Puritans in the guise of a middle-aged widow named Silence Dogood. Sixty-eight years later in Philadelphia, Franklin called out slave owners’ self-righteousness under the cover of an historian called Historicus.

“Reading last night in your excellent paper the speech of Mr. Jackson in Congress,” he wrote to the Federal Gazette, “against meddling with the affair of slavery, or attempting to mend the condition of slaves, it put me in mind of a similar one made about one hundred years since . . . Mr. Jackson does not quote it; perhaps he has not seen it.”

No one had; what followed was pure fiction. To demonstrate the hypocrisy of slavery’s churchgoing defenders, Franklin related the story of an Algerian divan that had rejected a petition to release the realm’s Christian slaves. “Who, in this hot climate, are to cultivate our lands?” asked the councilors. “Who is to indemnify their masters for the loss? And if we set our slaves free, what is to be done with them?” After a lengthy debate, the men resolved, “The doctrine that plundering and enslaving the Christians is unjust, is at best problematical; but that it is the interest of this state to continue the practice, is clear; therefore let the petition be rejected.”

Since, Franklin concluded, “like motives are apt to produce in the minds of men like opinions and resolutions,” Congress was kin to this barbarity. The eighty-four-year-old signed off from public life by speaking truth to power, just as he had begun.

Two weeks later, Franklin composed his last private letter, to Thomas Jefferson, America’s first secretary of state. Jefferson had asked if Franklin could remember which map he had used during the negotiations of the Treaty of Paris. British settlers, Jefferson suspected, were illegally crossing the St. Croix River into present-day Maine.

“Tho’ at the time he was in the greatest Agonies,” Franklin’s twenty-year-old grandson Benny recounted, “in more Pain than I ever saw him — it was with great Difficulty that he could breathe — yet he dictated a Letter of a Folio Page and an half, upon Business that required every Exertion of his Memory & Judgment, without once requiring me to read back what I had written, or enveigling me to correct more than one small Error; and yet he has been but little in the Habit of dictating. The letter was as good a one as he ever wrote.”

Franklin said he was “perfectly clear in the Remembrance,” and sent Jefferson the map that showed the agreed-upon border, where it remains fixed today.

The following week, a racking cough impaired Franklin’s labored breathing. He ran a high fever. Yet, a friend reported, “his conversation with his family upon the subject of his dissolution was free and cheerful. He rose from his bed, and begged that it be made up for him so that he might die ‘in a decent manner.’”

Franklin’s daughter, Sally, said that she hoped he would recover and live many more years. “I hope not,” Franklin replied.

“From that day,” Benny recorded, “he grew worse & worse, and took but little food. In the Morning of the 17th of April he refused all sustenance, by Shaking his Head . . . before he spoke for the last time.” After someone suggested shifting himself in bed so that he could breathe easier, Franklin, sharp to the end, retorted, “A dying man can do nothing easy.”

“Whenever I approached his Bed,” Benny wrote, “he held out his hand & having given him mine he would take it & hold it for some time; this shows that he was not insensible. He did not change his Position that Day. And at a quarter before eleven at Night, his Breathing was quicker & Pulse more feeble, [Temple] and myself being in the Room. This alarmed us, and occasioned my calling my Father, who having had no sleep for 56 hours had retired into the next Room; But he came too late, my Grand Father gave a Sigh, breathed a few seconds & died without Pain.”

In Boston, his sister Jane received a letter from Benny’s father that began, “My duty calls upon me to make you acquainted with an event which I know will be a sore affliction to your affectionate Breast . . . Nature was at last worn out.”

“He while living was to me every enjoyment,” Jane reflected. “Every line from him was a pleasure.” Presciently, she saw that her brother’s death did not mean that his account was closed. “Hardly a newspaper comes out in this town without honorable mention of him,” she noted, “and indeed it is a fund that cannot be exhausted.”

Benny, stoic in grief, wrote to his fiancée, “I think there is something remarkable in his End. His mental Faculties unimpaired or but little impaired, at his age — his Resolution unshaken — His Principles fixed even in Death — show a man of a superior cast.”

Next he hinted at his grandfather’s parting gifts. “His Will is a great Man’s Will. It is of a piece with his Life.”

Benny was unaware, then, what little time he had left to use his inheritance, let alone the more than two-hundred-year journey that Franklin’s legacy was about to begin. “It would be necessary to enter into Particulars too long for a letter, to convince you of this,” Benny concluded. “You can take my Word for it perhaps.”
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The Foundation of His Fortune

The ships crowding Philadelphia’s harbor lowered their flags to half-mast. Even the British vessels dipped the King’s Colours in deference to Benjamin Franklin. “It is recommended to the Citizens who propose to attend the Funeral of Dr. FRANKLIN,” the Pennsylvania Gazette reported, “to meet at the State-house THIS AFTERNOON, at three o’clock, to form themselves in their proper order.”

History does not record where they all stood. An estimated 20,000 mourners — in a town of 28,000 — formed the largest crowd ever gathered to that point in what was then America’s largest city.

The bells of every church tolled at three o’clock that Wednesday afternoon of April 21, 1790. As the somber din faded away, the sharp report of minute guns pierced the air.

Exiting Franklin Court’s Market Street archway, the procession, led by all eighty “Clergy of the city, including the Ministers of the Hebrew congregation,” solemnly paced to the Christ Church Burial Ground, approximately one long block away. Two years earlier, Franklin had helped save Philadelphia’s synagogue from default, just as he had donated to the building funds for each of the city’s sects.

As an apostle of religious freedom and tolerance of all faiths, Franklin would not have approved a sectarian funeral. He had not been a regular churchgoer, despite subscribing to a family pew at the Episcopalian Christ Church, two blocks east down Market Street. It had been his wife Deborah’s parish. In the early 1750s, Franklin managed two lotteries to raise funds to build the two-hundred-foot steeple that had made it America’s tallest building. Ever the pragmatist, he had hoped to use the steeple to attract lightning. But its construction had yet to begin when his kinetic mind flashed upon the idea of using a kite to connect to the heavens.

If we take him at his word, Franklin was never asked, in public or private, about his faith. Like many leading Enlightenment thinkers, Franklin considered himself a deist. He believed in a benevolent creator, but not organized religion, corrupted by centuries of dogma. As an adherent of rationality and common sense, he also embodied the Age of Reason. After a ship carrying him to London narrowly avoided running ashore on the deadly rocks of Scilly, Franklin wrote to Deborah that, once safely docked, the passengers went to church to give thanks for their deliverance. “Were I a Roman Catholic,” he reflected, “perhaps I should on this occasion vow to build a chapel to some saint; but as I am not, if I were to vow at all, it should be to build a lighthouse.”

In the month preceding his death, a minister asked Franklin about his faith. “It is the first time I have been questioned upon it,” Franklin replied (unbelievably). “Here is my Creed: I believe in one God, Creator of the Universe. That He governs it by his Providence. That he ought to be worshipped. That the most acceptable Service we can render to him, is doing Good to his other Children. That the Soul of Man is immortal, and will be treated with Justice in another Life respecting its Conduct in this. These I take to be the fundamental Principles of all sound Religion, and I regard them as you do, in whatever Sect I meet with them.”

As a young printer making his mark in Philadelphia, however, one preacher had managed to entice Franklin to attend church. The itinerant Irish Presbyterian Samuel Hemphill also activated Franklin’s lifelong dedication to philanthropy. “His Sermons pleas[ed] me,” Franklin wrote in his autobiography, “as they had little of the dogmatical kind, but inculcated strongly the Practice of Virtue, or what in the religious Stile are called Good Works.”

In 1735, after the synod charged Hemphill with heterodoxy, Franklin defended him in his Pennsylvania Gazette. He cited the book of James, which taught “that Faith without Virtue is useless.” Jesus himself, Franklin wrote, instructed that “’tis the Doing or not Doing all the Good that lies in our Power, that will render us the Heirs of Happiness or Misery.” Or, as Poor Richard put it, “Serving God is Doing Good to Man, but Praying is thought an easier Service, and therefore more generally chosen.”

In the end, it was not heresy that exiled the minister, but plagiarism. “I stuck by him however,” Franklin remembered, “as I rather approv’d his giving us good Sermons compos’d by others, than bad ones of his own





















































[image: image]




















[image: image]



























[image: image]






OEBPS/images/f036-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f032-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781328569110_Cover.jpg
7
/,_f/ff

7
7

e
s Z
‘é/// //,//////;
Al

MICHAEL MEYER





OEBPS/images/f039-01.jpg
LENJAMIN
AND §FRANKLI/V

DEBORAH





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Epigraph



		Contents





		Introduction: All About the Benjamins



		Act I Death, 1789–1791



		1: “My earnest desire to be useful”



		2: The Foundation of His Fortune



		3: Franklin’s Inheritors



		4: The Morals of Chess









		Act II Afterlife, 1791–1904



		5: Dr. Franklin’s Legacy



		6: “A name that will disappear with him”



		7: Boston: Grubby Boys and Angel Fish



		8: Philadelphia: Anybody Could Have Done It



		9: They Rowed. And Also They Rowed.









		Act III Rebirth, 1904 and Beyond



		10: “My teacher, Franklin”



		11: Turning the Tap



		12: “We finally got it away from those bastards”



		13: Benjamin Franklin’s Return









		Acknowledgments



		Time Line of Benjamin Franklin’s Life and Afterlife



		Bibliography



		Notes



		Index



		About the Author



		Also by Michael Meyer



		Copyright



		About the Publisher



















Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Introduction




















		v



		iv



		vii



		viii



		ix



		x



		xi



		xii



		xiii



		xiv



		xv



		xvi



		xvii



		xviii



		xix



		xx



		xxi



		xxii



		xxiii



		xxiv



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		i



		ii



		iii



		vi
















OEBPS/images/f0xvii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
BENJAMIN
FRANKLIN’S
LAST BET

Michael Meyer

RRRRRRRRRRRR





