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INTRODUCTION

BY CHARLES H. PARKHURST, D.D., LL.D.





 




WE live for the future, but our

roots are hidden in the past, and anyone who has the genius to make the past

more truly real and alive nourishes those roots and makes that future more

bright and prolific. The volume herewith presented is the outcome of a revival

of the civic spirit as that revival has come to its experience and expression

in the thoughts and activities of one particular man. This civic revival is,

however, something more concrete than any mere quickening along general lines:

it is rather the revival of civic devotion in its detailed relations to

specific locality. It is a great thing to love one's entire country; but there

is such a thing as the concentration of patriotism upon one's own town or city.

We are all too thoroughly American to be disposed to disparage national

loyalty; but what is gained in width is very apt to be sacrificed in intensity,

and it is intensity always rather than diffusion that does the world's work.

The thing accordingly which the residents of a city-of our own City, for

instance-particularly need is to have their civic regards focused upon home

ground. The better our City is, the more we can love it; but it is only by

loving it more that it can become better, and before we can love it more we

need to know it more. Neither a generality nor an ambiguity can excite

affection. Love loses its way in the dark. It augurs well for our municipal

future, therefore, that so many earnest and intelligent efforts are being put

forth to make our acquaintance with New York City more thorough and

appreciative. When the time comes that the general mind has been made sensible

to present conditions, and the honest consciousness of our day has penetrated

to the core of our municipal character and situation, the death knell will have

been sounded to much of evil that still mixes with the better ingredients and

confuses our prospect. 




But not only will the objects

proposed by the present volumes commend themselves to every intelligent friend

of the City, but the scheme of recital which the Author has adopted is itself a

marked feature of the work. It will arrest the attention of his adult readers,

and will be particularly grateful to the tastes and instincts of the young

people, and it is upon them, primarily, that we have to base our hopes for the

future. Youths are not fond of disquisitions, but they like to be shown things,

which is exactly what Mr. Moss does in these pages. An event taken apart from

its local connections is almost as uninteresting a thing as a soul would be

with no body for it to be at home in. The author of "The American

Metropolis" not only describes what has occurred in the history of our

City, but knits those events to the particular spot where they have transpired,

thus clothing them with the garments of reality and putting them into local

relation with the streets that we are to-day walking. His idea is a clever one,

and can hardly fail of catching the attention and holding the interest of the

reading public, younger and older. For myself, I personally anticipate the pleasure

of putting myself under his guidance in the matter of acquiring a geographical

appreciation of the meaning of the history of my City, and I congratulate him

both on the scheme which he has worked out and on the positive service which I

believe his series of itineraries will be able to render to those who will

travel with him over the past years and the present territory of our beloved

City. CHARLES H. PAGRKHURST. 




 


















 




AUTHOR'S PREFACE




 




WE are in the midst of a revival

of civic pride. For many years the people of New York seemed to be without

interest in the history of the City, in its reputation and in its prospects;

New York and Tammany Hall were almost synonymous terms, and citizenship in this

great City was nowhere esteemed to be an honor-unless it was so among the

ringsters of other cities, who looked with awe at the kings of corruption that

held despotic sway over the Metropolis, laughing at the laws, sneering at their

critics, and rolling up thieves' fortunes. At last, indignation, tardily awakened,

grew into burning patriotism, and a popular uprising, wisely directed by almost

Prophetic Leadership, made an astonishing change in the government of our

City-a change which is apparent in every civic function. There have been

similar revolutions before, and conspicuous plunderers of the people have been

hurled from positions that seemed impregnable; but, unfortunately, the hot

blast of public opinion cooled almost as quickly as it had been heated, and

lasting reformation of the public service was not secured. The revolutions of

the past lacked foundations of civic pride and patriotic devotion in the mass

of the people. Those who helped to defeat Tammany Hall in 1894 tried to awaken

in the hearts of all the people, even those who seemed the least approachable,

a deep love for their City and a personal devotion to her interests, which

would be potent in their antagonism to every evil political combination and to

all enemies of good government. The evidences of revived patriotism among the

common people are more gratifying to those who have longed and labored and

sacrificed for her betterment than all the victories that have occurred in

elections. Evidences of the new life are apparent in the increased interest of

every class in the City's history and in its achievements from day to day; in

the new sympathy that has sprung up between her different sections, and even

between her different races; in the quickness with which the people estimate

the spirit and the purpose of officials; in their quickness to sustain and

support clean administration, and to perceive and resent official incompetence,

carelessness and misconduct; and in the true ring of their voices and the quick

kindling of their eyes when they converse about their City and her affairs. The

makers of books are beginning to realize the new interest, and the publishers'

announcements contain many notices of books on New York. The magazines and the

weeklies teem with articles exploiting events of the past or revealing relics

of olden times, and discussing phases and phenomena of our present marvelous

activity. A genuine and sustained revival of pride in our City and of

patriotism applied to our own homes will make New York the richest, the best,

and the most excellently administered City in the world-a Greater New York

indeed. The writing of a book of any sort was far from my mind, and the

proposition of a publisher that I should venture into this field was at first

rejected. He said that a book which would show a composite picture of the

history of the City and of its present condition was needed, and that I ought

to write it. This book is the result of the publisher's approach. It has been

written under difficulties, but the work has been so pleasant, and has given me

so much more satisfactory an outlook on Metropolitan affairs, that I venture to

hope it may be of interest to others and a help to more vital citizenship.

There are monumental histories of our City, prodigious in size, deep in

research, and exhaustive on "gray matter, "as well as on the contents

of pocketbooks; but those treasuries of knowledge are Slot within the reach of

the people generally, and they do not plainly trace the development of the City

through the channels of her growth. The wonderful civilization in which we live

is not the result of any revolution, but it is rather a growth from a germ once

planted on a particular spot on Manhattan Island; and the branchings from the

original stem can. be definitely traced. It is one thing to be told that two

hundred and fifty years ago the "sturdy Dutch," as they are generally

called, built a fort on Manhattan Island and were the first-; settlers; it is a

different thing to go to Bowling Green and to look at the very spot where the

fort was built; to walk through the very streets in which those first settlers

moved in, and to stand above their moldered bones. When we do this, observing

what is now on the spot where civilization first began, we begin instinctively

to note the contrast between the olden times and the present, and intelligently

to trace the stages of development through which the mighty and complex present

has been evolved out of the simple and primitive past. For the purpose of

inspiring loyalty to the great principles on which have been founded the noble

achievements of New York, it is not necessary that a ponderous and philosophic

tome should be written; if that were necessary someone else would have to write

it. Rather should the heart, the sympathies, the tender emotions, be touched;

rather should we be brought into fellowship with those who have dwelt here

before us, whose labors we enjoy, and who sustained the burdens that have

passed from their shoulders on to ours, and out of their hearts into ours. Of

this we may be sure, we can in no better way devote ourselves to our Country's

good and Mankind's welfare than by advancing our own City to her highest

possible position, and making her institutions means for the uplifting and the

enlightenment of all the people. Let us be students and lovers of our City. The

plan of our work is simple. In its philosophy we trust it may be correct, but

it is not a philosophy. Historically, we trust it is true, but it is not a

history. It is a reminiscent, observant, reflective journey on historical

lines. We have adopted the course which we should pursue were we showing the

City to a friend. We start at the beginning point of its life, making that spot

the center of interest, and returning to it again and again. The first chapter

is devoted to the Fort. In the second chapter we proceed from the Fort, along

the favorite road of Dutch times, Pearl Street; and make our way back to the

beginning point through the Swamp, Printing House Square, Nassau and William

Streets, stopping at the second great development point-the site of the

Subtreasury building at the corner of Nassau and Wall Streets. The Fort at

Bowling Green was the center of the old Colonial life; this second point was

the focus of the new national life. We return to the Fort by way of Broad

Street, and then start out again along the line of English advance, Broadway,

and devote a chapter to what may be remembered and observed along that highway,

including Trinity and St. Paul's churches and their burying grounds, and ending

at the City Hall Park, beyond which Broadway did not extend until after the

Revolution. A chapter is then devoted to the City Hall Park, which was the

Commons of older days, and which was the third great development point in the

life of the City. At this spot popular government had its rise. It was the

gathering place and the forum of the common people. We pass on into the

districts east and northeast of the Commons, including Five Points, Cherry Hill

and New Israel, which together make a very dark background for the picture of

heroism, growth and grandeur. Then we make our way to the East River, and

return along its front to the Fort. From the Fort we start out again through

Greenwich Street, going as far as the ancient Indian village of Sapokanikan,

later Greenwich Village, now the Ninth Ward, returning to the Fort by the North

River front. The territory thus traversed is small, but it is sufficient to

show the rise and growth of the City, and is more than enough for the limits of

this work. It has been my design, whenever possible, to locate important and

interesting events at the places where they happened, so that one, considering

an incident which, the historians, tell us, indefinitely, occurred somewhere in

New York City, can go to the very place where the actors in the drama stood and

spoke, and there say: "This is the spot!" In this way our interest is

fastened firmly to a locality or place, and through a succession of events at

that place we may see the development of principles and the increase of

attainments. The three development points which I have indicated are walked

over daily by multitudes, to whom the heroic history of the City is a sealed

book. They would become eager investigators, if they knew what other feet had

trod those walks before them, and what great events had occurred on those

oft-traveled paths. It may be that some will disagree with statements,

arguments and deductions of the book; let that be as it may, we will be one in

interest, and one in devotion to our beloved City. FRANK MOSS. 




 


















 




CHAPTER ONE - A SMALL BEGINNING-THE OLD FORT




 




THE swirling currents that lave

the shores of Manhattan Island, flowing in every direction, are reproduced in

the human currents that eddy and rush through the streets of New York. The

diversities of wind and weather that bless and afflict the people of the

Metropolis are faint illustrations of the diverse elements in the life of the

City and of their contrary movements. There is a mysterious and startling lack

of harmony between the constituents of the City's life. The people do not know

their next-door neighbors, and are not concerned with what happens on the block

next to theirs; and they bustle about their business without seeing or knowing

vast sections of the City that are directly affecting their social affairs, and

indirectly touching all of their interests. The City bounds forward under a

general impulse of growth, leaping along the pathway of material progress with

incredible speed; and yet its citizens, in large part, are indifferent to the

concerns of their neighbors, and are oblivious to the advantage of mutual civic

interest and popular combinations of civic effort. 




Political organizers alone

powerfully use the advantages of cooperation and coordination of popular forces

for public purposes. Those who are unselfishly interested in the advancement of

virtue and true prosperity have not yet learned to combine their large numbers

and to pull together. 




Is there a single trait,

characteristic of the entire City, continuous through its history and

fundamentally connected with ifs development? There is great philanthropy-in

streaks; there is corruption-in places; there is old-time Americanism-in

sections; there is Continental liberality-in spots all over; there is

Puritanism-to match the Liberality; but the Spirit of Tolerance is New York's

peculiar characteristic. This spirit operates in all affairs-business, social,

religious, political-and proceeds from an unconscious but all-controlling

realization of the duty of minding our own business and letting other people

mind theirs. 




Tolerance was essential to the

development of the commerce for which New York has always been preeminent. It

was the natural outgrowth of the commercial spirit. Even in the strained

relations arising from the "excise question," when one class of

citizens parades tableaux of Liberty, in tears, surrounded by the Muses weeping

because they cannot have free beer on Sunday, and another class demands that

the liquor business shall be entirely extirpated-between these two extremes

stands the conservative mass of citizens, who manage to see some claims on each

side, to tolerate both sections of extremists, and to provide a middle course

between them. This spirit of tolerance causes religious factions that have been

making holy attempts to cut each other's throats on other continents, to live

together, holding their religious services separately, but buying and selling,

associating in political and other ways, and crossing the bloody line with

intermarriages. This spirit is at the bottom of the glory and the shame of New

York; behind it the thieves, who have disgraced official positions, have hidden

and have escaped punishment on the plea of party necessity sometimes-and in it

the great and almost unmatched benevolent enterprises of the City have reached

a magnificent growth, and are stretching their heads to heights unmeasured.

This trait has distinguished the City from the beginning. New York was not

founded by refugees from religious persecution, nor by convicts or paupers

deported from their homes, nor by great and good men intent on securing their

own form of worship and preventing all other forms. The thrifty, trading,

pertinacious Dutchmen were the first to open up the possibilities of Manhattan

Island, and though they have long since disappeared, at least in any bodily

semblance, and with them the sugar-loaf hats, the multiplied petticoats and

breeches, and the other paraphernalia so sweetly described by Washington

Irving, yet it is true that those Dutchmen, little knowing what they did, laid

the foundations of New York's prosperity, and connected themselves with all

that is to come. They couldn't build anything without laying solid foundations.

Each pair of breeches was doubled and reenforced in the seat; each house had a

foundation built substantial enough for two houses; and, as a wit has said,

"They built their ships on the model of their women," who were even

better founded than the men. 




It was a queer trade-at least as

we view trade that these old Dutchmen had with the Indians and with each other

about the old Fort at Bowling Green; but they traded on honor, they gave and

they received fair values, and Yankee tricks were unknown to them. The Spirit

of Commerce, who made New York the Queen of the West, was born right here at

Bowling Green, and the ghosts of the Dutch traders are here still, and are

often seen and heard by those who are subject to spirituous influences. 




The Produce Exchange cannot get

far away from the ghostly spell, and, notwithstanding the efforts of some

newspapers and real estate speculators to convince the people that the

commercial center of the City should be at Herald Square, and that all business

to be properly done must go there, we may be sure that the good Dutch ghosts

which inhabited the bodies, so many of which have been received into mother

earth between Bowling Green and Wall Street, will continue to exert their

potent force and will hold the great commercial interests where they have ever

remained and ever will remain. (This is a private pointer for investors in real

estate.) 




We say it was a queer trade, for

money was almost unknown, the unit of value being a beaver skin, and the

currency being provided by bits of clam and periwinkle shells deftly cut and

polished. Our great merchants handle gold, but their Dutch ancestors bought and

paid for their produce with clam shells and beaver skins. The Dutch were not

allowed to monopolize this choicest of trading sites, for the English came and

wrested it away from the control of the Dutch companies, but they too fell

under the commercial spell. They came not for liberty, nor for religion, but to

trade where the Dutchmen had started the market. The Englishmen of New York

were unlike the Englishmen of Virginia. They were here to do business, to

construct a business state, to let each other alone and to be let alone.

England and Holland fought hard enough over the seas, and here too the war had

its little counterpart in the taking and the retaking of the ancient Fort; but

when the Englishmen had settled down to stay, they found the Dutchmen pretty

good fellows, and the Dutchmen found their old enemies genial and hearty

companions in trade. They realized that there was room enough for everybody.

They simply sat down and tolerated each other, and the result was a

Dutch-English amalgamation, which has given us some of the strongest and

sturdiest characters in the world. It is hard to match the industry, the

determination, the perseverance and the energy of those who have this ancestry;

and there are many such in the City. 




It was funny enough when the

Dutchmen and the Englishmen began to amalgamate on the clothing line. When a

Dutch tailor made a suit of clothes for an Englishman, the result was very

amusing; but it was much harder for the clothed victim when the English tailor

made a suit for the Dutchman. Little by little they got together on the matter

of clothes, and the result was a New York style-and New York styles lead the

world to this day. If you don't believe it, take a walk through London and see

the processions of ill-fitted gentlemen who look like guys. You will continue

to purchase your clothing in New York. 




When the Englishmen and the

Dutchmen swapped peltries for produce, and their children exchanged smiles and

kisses at the kissing bridge-and followed the kissings with weddings, as they

were bound to do-the causes for hatred, which seemed so great across the ocean,

were only remembered as a tradition, or a nightmare. The historians have

quarreled about the location of the kissing bridge, three separate places

having their respective champions; but we common folks easily see that there

were three kissing bridges. Their successors are in Central Park, as any

observant visitor may notice. 




We have not forgotten, in our

estimate of the commercial honor of those times, that some evil designing

individuals undertook to make themselves rich by debasing the currency. The

clam-shell money, which was called by the Indian name of sewan, possessed some

intrinsic value, because of its fine workmanship; but the aforesaid evil

designing folks, whom the Dutchmen alleged to be degenerate Englishmen, made

sewan by the wholesale, of very deficient workmanship, so that the early

government had to issue an edict against this debased currency. Certain it is

that some bad-looking men, who were not Dutchmen, and who had mysterious converse

with certain bad Indians, waxed rich and -lived in riotous excess. Was this the

beginning of "Free-coinage"? 




It is customary for writers, who

are describing New York, to begin by carrying their readers up through the

beautiful Narrows, and giving them a bird's-eye view of the City for an

introduction; but we who know the way home from Coney Island, and are quite

familiar with this bird's-eye view, would do better to begin our observations

at the point where the commercial life of the New World had its beginning, and

the point from which New York's history, as well as New York's institutions,

have been developed. This pivotal point, of which the hurrying throngs are

strangely ignorant, is located in the row of houses south of Bowling Green.

Number 4 Bowling Green, now occupied by the Cunard Steamship Co., and bearing

the tablet of the Holland Society, stands on the north wall of old Fort

Amsterdam, and the alley which runs up from the rear of the block behind the

fruit auction rooms of Brown & Seccomb (called Whitney Street after Stephen

Whitney, the millionaire merchant, who once lived at Number 1 Bowling Green)

enters the heart of the old Fort. The Broadway cars run over its west rampart.

On this block have happened some of the most important and stirring events in

American history; from it have gone the impulses of New York's greatness, and

on it to-day are the offices of the Atlantic steamship companies, which unite

this commercial city with the great nations of the old world. 




Our progress has been so rapid,

and the past has faded so quickly, that many well informed people who know that

the beginning of our city was in and around a Dutch fort, at the southern end

of the island, imagine that Castle Garden stands on that site; but old New

Yorkers who used to attend the concerts in that obsolete fort, when Jennie Lind

sang, remember that it was out in the water, on large black rocks, and that

they had to cross from the mainland on a bridge. It will surprise many to know

that nearly the whole of Battery Park is on made ground. The southern

water-line was just a little south of Pearl Street, where it curves into State

Street, while the western water-line was at Greenwich Street, and the eastern

water-line at Pearl Street. The important districts lying outside of those

streets have all been rescued from the waters. The filling in, east and west,

was done shortly after the Revolutionary War. The City owned the lands between

high and low water marks, under the Dongan Charter, and it sold lots all along

the present Water and Front Streets at about $20 apiece, the purchasers filling

them in and building on them. Speaking of the spirit of tolerance which has

distinguished the inhabitants of Manhattan Island, it is noteworthy that no one

has been put to death for his religious convictions. A statute was passed in

1700, which prohibited Catholic priests from preaching in the City on pain of

death. It was enacted by the governor and his council to prevent the French

from working among the Indians and turning them against the English and Dutch

Protestants. It was never enforced. A priest named Ury was executed on the

Common, now the City Hall Park; but the real offense charged against him was

complicity in the negro uprisings, which were believed to be so serious as to require

the most rigorous measures of repression, and the testimony implicated him in

the plot. Ury protested his innocence in the most touching words, and those

words leave no doubt that his punishment was not connected with his religious

practices. 




The witchcraft heresy could get

no foothold here. While New England blazed with the baleful flames of burning

witches, the people of New York looked on with interest; and though they-simple

folkscould not deny what the very intelligent philosophers of New England

asserted about witchcraft, yet, when such accusations were made, no tribunal

would convict the accused. Anne Hutchinson, an estimable woman, who was

adjudged guilty in Rhode Island and banished from that colony, found refuge in

what is now Pelham Park; and, though accused by the frightened people of

Westchester, was found harmless by the New York authorities, and received

permission to remain there in peace. It was left for the Indians to kill Mrs.

Hutchinson. 




As an example of the delusion

which held our brethren in New England, we may read the following questions and

answers in the examination of a little girl who was imprisoned as a witch. 




"How long hast thou been a

witch?" 




"Ever since I was six years

old." 




"How old are you now?" 




"Brother Richard says I

shall be eight years old next November." 




"You said you saw a black

cat once; what did it say to you?" 




"It said it would tear me to

pieces if I did not sign my name to a book." 




"How did you afflict

folks?" 




"I pinched them. My mother

carried me to afflict them." 




"How could your mother carry

you when you were in prison?" 




"She came like a black

cat." 




"How did you know it was

your mother?" 




"The cat told me she was my

mother." 




Returning to our consideration of

the old Dutch Fort, we feel that we must, if possible, ascertain its exact

location. There was a little hillock which extended from State Street south of

Bowling Green eastward across Whitehall Street, and south of Bridge Street,

which was specially adapted for fortification. The surrounding ground was low,

and in some places marshy and wet. A creek ran up Broad Street nearly to Wall

Street, and the boats which found harbor in it were well protected by the Fort,

which was built on the hill. The northern entrance of the Fort was a little

west of Number 4 Bowling Green. The western wall, which was armed with cannon,

lay mostly within the present lines of State Street, and the southern wall,

which was also armed, did not quite reach to Bridge Street. No part of the

Fort, excepting possibly the northeastern corner, touched Whitehall Street. It

is most interesting to note that the northern line of the Fort is covered by

the buildings now used as offices for the great steamship companies, including

English, French, German and American lines, and the western line is occupied by

the houses on State Street devoted to the reception and the care of immigrants

of various nationalities, and the southern line is occupied by a great auction

room for tropical fruits; but the eastern line of the block (Whitehall Street),

which did not sustain any portion of the old structure, is occupied by a row of

little stores of various kinds, which are entirely out of company with their

neighbors on the other sides of the block, and are entirely out of relation

with the business palaces across Whitehall Street. Here are some of the signs

which appear on the buildings on the State Street side of the block. New York

"Mercury," September 7, 1767: "Yesterday morning the coroner's

inquest set on the body of one William Kieth, a soldier of the Sixteenth

Regiment, who was found drowned near the end of Pearl Street, under the wall of

the Battery." This poor soldier's body lay just west of the Elevated

Railroad, on a line continuing Pearl Street into Battery Park. 
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The sketch, on previous page, of

the Fort and of the streets will prove interesting. 




In this neighborhood are the

oldest streets of the City. Few of them have remained exactly as they were

originally laid out; but the little section of Pearl Street south of the Fort

block, running from State to Whitehall, is almost in the same position, of the

same width, and on the same lines as it existed in the earliest period. It is

impossible to find a relic of the oldest Dutch buildings; for those structures

were nearly all consumed in the great fires of 1776 and 1835, and those which

remained have given way to more modern buildings; but a walk through this

neighborhood will carry one far into the past, and an observation of the house

at Number 19 Pearl Street will almost convince the investigator that he has got

back into the earliest colonial period. Broad Street was the place which

delighted the hearts of the Dutchmen, because it reminded them of home. By

common consent the navigable stream which ran through its middle was kept so

that trading boats could run right into the center of the settlement, and the

houses that were built along its banks were kept sufficiently far from it to

make reasonable passageway on either side. Here was a natural canal, and so

Broad Street became the principal street, under the name of the Heere Gracht,

or Gentleman Canal. 




In course of time the walls of

the canal were sided with boards, and the expense was assessed on those who

lived on its banks, at the rate of forty guilders ($16) per rod. Those on the

west side, from the river to Beaver Street, were: Hans Dreper, 1 rod 10 feet;

Hendrick, the baker, 5 rods 4 1/2 feet (he refused to pay and was imprisoned);

Tunis Cray, 2 1/2 rods; Oloff S. Van Cortland, 3 rods 13 feet; Ferick

Lubbersen, 4 rods 3 1/2 feet; Peter Merrist, 1 rod 10 feet; Gerrit Jansen Roos,

2 rods; Reinhart Rein The Gracht. houtzen, 4 rods; Coenraet Ten Eyck, 2 rods 2

1/2 feet; David Wessels, 1 rod 10 1/2 feet; Peter Van Naarden, 1 rod 9 1/2

feet; Guilan Cornelis, 3 rods 5 1/2 feet. On the east side, from Beaver Street

to the river, they were: Jochem Beekman, 2 rods 11 1/2 feet (he wouldn't pay

and was imprisoned); Jacob Backer, Jan Rutgerzen, 2 rods 5 feet; Abraham, the

carpenter, 3 rods 1 foot; Adrian Vincent, 6 rods 10 feet; Jacob Van Cowenhoven,

6 rods 6 1/2 feet; Cornelis Melyn, 4 rods 7 feet; Henrick Jansen Vandervin, 4

rods 7 1/2 feet. 




A semi-circular dock was built

where the stream emptied into the river, in which the little vessels anchored

securely. This basin is now solid ground. The intervening space between the

Broad Street canal and the Fort was traversed by Beaver Street, through which a

little creek (the Bever Gracht) ran into the Broad Street water, and by

Marketfield Street, Stone Street, and Bridge Street, which were, of course, in

those days, known by more euphonious names, suitable to the Dutch tongue. On

Marketfield Street the French Huguenots erected their place of worship. Its

site is covered by the present Produce Exchange, which is built over a portion

of that street. The Huguenots were about only four per cent of the population,

but they were an exceedingly valuable element. They loved liberty, they were

earnest and upright, and they never engaged in race hostilities. They made a

settlement at New Rochelle, and on Saturday nights the people, after working

hard all week, tramped down to New York to enjoy the services in the

Marketfield Church. They carried weapons, for their route led them through the

regions often desolated by Indian raids. When they arrived at the Collect Pond,

Sunday mornings, they washed, ate and rested, sang the Sixtieth Psalm, and

proceeded on their way rejoicing. They spent the sacred day in the services of

the church, and in cheerful visiting with their friends, and walked home again

at night. The opportunity of worshiping God in their own way, without molestation,

was greatly prized; for they had been deprived of it in their native land, and

they -wrote to their friends in France of the great privilege that they

enjoyed. 




Bridge Street was so named

because it led to a bridge that crossed the canal in Broad Street. Near this

bridge the Dutch merchants met regularly to discuss their affairs, and the

first Board of Trade assembled there. 




The Dutch settlers brought their

religion with them, and it was a choice and rugged form of the Protestant

faith, which could survive the absence of ministers and vestments. Without

priestly leadership, they congregated on Sundays in a horse-mill, which was

situated on what is now South William Street (old Mill Street), near Pearl, and

there they turned their attention statedly to the matters of their eternal

welfare, and prayed for protection in a wild and strange land. 




During this time Governor Peter

Minuet bought the whole of Manhattan Island from the Indians for trinkets worth

$24. The Governor has been accused of driving a sharp bargain; but he was, like

the Irishman, "buying a pig in a poke." There were terrible enemies

lurking in the great wilderness stretching to the north, and he knew not what

rival claimants might appear. If that sum of $24 had been put out at compound

interest at six per cent on May 6, 1626, when it was paid, the present

accumulation would be many millions of dollars. This is certain, that it was

more honorable to purchase the rights of the Indians for that which was

valuable to them than it would have been to have dispossessed them by force of

arms, as has been so generally done throughout the country. At about this time,

and not far from the spot where this purchase was made, was born the first

white child, Jean Vigne, whose parents lived on a little farm at Wall and Pearl

Streets. Justice Charles H. Truax, of the Supreme Court of New York, is his

descendant. Sarah Rapelje, the first New York girl, was born near Albany in

1625. Governor Minuet was succeeded by the elephantine Governor Wouter Van

Twiller, who brought not only his great round self and immense quantities of

provisions (which made the people very happy), but also what was more highly

appreciated by the honest settlers-a real live dominie. Dominie Bogardus

received a warm welcome, and speedily showed himself to be much more of a man

and of much more consequence in the community than the governor himself. He was

not afraid to lecture his rulers and to call them to account for their sins,

and this propensity led to some very rough tussles. 




Bogardus lived up to the law, and

he did not hesitate to thunder the Divine commands at those who did not. Being

himself of unimpeachable character, and having the courage of his convictions,

he was not only a spiritual leader, but he was also a wise adviser in public

affairs. He knew well how to take care of himself; for when he was slandered by

a woman with a long tongue (and those Dutch scolds must have been awful), he

cited her to court to prove her allegations, and when she failed, the judgment

which he sought and obtained, compelled her to parade herself through the

streets, declaring with her same long, loud and loose tongue that the dominie

was a good man, and that she had lied about him. There are some things in which

we might do well to follow our robust Dutch ancestors. 




Of course, a man of such

attainments as Dominie Bogardus possessed would not long lead worship in a

horse-mill. He caused a little church to be erected on the line of Pearl

Street, between Whitehall and Broad Streets, fronting the East River (33 Pearl

Street). It will be noted that the Dutch preferred the East River side of the

island, and that it was the English, who came afterward, that first opened up

Broadway and the lands west of Broadway. The preference of the Dutch for the

east side was due, undoubtedly, to the fact that their lovely canal lay east of

the Fort, and that there were any number of bogs and mud-holes up along the

east side of the island. If the English had not captured New York, and had not

finally outnumbered the Dutch, the Broad Street canal would have been

continued, and the City would have been crossed and recrossed with canals, so

that communication would be easy by water and boats through all its parts. Had

this been done, the danger of falling overboard from the City would have helped

the Prohibitionists to elect an alderman once in a while. 




The little church prospered; but

presently the dominie became jealous of the better accommodations that the

governor had in his snug dwelling within the Fort, and he protested that it was

a shame that the governor should live in a nice house, while the public

services of God were maintained in a barn. It was no easy matter to secure the

money for such an undertaking as the building of a real church, and Bogardus

was as shrewd as he was pious; so watching his time one day, when the governor

and his associates were feasting hugely, and while their hearts were merry and

their heads befuddled with the creature comforts which none of them declined to

enjoy, he broached his little project and secured the subscriptions which were

necessary to build the church; and so it was that in due time there arose

within the walls of the Fort, alongside of the governor's house, a little

church, in which the steadfast minister maintained the spiritual interests of

the settlement. 
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Here was the Fort, and in it was

the governor and the dominie, the governmental house and the church. Here was

the center of the religious, political and social life of the whole of

Manhattan Island, and out of that center radiated the influences which have

maintained their potency of control even down to the present. 




One would think that the youth of

our schools would be marched round this block on regular occasions, and that

there would be a steady stream of people with plans, guide-books and compasses

in their hands, diligently spying out the lines and the angles of the old Fort

and pestering the brokers, the agents, the clerks, the missionaries, and even

the immigrants, in efforts to get into the interior of the block, and to stand

on the site of the church, the governor's house, the well, the pump, the

flagstaff, and all the other quaint and useful institutions that were

surrounded by the rude walls. 




Here it was that Minuet heard the

lawsuit and told the contestants that he would take three days to consider the

case, but would eventually decide for the plaintiff; and here Van Twiller

smoked his own tobacco, grown at Sapokanikan, in the present Ninth Ward, and

blew those prodigious clouds of smoke that enveloped himself, his counselors,

and all who sought his august presence, and perfumed their clothes with its

rare staying qualities. Here Governor Kieft planned and ordered his raids on

the Indians, which brought so much vexation and suffering to the colony; and

here Peter Stuyvesant gave to the world his unique exhibition of hard sense and

honesty, impetuosity and arrogance, until he was compelled to surrender his

stronghold to the conquering British. Here, too, came the first schoolmaster,

who, although he came with Bogardus, was unable to maintain the honor of his

calling; for he succeeded so poorly in his enterprise of teaching the Dutch

youths that he was obliged to take in washing to eke out his existence; and

finally was tried before the governor upon a disgraceful charge, and was

sentenced to be flogged and banished. The first instruments of punishment were

upon the beach, just outside the walls of the Fort, and there the poor

school-teacher received his flogging. How many little urchins danced and

whooped, in the crowd that watched the school-teacher's licking, and how they

rubbed certain portions of their anatomies when the cat-o'-nine tails fell on

Roelantsen's back, has not been recorded by any historian; but if the present

New York boy is any sample of the boys of 1646, we cannot doubt that there was

a rare time among the juveniles on that occasion. 




For proof that the schoolmaster

took in washing, we are referred to the Court record under date of Sept. 20,

1638. 




"Adam Roelantsen, plaintiff,

against Gillis De Voocht, defendant, on demand, for payment for washing. 




"Plaintiff demands payment

for washing defendant's linen. 




"Defendant makes no

objection whatever to the price of the washing; but only objects to the time at

which payment is demanded, as the year is not yet elapsed. 




"The Court decides that the

plaintiff shall wash for defendant during the time agreed upon, and then he may

demand his pay." 




In 1642 he lived on the north

side of Stone, between Whitehall and Broad Streets, close to Van Cortlandt's

brewery. He made a visit to Holland and worked his passage back to New York,

and said the prayers for the ship's company. His grievous offenses and his

condign punishment occurred after his return. He sold his house, which cost him

$140, to Govert Aertsen. His successor was Arien Jansen Van Ilpendam. The

regular charge for tuition was two beaver skins per annum. It was at about this

period that the first recorded sale of a city lot appears. Anthony Van Fees

paid $9.60 for a full lot on Bridge Street. At this time, the noted Tryntje

Clock, skilled in the use of herb medicines, lived at the corner of Pearl and

Hanover Streets. 




Dominie Bogardus, of whom we have

spoken, was as pronounced a character as Governor Stuyvesant of later days; and

when he and the fiery Governor Kieft came into conflict, as they often did,

even the old women forgot their customary gossip, and nothing was talked of

throughout the community but the red-hot warfare between the two great men of

the city. Kieft was the civic head, and he knew it; Bogardus was the spiritual

head, and he never forgot it. Each had his strong ground and kept one foot upon

it, while pressing into his opponent's territory to administer knockout blows.

The governor had the best of it in the beginning, because of his hold on the

courts, into which the dominie was forced; but Bogardus soon learned the ways

of the law and how to use the courts himself; and the merry war did not cease

until the wrestlers, having thoroughly measured each other's strength, agreed

to call it a draw and to shake hands. 




Bogardus' natural and official

force was greatly strengthened by his marriage to Annetje, the widow of Roelof

Jansen-more commonly called Anneke Jans. Through that marriage he acquired

wealth and greater influence. The widow's four children were: Sarah, who became

the wife of Hans Kierstede; Catrina, who married Johannes Van Bruggh; Fytje,

who married Pieter Hartgers; and Jan Roelofsen. So, we see, the dominie's

relations were extended in a very high-sounding manner. Their home was near the

corner of Whitehall and Bridge Streets. The cause of the enmity between

Bogardus and the governor was the Indian war, which Kieft ordered against the

advice of many of the people, including the dominie, and which involved the

colony in great loss, suffering and bereavement. Bogardus strongly advised

against the war, and when it was begun in the perfidious massacre of an Indian

tribe, fortifying himself with the "Dutch courage," which was

permissible to preachers as well as the common people, he poured out from his

pulpit such broadsides of denunciation that the governor was driven out of the

church. The situation was decidedly uncomfortable for Kieft. He knew that his

war was unpopular, and he realized that, while the people hated him for it,

they required his official and personal presence at the Sunday services in the

church. He could not attend those services without being denounced to his face

by the indignant minister; and when he braved the criticisms of the people, by

absenting himself from the services, he got no more relief, for the stentorian

tones of the valiant preacher penetrated even into the governor's house. Then

the magistrates, assembled at the old City Hall, were inspired by the governor

to issue this formidable summons to the preacher: 




"In the name of the Lord,

Amen. In the year 1646, in New Netherland. 




"The Honorable Director and

Council, to the Reverend Everardus Bogardus, Minister of the Gospel in this

place: 




"Although we were informed

of your proceedings during the administration of the former Director, Wout Van

Twiller, and though warned to be upon our guard, we did not consider it worth

our notice, because we were confident that no man who preached the words of the

Lord would so far forget himself, although we possess letters, in your

handwriting, among others, one of the 17th June, 1634, from which it does not

appear as if you were inspired with the spirit of the Lord, but, to the

contrary, in a manner that would be unbecoming heathens, much less Christians,

much less a preacher of the Gospel, when you scolded the magistrate appointed

over you by God, for a child of the devil, a consummate villain, declaring that

your bucks were better than he, and vaunted yourself that you would give next

Sunday, from the pulpit, such a shake that you and he should shudder, with more

of such injurious trash, which we pass by in silence, out of respect to that

honorable man. 




"During our government, you

permitted yourself the same indecorous language, sparing scarce any individual

in the country, not even your own wife nor her sister; especially you conducted

yourself in that manner when you had been in good company, and your spirits

were buoyed up, intermingling your human passions freely in what you brought

forth in the pulpit. In this manner you have continued acting with the greatest

criminals in the country, taking their part, and defending them, declining to

execute the order to distribute the Sacrament of the Lord, and not daring to

make use of it yourself; and, therefore, that it may not be in your power to

-take your ignorance for a pretext, we shall select a few samples from a large

list, to renew your remembrance: 




"On the 25th September,

1639, when you had administered our Lord's Supper, and perceiving that, late at

night, the fire was yet burning in the Director's mansion, after you had been

at the house of Jacob Van Curler, and you were thoroughly intoxicated, you

exclaimed vehemently at the Director and Jochem Pieters, against whom you were

enraged, because the Director requested a favor for Jacob Peters, which you

refused, as appears from an affidavit in our possession. 




"Since that period, you have

been guilty of many deeds unbecoming a minister of the Gospel, of which we,

nevertheless, took no notice, in the hope that you would behave yourself, at

least in your office, as a Christian, until at length, in March, 1643, when one

Maryn Andriesen entered the Director's room with the deliberate purpose to

murder him, which was prevented, and he was put in irons. Then you embraced the

cause of that criminal, composed his writings, and took upon yourself to defend

him. But, nevertheless, he was sent in chains to Holland, on which account you

audaciously fulminated on the subject during a fortnight, and dishonored the

pulpit by your passionate behavior. Furthermore, the manner in which, during

that time, you conducted yourself every evening is known to all your neighbors.

At last, you seemed for a while to be reconciled to the Director, and a short

interval of peace was enjoyed; when, however, in 1644, one Laurens Cornelisen

was here, a man of profligate character, who had violated his oath, had

committed perjury and theft, he was taken under your patronage, and you were in

daily correspondence with him, for the reason, merely, that he had slandered

the Director. 




"In the same year, during

the summer, when the minister Doughty celebrated our Lord's Supper, you

ascended the pulpit while in a state of extreme intoxication. So, too, on

Friday, before Christmas, in the same year, when you preached the preparation

sermon, you were in the same condition. And when you dined, in the beginning of

the year 1645, at the Attorney-general's, you arrived there in a state of

intoxication, denouncing, among others, Deacon Oloff Stevensen for a thief, on

which the Director, then present, addressed you in an affectionate manner,

intimating that it was not the place to make use of such language-still you

went on, and the Director said, at last, that when you were drunk you did

nothing but utter slanderous language. That, on last Friday, you yourself came,

in a state of intoxication, into the pulpit; that it was indecorous in a

minister to lead such a life, which scandalized the whole congregation. 




"Furthermore, when a few

days afterward (viz., 22d January, 1645), the Director was not at church, you

denounced him in the most brutal manner, saying, 'What are the great men of the

country? What but receptacles of wrath, fountains of pain and trouble. Nothing

is aimed at but to plunder other people's property; to dismiss, to banish, and

carry off persons to Holland.' To avoid further scandal, the Director did not

longer assist in the congregation, being conscious that he never took another

man's property, never committed any injustice in his office, never banished a

person who had not thrice deserved it. If he dismissed some from offices, that

was his -prerogative, for which he is responsible to the Directors of the

Company, but not to the minister. 




"Furthermore, when, on the

21st March, 1645, you were at the wedding of Adam Brower, and in a state of

intoxication, you again began scolding in the presence of the Secretary and the

Attorney-general, violently blaming the Director, saying that he called your wife

a, when you had yourself said that you did not believe the Director had said

so, and that it could not be proved. In consequence of your language, we, on

the 23d March, moved by Christian compassion, and from the consideration due to

your office, instead of prosecuting you in a court of justice, sent you under

seal a Christian admonition which you twice declined to accept, as was reported

by the court messengers. 




"Furthermore, you ministered

our Lord's Supper, at Passover and Pentecost, without partaking of it, but

conducting yourself in a very offensive manner, pretending that the Director

sent a person (Lysbet, the midwife) to your house, to sue for peace, but that

you declined making peace with him. 




"Furthermore, that you

abused Anthony de Hooge, and when the peace with the Indians was about to be

concluded, nothing was left undone by you to break off the negotiations, and in

lieu of devout prayers, you poured down a string of invectives, which might

have been followed by the most pernicious consequences. 




"When at last peace was

concluded with the savages, an extract from the orders of the magistrates was

sent to you, that thanks be offered up to God for it. It is true you preached,

and a good sermon too; but you said not a single word about the peace, neither

thanked our God for it, although the day had been set apart for that solemn

purpose, and was duly observed by all other ministers within our limits, with a

fervent zeal. 




"By this your affection

toward the Company (by whom you are supported), and toward the welfare of this

country, may be estimated. Your principles, also, are manifested by your

patronage of those who have defrauded and injured the Company, and by the

clandestine meetings with them, which still continue. 




"Furthermore, when you

preached a sermon on the 22d of December, the day of preparation for the Lord's

Supper, you said in public that you often administered the Lord's Supper

without partaking of it, and wished that they who caused our divisions in the

church could be cut off. Your bad tongue is, in our opinion, the only cause of

these divisions, and your obstinacy the only reason of their continuance. We do

not know of a single family not desirous of settling our troubles, except

yourself. When you visit a family, you never inquire for the cause of their

absence from the church. We, however, can tell the reason of such absence. On

the 24th, you informed the congregation that in Africa, which has a climate of

intense heat, different species of animals come together, by which various

monsters are generated; but you know not, said you, from whence, in such a

temperate clime as this, such monsters of men are produced. They are the mighty

ones, who place their confidence in men, and not in the Lord! Children might

have told to whom you alluded. It is these and similar sermons that have

occasioned our absence from the church. 




"All these things being

regarded by us as having a tendency toward the general ruin of the country,

both Church and State being endangered where the magistrate is despised, and it

being considered that your duty and oath imperatively demand their proper

maintenance; whereas, your conduct stirs up the people (already too much divided)

to mutiny and rebellion — that the introduction of novelties causes schisms and

abuses in the church, and makes us a scorn and a laughing-stock to our

neighbors, all which cannot be tolerated in a country where justice is

maintained; wherefore, our sacred duty demanded that we seek out a remedy

against this evil; and this remedy we now intend to employ, in virtue of our

high commission from the Company, and we design to prosecute you in a court of

justice; and, to do it in due form, we made an order that a copy of these our

deliberations should be delivered to you, to answer in fourteen days,

protesting that we intend to treat you with such Christian lenity as our

conscience and the welfare of State and Church shall in any way permit. 2d

January, 1646." 




If half of the charges specified

were true, Bogardus should have been summarily expelled from his office. He was

required to answer the complaint, and several answers were decided to be

evasive. Order after order was issued, threatening him with dire punishment.

This touching epistle was presented to him: 




The Honorable Director and

Council to the Rev. Bogardus, Minister of the Gospel in this City. 




"Although the proposal which

we made to you to leave the decision of our dispute to impartial men, agreeably

to your wishes, sufficiently justifies our proceedings, and shows our

inclination for good understanding, while your refusal to assent thereto shows

a contrary disposition; nevertheless, the respect which we owe to the sacred

dignity of your office, and our cordial wishes for your welfare, induces us

once more to bring the subject to your attention, inasmuch as a highly

favorable opportunity presents itself from the presence here of the ministers,

Revs. Johannes Megapolensis and Mr. Doughty, to whom may be joined such other

impartial members as you may select. And we do solemnly protest, that, in case

of your refusal, we shall be compelled to go on with the prosecution, and in

order that we may all, in the midst of the congregation, pray to God to dispose

our hearts and yours to a Christian reunion, it is our desire that the Rev.

Megapolensis shall preach next Sunday, as has been his custom, when here, and

that we may thus again have an opportunity of admiring the great gifts and

talents which God has bestowed upon him. Wherefore, we are assured you will not

decline to relinquish the pulpit on that occasion, and afford us the

opportunity of hearing him. We expect your answer on this last point to-day;

and on the first point, on next Thursday, 14th of June." 




Meanwhile, Oloff Stevensen Van

Cortlandt, one of the deacons, sued the dominie for slander in connection with

the general trouble; and that suit, at the suggestion of the governor and his

council, was referred to Dominie Johannes Megapolensis, Antony De Hooges,

Laurens Van Heusden, and Adriaen Van Donck, who gave this decision, which was

approved by the governor and his council on June 12, 1646: 




"June 11, 1646. — Whereas,

we, the subscribers, have been authorized by the Director-general and Council,

in New Netherland, to decide the dispute between the Rev. Bogardus and Oloff

Stevensen, and to reconcile them to each other, as far as possible; and

whereas, we have carefully examined all the documents in the case, and being

convinced that no fault can he found with Oloff Stevensen, acting, as he did,

under the commission with which he was honored by the commander; and inasmuch,

also, as the Rev. Bogardus has declared that, if he had been informed of the

existence of that commission, he should have had a different opinion of Oloff

Stevensen than that expressed by him, 




"We therefore unanimously

conclude that the difference between said disputants is finally and forever

annulled, and that all other difficulties which have arisen against the Rev.

Bogardus, from this matter, are now to he considered as removed, and ought not

to he revived in future against him. 




"Done in Manhattans, June

11, 1646." 




Then it was that the combatants

realized that they had had enough, and came to a truce. In the following year

they sailed together in the ship "Princess," and were shipwrecked and

drowned on the coast of England. 




We will speak of the Indian wars

again, when we may properly give more of their details. 




So many circumstances of interest

in the various periods are crowded into the little space south of the City Hall

that it will not be possible to present them in exact order. Let us make a

short excursion from the Fort, that we may notice some other interesting relics

of the Dutch. While they loved the canal in Broad Street they also loved the

river front. By the thumping of their weighty pedals, as they tramped up and

down the water's edge, leading their cows the same way, a well beaten track was

made, following the curves and the outline of the Island, which in time became

Pearl Street. Reasoning on the principles of heredity, there can be no doubt

that they dug great quantities of clams on the beach and put them to their

natural uses; for the New York Dutch thrive on clams and take them for a steady

diet to this day. It is an affecting sight to see them on the "Al

Foster" and the "J. B. Schuyler," at the Fishing Banks, cutting

clams for bait, lunching on clam-chowder, and then carrying home the surplus

bait for supper. 




As vessels and traders came more

and oftener to visit the port, and to attend the hog and cattle fairs on

Bowling Green, the resources of the governor's house became inadequate for the

entertainment of the dignitaries who attended those functions, and accordingly

Governor Kieft caused a public-house to be erected on Pearl Street, fronting

Coenties Slip. There a very respectable brick building was erected, and it was

the first tavern and hotel on Manhattan Island. There was nothing in its

appearance or in its provisions to provoke any such wild nightmares as would

spread before the dreamy visions of their snoring guests pictures of the New

Netherlands, the Holland, the Waldorf, and the Astoria hotels. The brick of

which it was constructed were brought across the ocean; for then there had not

been discovered the great beds of clay upon which have been founded our immense

brick industries. Some years ago antiquarians sought eagerly for the Dutch

brick of which Number 1 Broadway was constructed, as it was believed to be the

last Dutch house; but Number 19 Pearl Street and Number 122 Wilham Street, and

a few other buildings yet standing, were built of imported Dutch bricks. The

tavern was eventually turned into a city hall or stadthuys, for the public

business outgrew the resources of the governor's quarters. The gallows, the

whipping-post, the stocks and the pillory were removed from the beach and were

placed in front of the City Hall, where they stood as a terror to evil doers,

and where the Dutch boys had lots of fun in throwing addled eggs at the

luckless criminals who were locked in the stocks or fastened on the pillory.

The Dutch boys of that period stole and hid the barnyard fruit, so that they

might always have a loud-smelling stock with which to pelt the victims of the

stocks. 




In front of this building, and within

the present Coenties Slip, was placed the stadthuys battery, which mounted

several cannon. 




The ducking stool for scolding

women was at the water's edge. 




This was a busy place after the

City was retaken by the Dutch in 1673. There were present the Governor, the

Mayor, the Hoofd Schout (high sheriff), and the Fiscal (State's attorney). The

Burgomasters and Schepens added their share to the bustle and the enthusiasm;

and the building was shaken by the rolling around of these official

ponderosities, especially when dinner time arrived, and all stomachs felt as

one, and every pair of legs moved as one. They were not permitted to step in

time, for fear of shaking down the building. Antonio Colve, who had assisted in

the capture from the English, was governor, and Nicholas Bayard was his geheim

schryver or secretary of secrets. Bayard was also vendu meester or auctioneer,

and receiver of city revenues. In those days a mayor could not get along with

the gout. He was constantly on the go out, and had no time to brew tea. He

conducted the daily parades of the warriors, and each evening he received from

the hoofd wagt (head guard) the keys of the City and personally locked the

gates, and stationed the burger wagt (citizen guard) in their places for the

night watch. 




Sometimes he made night tours and

caught faithless watchers "off post," and they had speedy punishment

in the stocks. He was up again at daylight and went the rounds with a detail of

soldiers, relieving the watchmen, posting the guards, opening the gates, and

delivering the keys hack to the governor in the Fort. He has a worthy successor

in our present City government, who is not ashamed of his Dutch ancestry. 




It is believed by superstitious

members of the police force that the president of the board goes down to Morris

Street at regular intervals and consults the shadow of Mayor Van de Water, and

that he has in his service a number of Dutch shades, who keep watch for tired

and "liquidated" policemen at night, and put the president on their track.






Mr. Roosevelt has never denied

the truth of this belief; but whenever it is hinted to him, he lets off his

terrifying graveyard effect, which has sent the cold shivers down the backs of

so many delinquent officers, and more than ever convinced them of the unearthly

spell that has seized the old department, drying up the rich streams of

buccaneering wealth, and limiting its energies to the earning of only one

salary for each officer, instead of the numerous salaries that they used to

work so hard for. 




The first burgomasters were

Cornelis Steenwyck, Cornelis Van Ruyven, Johannis Van Brugh, Martin Cregier (a

royal man, a good soldier and a great Indian fighter), Johannis de Peyster and

Nicholas Bayard. The first schepens were Jeronimus Ebbingh, William Beeckman,

Egidus Luyck, Jacob Kip, Gelyn Verplanck, Lonraus Van de Spiegel, Balthazaer

Bayard, Francois Rombouts, Stephen Van Cortlandt, Adolph Pietersen, Reynier

Willemsen, Peter Jacobsen, Jean Vigne (the first white man born on Manhattan

Island), Pieter Stouten burgh and Coenraet Ten Eyck. 




Here is a translation of the

governor's orders to Mayor Van de Water: 




"1st. The mayor shall take

good care that in the morning the gates are opened with sunrise and locked

again in the evening at sunset, for which purpose he shall go to the hoofd

ivagt, and there address himself to the commanding officers, and demand to

conduct him thither at least a sergeant with six schutters (soldiers), all

armed with guns (shooters, of course): with these he shall proceed to the Fort

to fetch the keys, and return these again there as soon as the gates are opened

or shut. There he shall receive the watchword from the governor, or from the

officer commanding in his absence; when he shall again return to the City Hall

and deliver the received orders to the sergeant of the guard, to be further

notified where it ought to be. 




"2d. The mayor shall be

present at all military tribunals, and have his vote in his turn next the

youngest ensign. 




"3d. The mayor may every

night make the round, give the watchword to the corporal, 'visit the guards,

and if there are some absent, make the next day his report to the governor. 




"4th. He shall act in the

military council as secretary, and take care that a correct register is kept of

all transactions. The record shall remain in his care, and he will deliver no

copy of it except on special orders. 




"12 Jan. 1674. 




"Done at Fort William

Hendrick." 




There was great running to and

fro between the Fort and the Stadthuys. The people were filled with the

importance of their victory over the English, they gloried in the fairness of

their conquest, and they told again and again the story of the march of the

gallant 600 from the apple orchard (at the foot of Yesey Street), down to the

Fort, and of its surrender to them. They desired to establish a sound and

substantial government, and were impressed with their dangers from Indians and

New Englanders — almost equally dreaded. It is doubtful whether New York was

ever so thoroughly and paternally governed as it was during the few years of

the second Dutch domination. 




The City lay almost entirely east

of the Heere Strasse (Broadway), and was all south of the C ingle (Wall

Street); and there must have been a constant procession of the public business

— embodied in strangely active blunderbuss officials — through Stone (Brower)

and Pearl (Per el) Street, between the two official points. We are able to

locate the Stadthuys definitely at the corner now occupied by the building

Number 73 Pearl Street. Don't be deceived by the old iron lamp frame projecting

from the side wall. It is indeed a relic of old days, but not of Dutch days. 




This site illustrates the

remarkable succession of nationalities which may be seen everywhere in the

lower part of the Island. The building is now occupied by Boultbec &

Contoupolo, importers of Egyptian cigarettes, and by a German firm, which,

having little patience with American antiquarians, has a sign in the window

warning away all persons that have no business there — and they mean it

strictly in a commercial sense too. 




"THIS MEANS YOU." 




As we look out over Jeannette

Park, which commemorates heroic deeds of American explorers, we see the spots

which were occupied by the batteries and their guns, the stocks and other

instruments of justice; but in the rush of traffic, the evidences of immense

business movements, and the hurry of the people, who show very little of the

stolid and phlegmatic dispositions which once were so much in evidence, we

begin to wonder whether we have read these old stories in histories or in

romances. But Pearl Street is there, winding, as of old, and none the worse for

having been called Queen Street by Englishmen; and Coenties Slip preserves the

names and memories of the quaintest and honestest couple of the good old times,

who there loved and lived, and raised their virtuous progeny, gave their names

to the spot, and, having done what they could for New Amsterdam's virtue and

fame, passed away. Coenrat Ten Eyck and his wife, ''Antye Ten Eyck" — Coen

and Antye's Slip— -Coenties Slip. How lovingly the last syllable of Coen's name

embraces the first syllable of Antye's. What belonged to each,' belonged to the

other. United in life, their memories are still linked, though mouthed by a

restless, heedless multitude, few of whom give a passing thought to these

exemplars of home living and home loving, which, after all, make a State great,

and are more needed in New York to-day than any other social force. 




The Dutch were as great for

"good cheer" as they were for trade; and it cannot be that this old

tavern site is far removed from the cheese and the ale, and the round of

schnapps. No; as close as possible to this old inn, usurped indeed by Boultbec

and Contoupolo, is — not Delmonico's — no indeed — but a plain, popular and

populous beer saloon, where may be found toilers, adventurers, seafarers, and

an occasional business man, who quaff the most majestic schooners of beer that

can be found in the Metropolis. It is a noble sight to see a couple of Dutch

sailors irrigating themselves from a pair of those broad-bottomed schooners in

this travelers' rest and calling for more. The Dutch mania for canals is denied

opportunity for expression on New York Island, except via the throat; and most

consistently do the offshoots of Holland apply themselves to the joyous task of

making the most of their opportunities. Certain descendants of the Dutch affect

an appetite for champagne; but the canal instinct generally lands them under

the table. Beer is the drink for Dutchmen, because it floods more and better,

and at less cost, and with less wear and tear than any other. It was in this

neighborhood that the discussion waxed high, some years ago, whether lager beer

would intoxicate. A storekeeper had in his employ a Dutchman of phenomenal

capacity (in a bibulous sense). He bet a customer that his man could drink a

pailful of beer without getting drunk. The man was called and was handed a

pail. He looked at it dubiously, and said he would go out and think about it.

He came back and said he could drink it; and he made good his word. Afterward

his employer asked him why he did not take the beer at once. The answer was,

"Veil, Mister Schmeet, I bin sick a liddle — I tidn't know vat I could do.

I vent out and trinked a pail, and den I knowed I could do it, and I did dood

it, ain't it?" 




A friend of ours employs a great

many men in his piano factory. Recently he gave them a picnic. In the afternoon

he noticed that a giant Dutchman was peculiarly happy. He called him and asked

him what kind of a time he was having. His answer was: "Mr. S., this is

the first time I ever could say I had enough to drink." — "How many

glasses of beer have you had?" asked Mr. S. — The answer came: "A

hundred; and now I tinks I shtop." One of the first pieces of work

done by the burgomasters and schepens at the Stadthuys in 1673 was the making

of a list of the principal citizens and the value of their estates; and here

they are: 




 




Name (Guilders)




Adolph Petersen (schepen) 1,000 




Andrias Jochems 300 




Albert Bosch 500 




Abram Carmar 300 




Abraham Jansen (carpenter) 600 




Abraham Verplanck 300 




Abraham Lnbbersen 300 




Allard Anthony (notary public)

1,000 




Anthony Jansen Van Sale 1,000 




Anthony De 1,000 




Adrian Vincent 1,000 




Abel Hardenbroeck 1,000 




Asser Leevey (he was the real

original Levy: Hebrew, butcher, litigant). 2,500 




Anna Van Borssum 2,000 




Barent Coersen 3,500 




Balthasar Bayard (schepen) 1,500 




Balthasar de Haerts 2,000 




Boele Roeloffsen 600 




Barnadus Hasfelt 300 




Bay Croe Svelt 1,000 




Claes Lock 600 




Claes Bordingth. 1,500 




Carsten Leursen 5,000 




Cornells Steenwyck (captain of

infantry, counselor of state, etc.) 50,000 




Cornells Van Hooren 18,000 




Cornells Jansen Van Hooren 500 




Cornells Chooper 5,000 




Cornells Van Borssum 8,000 




Cornells Direksen (from westveen)

1,200 




Cornells Barentse Vander Cuyll

400 




Coenraet Ten Eyck (of Coen ties

Slip) 5,000 




Christopher Hoogland (schepen)

5,000 




Corel Van Brugge 1,000 




David Wessels 800 




David Jochems 1,000 




Dirck Smet (of Smet, Smith, or

William St.). 2,000 




Dirck Van Cleef (of Van Clyff or

Cliff St.) 1,500 




Dirck Wiggerse 800 




Dirck Claesse (potter) 700 




Daniel Hendricks 500 




Aegidius Luyk (rector of Latin

school) 5,000 




Egbert Wouterse 400 




Evert Pieterse 2,000 




Evert Wesselse Kuyper. 300 




Evert Duyckingh 1,600 




Ephraim Harmans (Secretary to the

sessions of the schout burgomaster and schepens) 1,000 




Elizabeth Bedloo 1,000 




Elizabeth Driseus 2,000 




Ffrancois Rombouts (schepen,

afterward Mayor). 5,000 




FfrederickArentse (turner) 400 




Ffredrick Gisberts 400 




Guiliane Verplanck (schepen)

5,000 




Guiliam de Honioud (a prominent

Huguenot) 400 




Gabriel Minville (schepen) 10,000






Garret Gullevever 500 




Mary Loockermans 2,000 




Harmanus Burger 400 




Harmanus Van Borsum . . . 600






Hendrick Kipsen 300 




Hendrick Bosch 400 




Hendrick Gillesse (shoemaker). 300 




Hendrick Wessels Smith. 1,200 




Hendrick Willemse (backer) 2,000 




Hendrick Van Dyke 300 




Hans Kierstede 2,000 




Hartman Wessels 300 




Harmen Smecmar 300 




Henry Bresier 300 




Isaacq Van Viecq 1,500 




Isaac Van Tricht (in his

brother's house) 200 




Isack de Foreest 1,500 




Johannes Van Brugh (burgomaster)

1,400 




Johannis de Peyster (burgomaster)

15,000 




Jeronimus Ebbingh (schepen)

30,000 




Jacob Kip (presiding schepen)

4,000 




Jacob de Naers 5,000 




Jacob Leumen 300 




Jacob Abrahamse (shoemaker) 2,500






Jacob Teuniss Key 8,000 




Jacob Leyslaer (Leisler). 15,000 




Jacob Varravanger 8,000 




Jacobus Van de Water (mayor and

"auditeur"). 2,500 




Jan Meynder de Karman. 300 




Jan Hendrick Van Bommel 1,500 




Jan Dirckse Meyer 600 




Jan Van Bree Steede 500 




Jan Herberdingh 2,000 




Jan Spiegelaer 500 




Jan Jansen (carpenter) 300 




Jan Reay (pipe-maker) 300 




Jan Coely Smet 1,200 




Jan Schakerley 1,400 




Jan Joosten (barquier) 2,500 




Jan Vigne (schepen) 1,000 




Junan Blanck 1,600 




Jeremias Jansen Hagenaer 400 




Jonas Bartels 3,000 




John Lawrence (merchant) 40,000 




James Matheus 1,000 




Laurens Jansen Smet 300 




Lauren s Van de Spiegel ... 6, 000 




Laurens Holst 300 




Luycas Andries (barquier) 1,500 




Lammert Huybertse Moll. 300 




Luyckes Tienhoven 600 




Marten Kregier (schepen). 2,000 




Marten Jansen Meyer 500 




Matheys de Haert 12,000 




Nicholas de Meyer (chronic office

holder) 50,000 




Nicholas Bayard 1,000 




Nicholas du Puy 600 




Nicholas Jansen (backer). 700 




Olof Stevensen Van Cortlandt

45,000 




Peter Jacobs Marius 5,000 




Peter Nys 500 




Peter de Riemer 800 




Pieter Van de Water 400 




Paulus Richard 5,000 




Paulus Tureq 300 




Peter Jansen Mesier 300 




Philip Johns. 600 




Reynier Willemse (backer) 5,000 




Stephanns Van Cortlandt (schepen)

5,000 




Simon Jantz Romeyn 1,200 




Sibont Claess 500 




S'onwert Olpheresse 600 




Thomas Leurs 6,000 




Thomas Lonwerss (backer) 1,000 




Wilhelm Beeckman (burgomaster) 3,000 




Wander Wessels 600 




William Van der Schneven 300 




 




Notice the beautiful and

practical alphabetical arrangement of these names. Just how many Cornelises,

Dircks, Hendricks, Jans and Pieters there were, could be told in a moment. The

surnames didn't count. 




There were some curious trials of

criminal charges at the Stadthuys on this corner, and the punishments were very

severe. Frequently men and women were executed for theft. Sometimes torture by

the rack and chains was used to extort confessions. In May, 1661, Marten Van

Weert was threatened with the rack, and confessed a long list of crimes. His

punishment was a scourging with rods in a closed chamber and ten years'

banishment. Mesaack Martenzen was tortured in the same year, and finally

confessed that he stole cabbages, fowls and turkeys. He was fastened to the

whipping-post, severely whipped, and banished for ten years. In 1672, the

hangman, Ben Johnson, was convicted of robbery, and would have been sentenced

to be hung, except that he could not hang himself, and there was nobody else to

do the job. His punishment was thirty-nine stripes, inflicted at the

whipping-post, the cutting off of one ear, and banishment. This interesting

case divided the keen interest of the inhabitants with another curious

incident, which is recited in the "Historical Magazine" in these

words: 




"About twelve days since, a

disaster befell a young man in this town, by name one Mr. Wright, a one-eyed

man, & a muff-maker by trade, who drinking hard upon rum one evening, wth

some ffriends, begann a health of a whole halfe pint at a draught, wch hee had

noe sooner done but downee hee fell and never rose more, wch prodigy may teach

us all to have a care how wee drink, in imitation of that good old lesson, Foelix

quem faciunt, &c. This young man's untimely (end) doth somewhat

parallel that person in yor letter, who you write was killed with a sley, the

wch in like manner could but strike a great amazemt into all that heard it, by

wch wee may see that though there is but one way of coming into the world, yet

there is a thousand wayes of goeing out of it." 




Severe punishments continued for

many years, and were frequently ordered by the judges who sat in the more

modern and elevated court at the City Hall on the site of the Sub-treasury. The

New York "Mercury," of September, 1756, reported that, "This

day, between the hours of nine and eleven, Mrs. Johanna Christian Young, and

another lady, her associate from Philadelphia, being found guilty of grand

larceny, at the Mayor's Court, last week, are to be set on two chairs exalted

on a cart, with their heads and faces uncovered, and to be carted from the City

Hall, to that part of the Broadway near the new English Church (Trinity), from

thence down Maiden Lane, then down the Fly to the Whitehall, thence to the

Church aforesaid, and then to the Whipping Post (Broad and Wall Streets), where

each of them are to receive 39 lashes, to remain in gaol for one week, and then

to depart the city." 




The New York "Gazette,"

in January, 1768, states that "John Clayton Morris was committed in the

Supreme Court for sheep stealing, but inasmuch as he had granted to him the

benefit of the clergy he was only burned in the hand." The

"Chronicle," of September 14, 1769, recites the administering of

fifteen lashes to William Smith and Daniel Martin for stealing fiddle-strings;

and Richard Ely, convicted of fraud, "was exalted on a wooden horse in a

triumphal car, with labels on his breast; after which he was conducted to the

public whipping-post, where he received a proper chastisement." In the

same year John Jubeart was executed . for passing counterfeit money. According

to the New York "Gazette," of November 4, 1773, Elizabeth Donohough

was convicted of picking Mr. Van Gelder's pocket in the Fly Market, and a negro

named "Neptune" was convicted of burglary, and they were sentenced to

be hanged. 




"At a Supreme Court of

Judicature held at the City Hall of the City of New York (Wall St.), the fourth

of December, 1727, were presented for sentence David Wallace and David Willson,

having at the last Court been convicted of a cheat, in passing some bills of

credit of the Province of New Jersey, were now brought to the bar, and received

the following sentence; viz., That the said David Wallace and David Willson do

stand in the pillory between the hours of ten and eleven in the forenoon of the

same day (12th inst.), and after that be placed in a cart, so as to be

publickly seen, with halters about their necks, and carted thro' the most

publick streets in this city; and then be brought to the public Whipping-Post,

and there David Wallis, on his bare back, to receive thirty-nine stripes, and

David Willson twenty-eight stripes. And within some convenient time after, the

Sheriff shall deliver said prisoners at the Ferry House in Kings County, and on

the third Tuesday in January next they shall be set on the pillory, and then

Wallis to receive at Flatbush thirty-nine stripes, and Willson twenty-eight.

Then they shall be conveyed to Jamaica, in Queens County, and there, on the

fourth Tuesday in February, to stand on the pillory, and afterwards each of

them to receive the same number of stripes. Then to be conveyed to »

Westchester, and there, on the fourth Tuesday in March, to stand on the

pillory, and then at the Whipping Post Wallace to receive twenty stripes on the

bare back, and Willson ten. After which, at the end of King's Bridge, they

shall be delivered to the High Sheriff of the City of New York, and from that

time, Wallace to remain in prison six months, and Willson three months. And

then each to be discharged, paying their fees!" Some very interesting

resolutions of the City Council were passed at the Stadthuys. Here is one in

1677: 




"Query — Whether attorneys

are thought to be useful to plead in Courts or not. Answer — It is thought not.

Whereupon, Resolved and Ordered, That pleading attorneys be no longer allowed

to practice in the government, excepting in the pending cases." This

resolution of 1691 contains a little picture of the City below Wall Street.

"Ordered, That the poisonous and stinking weeds within this City before

every one's door be forthwith pluckt up upon the forfeiture of three shillings

for the neglect thereof." It was also Ordered, That Top-knot Betty and

another person and her children be provided for as objects of charity and four

shillings a week allowed." In 1700 it was enacted that Popish priests

entering the colony to entice Indians from their allegiance be executed, and in

the same year it was "Ordered, That the Mayor provide fire wood for

bonfires on the fourth and fifth days of this instant, month of November, being

the birthday of our sovereign Lord King William, and gunpowder treason"

(the origin of our election-night bonfires), "and that the Mayor pay to

the Rev. William Vesey the sum of five pounds for preaching a sermon before the

Court on the 14th of October last." 




These specimens show how human

were our early New Yorkers, and they illustrate their simplicity — the Dutch

spirit appearing even in the preparations for the English holiday. 




The first regular public school

was held at this building while it was the Stadt Herberg (the tavern). After it

became the Stadthuys the most important affairs of the colony were discussed

there. There, too, during the conflict between Governor Leisler, who held the

Fort in the name of the people, and Bayard, who claimed to represent kingly

authority, the heavy rain of artillery fell, Leisler firing from the Fort upon

the troops stationed there. The speed with which those iron messengers traveled

was a revelation to the schepens and burgomasters. 




In the rear of the Stadthuys was

Slyk-steeg (Mire Lane), where Coenraet Ten Eyck's tannery was, and where Antye

no doubt had some share in the work (later Mill Street). 




In the rear of Mire Lane was De

Warmoes Straet (Street of Vegetables), later Garden Street and Exchange Place. 




Let us retrace our steps through

the road so thoroughly traveled by the Dutch officials, to the site of Fort

Amsterdam, and from that spot we may see the place where the toilers were laid

away after they had completed their work. The ancient graveyard was on

Broadway, at Morris Street. The old City laid much lower than our present

street levels, and the graves remain under the accumulations and the filling of

later days; but not so deep as to bury the influence of the worthy people that

were interred there. Their bones are still there, as was well proven when the

excavations were made for the present buildings. West of Broadway, running to

the water's edge, at Greenwich Street, were the governor's gardens, extending

to Wall Street. The first farm of the Dutch West India Company extended from

Wall to Hudson Street, running mostly west of Broadway; and that farm was well

occupied by Governor Van T wilier, who, while he made sorry work of governing

the colony, never lost sight of his own interests. Lacking in all of the heroic

qualities which distinguished Peter Stuyvesant, he managed to steer his own

bark safely through the troubled political seas, and to enjoy life. 




On the Port was performed the

first slave labor in New York. From 1630 to 1635 the Company's negroes were

constantly employed in improving the Fort and building windmills for the

grinding of grain. In 1641, inside of the Fort, the first hanging took place.

There had been a fight between negroes and one of them had been killed. Six

were suspected of having committed the crime, and they were put to torture, and

confessed that they all had participated in it. The idea of executing six

valuable slaves horrified the governor and his advisers. They had not yet got

used to wholesaling. It was decided that one should suffer for all, and the lot

fell upon the biggest man of the six, who stood head and shoulders above all

the people in the Fort. It is strange that they did not draw lots again and

select the smallest man; but they determined to execute this big fellow, and so

the gallows was strengthened and the rope was doubled, and every arrangement

was made for a thorough hanging; but the contortions and the weight of the poor

negro, with the excitement and the inexperience of the executioners, were too

much for the gallows, and it broke down and dropped him on the ground. Then it

was decided that sufficient punishment had been inflicted for the killing of a

darky, and the man was released. 




From the Fort, in the same year,

was promulgated the first excise law, which was designed to prevent disorder

during church time and during the late night; and there was as much outcry

against that moderate excise system as there is in these days against the

Raines Law. 




In this year Governor Kieft

started the annual fairs for the sale of cattle and hogs upon Bowling Green,

which became the great social events of the year, and which, as we have

noticed, made necessary the building of the tavern at Coenties Slip. 




The Indian wars of Governor

Kieft's administration caused more excitement in and around the Fort than any

other event besides its capture by the English. The people knew something of

Indian depredations, and they had a wholesome dread of the savages; but Kieft

was proud, fearless and vindictive; and, against the advice of his counselors,

he insisted upon chastising the Indians generally, and wherever he could find

them, for the bad acts of individuals. When the voices of his counselors would

not be hushed by arguments, he silenced them by an absolute order, and took his

own methods for dealing with the natives. Governor Kieft became ferocious as

the problem pressed him harder, and in 1643 he was guilty of a deliberate act

of treachery, which cannot be palliated by any plea of necessity, and which was

contrary to the earnestly expressed desires of nearly all who could speak to

him. 




On the site of the present

Equitable Building, then the farm of Jan Jansen Ham, while the governor and

three sycophantic friends were enjoying themselves over Shrovetide pancakes and

other dainties, Kieft resolved to massacre a whole village of Indians who had

been assailed by other tribes and had fled to New Amsterdam for protection. The

defenseless and unsuspecting Indians were encamped at two places; some were in

the neighborhood of the bluff at Hoboken, where the Stevens Castle has stood

these many years, and others were at Corlears Hook, on the East River. Despite

the pleas of Dominie Bogardus and of the military officers, the governor

ordered the soldiers to surprise the sleeping Indians; and they butchered them

as though they were animals. Many Indians were driven over the precipice on

which the Stevens Castle now stands in its sweet and peaceful environment, and

were maimed and killed by falling on the rocks below. A historian tells us that

an Indian and his squaw, who were not in camp with their brethren, heard of the

assault on the village, and supposing the assailants to be hostile savages,

rushed to the gate of the Fort and begged Captain De Vries to admit them; but

that he dared not let them in, and gave them directions for flight, rather than

have them subjected to the "mercy'' of Governor Kieft. Through the portals

of the Fort, near Number 4 Bowling Green, the returning soldiers marched,

bearing horrid trophies of their success. 




Then the Indians rose with one

accord; and they were in the right; but hard it was upon those who had no share

in Kieft's iniquity. Some of those who suffered had vainly protested against

the perfidious act. Captain De Vries had the reward of his kindness to the two

fugitives, in the sparing of his place in Westchester County from destruction,

through their intercession. The shrieks of women and children rang out daily

and nightly, and told of the terrible work of Indian vengeance. Farms were

abandoned, and the settlers fled to the Fort for salvation. They poured in

through that historic gateway until the place overflowed. Many of them camped

under the walls of the Port, and, recovering from their panic and calamity,

built new houses and helped to tangle up the streets of the infant City, so

that our surveyors and street officials have never since succeeded in

untangling them. The people were all but ready to massacre the governor, who,

in a moment of fear, declared that Dam and Adriaensen and Planck, who were with

him at the Shrovetide boose aforementioned, were responsible for the war.

Adriaensen tried to kill Governor Kieft in his room in the Port, but failed,

and was deported to Holland. Some of the people made their way to Port Lee,

where grew up a very respectable Dutch community, which survives to the present

day. In those days every Dutchman was wide awake. There was no time for

sleeping or blowing nicotine clouds; and some of the substantial New Yorkers of

this day may owe their sturdiness to the conflicts with the Indians in Kieft's

and Stuyvesant's times. The massacre of 1643 was contemplated in 1641, at which

time the governor and his council submitted to certain leading citizens the

following questions: 




"1. If it is not just that

the murder lately committed by a savage upon Claes Smits be avenged; and in

case the Indians will not surrender the murderer, if it is not just to destroy

the whole village to which he belongs? 




"2. When and in what manner

this should be executed? 




"3. By whom it can be

effected?" 




And received these answers: 




"To the first. They deem it

every way expedient that the murder should be avenged, at such time as the

opportunity, under God, shall offer best advantages. In the meantime,

preparations should be made, and the Director-general is requested to provide a

sufficient number of coats-of-mail for those who go out. 




"To the second. Trade and

intercourse should be kept up with them as usual until the time comes. All men

to be on their guard, but none to adopt hostile measures. When the Indian

warriors are absent on their hunting expeditions, then we may divide ourselves

in two parties, one to land at Rapela, and the other at Wechquaeskeck, and take

them by surprise on both sides. The Director to employ as many negroes as he

can spare, and arm them with a tomahawk and small half-pike. 




"To the third. That, as the

people recognize no other head than the Director-general, therefore they prefer

that he should lead the van, while they, on their part, offer their persons to

follow his steps and to obey his commands. 




"They deem it further advisable

that the Director should send once more, or twice, or even thrice, a shallop to

demand the surrender of the murderer, and that this should be done in a manner

of ostensible good understanding, and for the furtherance of justice merely,

thus luring the savages into a sense of security, without using threats." 




The treacherous spirit of the

governor and his immediate advisers appears in the answers. They all resolved

to keep the matter a secret. 




The order for the massacre was in

these words: 




February 25, 164-3. — We

authorize Maryn Andriesen, at his request, with his associates, to attack a

party of savages skulking behind Corlear's Hook or plantation, and act with

them in such a manner as they shall deem proper, and the time and opportunity

will permit. 




"Sergeant Rudolf is

commanded to take a troop of soldiers, and lead them to Pavonia, there to drive

away and destroy the savages lying near Jan Evertsen's, but to spare, as much

as possible, their wives and children, and take them prisoners. Hans Stein, who

is well acquainted with the haunts of the Indians, is to go with him. The

exploit should be executed at night, with the greatest caution and prudence.

God bless the expedition." 




Maryn Andriesen (or Adriaensen)

was the same man who secured the governor's drunken consent to his bloodthirsty

proposition, Hans Stein had previously been punished for improper conduct with

a squaw, by being reduced from corporal to the ranks and being compelled to

ride the wooden horse. The governor made a defense of his own conduct, which

was published, in this language: 




February 27, 1643. Whereas, the

insolence of the savages roving all around us has within the last two or three

years risen to such a height, notwithstanding the kindness continually bestowed

by us upon them, under our wings, when they were persecuted by their enemies,

yet their malice continually increased. 




"They insolently destroyed

many of the goats, hogs, cows and horses belonging to our people, and finally

set their hands to destroy Christian people, and at various times several

innocent persons were murdered under the cloak of friendship, so that no inhabitant

felt himself safe in his own house, and much less might he in security

cultivate his own fields. 




"And whereas, we left

nothing untried to persuade them to surrender the murderers, but all in vain,

but our efforts seemed rather to increase their insolence, and therefore it

was, in the course of last year, concluded to send a body of men among the

savages to appease the blood of our murdered ones. But the expedition was

fruitless, having been misled in the darkness of the night; however, it spread

terror among them, so that they sued for peace, which was listened to provided

they surrendered the murderer of Claes Rademacker. But nothing came of it; on

the contrary, going on further with their wanton injuries, they killed Gerrit

Van Voorst, living behind the Col (near Newark Bay), while he was roofing his

house; and they also killed an Englishman in their own village, and refused

either to deliver up, or to punish the murderer. 




Indeed, it now seems to appear as

if they really had the opinion that we only landed here to become their

vassals, as they have recently approached within half a mile of the fort in

squads of fifty to a hundred men. Then crossed over the river to Pavonia

(Jersey City), leaving behind them a suspicion that they were plotting to commit,

as they boasted, a general massacre here, as had been actually committed in

Virginia and other places. 




"We were thus roused to seek

for justice and revenge for Christian blood, for God would not permit us to

endure their indignities any longer. 




"In this mind, some persons,

delegated by the people, petitioned us to be allowed to take revenge, while

those savages were within our reach, apparently delivered in our hands by

Divine Providence. We entertained an aversion to bring the country into a condition

of uproar, and pointed out to those persons the consequences to result from

their design, particularly with regard to those whose dwellings were situated

in exposed places, as our forces were too few to attempt to defend every house

with a sufficient number of soldiers, and we also presented to them other

considerations. They, however, persisted in their desire, and told us that if

we refused our consent, the blood would come upon our own heads; and we finally

found ourselves obliged to accede to their wishes, and give them the assistance

of our soldiers. And these latter killed a considerable number, as did also the

militia on their side. 




"A party of the savages who

escaped, assaulted the exposed and distant dwellings, in every direction,

burned four houses with all the contents and the stock, killed ten Christians.

Upon our advancing, however, with our soldiers, they were compelled to retreat,

and further excesses were prevented. But our soldiers were too few to defend

every place, and, considering the state the country was in, we thought it

advisable to take as many of the farmers as offered themselves into our

service. Indeed, they threatened that otherwise they would remove to the North,

as it was in vain to attempt planting here until the heathens were curbed. This

accomplished, every man might cultivate his land in peace. We engaged them

therefore in our service for one or two months, and we do not at all doubt that

in the meantime we shall obtain a salutary peace. Our inhabitants are separated

from each other at considerable distances, over a space of ten miles east and

west, and seven miles north and south, from which it will be seen that we

cannot provide for the protection of all with such scanty means as we here

possess." 




The awful retaliation of the

Indians was felt so severely that a proclamation for prayer and fasting was

made for the 4th of March, 1643. 




"Whereas, we continue to

suffer much trouble and loss from these heathen, and many of the inhabitants

find their lives and property in jeopardy, which no doubt is the consequence of

our manifold sins; Therefore, the Director and Council have deemed it proper

that next Wednesday, being the fourth of March, shall be holden a general fast

and prayer, for which every individual is solicited to prepare himself, that we

may all, with true penitence and incessant prayer, seek God's blessed mercy,

and not give occasion through our iniquities that God's holy name may be

contemned by the heathens." 




The citizens whom Kieft called on

for advice in 1641, concerning the murder of poor old Claes Smits at Deutal Bay

(Turtle Bay, about 47th Street and East River), numbered twelve. They were

Captain De Vries, Jacques Bentyn, Jan Dam, Hendrick Jansen, Jacob Stoffelsen,

Maryn Adriaensen, Abram Molenaer, Frederick Lubbertsen, Jochem Pietersen,

Gerrit Dircksen, George Rapelje and Abram Planck. They were the first men

chosen by the people and representing them, whose deliberations entered into

the governing of New Amsterdam. Their advice as a body was never given for war,

although Dam, Adriaensen and Planck, as individuals, humored the governor and

aided in his preparations in 1643, and Adriaensen himself led the attacking

party at Corlear's Hook. The governor's course, in trying to throw the blame

for the Indian war upon these three men, estranged them from him, and the whole

body joined in sending accounts of Kieft's misgovernment to Holland. They held

many meetings against his orders, and were generally spoken of as the

"Twelve Men," and as such became famous. They were dissolved by

Kieft's edict; but it became necessary for him again to counsel with the

people, and the Eight Men" who were chosen (Jochem Pietersen Kuyter, Jan

Jansen Dam, Parent Dircksen, Abraham Pietersen, Thomas Hall, Gerrit Wolfertsen

and Cornelis Melyn) were harder on the governor than were the "Twelve

Men." The scourge of war in Kieft's administration was the cause of the

planting of the seeds of representative government in New York. 




With all of his hard lessons

Governor Kieft could not acquire a peaceful disposition, and again, in 1644, he

sent out a company of soldiers to annihilate the Canarsie Indians. They carried

out their instructions, and returned with prisoners, two of whom were inhumanly

hacked, stabbed and beheaded, one at the Fort and the other in Beaver Street.

Again, Kieft sent his soldiers to punish Indians in Connecticut, and they

succeeded, surprising and burning the village of the savages and driving the

fleeing Indians into the flames. A third horrible procession of victory passed

through the portal near Number 4 Bowling Green — the soldiers carrying the

heads of Indians on their spears. All of these moves by Kieft were requited

with double vengeance by the Indians. The people became more and more

distressed, and the little settlement trembled for existence. Finally the

principal citizens (the Eight Men) managed to elude the governor's suspicious

eyes, and they sent to the West India Company a full statement of their

troubles. The Company ordered the return of Kieft; but it was a long time

before their official summons arrived. Struggling resolutely with the

difficulties which surrounded him, the governor succeeded in patching up a

peace with the Indians, and the colonists once more spread out over the

country. 




The wars ended with a treaty of

peace in August, 1645, which was signed by the governor and the members of his

council, and by the Indian chiefs Orataney, of the Hackingsacks; Sessekeninck

and Willem, of Tappan and Rechgewanank; Pacham and Pennekeck, of Majanwettenin;

Marechawick and Nyack and Aepjen, for the Wappinecks, Wechquaesqueecks,

Sintsings, and Kicktawanks. 




The treaty conference was held

and the treaty was executed on the open ground of Bowling Green, which was used

for similar purposes on several occasions. 




1647 brought to New Amsterdam the

greatest of the Dutch governors, Peter Stuyvesant; a man as haughty, impatient

of advice, self-willed and obstinate as Kieft was, but possessing better

judgment and a truer sense of right. Stuyvesant gave to the people a paternal

government, under which their safety and prosperity were the great objects of

gubernatorial solicitude; but he had no sympathy with those who thought that

the people should have something to say about their government. When he

arrived, the guns of the little fort were loaded and fired over and over again,

until the walls shook with the concussion, and the tiny City was enveloped with

smoke. He hobbled through the gate, 




impressing the people with every

thud of his wooden leg. They were proud of the brave soldier who had fought and

bled in his country's service. Stuyvesant never lost sight of the commercial

side of his position; but the longer he lived in New York the more he loved it,

and when he could no longer fight the battles of New Amsterdam against foreign

invaders, instead of returning to his native shore he exiled himself in the

wilderness of Manhattan Island, which he could not desert. 




The idea of popular government

had taken root among the people, and, though Stuyvesant grumbled, they

continued to select men to aid and advise him. Oloff S. Van Cortlandt was a

prominent member of this body. He had a farm on the west side of Broadway, and

his memory is perpetuated in Cortlandt Street. During Stuyvesant's

administration the first lawyer appeared. His name was Dirck Van Schelluyne. He

got a license in Holland to practice in Kew York. There was no other lawyer for

him to fight, and consequently there were no suits. He should have brought

another lawyer with him. He performed the functions of a notary public in a

store, selling groceries for his rent; and finally he lost heart and migrated

up the State. The successors of Van Schelluyne are doing better. 




Those who opposed Stuyvesant

were, notably, the vice-directors. Van Dincklagen and Vander Donck (who owned

the site of the City of Yonkers). A great event transpired in Stuyvesant's

time; to wit, the establishment of the City government. Stuyvesant yielded to

the popular demands, and on February 2, 1653, he proclaimed the birth of the

City and named its first officers; and the guns of the Fort boomed out a noisy

approval. The City fathers undertook their offices with becoming diligence and

rectitude, and they set a good example to the people by assembling regularly on

Sundays at the City Hall (at Coenties Slip) to go to worship. Forming into

procession, with bell-ringers preceding them, and carrying their insignia of

office, they proceeded in all the pomp and sublimity of poor mortals to attend

the services of the church in the Fort. 




One of these early officials was

Captain Martin Kregier. He opened a tavern (near Number 9 Broadway), which

became a famous resort. William Beekman was one of the schepens, and he was

such a remarkable man that both of his names have been preserved to fame in

William Street and Beekman Street. He prospered and bought the beautiful estate

at Corlears Hook, which, as we all know, was originally held by Peter

Stuyvesant's trumpeter, Anthony Van Corlear. Mr. Beekman filled his cup with

joy when he married that petite damsel, Catherine Van Boogy. He was the

original perpetual office-holder. 




With all of Stuyvesant's wisdom

he had his troubles with the Indians, who had not forgotten their treatment by

the Kieft administration. One day, when Stuyvesant and his soldiers were absent

on their expedition against the Swedes on the Delaware River, an Indian woman

was prowling around in the orchard of Hendrick Van Dyke, near Rector Street, on

the west side of Broadway, and she stole some fruit from the trees. With

characteristic thoughtlessness and indifference to the value of Indian life.

Van Dyke shot her dead. She fell on a spot near Broadway, now covered by

buildings, in the block south of Trinity Church. The news of her murder reached

her people quickly, and, before Stuyvesant could return, the Indians swooped

down upon the City in overwhelming numbers. Van Dyke met his death on almost

the same spot where he had shot the woman, and his next door neighbor, who

lived just above Morris Street, perished in trying to save him. The people

succeeded in driving the savages away; but their tigerish natures were

thoroughly aroused. They glutted their blood-thirst with ax, torch and gun, in

all of the outlying districts. Once more the stream of fugitives appeared at

the gate of the Fort, begging for protection. Governor Stuyvesant was equal to

the task of protecting the people and restoring confidence, and this was the

last of the great Indian massacres on or about Manhattan Island. 




Stuyvesant's soldiers turned out

regularly on the parade ground, and marched to the bugie notes of Albert

Pietersen, the Swedish trumpeter. Whenever they broke ranks they charged on the

tavern of their thrifty fellow soldier, Martin Kregier, and drank death and

destruction to their enemies on sea and land, until they cooled off, when they

wooed Peace, with their pipes and tobacco. 




The affairs of the colony

prospered, and the governor outgrew the accommodations of the house in the

Port, so he built himself a white mansion near the water, and Whitehall Street

is a memento of the building. He enjoyed himself the most in his country

residence, far out of the City of New Amsterdam, where at times he could escape

from the affairs of state. Stuyvesant Street runs through the middle of that

property. 




During Stuyvesant's

administration the list of citizens was divided into great citizenship and

small citizenship. These were the great citizens: 




 




Johann La Montague, Jr., 




Jan Gillesen Van Bruggh, 




Hendrickson Kip, 




De Herre General Stuyvesant, 




Dominie Megapolensis, 




Jacob Gerritsen Strycker, 




Jean Vigne, 




Cornelis Van Tienhoven's wife, 




Hendrick Van Dyke, 




Hendrick Kip, Jr., 




Capt. Martin Kregier, 




Karl Van Bruggh, 




Jacob Van Couwenhoven, 




Laurisen Cornelisen Van Wyeek, 




Wilb Bogardus, 




Daniel Litschoe, 




Pieter Van Couwenhoven, 




Johannus Petersen. 




 




With Governor Stuyvesant in

command at the Fort, and with his hand guiding the entire government, the Dutch

colony reached its highest point. The people learned to love their city; and

the officials, though they were hampered by the governor's continual

interference, took great pride in their offices. The ties of mother country

became weaker and weaker as the opportunities and resources of the City were

developed, and the people began to reap the results of their hard work.

Englishmen, Germans and Frenchmen, attracted by the freedom and the commercial

opportunities, came and joined themselves to the embryo City. Lutherans, Jews

and Quakers came, and the European prejudices against ' them quickly wore away.

The time was ready for the coming in of the new forces which were to add

breadth and enterprise to the solid characteristics which had been established.






The Dutch colonists of New York

had held their own against the jealous New Englanders; but there was coming direct

from old England forces sufficient to overcome Fort Amsterdam and its

defenders. Justification for Richard Nicoll's expedition is hard to find; for

there was no war between Holland and England, nor was there any declaration of

war. If Governor Stuyvesant had received sufficient warning, he would have

swung his advisers into line, aroused the people for defense, and given the

invaders a hot battle; but while the hostile fleet was on its way, Stuyvesant,

all unsuspicious of danger, was absent on the business of the City; and when,

being warned of its approach, he hastened to the Fort, he had but three days to

prepare for defense. There was no thought of surrender in this old soldier. He

knew that his men couldn't fight on empty stomachs, so he set the windmills to

work grinding grain, that they might withstand a siege. He laid in powder, and

Overhauled his guns. He bustled about, giving his orders for the defense and

trying to stir his people up to resist the unjustifiable assault which was

surely coming. But the attack had been well planned. Not only was a hostile

fleet approaching the Narrows, but a printed call to arms had been scattered

among the English residents on Manhattan Island and its neighborhood, and many

of them were assembling to assist the English forces from the land side, while

others were spreading reports that were calculated either to frighten the Dutch

inhabitants or to impress them with the kindly intentions of the invading

force. One morning, while the governor and some trusted officers were hard at

work in their preparations for battle, the expected fleet appeared in the bay,

sailed up the harbor, and dropped anchor where its commander could rake the

Fort with an overwhelming fire of the heaviest artillery then known. Sixty odd

English guns were in position to be trained against the twenty-two guns of Fort

Amsterdam, and the watchers plainly saw that there was a large force of

soldiers upon the ships, ready to be landed for an attack on the northern end

of the Fort (its home side), where there was no provision for defense with

cannon. The summons to surrender was courteously presented and was indignantly

refused. Stuyvesant's attempt to argue the wrongfulness of the Englishmen's

position was met squarely by Nicoll's statement that the question was not one

of "right or wrong," but was simply whether the Fort would be

surrendered or whether he should capture it. 




Nicoll knew of the work that had

been going on among the people, and being desirous of preserving the City from

great injury if possible, because England's interest in it was entirely

commercial, he withdrew and allowed time for consideration. Still, there was no

thought of surrender in the governor's mind. The schepens and the burgomasters

and all the other officers, big and little, gathered at the Stadthuys, on Perel

Straet, and compared their doubts and fears; but Stuyvesant thought not of

them; he was busy at his post of duty. Once he was about to command a gunner to

open fire, but he was restrained by Dominie Megapolensis. The clamor of the

City fathers and of the populace reached Stuyvesant's ears at last, and he was

forced to turn from his warlike preparations. With mingled surprise, anger and

disgust, he listened to the rabble of trembling, white-faced people, who

impressed him only as cowards and traitors. There was a great discussion about

a letter containing conditions for surrender which he had received from Nicoll,

and which he had angrily torn to pieces without thinking that there were others

in the City who had rights to consider the proposition. When he realized that

the most of his countrymen, gathered in and around the Stadthuys, were bound to

prevent him from defending the City, his anger was frightful. The people

thought that they knew something of his temper before, but on that day he

revealed himself anew. As he shook his fist and stamped his eloquent old stump

upon the floor, and swore the roundest, bluest Holland oaths, they thought they

smelled burning brimstone in his rage, and they feared him more than they did

the British cannon. They fell on their knees and begged and entreated that he

would save them, their families and their possessions, from the certain

destruction of battle. No doubt the people and the officials were wiser than

Stuyvesant at this critical time; but our hearts will always beat for the grand

old soldier-governor, who would rather fight and die for his principles and his

duty than to purchase peace and rewards with cowardice and self-abasement. On

that day (September 5, 1664) there was more hurrying of feet through Pearl

Street, between the Fort and the Stadfhuys, than there had ever been before.

The governor, more humiliated by the conduct of his own people than by the

conquest, permitted the surrender flag to be displayed, and turning his back

upon New Amsterdam, journeyed to his distant home (near Stuyvesant Street), and

planted a row of trees between his house and the way to the City. And then,

without bloodshed, a change occurred which did little violence to any man who

lived on Manhattan Island; but it meant very much for the future of the colony.

On September 7th the Dutch garrison marched out through the portal of the Fort

on Bowling Green, and proceeded to Whitehall dock, where they went on board a

Dutch vessel, which set sail for Holland. As they marched out, Col. Nicoll

marched in with his troops, and in a few moments the flag of Holland was

succeeded by England's flag, and then Fort Amsterdam became Fort James. 




We are spending a long time here

on this old block; but it is time well spent. We should know it better; we

should think more about it. There is hardly a spot in our whole country which

has had so varied, so interesting, and so momentous a history as this block.

One thought that impresses us strongly at this time is the great and

far-reaching results that follow small beginnings when men strike out in new

fields and live out what is in them. We cannot say that all that was done here

was right or best, as viewed from our position; but we know that most of those

whose lives made up the history of this place lived earnestly and honestly, and

brought to their work all of the resources that they had. 




Governor Nicoll spent more time

at the Fort and less at the Stadthuys than his predecessors, the Dutch

governors, had done; and while he brought Englishmen with him to assist in

managing the colony, he wisely invited Dutchmen of standing in the community to

join in his councils. After the excitement of the capture had subsided, the

inhabitants realized that they had no fewer rights and privileges than before,

and that they suffered nothing by dividing up the territory with the

new-comers; but that, in fact, they had gained something, in being rid of the

control of the West India Company — the original "soulless

corporation." The Sunday after Governor Nicoll took possession of the

Fort, there occurred an event which was deeply significant of the spirit that

was to prevail, more completely even than before he came. The English soldiers

had respect enough for the Dutch church and its service, but they were unused

to it, and could not understand it, and, moreover, they had their own chaplain

with them; so for the first time in the history of New York the service of the

Church of England was held in St. Nicholas Church, in this very block. It was

commenced immediately at the close of the Dutch service, which was conducted,

as of old, by Dominie Megapolensis, and attended by the people as freely as

though no strangers had seized their City. 




It was a very curious little town

that Governor Nicoll viewed when he walked through it to see what it was that

he had come across the ocean to capture. The little buildings close to the Fort

were huddled together as though, like their owners, they had fled from some

terror; and the little lanes, which had opened themselves by some natural

process, turned and twisted and rambled about, so that, with the outlandish

names that belonged to them, it was easy for an Englishman to get lost. Stone

Street was a little pathway called Winkel Straet; Bridge Street was Brugh

Straet; Exchange Place was De Warmoes Straet; South William Street was Slyh

Steeg (and was afterward called Mire Lane and Mill Street); Marketfield Street

(once known as Petticoat Lane) was Markt velt Steeje; the southern part of

Broadway was Breede weg; Broad Street was Breede gracht or Heeren gracht; the

lower end of William Street was Smet Straet. The City had not outgrown the wall

which had been constructed on the line of the present Wall Street, called the

Cingle. There was a sweet little place a short distance out, which was called

Maagde Paetje (or the Maidens' Path). The English soldiers had less difficulty

in finding and remembering that lane than with any other of the Straets,

Steejes, Grachts or Paetjes abovementioned. It is now Maiden Lane. 




Many of the Dutch citizens took

the oath of allegiance to England, and, strange as it may seem, Stuyvesant

himself did so. The rule of Nicoll was of the greatest consequence, not only to

the people to whom he came, but to their descendants and successors; for in it

were instituted courts and legal procedures and citizens' rights, which were

added to under subsequent governors, till the rights of the people became

established. Nicoll's great wisdom was shown in 1665, when New York was

declared to be a corporation, with the name of "Mayor, Aldermen and

Sheriff of New York," and the offices of Mayor, Aldermen and Sheriff were

confided to three Englishmen and four Dutchmen. His government had its

successes and its trials; but when he departed to give way to Governor

Lovelace, he went with the respect and the good-will of the inhabitants of the

new City of New York, who had become closely united under his wise sway. 




During Lovelace's administration

war between England and Holland was carried on in earnest, and the Dutch swept

the seas. The taking of New York had disturbed the government in Holland more

than it had the people of New Amsterdam, and it took the first opportunity that

appeared to proceed to the recapture of New York. This move had a justification

that Nicoll's attack had not, and the Dutch admiral, profiting by the previous

event, counted largely upon the sympathy of the Dutch inhabitants of New York,

and the natural difficulties of a defense against warships. 




When the Dutch fleet, commanded

by Admirals Evertsen and Binckes, appeared, Captain Manning stood by his guns;

but no time was spent in ceremonies or in diplomatic approaches. The Dutch

gunners fired solid shot into the Fort, killing and wounding English soldiers,

and balls passed through many of the buildings which were crowded about its

walls. 




While the artillery fight was

progressing briskly, a battalion of Dutch soldiers was landed in the orchard

near the present corner of Vesey and Greenwich Streets, and they speedily

marched down to attack the Fort in the rear. Then the difficulty of a defense

from the land side embarrassed the English troops. With the bombardment going

on in front, and an assault impending in the rear, there was nothing left to do

but to surrender. They yielded to the inevitable without any of the fuss that

Stuyvesant had made. Captain Colve led his soldiers into the Fort through the

old gateway, took the English garrison prisoners, and restored the Dutch flag

to its old place on the flagstaff. New York then became New Orange, and the

Fort was named William Hendrick. Captain Colve became the new governor, and, as

might be expected, he upset the English system and restored the burgomasters

and schepens; and there wasn't an Englishman among them. They were: 




 




Johannes Van Brugh, 




Johannes De Peyster, 




Aegidius Luyck, 




William Beekman (who was always

around when offices were given out), 




Jeronimus Ebbing, 




Jacob Kip, 




Lawrence Van der Spiegel, 




Gulian Verplanck. 




 




As we have said, this was the

period when New York was thoroughly governed; but it didn't last long. England

and Holland fixed things across the ocean, and Governor Colve had to march out,

while the English governor, Andros, marched in, and ran up the English flag

once more, and restored the name of New York. Again, on Sundays, the Dutch

service in the old church in the Port was followed by the Church of England's

service, which Governor Andros attended. 




In Governor Andros's time,

Stephanus Van Cortlandt became mayor, with the distinction of being the first

man born on Manhattan Island to fill that position. His dwelling was in sight

of the Fort, at the corner of Broad and Pearl Streets. Here in the Fort

Governor Andros held Governor Carteret of New Jersey a prisoner. Governor

Andros was succeeded by Governor Dongan, whose charter is one of the most

important State papers affecting the City, being to this day a fountain of

authority on questions of the rights of the people and of titles to real

estate. The immunities and privileges granted to New York and its citizens by

the charter which was promulgated at this Fort were broader and more liberal

than those which were granted to any other of the possessions of the Duke of

York. But Dongan was a Catholic, and Europe was intensely agitated by the great

struggle between the Catholics and the Protestants. That struggle was reflected

in New York, and as much as Dongan worked for the best interests of the City,

he was regarded with suspicion. His administration at the Fort was jealously

watched and deeply criticized. The revolution in England took place, and

William and Mary ascended the throne. The news of this move did not reach New

York quickly, and the people were in great uncertainty. Their sympathies were

deeply with the Protestant cause, for as yet there were few Catholics upon

Manhattan Island. The English government was looked upon as devoted to the

Catholic interests, while the Dutch were considered to be the champions of

Protestantism. There was a fear that the success of Catholic plans would result

in depriving the people of the rights which they had begun to receive, and the

Dutch spirit revived. While there were many who deprecated haste or radical

action, and while the business people were conservative as usual, a large

proportion of the people thought it necessary to take measures for their own

defense and for the upholding of the cause of Protestantism. 




It seemed as though the home

governments had broken loose from their moorings and the people of this distant

colony knew not what to expect, nor how soon they would be put to the test. It

was not long before leaders of the people appeared; men who had seen service in

the struggles of the colony, and who were able and willing to lead in a defense

of the principles which they espoused, and in a defense of their own City

against attempts to seize it in the interests of a rival faith. The tides of

opinion met and clashed at the Fort; that was the center toward which the

people hastened in all times of excitement and uncertainty. The militia were

Dutch and intensely Protestant; they took to themselves the right to lead, in the

defense of the City. 




One man leaped to the front —

Jacob Leisler, born not in Holland, but in Germany, at Frankfort. He was a

typical republican, an active, powerful man, born to command, but constantly in

danger or being led to extremes by an impetuous nature. Rumors came in that the

Catholics of adjoining colonies were preparing to march upon the City, and that

there were many citizens who sympathized with Catholicism and would betray the

City into their hands. It was reported even that Governor Dongan was in the

plot. Finally, in a wave of terror and excitement which swept over the City,

Leisler was called to the head of the militia, and, followed by a crowd of the

excited people, he marched into the Fort, seized it and turned out the English

troops who occupied it. Leisler had gone so far that it was dangerous to

retreat. Several of his associated captains backed out, but he determined to

stick to his position. He believed himself to be charged with the salvation of

the people. 




Colonel Bayard was Leisler's

enemy, and he jealously watched every movement of the people's governor,

resolved to take advantage of all his mistakes. It was a pity that Leisler did

not know that William and Mary had ascended the throne, and that the dangers

which he feared were all in his imagination; but there was no cable in those

days, and storms and adverse winds delayed the news which would have been

welcome. 




Leisler met his opponents

sometimes at the point of the sword, and so intent was he upon his course that

he did not hesitate to throw some of his strongest foes into prison and to

concentrate the whole government into his own hands. Then Captain Ingoldsby,

who represented Governor Sloughter, appeared, and his favor was won by Bayard

and the aristocratic party, which pandered to his appetites and ministered to

his vanity. Leisler would not yield to him, but stubbornly maintained his

position, awaiting the arrival of Sloughter himself, fearing the vengeance of

his enemies in the absence of the real governor. Being wild with uncertainty,

and keyed up to a tension that he could not maintain quietly, he caused the

cannon of the Fort to be fired upon Ingoldsby's troops, who were near the

Stadthuys. The fire was returned with spirit. Several of the soldiers were

killed. While Leisler and Ingoldsby were confronting each other. Governor

Sloughter appeared, and Leisler immediately turned the Fort over to him. Then

Leisler and his associates had to stand trial for their actions. Eight of them

were pronounced guilty. Meanwhile Bayard and others of Leisler's enemies were

plotting against his life. At Colonel Bayard's house the governor was plied

with wine, and while incompetent he assented to a decree for the execution of

Leisler and Milbourne, his son-in-law. 




No time was lost by those who

were bound to secure the killing of these men. The doomed men were promptly

apprehended, and the next morning they were led to the place of execution, just

about where the statue of Benjamin Franklin stands, in Printing House Square,

and there they were hanged and buried beneath the gallows. Their families were

beggared by the confiscation of their estates. When Governor Sloughter came to

himself, and realized what he had done, he nearly lost his reason; but he could

not recall the act, and it brought on a melancholy that lasted to the end of

his life. Four years later the finding of treason was reversed, and Leisler's

estates were returned to his family, and the bodies were exhumed from their

despised resting palace and honorably buried; but the shame of the governor and

of those aristocratic citizens who took advantage of his condition to murder

their political enemy, and the blot on New York's history, cannot be removed.

These were the only executions for political reasons that ever occurred in New York.

Leisler was executed on his own estate. Frankfort Street, which runs east from

Printing House Square over his lands, was named after the city of his birth,

and is his memorial. Jacob Street, near the Bridge, reminds us of Jacob

Milbourne, his companion in misery. We will take occasion hereafter to make a

more extended reference to this sad event. (See Chapter IV.) 




Our thoughts have strayed a

little from the block on which we stand; but our interest is still here, and it

will be a little while before we can move away from it. 




Governor Sloughter did not live

long to administer the affairs of the colony; but, dying very suddenly, was

buried alongside Governor Stuyvesant. Both bodies still lie together, under St.

Mark's Church on Stuyvesant Street. 




His successor. Governor Fletcher,

saw the church in the Fort superseded by a new one on Garden Street, now

Exchange Place. He maintained a chapel in the Fort for the English service, and

in 1697 he caused the establishment of Trinity Church on the King's Farm. 




Deeply concerned for the church,

as Fletcher was, he was also interested in smuggling and piracy, and he

entertained Captain Kidd and other pirates in the Fort. Kidd lived in Liberty

Street, and that is the only spot which it is known that he touched where he

did not bury treasure. 




This seems to be the first

instance where it was charged that a person in high official position in New

York City used his influence corruptly for personal gain. Would that we could

point to someone and say: "This is the last instance — there will be no

more." Lord Bellomont was sent to investigate the charges of corruption,

and to deal justice; and, amid the greatest excitement of the populace, which

thronged about the Port daily, he removed Colonel Bayard, Gabriel Minville,

Thomas Willett, Richard Townley and John Lawrence from their positions in the

council. Frederick Phillipse resigned. These men were rich, and it was commonly

believed that their wealth was in large part the accumulations of robbery and

murder on the high seas. 




Among the new members of the

council were Robert Livingston, Abraham De Peyster, Johannes Kip, John Van

Cortlandt and Rip Van Dam. Rip Van Dam was a fine specimen of the Dutch

citizen. 




Bellomont charged right and left

into the corruptionists, and played havoc with the great men who had seized the

choice public lands; and he finally captured Kidd, the great pirate, who was

executed in England, while his family continued to live in Liberty Street. He

uttered a sentiment then which is as good to-day as it was then. "I would

rather have an honest judge and a trustworthy prosecuting attorney than two

warships." 




During Bellomont's time the tide

of official travel changed from Pearl Street to Broad Street; for in .1899 a

new City Hall was built at the head of Broad Street, on a portion of Colonel de

Peyster's Wall Street garden, which he donated to the City. The old City Hall

had been so racked by the heavy usage of many generations of Dutch officials

that it had become shaky and dangerous, and it was sold to John Rodman for 920

pounds. 




No governor labored so zealously

and so continuously, under circumstances so embarrassing, as Bellomont. He

rooted the pirates out of New York, and he gave the people a great lesson of

honesty in office. He fell a victim to his labors, and, utterly worn out, died

in the Fort in 1700. There he was buried, and there his body stayed until it

was found in a vault on the demolition of the Fort, recognized by the silver

plate on the coffin, and removed to an unmarked grave in St. PauPs

burying-ground, at Vesey Street and Broadway. The heirs of the finder of the

coffin converted the silver plate into tablespoons. 




Let us still linger on this old

block and recall those events of the past which are so pregnant with

suggestions for the present. 




The next governor. Lord Cornbury,

was a wonderful contrast to Bellomont. He was loose, care less, extravagant,

disreputable; and the most notable thing he did was to dress himself in women's

clothes to show how much he looked like Queen Anne, which he frequently did;

parading in gaudy attire on the ramparts of the Fort, where the people and the

soldiers might see and admire him. He was the original "dude."

Governor Cornbury died, and Lovelace, his successor, held his place at the Fort

but a few months, when he was stricken down disease, and Ingoldsby's short term

followed. Hunter, Burnett, Montgomery, Cosby, succeeded in turn to the

governorship. We quote these advertisements of the sale of Governor

Montgomery's effects, which reveal some of the luxurious tastes in the highest

circles a hundred and sixty years ago. 




"To-Morrow being the twelfth

day of this Instant, at two o'clock in the afternoon, at the Fort, will be

exposed to sale by publick Vendue the following Goods, belonging to the Estate

of his late deceased Excellency Governour Montgomery, viz.: 




"A fine new yallow Camblet

Bed, lined with Silk & laced, which came from London with Capt Downing,

with the Bedding, One fine Field Bedstead and Curtains, some blew Cloth lately

come from London, for Liveries; and some white Drap Cloth, with proper triming.

Some Broad Gold Lace. A very fine Medicine Chest with great variety of valuable

Medicines. A parcel of Sweet Meat & Jelly Glasses. A Case with 12 Knives

and twelve Forks with Silver Handles guilded. Some good Barbados Rum. A

considerable Quantity of Cytorn Water. A Flask with fine Jesseme Oyl. A fine

Jack with Chain and Pullies, &c. A large fixt Copper Boyling Pot. A large

Iron Fire-place. Iron Bars and Doors for a Copper. A large lined Fire Skreen.

And several other things. Ail to be seen at the Fort. 




"And also at the same Time

and Place there will be Sold, One Gold Watch, of Mr. Tompkin's make, and one

Silver Watch. Two. Demi-Peak Saddles, one with blew Cloth Laced with Gold, and

the other Plain Furniture. Two Hunting Saddles. One Pair of fine Pistols. A

Fine Fuzee mounted with Silver, and one long Fowling Piece." 




"On Thursday, the Fifth day

of August next, will be exposed to Sale by way of Publick Vendue, Four Negro

Men and Four Negro Women; The Times of Two Men and cue Woman Servant. Also

several sorts of Fashionable wrought Plate: most sorts of very good Household

Furniture. And after the Sale of the above Goods will be Sold several fine

Saddle Horses, Breeding Mares and Colts, Coach Horses, and Harness, and several

other things belonging to the Estate of his late Excellency, Governor

Montgomerie. 




"Those Persons who incline

to buy any of the above Goods may view the same at Fort George, in New York,

where Attendance will be given to shew the same, and the Buyers may be informed

of the Conditions of Sale. 




"The Sale will begin at two

in the Afternoon, and be continued daily till Sold. 




"All Persons who have any

Demands on the Estate of his late Excellency, are desired to bring in their

Accompts."— "New England Journal," 1731. 




There was romance at the old Fort

during Cosby's rule in 1733. Lord Fitzroy courted Cosby's daughter, and not

getting the consent of her parents, arranged with a minister named Campbell to

climb over the Bowling Green wall on a ladder and to perform the ceremony at

night. So over the wall they went, lord and minister — the guard being bribed

to shut his eyes — and the two were made one. Then the governor and his wife

were aroused, and their forgiveness was begged and was obtained without

difficulty. 




It was in Governor Cosby's term

of office that open resistance to tyranny first appeared in New York, and

indeed in America. We shall have occasion to refer particularly to the trial of

the editor Zenger for denouncing the governor in his newspaper. This account of

the arrival of the governor will prove interesting: 




"New York, August 7. — On

Tuesday last his Excellency William Cosby, Esq., Governour of this Province,

arrived at Sandy Hook in his Majesty's Ship 'Seaford,' Capt. Long, Commander,

in seven Weeks from Great Britain, and landed here about 10 o'clock, in the

evening, and was received at the Water side by several Gentlemen, who attended

him to the Fort. The next Day between the Hours of 11 and 12 his Excellency

walked to the City Hall (a Company of Halber tiers and a Troop of Horse marching

before, and the Gentlemen of his Majesty's Council, the Corporation, and a

great number of Gentlemen and Merchants of this City following, the streets

being lin'd on each side with the Militia), where his Commission was published,

and then his Excellency returned (attended as before) back to the Fort. The

Militia then drew upon the Parade and saluted him with three Vollies. 




"The same day his Excellency

was pleased to issue the following Proclamation, viz.: 




"By his Excellency William

Cosby, Esq., Captain-General and Governour-in-Chief of the Provinces of New

York, New Jersey, and Territories thereon depending in America, and

Vice-Admiral of the same, and Colonel in his Majesty's Army, &c. 




"A Proclamation, 




"Whereas, His Majesty by His

Commission under the Great Seal of Great Britain has been pleased to appoint Me

Captain-General & Commander-in-Chief of the Province of New York, I have

thought fit to issue this Proclamation, hereby directing and requiring all

Officers, both Civil and Military, within the said Province, to continue in and

hold the several and respective Places, Stations & Commissions, and to

exercise & perform their several Offices, Duties A Functions, according to

their several Stations & Commissions until further Order. Of which all His

Majesty's Subjects, and concerned are to take Notice and govern themselves

accordingly-. 




"Given under my Hand and

Seal at Arms at Fort George in New York, the First Day of August, in the Sixth

Year of His Majesty's Reign, Annoq; Dom. 1732. 




"W. COSBY. 




"By his Excellency's

Command. 




"Fr. Morris, D. Sec'ry. 




"GOD SAVE THE KING." 




— "Boston Weekly News

Letter," Aug. 17, 1732. 




That Governor Cosby believed in a

liberal use of beer, where it would do good, may be seen from this account of

festivities: 




''New York, June 17. — Tuesday

the 11th Inst, being the Anniversary of His Majesty's Accession to the Crown,

the same was observed here with great Solemnity. At 12 at Noon, the Gentlemen

of the Council, Assembly, and the City waited upon his Excellency the Governor

at the Fort, where their Majesties, the Royal Family's, and the Prince and

Princess of Orange's Healths were drank, under the Discharge of the Cannon; the

regular Troops, in their new Cloathing, all the while standing under Arms, who

made a fine Appearance. Afterwards his Excellency, attended by the Gentlemen of

the Council, &c. went into the Field, and review'd the Militia of the City

drawn up there, and express'd great Satisfaction at their Order, Discipline,

and Appearance, and was pleased to order 12 Barrels of Beer to be distributed

among them to drink their Majesties and the Royal Healths." — New York

"Gazette," June 17, 1734. 




An exciting fire visited the Fort

in 1741. Governor Clarke's home (the governor's house), the chapel which

Governor Fletcher had erected, and several other buildings were destroyed. This

conflagration, happening close to other fires in the City, was connected in the

minds of the citizens with the negro plot to destroy the City. We will have

occasion to refer to this deplorable matter again. 




The governor's house was rebuilt;

and when Admiral George Clinton arrived, in 1743, to take his place in the line

of colonial governors, it was ready for him, and he received a cordial welcome

by the people. There was a reception by the leading men of the City and a

parade by the soldiers, and then the new governor marched into the Fort through

the Bowling Green gate, which had already been the portal of so many momentous

movements. Notwithstanding the auspicious opening of Governor Clinton's term,

his life in office was not a comfortable one; for the people were becoming more

and more restive under the rule of governors sent them from across the ocean.

There had been a rapid succession of these rulers, some of them being good and

some of them very bad, and all of them beginning their work with a lack of

essential knowledge of the wants, customs and condition of the people.

Gradually the citizens of New York came to look upon the interference of the

governors as a hardship, and began to think of the mother country as a foreign

nation. 




A quarrel occurred between

Chiefjustice He Lancey and Governor Clinton, and the people unhesitatingly

sided with their fellow-citizen, De Lancey. The chief -justice humbled the

governor and secured his recall to England, and a new ruler was appointed —

Governor Osborne. In 1752 Clinton and Osborne and De Lancey — who had received

a commission as lieutenant-governor — met in the Fort, and Osborne was sworn in

by Clinton. A procession, including a detachment of the soldiers of the Fort,

was formed to escort the new governor to the City Hall, on Broad Street. When

it started, the joyful demonstrations of the people were so unmistakable that

Clinton, unable to restrain his emotions of disappointment and humiliation,

gave way to his feelings, and rushed back to the Fort, leaving Osborne and De

Lancey to proceed without him to the City Hall. We cannot help sympathizing

with the man who was thus broken down. There was a greater cloud hanging over

Osborne than there was over Clinton; throughout the day he was strangely

agitated, and in the morning he was discovered in the Fort, dead, hanging by

his handkerchief, which he had made into a noose. The poor governor, being

declared insane, was allowed Christian burial at the entrance of Trinity

Church. Chief-justice De Lancey, whom the people loved, and who was one of

them, then became the acting governor of New York, and moved into the

governor's house in the Fort. Then came the French and Indian war, and the Fort

became a center of activity. A new governor came in the person of Sir Charles

Hardy. Like most of the other governors, he had no understanding of the place

he was to govern; but this time there was a strong, true and brave man in the

lieutenant-governorship, who sustained the prestige of New York during the war.






De Lancey died while acting as

governor, and Governor Monckton succeeded him. Then came the Stamp Act of 1764,

and the various oppressive measures which resulted in the Revolutionary War, On

October 23, 1765, a ship arrived bearing the first consignment of stamps to be

used under the Stamp Act. The people were in a ferment of excitement and

action, and adopted the most vigorous measures for destroying the stamps and

showing their contempt for the authority that sought to force them upon the

colony. Lieutenant-governor Golden then was in command at the Fort; and while

he felt that he had behind him the power of England, and realized his duty to

protect the stamps, he was afraid of the people. He double-shotted his guns and

filled the Fort with troops, and supported the batteries on the Capsey rocks

and at 'Whitehall with strong forces of soldiers. The people, who realized that

a crisis had come, fiocked into the City in turbulent throngs, and they surged

against the walls of the Fort and the batteries. They beat against the gate on

Bowling Green, defied the governor and the soldiers, and dared them to fire

their artillery. On the night of October 31st the merchants met at the Burns

tavern, which was located where the Boreel Building now stands, at 111

Broadway, and resolved that they would buy no more English goods and that they

would have no more commerce with England. That was the earliest radical measure

taken by the people of the United States to demonstrate their independence of

Great Britain. The governors of other States were taking oath that they would

enforce the Stamp Act, and the question was whether Colden would do the same.

Royal soldiers, drawn from other parts, marched through the crowds and entered

the Fort. Again, at night, the excitement raged, and processions were formed

which marched from the Commons to the Fort, displaying the governor hanged in

effigy. The people pelted the soldiers with bricks and stones. They made a

bonfire on the Bowling Green and burned the governor's carriage on it. The Sons

of Liberty arranged to attack the Fort in dead earnest, and the time for

assault was fixed by anonymous circulars that were handed about. The excitement

was so great that it seemed a matter of only a little time when a bloody battle

would occur about the Fort; but at last the people achieved a momentous victory

without bloodshed. Colden yielded and delivered the stamps to Mayor Cruger, who

took them to the City Hall, where they were safely lodged. The people then

dispersed, and they were so delighted with their success that when the new

governor, Sir Henry Moore, arrived they received him with the greatest honors.

There was no mistaking the temper of the people upon the question of taxation

without representation, and New York's nonimportation agreement, and her prompt

seizure of the hated stamps, some of which were publicly burned (near the

present Catharine Market), entitle her to as much credit as has been bestowed

upon other colonies that were prompt in rebelling against tyrannous acts. The

news of the events created consternation in England, and fired William Pitt, so

that he delivered his magnificent addresses under the direct inspiration of the

action of New York. Governor Moore died suddenly, and again the unpopular

Golden became the representative of England, and the fire of discontent which

had smoldered flashed up again. The Sons of Liberty never slumbered, and

conflicts between them and the British soldiers were frequent. On May 1, 1775,

matters had reached such a crisis that a popular meeting was called, and a

committee of one hundred citizens was selected by it to take charge of public

affairs. Governor Golden and his troops found themselves practically locked up

in the Fort and in the other military positions in the City. The governor was

asked to guarantee that British troops would not be landed for the subjugation

of New York; but of course he could give no such assurance. A provisional

congress came together in the City Hall, while similar gatherings were being

held at other points near New York. The battle of Bunker Hill happened, and the

news came to the City. 




The New York Congress was in

session at the City Hall, and troops were being recruited for the American

army, when Tryon, the last English governor, arrived, and landed and took

command of the Fort. The Americans had seized the battery on the Capsey rocks,

in the neighborhood of the present Battery flagstaff, and were fired upon by

Tryon's ship the "Asia," as they were removing the guns. Several

Americans were injured. Meanwhile the Americans were working hard on

fortifications designed to protect the City from the British forces, which had

begun their operations in Massachusetts, and which, it was expected, would

appear in New York speedily. General Washington and Governor Try on arrived in

New York at the same time. The streets were thronged with people, the church

bells were ringing, the militia were gathering, to welcome Washington, and the

beating of drums was heard in all the streets. Tryon's vessel had not been

boarded by any modern Sandy Hook pilot with the daily papers, and he had not

heard the news; so, very naturally, he thought the bustle indicated the

preparation of a splendid reception for himself. He turned to the English

officers who welcomed him, his face glowing with pride and gratification, and

exclaimed, "Is this all for me!" Painfully they explained the

situation, and then they took him into a house on Broadway, and pointed out

General Washington as he passed, attended by an enthusiastic crowd of the

people. The poor governor realized that things had changed. 




Try on found that governing New

York consisted in shutting himself in the Fort and wondering what would happen

next; and fearing that there might be some very serious happenings, he changed

his headquarters to his ship, which lay in the Hudson River, and tried to

govern the colony from the river. 




He succeeded in fastening his

name on the City; for Tryon Row, at the head of Printing House Square,

commemorates him, and the fortification which he caused to be built at Chambers

Street. 




This work had a gate through

which the Boston Road passed, close to the ground occupied by the "Staats

Zeitung'' building. 




The governor did not succeed so

well in another undertaking which has been charged to him. "Washington's

body servant, Patrick Hickie, was corrupted at the instance of the governor,

and tried to poison his master at his headquarters. Try on was safe on his

ship, but Hickie was exposed by his own friend, the waitress at Washington's

table, who sacrificed her lover for her duty to her master and her country; and

Hickie was hanged on Rutgers Street. 




(The governor's house in the Fort

burned down during Tryon's time, and one of his servants perished in the

flames.) 




After the Declaration of

Independence the British troops evacuated the Fort, which was occupied at once

by the Americans, and General "Washington made his headquarters at the

Kennedy House, Number 1 Broadway. Then there passed in and out of the old Fort,

through 'its historic gateway, the noblest form of the Revolution. Lord Howe

arrived with his fleet, and he vainly tried by the arts of diplomacy to

separate New York from the other colonies, and to make terms with General

Washington. His representative, Colonel Patterson, waited on Washington at the

Kennedy House, bearing flattering letters addressed to G. Washington, Esq.,

which were politely declined, as not bearing a correct superscription. 




Seeing that Washington could not

be won over, and that New York could not be saved to England by any diplomacy

whatever, Howe settled down to the regular operations of war, and the battle of

Long Island occurred. After the defeat of the Americans the old Fort was

abandoned, and when the retreat of the American army had been accomplished it

passed again into the possession of the British, who retained it as a center of

operations during the whole of the Revolutionary War. 




There is no chronicle of the

occurrences on this old block during that time; but we know that it was the

last point that the British army held. While their ships waited in the harbor,

on November, 25, 1783, the English soldiers marched out and embarked for home,

and a detachment of picked veterans under command of General Knox, accompanied

by General Washington and General Clinton, marched down Broadway and took

possession of the Fort. The flag-pole had been greased and the halyards cut

away; but before the English ships were out of sight those difficulties were

overcome and the new American flag was flying in the place of the red flag that

had floated there so many years. 




With the evacuation, the final

act in the struggle for independence, the history of the old Fort was almost at

an end. A few years later it was torn down, and an elegant government house was

built in its place, with the design that it should be occupied by the

'President of the United States; but the removal of the seat of government to

Philadelphia left it useless. It was occupied by Governors Clinton and Jay, and

then the land was sold and the present row of fine old dwellings was erected on

the spot. These houses were occupied by some of the wealthiest and the noblest

of our early citizens, but the steady removal of residences northward, and the

growth of the enterprises which have always been concentrated in the southern

part of the island, long since made it necessary that the site be devoted to

business. The most prominent residents in this row were Stephen Whitney, a

millionaire merchant, John Hone, brother of Mayor Philip Hone, and the Gihons. 




Now we may walk around this block

and call up unending pictures of the characters that worked out there the most

important periods of their lives, and of the events that occurred there,

fraught with the destinies of the nation. Here is a spot for reflection. All

around this block there lived men of renown. It was the center of the social

and the political life of the times. The most interesting house in the

neighborhood of the Fort was Number 1 Broadway, which was torn down in 1882. It

was built in 1742. Colonel -Stone says that previous to that date the site was

occupied by a tavern kept by the wife of a Dutch soldier, Peter Kocks, who

served in the Indian wars. The house was occupied by Captain Archibald Kennedy,

collector of the revenue, who, while living there, became an earl. It is said

that, prior to the Revolution, Sears, the intrepid leader of the Sons of

Liberty, lived there, as did also Talleyrand. General Washington made it his

headquarters at the outset of the Revolution, and a number of the American

leaders stayed there, including Generals Gates, Lee and Putnam. When the

British took possession of the City it became their headquarters, and Lord

Cornwallis, Lord Howe and Lord Clinton, Generals Robertson, Carleton and Gage,

and Major Andre, lived there. In the rear of the house was a small battery.

After the Revolution it was occupied by Edward Prime. In later years it was

known as the Washington Hotel. 




The row of houses north of Number

1 Broadway contained notable occupants. The dwellings were spacious and

elegantly furnished. Benedict Arnold, John Watts and Robert Fulton lived at

Number 3, and Chief justice Livingston at Number 5. John Stevens and his son

John, who was an inventor o£ steamships, the builder of the Stevens battery,

the owner of the Stevens Castle at Hoboken, and one of the first company that

crossed the Atlantic on a steamship, . lived at Number 7. There were some

interesting marriages between members of these old families. Numbers 9 and 11,

on the site of Martin Kregier's old tavern, were occupied by members of the Van

Cortlandt family, and subsequently were joined together and became a famous

tavern, under the name of the King's Arms and the Atlantic Garden. The King's

Arms Tavern had its share of the interesting associations of this neighborhood.

It was opened in 1763 with this announcement; "Mrs. Steel takes this

method to acquaint her friends and customers, that the King's Arms Tavern,

which she formerly kept opposite the Exchange, she hath now removed into

Broadway (the lower end opposite the fort), a more commodious house, where she

will not only have it in her power to accommodate gentlemen with conveniences

requisite as a tavern, but also with genteel lodging apartments, which she

doubts not will give satisfaction to everyone who will be pleased to give her

that honor." In the garden of this house the party gathered which pulled

down the statue of King George on the night of the announcement of the

Declaration of Independence. Benedict Arnold lodged there after his flight from

West Point. Poor Andre had his quarters close by, at Number 3 Broadway, and

wrote his letters to Arnold from that house; but when Arnold made his way to

the English general, whose headquarters were at Number 1 Broadway, Andre was in

the hands of Major Tallmadge, the friend of Nathan Hale, who had already been

shot as a spy by the English. It was a poor exchange that the English general

made — Arnold for Andre. Arnold was a lion in the field while fighting for his

country, but his brilliant powers waned when he turned his sword against his

companions in arms. We can hardly realize that it was the traitor Arnold that,

while trying to besiege Quebec with five hundred men (!), said: "I have no

thought of leaving this town until I enter it in triumph. I am in the way of my

duty and I know no fear." As Irving said: "Happy for him had he

fallen there!" 




In this house Sergeant Champe

made his plans to kidnap Arnold and carry him back into the American lines. The

sergeant, as brave a man as ever lived, with the knowledge of his superiors,

deserted from the American army, was chased by a troop of his own comrades, was

rescued from them by a boat from an English ship, enlisted in the English army,

managed to be assigned to duty close to Arnold, conducted a precarious

correspondence with his own superior officers, and had his plans apparently

well made for the capture, when they were suddenly disarranged by the sending

away of Arnold. It was with great difficulty that the sergeant effected his

second desertion and got back to the American army; and although his venture

was not successful, he was treated as a hero for the risk that he had run, and

for the wise measures that he had adopted. 




The King's Arms Tavern has been

confounded by a number of writers with the Burns Coffee House, where the

merchants signed the Non -importation Agreement. The reason for this mistake

probably is the fact that before the agreement was actually signed at the Burns

Coffee House many of the merchants met at the King's Arms Tavern, discussed the

proposed step, and agreed to take it. Daniel Webster lived in the house which

has the stone lions on its stoop. The Stevens House, at the end of the row, was

the original "Delmonico's." It is said that years ago an elderly

foreigner and his son, strangers in New York, went into this place for their

dinner. It looked very plain and simple from the outside, and they were

unsuspicious of the bill which their appetites were piling up. When the

reckoning time came it was like the day of judgment. Five dollars and seventy

cents was demanded. The strangers stormed, threatened, expostulated and begged;

but the bill of fare, which they had not used in ordering, was the waiter's

unfailing defense. They paid with heavy hearts and glowering brows.

"Fader," said the son, when they reached the street. "Fader,

will not God punish dot man for his exdortion?" — "Psh!" my son.

"Sh!" was the reply. "He has punished him alretty. I've got his

silver spoons in mine pocket!" 




The upper end of State Street, as

we have said, was opened over the west wall of the Fort. The Broadway cars run

over the very rampart. The lower part of State Street, where stand those

remarkably interesting old residences, existed longer as a street than the

upper part. At Number 6 lived James Watson, the first president of the New

England Society. Number 7 was occupied by Moses Rogers. The son of Bishop Moore

lived at Number 8, and John Morton, the "rebel banker," as the

English called him, lived at Number 9. Numbers 9, 10 and 11 State Street are

now let out in floors, as tenements, and they are the sightliest and healthiest

tenement houses in New York. 




At 3 Bridge Street, near State

Street, lived Washington Irving. This was the "Hive" where much of

his writing was done. (His last residence still stands at Seventeenth Street

and Irving Place.) At the corner of Bridge and State Streets was the Lenox

Mansion, which was occupied by Robert Lenox and his son James, who founded the

Presbyterian Hospital and the Lenox Library. It degenerated into a tenement

house and grog shop, and was demolished. General Jacob Morton, commander of the

militia, lived at 13 State Street. The Heisers lived at Number 26. Mayor James

K. Paulding lived at 29 Whitehall Street. 




During the Revolution and the War

of 1812, a complete line of earthworks extended along the water front, south of

the Fort, nearly on the line of the present elevated railroad structure,

running from the Whitehall battery, at the foot of Whitehall Street, to the

battery in the rear of Number 1 Broadway (at Greenwich Street). 




It is both interesting and

profitable to walk slowly through the streets adjacent to the Battery,

remembering the old water-lines and the particular points of interest, and

looking at the old buildings of the Revolutionary period, a number of which

survive. Water and Front Streets and Greenwich and Washington Streets were not

built until after the fire of 1776, but buildings are often found on these newer

streets which appear to be older than those on Pearl Street, which was swept by

the fire of 1835. 




West Street and South Street are

newer streets yet, but there are to be found some odd and weather-beaten

structures on South Street. Among the interesting old buildings fronting the

Battery, there is one at the corner of Whitehall and Front Streets, where the

east side elevated railroads turn, and another on Whitehall Street, just north

of Front Street, with curious oval windows on the face of the building, and a

quaint building is on the corner of West Street and the Battery; but there are

few real relics of the ancient history of New York. The great fires very

thoroughly cleared the ground. The buildings which succeeded the fire of 1835

are uninteresting. They seem to have been built upon one model, and there is a

tiresome sameness of detail about them. The most notable feature about them is

the iron shutters, which suggest the treasures and the darkness inside. But in

every direction the ground has been broken by builders. Palaces have risen on

every hand, surrounded often, as in European cities, by uninteresting and

squalid buildings. There is no direction in which the eye can be turned, in the

lower part of the town, where the great stone and iron piles do not tower to

the skies, or where building operations have not been commenced. The values of

land have risen to such fabulous figures that owners miss their opportunities

if they do not make the ground support the choicest and tallest structures. 
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Before we leave the neighborhood

of Battery Park we should spend a few moments at the Castle Garden fort. Here

is indeed an antiquated building. It was built in 1805, and was then called

Port Clinton. It has been patched and touched up recently, so that it looks

quite modern; but its value as a relic has been impaired. When it was

constructed out upon the rocks, the water surrounding it on all sides, its

thick walls were considered to be a very efficient protection against the

cannon of a hostile fleet, and the soldiers who occupied it during the War of

1812 ached for a chance to try the weight of their metal upon an English fleet.

The ceasing of war, and then the advances in the art of war, left the structure

upon the hands of the government, a useless relic; and when the Battery was the

great pleasure resort of the City, frequented not only by the common people,

but by the wealthy and the exclusive classes, it was devoted to purposes of

pleasure. There occurred the great concerts and entertainments for several

generations. Fifty years ago it was used for the first concert of our excellent

Symphony Society. Jullien conducted his famous, if less classic, concerts

there, and his gift for working novel attractions into his schemes has never

been equaled by any leader, excepting Gilmore. His orchestra was a wonder to

New Yorkers, who have since his day become so highly educated by leaders who

have followed him that they would turn with contempt from his programmes; but

the people went there in great numbers, and listened to the music and partook

of the refreshments which were at hand. Jenny Lind there sang herself into the

peoples' hearts and made Barnum's fortune, and Steffanone and Benedetti lifted

the people on the waves of song. There, too, was the fountain of real

champagne, falling over the rocks of a mimic grotto, from which the people

dipped the sparkling fluid in amazed bewilderment. Jullien was at his greatest

in the "firemen's quadrilles" at Crystal Palace. The music was

simple, but it was rendered with power and gusto, not only by the band, but by

the popular choruses that were called upon to assist. There are men of means

and influence in New York to-day who spend twenty-five or fifty dollars to

enjoy with their families an evening of Italian opera, who remember with

delight the occasions when they sang in Jullien 's choruses. The firemen always

take the popular fancy, and the way they entered into those performances

brought solid joy to the hearts of the observers. Round about the outside of

the building were arranged torches and piles of inflammable material, which

could be touched off at a signal. Under the stage were the fire-engines and the

ladder-carriages, with their volunteer companies. Connections with the water

were all ready to be made. Then showman Barnum told the audience not to be

frightened. The descriptive music began and grew with dramatic force. The

breathless attention of the audience was riveted upon the fire story, as told

by band, soloist, choruses and agitated leader, with baton waving in air. Then

at the right moment the torches were applied, the fiery billows leaped skyward,

and with the crash of cymbals, the booming of the bass drum, the rattle of the

snares, the blare of the trumpets, and the shrieks and howls of the choruses,

the volunteer firemen rushed upon the mimic conflagration and outdid each other

in gallant struggles with the Fire Fiend. The battle shows at Coney Island may

be more elaborate, more artistic, and more expensive than Jullien's firemen's

quadrilles were, but they cannot match them in what the Westener graphically

called the "git thar." One day the "Fire Fiend" took hold

in real earnest and ended the mimic representation. 




When the elevated railroads

grabbed their slice of the Battery Park, a good many people thought it would

have been well to reopen Castle Garden for a place of public amusement, but it

had become a fixture in the immigration system of the port, and the suggestion

did not take. The time came when the lower part of the city was full of

arriving immigrants, who knew nothing of the city or the country, and were the

easy prey of boarding-house runners and all sorts of land sharks; so the matter

was taken in hand and the system of receiving and caring for immigrants, as now

practiced was begun, with Castle Garden as a center. They have made an aquarium

of the old garden; but whatever they do with it, it will always be famous as

the greatest immigrant depot of the United States. Out on the rocks, near

Whitehall Street, years before, was established the Capsey Battery to protect

the growing city; and it had its tragedy too; for in the celebration of the

completion of the battery by Governor Cosby in 1735 a cannon burst, killing a

number of the guests, including Colonel Van Cortlandt's daughter. 




"New York, July 21. — On

Wednesday last the first stone of the Platform of the New Battery on Whitehall

Rocks was laid by his Excellency our Governour, and it was called George

Augustus's Royal Battery, As His Excellency was returning, and the last round

was firing, the last piece of the Cannon (being very much Honny-Comb'd and

eaten almost through, as it afterwards appeared by the Pieces) burst and the

Pieces flying different ways, kill'd three Persons; viz., JoJm Symes, Esq.,

High Sheriff for the City and County of New York, Miss Courtlandt, only

Daughter to the Hon. Col. Courtlandt, a Member of His Majesty's Council in this

Province, and a Son-in-Law of Alderman Romur. The next day the Coroner's

Inquest sate on the Bodies, and bro't in their Verdict Accidental Death; and in

the Evening they were decently inter'd." — "American Weekly

Mercury," July 24, 1735. 




On this spot have been received

hundreds of thousands of immigrants, who have come to try for themselves the

blessing of freedom, and to make their fortunes or the fortunes of their

children. All over the land may be found people, many of them thrifty and

respected, who remember Castle Garden not only as the portal of the new world,

but the gate of fortune to themselves. It is but a short time since the crowds

of immigrants, sunning themselves about the old fort, or strolling through the

paths of the Battery Park, made an interesting picture of life at the Battery.

The immigrants are now on Ellis Island, where they have better accommodations,

and are freer from bad influences than was possible at Castle Garden; but even

now may be seen the strange people of many nations landing at the Battery pier

from the boats of the immigrant commissioners and making their way, often in

procession, up through the Battery Park, Broadway and other streets, to become

part of the mixed life of Manhattan Island. 




The Battery Park was formerly the

city parade ground, and there Gen. Morton reviewed the militia. There was a

small pond in the southeastern corner, in view of the general's house, where

the boys skated. The famous baseball games between the

"red-stockings" and the "blue-stockings" were played there.

Lafayette was received there in 1824. Daniel Webster spoke in the garden on the

night of the famous election in 1834, when the Whigs were victorious after a

day of rioting, which required the services of the militia to restrain. In 1847

there was a memorial concert in honor of Mendelssohn, and in 1847 and 1848

Italian opera reigned there. Louis Kossuth was given a reception there in 1849.

Tyler and Clay had receptions there. Dodworth's famous band played there in

1852. This was the first American military band that competed with the English

bands that came to America to give concerts, and it blazed the way for the

magnificent organizations of more modern days. The sea wall which surrounds the

park was built under the direction of General McClellan in 1872. 




The Staten Island Ferry, at the

southeastern corner of the Battery Park, is on the spot where boats have landed

from the earliest days of the commerce of Manhattan Island. The first ferry

rights were sold there by the City in 1745. After the War of 1812 the original

Vanderbilt ran his market boat there from Staten Island. 




In the slip the boiler of the

steamboat "Westfield" exploded, July 30, 1871. One hundred persons

were killed. The gallant service of the Whitehall and Battery boatmen on that

awful occasion is commemorated in the the basin that has been given them for

their boats. 




Some old newspaper references to

the neighborhood will be interesting. 




From the "New York

Gazette,'' Nov. 7, 1787. 




"Last Monday being the

Anniversary of His Majesty's Birthday the same was observed here with the usual

Solemnity (!). The honorable the gentlemen of his Majesty's Council, the

gentlemen of the Assembly and those of the Corporation,, with most of the

principal Gentlemen of the City waited on the Hon. George Clarke, Esq., Lieut.

Governor of the Province of New York, at the Council Chamber in the Port, to

pay him the usual compliments of the Day, where his Honor and the Gentlemen

assembled drank the Royal Healths under the discharge of the Cannon from the

Fort (his Majesty's Regular Troops being the whole Time under Arms). The

Evening was concluded by the City being illuminated and other demonstrations of

Joy and Satisfaction more than of late, in that all distinction of Party and

Faction being Removed. 




"Saturday last being the

fifth of November it was observed here in memory of that horrid and Treasonable

Popish Gunpowder Plot to blow up and destroy King, Lords and Commons; and the

Gentlemen of his Majesty's Council, the Assembly and Corporation, and other the

principal Gentlemen and Merchants of this City waited upon his Honour the

Lieut. Governor at Port George, where the Royal Healths were drank AS USUAL

(!), under the Discharge of the Cannon, and at night the City was illuminated.

"




This custom of punctuating drinks

by cannon shot ought not to have died out. 




From the "New York Weekly

Post Boy," Jan. 30, 1744. 




"Yesterday a small dead

Infant was found lying on a Linnen Rag among the Rocks near the new Battery in

this City: It was dried up by the Sun, and is supposed to have been thrown into

the water and wash'd up. Great numbers flock'd to see it, but we don't hear

that the least conjecture has been made who its Parent is." 




From the same paper, July 22,

1745. 




"Last Night died in the

Prime of Life, to the almost universal Regret and Sorrow of this City, Mr. John

Dupuy, M.D. and Man Midwife; in which last character, it may be truly said here

as David did of Goliath's Sword, 'There is none like him!' " 




"New York, May 22.— On

Wednesday last (17th instant) a Woman in this City of New York had Liberty to

go into a Garden to gather a Mess of green Herbs, and in gathering them she

took hold of the Top of a radish, and pulling it up found that the Stem of the

Radish grew out of the Appearance of a Child's Hand and Fingers, which being

surprisingly strange, it was carried before a Magistrate, who ordered it to be

put in some spirits to preserve it. The Spirits became thick and muddy like

Blood and Water, and did stink; whereupon they put it into fresh Spirits, and

it continues in the Shape and Color of a humane Hand and Five Fingers with

Sinews and Joints which open and shut. 




"It is to be seen at Serjeant

Tingle's in this City, and Abundance of People resort daily to see it. Some are

of Opinion, that an Infant has been hurried in that Place, and the Seed of the

Radish to have taken Root in the Wrist of the Child's hand, and the Vegetative

Quality of the Radish to have preserved the Flesh from putrefying, or at least

to retain the Color and appearance of a Hand and Fingers of human flesh, it

being hard and tough like flesh." — New York "Gazette," May,

1732. 




"Lost on Sunday the 26th of

July on the Road betwixt New York and Harlem, about five Miles from New York, a

large Young Mastiff Dog, of a Yellowish brown Color, his Head black from mouth

up to the Eyes, his Ears also Black, with four white Feet; and about two Inches

of the tip of his Tail is White. Whoever will bring the said Dog to the

Governor's House at the Fort in New York, or give Notice of him, so that he may

be had again, shall have Twenty Shillings Reward." — New York

"Gazette," 1735. 




From the "Post Boy,"

April 17, 1749. 




"It seems as if many of the

Inhabitants of this City were minded to brave the good Laws thereof; or else

imagine the Doctors want employ: why else should Pish Guts and Garbage be

lodged on almost every Dock and street that a person can't walk them without

being attack'd by the most nauseous smells? Strange infatuation that one

Inhabitant of a City should have so much Ill will to the whole, or Laziness

ill-tim'd as to Cause such Nuisances dangerous to the public Good!" 




The residences of the prominent

citizens that used to surround the Battery Park have long since given place to

office buildings and storehouses; but the grandeur and the glory of the City

have in no wise departed from the neighborhood. Such superb structures as the

Produce Exchange and the Washington and Bowling Green buildings, with the great

congregation of lesser business palaces about them, tell a story to the

strangers who first see New York from the bay that we, who are familiar with

them, are the last to heed. The opulent Kings of Commerce are here, the holders

of the accumulated power of generations that are gone; and as they push out

their growing enterprises, the City, the State, the Nation, the whole World,

all feel, and respond to the impulse. We are sensible of many defects in our

present business system, and of much that is harsh and selfish in the use of

the power of wealth; and yet, when we compare our financial condition with the

conditions that prevail in other nations, we are impressed with the fact that

there are few of our great business systems which, when they prosper, do not

lift the people with them. The substantial establishments that abound in the

vicinity of the old Fort are a national protection, far more potent than

batteries and ships and mines of dynamite. The decimation of the business

interests that surround the Bowling Green by the fierce hand of war would send

a shiver of pain and a pang of distress through the whole world. 




Let us strive as we may to learn,

to measure, and to appreciate the colossal interests that are centered in this

part of the City, and we will fail consciously; but when we have come the

nearest to the truth and the reality, we will miss the impressiveness of the

calculation and the usefulness of the study, if we forget the founders of the

vast commercial state and the history of its development from its small

beginning. 




 




APPENDIX TO CHAPTER ONE 




 




FORMER NAMES OF SOME OF THE

STREETS MENTIONED IN CHAPTER ONE 




 




Broad Street, between Beaver and

Wall Streets: 




The Ditch, Schaape Waytie, Sheep

Pasture, Smell Street Lane, Smell Ditch Street Lane, Prince Graft; 




between Beaver and Pearl Streets:






Ditch, Great Graft, Heere Graft,

Heere Gracht, Common Ditch; between Wall Street and Exchange Place: 




Smell Street Lane. 




Beaver Street, between Broadway

and Broad Street: Old Ditch, Beaver Ditch, Bever Graft, Company's Valley,

Bevers Patje; 




between William and Hanover

Streets (and Hanover Street, between Beaver and Pearl Streets): Slaughter-house

Lane, Sloat's Lane, Slote Street; 




between Broad and William

Streets: 




Princen Straat. 




Marketfield Street: 




Marcktveltsteegie, Oblique Road,

Petticoat Lane. 




South William Street: 




Slyck Straat, Slyck Steege, Dirty

Lane, Mill Street Alley, Jews' Alley. 




William Street, between Pearl and

Wall Streets: Smeede's Straat, Smit Street, Smith Street; between Wall Street

and Hanover Square: 




Suice Street, Burger Joursen's

Path, generally: Glassmaker's Street, Horse and Cart Lane. 




Whitehall Street: 




Winkel Street, Shop Street. 




Broadway, between Bowling Green

and Wall Streets: Sheera Street; 




south of Vesey Street: 




Great Highway, Great Public Road,

Public Highway, Heere Waage, Heere Wegh. 




Water Street, between Broad and

Wall Streets: 




Low Water Street. 




Pearl Street, between Wall and

Bridge Streets: Sheet-pile Street; 




between Wall Street and Franklin

Square: 




De Smit's Valley. 




Hanover Street, between Pearl and

Beaver Streets: 




Drain Ditch. 




Exchange Place: 




Oyster-pasty Alley, Tin-pot

Alley, Flattenbarrack, Dwars Street. 




 




SOME THINGS RELIGIOUS THAT WE

HAVE SECURED BY TOLERATION. 




(See daily newspapers.) 




 




RELIGIOUS NOTICES. 




The Salvation Army, 120 West 14th

St. — Tuesday noon meeting, led by Commander Booth-Tucker; auction of children.






 




SWAMI VIVEKANANDA. 




ON VEDANTA PHILOSOPHY. 




Sundays, February 16 and 23, at

3.30 P.M., at Madison Square Concert Hall, Madison Ave. and 26th Street;

subject to-morrow, "The Real and the Apparent Man." Admission free;

collection. 




 




SPIRITUALISM. 




Carnegie Hall. — Mrs. Cora

Richmond speaks, morning 11; evening 8; afternoon 2.45: Facts and Phenomena.

Miss Richmond answers questions at opening of meeting. 




 




THEOSOPHY. 




Claude Falls Wright will lecture

Sunday morning, Chickering Hall, 11 o'clock, on "Esoteric Buddhism."

Admission free. Organ recitals by Miss Alice M. Judge. 




 




"FOOLS." 




Lecture at Chickering Hall by

Rev. Thomas Dixon. Solos, Abbie Totten; also Miss Dickinson, phenomenal

whistler. Admission 50c., reserved 75c. Commence 8. 




 




MORMON REVIVAL SERVICES. 




Brigham Roberts, a Powerful

Orator, and George Pyper, Tenor, Will Begin a Campaign To-Morrow. 




 




TINY PLACES OF WORSHIP. 




The Humble Synagogues of the

Poorer East Side. Some of the Congregations include not more than a dozen

families. The study of the Talmud. 




 




NEW YORK'S LOURDES. 




MIRACLES WROUGHT BY ST. ANNE. 




Virtues of the Holy Oil. The

Blessing of Heaven and the Curative Properties of the Oil, Produce the Wondrous

Result. Conveyed in a Carriage to the Miraculous Bone in the Church of St. Jean

Baptiste, East 76th Street. 




 




SYRIAN MIDNIGHT PASS. 




Elaborate Ceremony of a Downtown

Church. Priest cannot speak English. Sent by the Holy Synod. Differences in the

Masses of Eastern and Western Churches. 




 




THE FEAST OF HANAKA. 




Eight days of Fun for Yiddische

Families during the Festival of Lights. 




 




AN ITALIAN EPISCOPAL CHURCH. 




(307 Mulberry Street.) 




 




PASTOR SCHNEIDER. 




Pastor Schneider has Joined

Almost Sixteen Thousand Couples. He has Presided at seven thousand

Christenings, and he never Preaches. He devotes his entire time to making

German citizens happy in this World, and Introducing them to the next. 




 




THIS SECT STRANGE. 




Expects the end of the World in

September. Its Weird Form of Worship. North Pole to be the Heaven after the

second coming of Christ. Meets at 413 East 75th Street. 




 




AFRICAN VOODOOS IN NEW YORK. 




Priestess invokes the Great One

to help Love along. Solemn Nonsense of her Rites. Petition to be effective must

be signed in Human Blood. Believers not all Ignorant. 




 




RIGHTEOUS DIP BEFORE FLIGHT. 




Stutzke's Disciples Wash Away

Worldliness in Preparation for Transfiguration at Port Morris Beach. Do penance

on Sharp Stones in their Pilgrimage to the Rainbeaten water, clad only in Night

gowns. Beer and Sarsaparilla before Baptism. Coffee after the Immersion. 




 




ARE DIVINE HEALER SGHRADER'S

CURES REALLY MODERN MIRACLES! 




 




President of the Faith Curists

says Schrader works his cures as Christ did of old. Seven Cases of Alleviation

and Cure Investigated by the "Journal." 
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