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      The darkness was absolute. Wooden walls pressed against my shoulders, head, and feet. I wiggled and squeezed my knees closer to my chest. There was some room to move, but not much.

      How long could I last inside this barrel? Maybe a few days. My biggest problem was the lack of water. In time, my skin would shrivel, and my dry tongue would choke me.

      Once we were miles from the harbor, though, I could escape my prison. I’d climb out of the barrel and present myself to the sea captain. “Sir, I know I’m a stowaway, but I’ll work hard to serve America.” The captain might frown and give me a whack, but he’d be pleased to have another hand on deck.

      My stowaway boat was anchored in Providence Harbor. Raising the barrel lid, I breathed in the fresh, salty air and watched gray ocean waves disappear into the horizon. It was my destiny to become a sailor.

      “You rascal, what are you doing in there?” A rough hand yanked me by the ear out of the barrel. I tumbled to the deck. A sailor with powerful arms raised his foot to kick me, but I rolled out of the way.

      “I wasn’t trying to stow away, I promise.” At least not today—maybe in a few months.

      “You little urchin.” He lurched forward to grab me, but I scrambled to my feet. The seaman grunted. “I’ll have you put in the pillory and then throw rotten eggs at you.”

      Racing like a rabbit, I sped down the ship’s plank and into the town of Providence. I zigzagged around a farmer hauling a cart of turnips and almost tripped a woman in a fine blue dress. “Sorry.” I glanced behind, but no one was following me. I made my way to the boat belonging to my friend’s uncle. It was an aging forty-five-foot sloop with one mast and two sails.

      My blond friend yelled from the edge of the boat. “Christopher Hawkins, where were you?”

      “I was practicing stowing away on that ship.” I pointed to the vessel.

      “What! You’re a ninnyhammer. Help carry these boxes to my uncle’s. Hurry, the sun’s setting.”

      I climbed on board. Josiah and I carried the heavy boxes down the plank and onto the cobblestone street. We made our way through the crowd and passed two rich merchants with their big bellies and sharp noses in the air.

      Loud shouts came from a group of men in the middle of the street. Josiah and I halted. “What’s going on?”

      Waving a pistol in the air, a gigantic man shouted, “Rhode Island is free!”

      The men cheered, threw their tri-cornered hats in the air, and slapped one another on the back. “Huzzah! Huzzah!”

      Josiah called to a man who was waving a beer tankard. “Sir, what happened?”

      “Today the colony of Rhode Island has renounced its allegiance to Great Britain,” the man proclaimed.

      I let out a whoop. “Down with King George!” Father always complained about England’s ruler.

      A copper-haired man faced the crowd. “We are the first colony to break away. When will our fearful neighbors join us?”

      “Rhode Islanders, prepare to fight for liberty.” A white-wigged, heavyset man shook his raised fist. Passersby joined the joyous group. They were laughing and jostling one another. Two men stood their distance from the others and scowled.

      I gave a whoop. “I can’t wait to tell Father the news. He’s been growling about the King for years.”

      Josiah laughed. “Look at you. You’re red-faced and breathing like you won a race. I think you have Patriot Fever.”

      “We both do. I know you want to capture British ships.”

      My friend grinned and nodded his agreement.

      We walked to a small wooden house near the wharf. Once inside his uncle’s home, Josiah and I sat next to the hearth.

      Josiah’s uncle, a big man in a weathered jacket, entered the room. Captain Greene’s leathery face spoke of his life at sea. “Hello, boys.” He sat down in a large chair. “I have good news for you, Josiah. This afternoon I spoke with Commodore Whipple. Since you’re almost 14 years old, you may join his ship as a cabin boy. He expects to sail in a month or two.”

      “Wonderful! I’ll be part of the Continental navy.” Josiah jumped up and danced a jig, his yellow hair flying in all directions.

      I grabbed the captain’s arm. “Can I be a cabin boy, too?”

      The man gave a rusty laugh. “You want to sail with Josiah? The two of you would make more mischief than a shipload of monkeys.”

      “Please, sir. Will you ask Commodore Whipple about me?” I searched for my answer in the captain’s eyes.

      The captain took a few moments to light his pipe and puff on it. “With your father’s permission, I’ll check with the Commodore.”

      I whooped and joined Josiah in a jig. “I’m going to be a Patriot in the navy! Watch out, redcoats, we’re after you. We’ll steal your cargo and send you home crying to your king.”

      Josiah grinned at me. “We’ll make a deadly twosome.”

      The captain placed his hand on my shoulder. “Hurry on home, Christopher, or you’ll stumble in the dark.”

      Josiah handed me a bucket. “Thanks for your help today. Here’s some fish for your family.”

      I headed home as the darkness gathered around me. Inside the pail of fish, the glassy eye of a sea bass gave an accusing look. “No need to glare at me like that. I know I’m late for supper.”

      A half-moon rose above the horizon on my last mile to North Providence. The light helped me avoid ruts and rocks on the dirt road. Father would be angry at my tardiness. I rubbed my behind, prepared for a birch stick beating. But what did it matter? I was going to serve Rhode Island.

      First, though, I needed Father’s permission. And that wouldn’t be an easy task.
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      I peeked through our window and saw that supper was finished. I decided not to ask Father’s permission until he was smoking his pipe near the fire and my seven brothers and sisters were in bed. Ma would not be pleased with my news, but surely Father would be proud of me. I’d be fighting to win Rhode Island’s freedom.

      I stepped inside our home. Eight-year-old Stephen studied by the fire while ten-year-old Mary played with the five little ones. Stephen looked like my father, with his sharp nose and brown eyes. Mary and I favored our mother, as we had black hair and blue eyes. In her white cap and dark shawl, Ma washed dishes while Father stirred the fire in the hearth.

      Little Luther clapped his chubby hands. “Cwistofer’s home!”

      “Ma, I have fish for us.” I held up my pail as I entered the room, hoping she’d forgive my lateness.

      “Thank you, Christopher.” Ma patted my cheek and took the fish from me.

      Father didn’t speak. The deep lines around his mouth gave him a permanent frown. My father motioned me to sit next to him. His bushy eyebrows almost hid his stern eyes. “Your tardiness shows me you are not responsible.”

      “I’m sorry, Father. But have you heard about the glorious proclamation from our General Assembly?”

      My mother wagged her finger at me. “Don’t let the little children hear of this. It will scare them.”

      With a hint of a smile, my father nodded. “Yes, I did hear the news, but we’ll obey your mother’s wishes and not discuss the matter.”

      My desire to join the Continental navy bubbled inside of me, ready to explode. I bit my tongue but could not hold back any longer. “Father, I have a serious question to ask you.” I took a deep breath and exhaled quickly. “Captain Greene said he’ll help me find a position as a cabin boy. I’ll support the Sons of Liberty in the navy, but only with your permission. May I, Father? Please? It’s a great honor. And I’ve always dreamed of sailing the ocean.”

      Father grunted at me. “Absolutely not.”

      “Christopher Hawkins, I’ll never permit you to be a sailor.” My mother waved a wooden spoon at me. “The sea is too dangerous. Only last month, five local fishermen died in a storm.”

      My father stood up and towered over me. “Son, you think war is a child’s game. Your head is filled with fantasies about its glory.”

      No. The answer was no. A cold pain started in my chest and spread throughout my body. My dream of being a sailor in the navy was shattered. “But Father⁠—”

      “Besides, I have other plans for you.” My father sat down, and his eyes bore into mine. “I have arranged an apprenticeship for you. You are bound out to Mr. Aaron Mason, a tanner.”

      All my muscles tensed. I knew well of Mr. Mason’s place near the river. Several times I’d accompanied my father there to deliver our cowhides to be transformed into leather. With its odor of dead cows and tanning vats, the tannery smelled ten times worse than any business in Providence. “You want me to make leather at that foul-smelling place? Father, I don’t want to work at a tannery.”

      “The matter is already settled. You’ll go live with Mr. Mason on your twelfth birthday next month.” Father clapped his hands on his legs. “You’ll stay with him until you turn 18. Mr. Mason will teach you a trade, and you will work for him in exchange.”

      “But Father, a tanyard? You can smell that awful place from miles away.” My mind swirled, and my stomach sickened. There had to be a way to escape this horrid apprenticeship.

      My father pounded his fist into his palm. “You are the eldest. You shall set an example for the others.”

      I ignored the warning signals of my father’s growing anger. Without a thought, my words tumbled out. “Father, I refuse to be a tanner’s apprentice.”

      Father shook his fist at me. “Do you want to land in jail? I have already signed the legal papers.” My father filled the small room with his rage.

      Matching his anger with my own, I yelled, “Why didn’t you ask me first what I wanted?”

      “How dare you show disrespect to your father?” He raised his hand to strike me, but Mother moved between us.

      “Hezebiah, don’t.” Mother trembled. She never spoke up against my father. “Please, I beg you.” Tears rolled down her pale cheeks like dew on a white rose.

      Stephen’s thin shoulders shook, and Mary gathered the little ones around her. James and Lydia were crying, upset by the loud voices.

      “To bed, all of you!” My father’s voice thundered through the room.

      My head down, I slunk to the small room and bed I shared with three of my brothers.

      I felt as if I was being smothered beneath a load of rocks. The life my father had chosen for me was unbearable.

      I could follow my father’s wishes and become an apprentice at a foul-smelling tannery. Or, I could run away.
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      My sleeping brothers beside me didn’t stir as I tossed and turned. Should I run away? In the middle of the night, I made my decision. I had to escape my terrible situation. First, I would grab my belongings when Father was away from the house. I could find food on my long journey by eating berries and asking farmers for food. It might take a few days to walk to Newport, but I could do it. Once there, I would find a captain willing to take on a willing and strong young man like myself.

      A rooster crowed, and a ray of sun came through the window. In the light of day, my brave thoughts collapsed. No captain in the navy would take me at my young age.

      During the next few days, I swam in my gloom. I saw my future as an endless line of dark and cheerless days. I learned that Ma was to have another child. We barely had enough food for our family now. At least there would be one less mouth to feed when I was gone.

      A week before the start of my apprenticeship, Josiah came to visit. I stopped pitching hay to greet him when he led his brown bay horse inside the barn.

      Josiah’s chest thrust upward with pride. “In three weeks, I’m to set sail under Commodore Abraham Whipple on the Columbus.”

      I didn’t respond. Josiah had the good fortune to go to sea while I was to be thrown into a deep vat of tanning acid.

      Josiah’s smile drooped at the edges. “Aren’t you pleased?”

      I didn’t want him to see my bitterness, so I forced a light tone. “Of course. With your yellow hair, your commander will use you to light the way at night.”

      Josiah grabbed my pitchfork and pretended to fight me. When I didn’t respond, he put down the tool. “I should say goodbye to everyone.”

      Since he only had his uncle, we were like a second family to Josiah. I put the pitchfork in the corner and led my friend into the house.

      At our entrance, little Lydia shrieked, “Josiah is here!” My seven brothers and sisters crowded around my friend like ants swarming on a spilled drop of blueberry jam.

      “Josiah has joined the navy,” I said to my family.

      Ten-year-old Mary’s cornflower blue eyes grew as big as tea saucers. “No, you can’t go to war. What if you are injured? Or worse?”

      “Wish me luck. Your words will protect me.” Josiah smiled at my sister.

      Mary froze in place while her eyes flooded with tears. Then she gave Josiah a fierce hug.

      My mother’s face was as white as the first November snow. “I’ll pray for you every day.”

      Before Josiah left, I spoke to him outside. “Attack those redcoats until they are blue in the face.”

      “I will.” Josiah grinned at me. “You won’t have me to guide you any longer. Remember to think before you leap. You’re good at finding trouble.”

      “It’s a shame you’ll no longer be part of my fine adventures.” I paused, and my voice became unsteady. “I’ll join you as soon as I am able. Father can’t keep me away from the sea forever.”
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        * * *

      

      June 4th, 1776, was the day of my twelfth birthday.  It was time to say goodbye to my family.

      Lydia grabbed onto my legs and wailed. “Christopher, don’t go. Don’t leave me.” The heads of Mary and Stephen drooped so low I could not see their faces. The little ones cried while Father was the only one in the family with dry eyes. Teardrops crept down my face, but I was quick to brush them away.

      My mother handed me a folded cloth filled with a potato roll, chicken, and a pickle. “You never know what food they’ll give you.”

      I rode with my father to Mr. Mason’s tannery, which was seven miles north of Providence. I felt I was leaving a peaceful land behind me and entering the kingdom of a wretched ogre.

      Along the way, Father said, “I’ve decided to join Rhode Island’s troops in a month or two.”

      I didn’t respond. I was the one who should be fighting while he stayed home to protect our family.

      The tanyard had a stream running alongside it. We were a half-mile away when I first smelled the place. The foul stench stung my nostrils. There were no more farms or houses. No one wished to live near a tannery.

      “You will do well here. Is that not right, son?”

      I nodded, but my heart sank. I faced six years of smelly, filthy labor until I was set free.

      Within the tanyard, eight men and one boy near my age were working. Deep in the ground sat a dozen rectangular pits, each the length of a man. The two rows of pits were partly covered by a shelter. More than twenty cow, ox, and horse hides dried on wooden racks.

      “Mr. Mason, this is my oldest child, Christopher.” My father shook hands with the tannery’s master. “I am certain you will be satisfied with him. My son is strong and not afraid of a day’s work.”

      A compliment from my father? I almost looked to see if my brother Stephen was nearby.

      My father added, “Feel free to punish the boy if he steps out of line.”

      Mr. Mason crossed his hands over his broad stomach. “We all work hard here. He’ll learn to do as I say.” The coldness of his gray eyes hinted he was a man with little humor. “Ezekiel, my overseer, will guide him in his tasks.”

      “Goodbye, Christopher.” My father gave me a nod.

      “Goodbye, Father.” I watched him ride away, sitting tall in his saddle. He didn’t look back, not even once.

      “Come with me, lad.” Ezekiel slapped me hard on the back of my head. “None of us workers stand around gawking.”

      Ezekiel, a muscular man with a scarred black hole in place of his left ear, showed me around the tannery. “After the hides are washed, they are placed in a lime solution to loosen the hair. Then we scrape off the hair and flesh in the shed.” Two men with two-handled knives were scraping hair and fat from the hides. “The next step is to put the hides in pits of tannin. The tannin keeps the hide from rotting.” Ezekiel pointed to a bald man stirring the contents of a vat. “We keep the hides in the pits for as long as a year before they become proper leather.”

      The overseer had scars on his hands and arms, a sight that made me cringe. Was this my fate from laboring here? Ezekiel led me to the racks on the edge of the tanyard. I kept my distance from a stack of wet hides that smelled like rotting flesh.

      “We give you boys the work that requires muscle but no brains,” said Ezekiel with a snort. Ezekiel jerked his thumb at a thin lad who was thumping hides on the racks. “This is Billy. I hope you learn faster than that lad.”

      Billy gave me a big, crooked grin.

      Ezekiel breathed in the rotting smell of the hides, smiling as if he enjoyed it. “You understand the process? Or did my explanation fall out of a hole in your head?”

      “Of course, I understand.” I didn’t care for Ezekiel’s meanness. Besides, he was the one with the hole in his head, not me.

      Ezekiel pointed to a dark-skinned man with thick arm and leg muscles. “David will show you your work. Mind you, boy, do what you’re told, so you don’t get a taste of my rod.” Ezekiel laughed and gave me a cruel look. “David, show this green lad how to rinse the new hides.”

      David led me to a wagon loaded with fresh hides. “What’s your name, boy?” The man had a soft voice in contrast to his strong build.

      I stood tall. “I’m Christopher Hawkins.”

      “Carry that hide to the stream over there.”

      Lifting a hide from the stack, I nearly fainted from the hideous smell. The cowhide still had blood, ooze, and manure on it. I staggered to the side of the stream with the hide. There was a board that crossed the narrow stream.

      David said, “Stand on the board and use this pole to move the skin in the stream. You want to remove blood and dirt.”

      “How long do I do this?”

      David smiled. “Give it a few hours for now. It will take several days to be ready.”

      Groan. Again and again, I brushed the hide against the rocks and swirled it in the water. My mind grew numb. Six years at this mindless labor, and I would have the brain of a three-year-old.

      The stream below me was thick with blood, hair, and flesh. I saw a worker dump a tub of foul liquid into the water. I pitied the people down the road who drank from the stream. After an hour, my arms, back, and legs were numb with effort.

      While I labored, I saw Billy carrying a tub of chicken dung to a vat. When Billy had his head turned, I saw Ezekiel stick out his leg and trip the boy. The tub spilled, and Billy fell headfirst into the manure. Billy cried out and ran to the stream to wash his face.

      “That Ezekiel is as mean as a wild hog, isn’t he?” I said to the boy.

      Billy wiped the dung from his eyes. “I don’t like Ezekiel. I don’t like him one bit.”

      That evening Ezekiel and the other men left for their homes. Mr. Mason motioned to me. “Come inside, boys. Christopher, you’ll eat supper in the kitchen with Billy.”

      My hunger grew threefold at the spread of roast beef, rolls, and four different vegetables, a true feast. I sat down, grabbed a fork, and speared a slab of meat.

      A little older than myself, the girl serving our food was rosy-cheeked. “Call me Fanny. You are Christopher, they tell me. Do you like it here?” The girl’s wide smile showed her tiny teeth.

      “It will do,” I answered.

      She stared at me. “You have the bluest eyes I have ever seen. Or maybe your black hair makes them seem so blue.” Smelling of sweet sweat, Fanny leaned closer to me.

      “I’m finished, thank you.” It’d be wise to keep a safe distance from Fanny. She appeared too eager to find a husband. I was years away from such a fate.

      Billy and I slept in a shed that was attached to the house. The small area was crowded with our two sleeping pallets and a crate for clothes. I felt a pain in my heart when I thought of my family getting ready for bed. They were only a few miles away, but I might as well be halfway to the moon. Exhausted from the labor, I had no trouble falling asleep.

      A rooster’s call awakened me. I didn’t remember where I was until I smelled the stench of rotting flesh and wet hides. I vomited into the pail near my bed.

      After breakfast, I joined the other laborers already at work. Ezekiel grunted at me and pointed to the stream. I sighed. Another day of washing hides. When my work was finished, I watched the men at work in the shed. I learned the tools they used and fetched and cleaned them as needed.

      The labor was hard and monotonous. One day, David showed me how to stir the hides in the vats. Under his direction, I took a pole and began to stir.

      David pointed to the liquid. “Be careful not to splash the harsh solution on you or breathe in the vapors. It can cause eye and lung damage. An apprentice fell in a liming vat two years ago and died.”

      I shook my head in misery. So, this was my life for the next few years.

      In mid-July, I awoke to a commotion outside.  I threw on my clothes and rushed to the yard. The workers gathered around Nate, a bald man who shouted in excitement.

      “They’ve done it.” Nate slapped his head in delight.

      “What?” asked David.

      “All the colonies are now free of England!” Nate did a quick jig in the yard. “General Washington and the Continental Congress signed a Declaration of Independence.”

      I clapped my hands and hollered at the good news. “We’ll chase those British buffoons out of America.”

      Joseph, an older man, sniffed as he continued to sharpen his blade. “We’re not free yet.”

      I whistled a tune. And the British called us Yankee doodles? We’d show them. America was now an independent country. With any luck, the war would be over in a few months. Not too quickly, though, I hoped—not before I joined the navy.

      In the tanyard, Ezekiel yelled at Billy. “You ruined this piece of leather! You are a worthless worm.” He seized Billy by the pants and threw him into a liming pit.

      “Help! The lime is burning me.” Billy splashed the water frantically like a frightened baby in a bath. He tried to climb out of the pit but slipped and fell back into the water.

      What if Billy died? “I’ll get you out. Stay still.” Turning my head to avoid the spray of the liming solution, I reached for Billy’s arms. Billy frantically grabbed me, causing me to fall headfirst into the pit. I squeezed my eyes tight, hoping not to be blinded by the liquid. Struggling, I pulled Billy and myself out of the pit.

      Ezekiel laughed at the two of us. “You two buffoons. You’re playing in clean water. We haven’t put limestone in that pit yet.”

      The man delighted in torturing Billy and me. I feared I’d wallop Ezekiel with my fists the next time he tormented Billy and me.

    

  

OEBPS/images/ch_chapter-1.jpg
CHAPTER 1

May 4, 1776

Providence, Rhode Island





OEBPS/images/titlepage_v2-01.jpg
A REVOLUTIONARY WAR NOVEL

CHRISTOPHER HAWKINS
and his Daring Escapes

JEANNE BROWNLEE BECIJOS

Adapted and Expanded from Christopher Hawkins’ Memoir
The Adventures of Christopher Hawkins





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






OEBPS/images/ch_chapter-3.jpg
CHAPTER 3

May-June 1776





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/image-1-ch_map_29jun-2.jpg
CONNECTICUT

NEW YORK

LONG ISLAND
SOUND

ATLANTIC
0CEAN

LONG ISLAND

Christopher Hawkins®
PR RN Escape Route






OEBPS/images/ch_chapter-2.jpg
CHAPTER 2

May 1776





