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			PREFACE


			This is a war story. It’s about real people and events before and during the American Revolution. The central characters in this work—Daniel Morgan, George Washington, Patrick Henry, Charles Mynn Thruston, and Generals Arnold, Knox, Greene, Lee, Gates, and a host of others—actually did the deeds at the places and times described herein. So too did their accurately named foreign and native adversaries. As you will see, our war for independence was a most un-civil, civil war.

			If Daniel Morgan were alive today, he would be my near neighbor in Virginia’s beautiful Shenandoah Valley. It was while visiting a nearby gristmill Morgan and Nathanael Burwell, a fellow Revolutionary War hero, built in the late 1700s [now restored and operated by the Clarke County Historical Association], I became fascinated by this unsung national hero. 

			The history of what Daniel Morgan and his Virginia Riflemen endured and accomplished is recorded as accurately as a decade of research permits. Their story is told here from the point of view of Nathanael Newman, Adjutant to Daniel Morgan, and fictional ancestor of Peter Newman, the protagonist in my earlier novels: Mission Compromised, Jericho Sanction, The Assassins, Heroes Proved, and Counterfeit Lies.  

			Though dialogue has been created to give context, the essential facts of the extraordinary events leading up to and throughout the painful birth of this nation are accurately presented. Where necessary, I have reproduced written reports, official records, and the correspondence of eyewitness participants in these dramatic proceedings.

			Hopefully, by the end of this book you will be inspired—as I am—by the men and women who persevered through the brutality and privation of a vicious war to forge a new nation and create a form of government then unknown elsewhere on this planet. 

			They were a tough, resilient, and ultimately, very wise people. Their extraordinary courage, tenacity, and faith are exhibited by the brave young Americans with whom I served as a U.S. Marine; in the young American Soldiers, Sailors, Airmen, Guardsmen, and Marines I covered for nearly two decades at FOX News; and by the Hurt Heroes and their families aided by Freedom Alliance. 

			As many readers already know, I’m grateful to have spent most of my life in the company of real American heroes. I’m looking forward to spending eternity in the company of my personal American heroes and the Riflemen you will meet in this book . . .

			 

			Semper fidelis, 

			 

			Oliver North

			Narnia Farm

			Clarke County, Virginia

			January 2019

		


		
			THE LETTER


			At Alexandria, Virginia

			Thursday, 25th August 1814

			 

			To my Sons, Henry, James, & Peter & Daughter Grace:

			 

			Please forgive this hastily composed Missive. It is most Important that you follow Carefully my Instructions below should I fail to return from this Mission Defending our Commonwealth.  

			For the third occasion in my lifetime, a British Monarch has Invested our shores and Invaded our Lands. In 1756 George II sent his Army here and they were occupying our lands when I was born in 1758. The lunatic, King George III, besieged us again for thirteen years starting in 1768. And now his wastrel son, the Royal Prince Regent, once more threatens our Tranquility, Safety, and Livelihood with a third British Incursion.  

			As you know, my unit of Virginia Mounted Militiamen was mustered to Duty in Winchester on Sunday, 21st August after a British Invasion Force disembarked from their Fleet in Maryland’s Patuxent River and started moving toward our new Capital, the District of Columbia. By nightfall we assembled 103 officers and men, 115 horses and a wagon loaded with victuals, powder, and shot and headed East with dispatch to join Colonel George Minor, Commander of the Virginia Militia. 

			By dawn on Tuesday, despite terrible heat and the loss of a half-dozen horses, we crossed the Blue Ridge at Snickers Gap and proceeded, as ordered, East on Georgetown Turnpike. That night a dispatch rider from Colonel Minor arrived with orders directing my Rifleman to halt on the Southwest bank of the Patomack River; hold the new Finley-Chain Bridge; and await further orders. 

			Before first light on Wednesday the 24th there began a steady stream of panicked Citizens fleeing our Capital across the bridge into Virginia. Among them was a State Department clerk, Stephen Pleasonton, carrying orders from Secretary of State James Monroe to “Make safe and take best care of the Books and Papers of the Gov’t.” 

			We were still awaiting orders to cross the River so I dispatched 20 of my men to requisition as many horses and wagons as they could find and bring them to me. Well before noon, our loyal militiamen returned with 22 wagons, carts, and carriages. With the sound of cannon-fire from North of the city, I ordered them to accompany Mr. Pleasonton into the nearly deserted Capital. 

			In less than two hours all the transports were back on the Virginia side of the bridge, loaded with Government Documents sewn into linen sacks. It was then Mr. Pleasanton confided to me that he was carrying, inter alia, The Original Declaration of Independence and General Washington’s Commission as Commander of the Continental Army.   

			The State Department clerk originally intended to store the records and documents at Edgar Patterson’s Mill—just a few hundred yards up-river from the bridge. But I pointed out if the Redcoats succeeded in taking the Capital they would surely attack the Foxhall Foundry in Georgetown and likely force their way over the bridge to plunder and pillage Patterson’s Mill.

			One of my officers, Lieutenant William Binns, suggested the Precious Cargo be dispatched further West, to Leesburg for storage in the basement of a sturdy house he inherited from his father. He pointed out “the all-brick home has a spacious barrel vault in a dry basement and the place is secured by Rev. John Littlejohn, the former Sherriff of Loudoun County.”

			Mr. Pleasonton agreed to store our Government’s Papers “in a place protected by a law officer who is a man of God.” Since my Militiamen still had no orders other than holding the bridge, I directed Lt. Binns and 25 of our mounted militiamen to accompany Mr. Pleasanton and the horse-drawn vehicles conveying our Government’s Most Important Documents to Leesburg. 

			As they prepared to sally forth at about 4 o’clock in the afternoon, a carriage and cart came racing across the bridge. In the carriage, accompanied only by a manservant and a single Dragoon of the Presidential Guard, was Mrs. Madison. The President’s wife hastily informed us the American Army has been defeated at a place in Maryland called Bladensburg and British troops were now on the march into the Capital. Further, she said, “My Husband was at the fight and is now in flight, whereabouts unknown, with the Remnant of our Army.” 

			Mrs. Madison acknowledged She departed the Executive Mansion in great haste bringing little more than some Presidential Correspondence and a Portrait of our First President, General George Washington, rolled up in a tablecloth. She also revealed a Courier, dispatched by her Husband, had instructed her to meet the President at Wiley’s Tavern on the Georgetown Turnpike once he escaped the clutches of the British.

			Since Georgetown Turnpike was the Route the Pleasonton expedition would be taking to Leesburg, and fearing She would be captured, I convinced Mrs. Madison and Her Escort to join Lt. Binns’ Motley caravan. He placed Her carriage near the Van of his unit with four of our Militiamen as Mounted Guards and they departed up the hill in the midst of a terrible downpour.

			Less than an hour afterwards there was a tremendous Explosion from East of the Capital. At dusk, a newly arrived Refugee from the City informed us the Blast had come from our Sailors blowing up the Magazine at the Navy Yard on the Anacostia River. By dark it seemed the entire City was ablaze. 

			My now depleted Militia unit spent the night soaking wet at the Chain Bridge on High Alert. Thanks Be To God, the British stopped their advance after looting and burning nearly all the Government buildings in the Capital. The Executive Mansion, the Treasury, the Offices of State, War and Navy and the Capitol Building are now but smoking Ruins. The only Official Structure left unscathed in the City seems to be the Marine Barracks.    

			This morning we have finally been Ordered into the Fight. A British flotilla is making its way up the Patomack heading for the city of Alexandria. Col Minor has directed my Virginia Militiamen to ferry over the River tonight to reinforce our Maryland Militia Brethren at Fort Warburton, across the Patomack from President Washington’s home at Mount Vernon. To our great Misfortune & Dismay, we no longer have Daniel Morgan to rally more Patriots against this Vicious, Unconscionable Assault.   

			Now, should Misfortune befall me on this Mission, once the British have been defeated and order is restored, you must do your Utmost to retrieve two sets of Most Important papers:

			First, the aforementioned Official Documents and Records Lieutenant Binns has taken to Leesburg must be recovered and preserved. If necessary, seek him out or find Rev. Littlejohn or Mr. Stephen Pleasanton of the Department of State to aid you in this effort. 

			Second, as you know, I have labored for nearly two decades seeking Fair Restitution and a Just Annuity for The Riflemen with whom I served during our First War For Independence. When he was in Congress, General Morgan was our advocate. But since his passing in July 1802, the task has fallen to me.

			Requests for compensating Widows, Orphans, and our Incapacitated Veterans have been repeatedly submitted to Congress without result. Now, with our Seat of Government in ashes, it is likely the only Complete Record of those Appeals resides in the correspondence I have accumulated, my draft Report of Service during the War For Independence and the Sworn Testimony of others with whom I served.

			To preserve said Claims for Compensation and Annuity from seizure or destruction by British Aggressors or Traitors in our midst, I sealed these files, my draft Report of Service, and my personal journals and recollections about those Momentous Days in a lead chest. Included therein is information about your Dear Mother of whom you have just the slightest memories. 

			When we passed over the Blue Ridge on the night of the 21st, one of my Riflemen and I secreted the lead chest in the cairn beneath Washington’s Lookout atop Snicker’s Gap where we often picnicked when you were young. You all know the place.

			When the time is right, I urge you to do all in your power to also recover both the Official Government Records sequestered in Leesburg and the Documents I hid in the cairn. 

			Please Retain my journal & recollections—particularly my correspondence with your mother which is intimate. The Volumes labeled, “Record of Service of our Riflemen,” are Official Documents. These & my Appeals for Restitution should be delivered to Secretary of State, James Monroe. Though a Republican, he is a Wounded Veteran, and Honorable Man and supports our appeals to Congress for Restitution.

			I send this in hopes you will aid in preserving Documents precious to you and our new Nation, And I pray you will carry on my Work to Ensure the Widows and Orphans of The Beloved Riflemen, with whom I served during our First War For Independence, Not Be Forgotten.

			 

			Sic Semper Tyrannus,

			 

			Nathanael Newman 

			 

			Rifleman, Morgan’s Rifle Company 

			Lieutenant, Virginia Rifle Regiment, Continental Line

			Lieutenant Colonel, Virginia Militia   

		


		
			TO THE READER


			The original hand-written letter dated 25 August 1814 on the previous pages was delivered to my office at Centurion Solutions Group [CSG] on Monday, 2 January 2018. The document, sealed in a plastic bag, was carefully wrapped in a USPS shipping box with a postmark and tracking number indicating it had been mailed on 30 December 2017 from Morgantown, WV. It had no return address. We ran it through our screening device to confirm it contained no explosives. The inner wrapping was accompanied by an undated, unsigned note: “General Newman: This is important. Please investigate.”

			My company, CSG, does sensitive work for the U.S. government so it took less than three days for the FBI Lab at Quantico to provide the following information in a 5 January 2018 email: 

			“The only fingerprints and DNA on the USPS packaging and contents appear to be yours and that of CSG Operations Director, Daniel Gabbard. 

			“The computer-generated cover note—‘General Newman: This is important. Please investigate . . .’—was created on a Hewlett Packard laser-jet printer on commonly available bond paper, manufactured in 2018 by Georgia Pacific. 

			“A forensic analysis of the stationery used for the six-page letter dated 25 August 1814 and signed ‘Nathanael Newman’ indicates compatibility with that in use in the United States during the early 1800s. Each sheet bears a watermark: ‘RUSE & TURNERS 1813,’ indicating the paper was manufactured that year in Kent, England.

			“Since this document appears to be genuine, we did no chemical, DNA, or fingerprint testing of the aging ink or paper. 

			“However, non-invasive, spectrographic analysis of the text indicates the ink is most likely ‘Iron Gall’—a composition of ­Gallic acid [aka, trihydroxybenzoic acid], iron sulfate, gum Arabic, and water—a readily available, indelible medium commonly used for correspondence in the 18th and 19th centuries. Given the brown hue of the text, typical for Iron Gall ink as it ages, it appears the ink was likely applied to the paper in a time frame compatible with the date on the letter.  

			“Finally, microscopic examination of the script indicates a left-handed person writing with a sharpened goose quill likely prepared the document. If other documents, known to have been prepared by the person whose signature appears on the letter dated 25 August 1814 exist, our handwriting analysts will be pleased to quickly confirm authenticity.”

			[image: ]

			On Monday morning, 8 January 2018, it was 18°F in the Blue Ridge Mountains when Master Gunnery Sergeant Dan Gabbard, USMC (Ret.) accompanied me to Bears Den hostel along the Appalachian Trail. Using climbing lines, we rappelled down the west face of the overlook and found the “cairn” referred to in Lieutenant Colonel Nathanael Newman’s missive of 25 August 1814. 

			In less than an hour of digging in the frozen rocks we discovered the lead-covered chest described in Lieutenant Colonel ­Newman’s letter. The container, apparently intact, and the document dated 25 August 1814, were delivered to Dr. Scot Marsh, Curator of the Museum of the Shenandoah Valley in Winchester, VA.

			Since then, Dr. Marsh; the Clarke County Historical Association; archivists at Anderson House, Headquarters for the Society of the Cincinnati; and student scholars at Patrick Henry College; the College of William & Mary, and Shenandoah University have helped to interpret Capt. Newman’s hand-written work and the signed affidavits of his fellow Riflemen. With their assistance we have discerned the following:

			1. The lead-clad chest was completely intact and its contents, in good condition, are as described in Lieutenant Colonel Nathanael Newman’s letter dated 25 August 1814. 

			2. Lieutenant Colonel Nathanael Newman, the author of the letter, was my great-great-great-great-great-great-grandfather. According to family records, he was born in Winchester, VA on 7 August 1758, and is listed on the muster rolls of those who served with Daniel Morgan in the Revolution and afterward. He was left-handed and I am directly descended from his youngest son, Peter.

			3. Early on 26 August 1814, five days after he apparently deposited the lead-sealed container in the “cairn” at the foot of the overlook at Snickers Gap, Lieutenant Colonel Newman, leading a contingent of Virginia Riflemen, was ferried across the Potomac from Mount Vernon to the Maryland shore to help defend Fort Warburton, now known as Fort Washington.  

			4. That night, Lieutenant Colonel Newman was severely wounded in the head by shrapnel from British guns or rockets during Royal Navy Commodore James Gordon’s bombardment of the Fort. The following day, after the well-documented, cowardly surrender of the bastion by Maryland Militia Capt. Samuel Dyson, the Virginians who were killed and wounded in the attack were conveyed by British seamen to the western shore of the Potomac at Mount Vernon. Those unscathed were taken prisoner by the British invasion fleet.

			5. On 29 August 1814, the unconscious Lieutenant Colonel Newman was loaded on a wagon for transport to Winchester. He never fully regained consciousness for more than a few minutes at a time. He died at his home in Winchester, VA on 8 January 1815—never knowing of the Christmas Eve Treaty at Ghent, ending what he called the “third British Invasion of our shores”—or Andrew Jackson’s defeat of the “Redcoats” that day at New Orleans; and unwitting that his sons never recovered the lead chest he had carefully hidden in “the cairn beneath Washington’s Lookout atop Snicker’s Gap.”

			6. The Official U.S. Government Documents secured by ­Jonathan Pleasonton, including the “Original Copy of the Declaration of Independence” Lieutenant Colonel Newman had sent to Leesburg with Lieutenant Binns, were recovered by State Department agents in November 1814 and returned to Washington.  

			7. When Nathanael Newman drew his last breath, he was not yet fifty-seven years old. Perhaps ironically, the day we discovered his lead-clad chest full of Revolutionary War documents, was the 200th anniversary of his death.

			His story—and riveting accounts of his exploits with those he called his “beloved Riflemen”—are on the following pages, all extracted and edited from the 1,837 pages of Nathanael ­Newman’s contemporaneous journals and notes, his “Record of Service” and the “Sworn Testimony” of sixteen of “The Riflemen” with whom he served during what he called, “America’s Fight for Independence.”

			Lieutenant Colonel Newman’s journals, his “Record of Service,” and the affidavits of his comrades in arms are presented herewith in chronologic sequence and dated as he intended. Though he did not do so, I have assembled them in chapters, with headings I created, and added footnotes so present-day readers can more easily place locations and events.

			Though Nathanael Newman was well educated and articulate, for modern linguistic clarity we updated his grammar, capitalization, punctuation, and dialogue while trying to remain true to his original record. For your understanding as to how our language has evolved, his 25 August 1814 letter to his children is presented as written on the previous six pages.

			We have not yet discovered who sent the unsigned, undated missive addressed to “General Newman: This is important. Please investigate” document to my office on 8 January 2018.

			 

			Peter J. Newman

			Major General, USMC (Ret.)

			Bluemont, Virginia 

			5 February 2019

		


		
			CHAPTER ONE


			A DEATH IN THE FAMILY


			Winchester, Virginia

			Saturday, April 22nd, 1775

			It was mid-afternoon and the Shenandoah was swollen from three days of heavy rain when a single mud-spattered rider, mounted on a big bay gelding, arrived at the river’s east bank. In a loud voice he hailed us to bring the ferry over from the western shore. 

			David Casselman, Jr., just a year older than I, opened the toll ferry service in August ’74 as a means of producing revenue for his large family. The ferry was a profitable venture until this past January when an early thaw flooded the Shenandoah and sent his rafts tumbling in the torrent all the way to Harpers Ferry.  

			In February this year, David asked me to help him repair and run the ferry while I waited to start the autumn term at the College of William & Mary in Williamsburg. We reconstructed the pulley system and built two rafts—one small for a horse and rider and another large enough for a wagon and a team of horses or oxen. The fare was one shilling for the small barge, five for the large ferry.  

			We were about to tell the rider to wait until morning in hopes the river would subside overnight when I recognized him as one of the Trusted Couriers for the Frederick County Secret Committee of Correspondence and Safety. Though the river was flowing faster than safe passage could be assured, we hitched the two draft horses to their traces and I rode the ferry across while David tended the tow.

			During the transit I introduced myself and asked the messenger from whence he had come, but he only replied, “This is my ninth horse and fourth day and night of hard riding.”

			When we arrived on the western shore, he handed David a shilling for the toll, and asked, “Where are your fathers, lads?”

			David replied, “They are meeting at Glen Owen1 with Pastor John Peter Gabriel Muhlenberg, the chairman of Shenandoah County Secret Committee, and Rev. Charles Mynn Thruston, chairman of our local committee.” 

			As he re-mounted his steed, the weary rider shook his head and said sternly, “You should not mention the committees to those you do not know for certain. There are Tory spies everywhere.”

			I interjected, “We understand, sir, but I recognized you as a committee courier.”

			He nodded and said, “Best not mention that to others, either. These are dangerous times.”

			Then turning to David, he asked, “Glen Owen is the place your family bought from Colonel and Mrs. Washington, right?”

			“Yes, sir, just go west on the turnpike. It’s on your right, about three miles. May I inquire, why are you seeking our fathers?”

			“I’m sorry lads, but I cannot speak to others about this matter. Only to them.”

			[image: ]

			While David and I used the horse team to drag the ferries out of the water onto the west bank of the river, my curiosity gnawed at me like a hunting dog chewing on a knucklebone. 

			We arrived at Glen Owen just after dark. Our fathers were alone, seated before the fire when we entered the home. David’s father immediately said, “Come with me, son,” and they departed the room together with a male slave named Jonathan, leaving my very somber father and me alone.

			My father, at forty-seven, was a much-respected architect and well known from Williamsburg to the Shenandoah Valley. By the standards of the day we were wealthy—with a comfortable home and stable on a cobbled street in Winchester. 

			Though he never spoke of it, others told me and my two older brothers, Joshua and Paul, of our father’s courage, tenacity, and skill as a Virginia militiaman on Lord Braddock’s ill-fated campaign to capture Fort Duquesne in the summer of 1755. Perhaps it was that experience that caused him to spend so much time teaching the three of us how to ride, shoot, hunt, and live in the wilderness. 

			Our father was known to be a wise and generous man, but his cheerful demeanor diminished considerably following our ­mother’s death from Ague2 in 1771 after returning to Winchester from visiting her sister’s home in North Carolina. Father was in Charlottesville at the time, working with Mr. Jefferson at Monticello. It fell to Joshua to make the mournful ride to deliver the news to Father while Paul and I buried our mother. 

			Now, as he motioned me into the chair vacated by Mr. Casselman, I perceived our father was once again greatly saddened.

			Without preamble he said, “Nathanael, I was just informed by the courier you met at the ferry your brother Joshua was killed on Wednesday in a skirmish with British troops in Concord, ­Massachusetts.”

			Denial is the first response to the delivery of terrible news. I recall drawing a deep breath and saying, “Oh dear God. How can this be? In Joshua’s letter we received on Monday he said he was preparing for his final examinations and would be home next month after graduating in just three years from Harvard.”

			Father nodded and said quietly, “All true. But your brother Joshua was more than a student. He was also a secret member of Boston’s Committee of Correspondence. Samuel Adams, the founder of the whole committee network, personally asked Joshua to join shortly after your brother arrived for his first year at Harvard.”

			“Did you know Josh was part of this?”

			“Yes. Joshua told me about it when he came home for Christmas that first year. He brought with him a letter from Mr. Adams—also a Harvard alumnus—urging me to encourage members of our House of Burgesses to form similar committees in Virginia. It took six months for our legislators to bring it to a vote, but thanks to the skills of Messer’s Richard Henry Lee and Patrick Henry, the measure passed and now there are near-identical committees throughout all thirteen colonies.”

			“But how did Josh get killed by British soldiers in this place you called Concord?”

			“Because he could ride and shoot, Joshua was a Trusted Courier for a surveillance group headed by a gentleman named Paul Revere. The messenger you met at the ferry told me that very early Wednesday morning Mr. Revere summoned his couriers to alert Patriots in Lexington and Concord—two towns about fifteen miles west of Boston—700 British troops were coming to confiscate militia supplies of arms, gunpowder, and lead shot. 

			“There were two fights, the first in Lexington and a second that afternoon at a bridge near Concord. Joshua was apparently killed in this second engagement. Mr. Adams was kind enough to dispatch the courier with this dreadful message that very evening.” Father then handed me a folded piece of parchment.

			Concord, Massachusetts, 19th, April, 1775

			To Mr. James Henry Newman, Esq. 

			My Dear Sir:

			It is my sad duty to inform you that your brave Patriot son, Joshua Newman, was Killed in Action today at Concord, Massachusetts while serving as a Trusted Courier in Mr. Paul Revere’s Special Unit of my Committee. Your son was struck in the head by a musket ball fired by the British Invasion Force at a bridge being defended by our Minutemen. 

			I was there and can confirm Joshua died the instant he was shot. He and the other Patriots who fell in Concord will be interred with honors on the morrow at First Parish Church Burial Ground with Rev. William Emerson, Sr. presiding.

			Please know Joshua was a courageous soldier in the cause of Liberty. He will be dearly missed by all who love Freedom. 

			With my prayers our Merciful Lord will assuage your grief, I remain,

			Your very humble servant,

			Samuel Adams

			After reading the letter, I could think of nothing to say. So I stood and wrapped my arms around my father and we wept together. 
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			Since it was late and raining again, the Casselmans insisted Father and I dine with them and remain overnight. When supper was finished, Mrs. Margaret Casselman hustled David’s six younger siblings upstairs, leaving David Sr. and Jr. and my father and me alone at the table. 

			After some talk about the ground being too wet to plant and a brief discussion of plans my father drew up for an addition to their home, Mr. Casselman Sr. said, “James, in the morning, let me send a slave and an extra horse with Nathanael so he can get to Williamsburg and tell Paul about Joshua before he learns about what happened from others. Word of what transpired in Massachusetts on the 19th will spread very quickly through the committees.”

			Father thought for a moment, shook his head, and said, “No. Thank you, David. I will go myself. I’ll leave after Rev. Thruston’s service tomorrow. Paul is near to finishing his second year at ­William & Mary and I’m concerned this will be a distraction from his examinations. I will stay there until he completes them and we’ll ride home together.”

			“Do you wish to have me go with you, Father?” I asked.

			“No, Nathanael. We shall go together to Rev. Thruston’s service in the morning and I will ride from there to Williamsburg. I want you to stay here and meet on Monday with the commander of one of our Frederick County militia companies. He was here this afternoon for the meeting with Pastor Muhlenberg,3 and Rev. Thruston4 when the courier arrived to deliver the terrible news of what happened to Joshua in Massachusetts.”

			Despite a gulp from the cup of cider before me, my mouth was dry when I asked, “Does this mean there will be a war?”

			Father nodded and said, “Yes. This means war. And it will require the service of every brave Patriot good with a rifle. You are an expert marksman with a rifle. You are fit. You ride well and have grown up hunting. And now you have reason to fight beyond fidelity to cause or colors. Our enemies killed your brother.”

			“With whom do you want me to meet on Monday?”

			“Captain Daniel Morgan.”

			Endnotes

			1.	The Glen Owen Farm owned by the Casselman family in 1775 was, as described here,  between the Shenandoah River and what is now  Berryville, the Clarke County, VA Seat of Government.

			It should not be confused with Glenowen Farm in Loudoun County, Va.

			2.	Ague, and Fever and Ague: archaic terms for what we now call malaria, transmitted by parasitic protozoa carried by infected mosquitos. 

			3.	Rev. John Peter Gabriel Muhlenberg, ordained Lutheran and Anglican clergyman. In 1775 he was Rector of the Lutheran Church in Woodstock, VA, a Lieutenant Colonel in the Virginia Militia, and the Chairman of the Virginia House of Burgesses Secret Committee of Safety.

			4.	Rev. Charles Mynn Thruston, ordained Anglican minister; Rector of Frederick Parish [one church and seven chapels]; Chairman Frederick County Committee of Correspondence and Safety.

		

		
		


		
			CHAPTER TWO


			FAREWELL AND A CALL TO DUTY


			Battletown, Virginia1

			Sunday, April 23rd,1775

			Father and I arose early to a bright and clear Sabbath dawn. Before the sun crested the Blue Ridge, we thanked the Casselmans for their generous hospitality, saddled our horses, and were headed west for Battletown. There we watered our steeds and headed three miles south for the Chapel at Cunningham’s Tavern where Rev. Charles Mynn Thruston was to preach.

			We arrived a full half-hour before the service was set to begin, but the log structure was already packed to overflowing. Before we could even dismount, neighbors and others we did not know, surrounded Father and me. 

			Somehow, all around us had already heard about Joshua’s death in faraway Massachusetts. Along with sincere expressions of condolence, the word “murdered” was oft spoken. Also in the crowd were “Loyalists” muttering that my brother deserved what happened for having joined a “rebellion” against “King George, God’s appointed ruler.” 

			Rev. Thruston, garbed in his vestments, saw the commotion and rescued us from the crowd of mostly well-intentioned, sympathetic parishioners. He escorted us to the tiny vestry just off the chapel’s altar and sent one of his vestrymen to save us seats in the front row of benches.

			The Chapel at Cunningham’s Tavern was in those days a fairly primitive place of worship. Unlike many of the city churches in places like Williamsburg and even Winchester, the chapel did not have a pipe organ. As we entered the nave, two men with fiddles and an attractive young woman with a flute played Charles Wesley’s hymn, “Love’s Redeeming Work Is Done” as the congregation sang the words:

			Love’s redeeming work is done, fought the fight, the battle won.

			. . . Death in vain forbids him rise; Christ has opened paradise.

			Lives again our glorious King; where, O death, is now thy sting?

			dying once, he all doth save, where thy victory, O grave?

			Soar we now where Christ has led, following our exalted Head;

			Made like Him, like Him we rise, ours the cross, the grave, the skies . . .

			The service conducted by Rev. Thruston was unlike any I have ever attended. Here, just one week after Easter, when we celebrated the Resurrection of our Savior, he chose to remind us of “Our Christian Duty.” The Old and New Testament readings weren’t about forgiveness or turning the other cheek. This was both a funeral service for my brother and a call to arms against those who killed him.

			For the Old Testament reading, Rev. Thruston chose chapter 1, verses 6–9, from the book of Joshua, my brother’s namesake:

			Be strong and of a good courage: for unto this people shalt thou divide for an inheritance the land, which I sware unto their fathers to give them.

			Only be thou strong and very courageous, that thou mayest observe to do according to all the law, which Moses my servant commanded thee: turn not from it to the right hand or to the left, that thou mayest prosper whithersoever thou goest.

			This book of the law shall not depart out of thy mouth; but thou shalt meditate therein day and night, that thou mayest observe to do according to all that is written therein: for then thou shalt make thy way prosperous, and then thou shalt have good success.

			Have not I commanded thee? Be strong and of a good courage; be not afraid, neither be thou dismayed: for the Lord thy God is with thee whithersoever thou goest.

			Then, as Rev. Thruston requested, my father read Psalm 23:

			The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want.

			He maketh me to lie down in green pastures: he leadeth me beside the still waters.

			He restoreth my soul: he leadeth me in the paths of righteousness for his name’s sake.

			Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me.

			Thou preparest a table before me in the presence of mine enemies: thou anointest my head with oil; my cup runneth over.

			Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life: and I will dwell in the house of the Lord forever.

			Somehow, Father made it through the reading without his voice cracking until he got to the final verse about dwelling “in the house of the Lord forever.” I must acknowledge shedding tears as soon as he began to speak. 

			For the Gospel reading, Rev. Thruston chose Luke 22, verses 35 and 36. He began saying, “These are the words of Jesus Christ our Lord:”

			And he said unto them, “When I sent you without purse, and scrip, and shoes, lacked ye any thing?” And they said, “Nothing.”

			 Then said he unto them, “But now, he that hath a purse, let him take it, and likewise his scrip: and he that hath no sword, let him sell his garment, and buy one.”

			He concluded with: “These are the words of our Lord,” to which the congregation replied. “Amen.”  

			Then, to the consternation of some, particularly our Quaker neighbors and those urging submission to the British monarchy, he delivered a sermon worthy of Jonathan Mayhew, the pastor who used his pulpit in Boston to denounce the Crown for “taxation without representation.” 

			Rev. Thruston began by quoting the first two verses of chapter 13 of Paul’s letter to the ancient Christian Church in Rome:

			Let every soul be subject unto the higher powers. For there is no power but of God: the powers that be are ordained of God.

			Whosoever therefore resisteth the power, resisteth the ordinance of God: and they that resist shall receive to themselves damnation.

			And then he pointed out that “every soul” included the king—and emphasized there was nothing in the remainder of the passage—or anywhere else in the Holy Book—prohibiting rebellion against evil. He went on to remind all in attendance “the Lord of the Universe is a Just God” Who would “punish evil doers who do not repent, just as He punished Ahab, Israel’s evil king for oppressing his people.”

			He then quoted several verses from Proverbs 29, noting as he did, “God’s word has a powerful message for rulers who abuse their power and the people they rule:”  

			He, that being often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, and that without remedy.

			When the righteous are in authority, the people rejoice: but when the wicked beareth rule, the people mourn.

			In the transgression of an evil man there is a snare: but the righteous doth sing and rejoice.

			The righteous considereth the cause of the poor: but the wicked regardeth not to know it.

			The bloodthirsty hate the upright: but the just seek his soul.

			If a ruler hearken to lies, all his servants are wicked.

			The king that faithfully judgeth the poor, his throne shall be established forever.

			When the wicked are multiplied, transgression increaseth: but the righteous shall see their fall.

			Where there is no vision, the people perish: but he that keepeth the law, happy is he.

			Many seek the ruler’s favour; but every man’s judgment cometh from the Lord.

			An unjust man is an abomination to the just: and he that is upright in The Way is abomination to the wicked.

			His sermon was interrupted by frequent shouts of “Amen!” from the congregation. Much to our father’s gratitude, Rev. Thruston described Joshua as “upright, “righteous,” and “just.” He closed with the words of Solomon from Ecclesiastes:

			To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven:

			A time to be born, and a time to die; a time to plant, and a time to pluck up that which is planted;

			A time to kill, and a time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up;

			A time to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance;

			A time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones together; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing;

			A time to get, and a time to lose; a time to keep, and a time to cast away;

			A time to rend, and a time to sew; a time to keep silence, and a time to speak;

			A time to love, and a time to hate; a time of war, and a time of peace.

			To which he added, “Now, sadly, this is a time for war.”2 

			In case anyone in attendance may have missed the message, the service concluded with another of Charles Wesley’s hymns, “Soldiers of Christ Arise”:

			Soldiers of Christ arise, and put your armour on, strong in the strength which God supplies through His eternal Son;

			strong in the Lord of hosts, and in His mighty power: who in the strength of Jesus trusts is more than conqueror.

			Stand then in His great might, with all His strength endued, and take, to arm you for the fight, the panoply of God.

			From strength to strength go on, wrestle, and fight, and pray: tread all the powers of darkness down, and win the well-fought day. . . .

			. . . That having all things done, and all your conflicts past, ye may o’er come, through Christ alone, and stand complete at last.

			[image: ]

			Father and I stayed behind as the others departed the chapel. His eyes were dried of tears by the time Rev. Thruston, now unadorned by vestments, came from the vestry, sat down beside my father, and said, “James, how may I be of service to you?”

			My father asked him to meet me in the morning and accompany me in meeting with “the Captain.” The pastor agreed and said, “I know you are heading to Williamsburg, but can you stay for a few minutes? As we do when the weather permits, the ladies of the parish have spread blankets on the lawn and set out a delicious repast. You should eat some of what they have prepared before you start your journey.”

			Ever the gentleman he raised his sons to be, Father agreed. We accompanied Rev. Thruston outside and were immediately surrounded by ladies and plied with food and cups of cider. I must confess, I looked in vain for the girl who played the flute for the hymns during the service.   

			Father stayed for little more than an hour. Then, he quietly thanked everyone for their kindness and excused himself explaining, “I must hasten to Williamsburg to inform my son Paul what has happened to his brother.”

			Rev. Thruston walked with us as Father headed for his big bay stallion. Before mounting he turned to us and said to me, “Tomorrow morning Rev. Thruston will accompany you to the Shenandoah Store to meet the best commander in our Virginia Militia. He is seeking men with your skills, great perseverance, and courage to fight for our country. You are the kind of man he needs.”

			Then, as though he thought for a moment before putting his left foot in the stirrup, he turned to me, kissed me on the forehead, put his arms around my shoulders, and said, “Godspeed and good hunting.”

			I didn’t know it then, but it would be two long years before I would see my father again.

			Endnotes

			1.	Battletown is the archaic cognomen for what is now the town of Berryville, VA.

			2. In January 1776, Rev. John Peter Gabriel Muhlenberg would give a similar sermon to his Lutheran congregation in Woodstock, VA, at the end of which he cast off his clerical robes and revealed he was wearing the uniform of a Colonel in the Continental Army. He promptly recruited more than 200 from his parish and his neighbors in the Shenandoah Valley, to enlist in his regiment.

		


		
			CHAPTER THREE


			LISTEN AND LEARN


			Winchester, Virginia

			Monday, April 24th,1775

			In accord with my father’s instructions, before retiring on Sunday night, I put out the clothing and kit he recommended and set the alarm on the pendulum clock our mother inherited from her parents. The chimes awakened me before first light. I arose, put on a linsey-woolsey hunting shirt, linen leggin’s, a good pair of moccasins, and belted on my hunting knife and the steel fighting hatchet Father gave me.

			Thus attired, I gathered my journal, two quills, and checked to ensure the lid on the tin travel inkwell was tight. I then collected the equipment Father prescribed: my .45 caliber William Henry rifle, a leather cartridge case with sixty hand-made, paper-wrapped, powder and ball cartridges sealed with bear fat, and a full, goat-skin water bag. I also grabbed the leather case containing my bullet mold, spring vise, wiper, screwdriver, six extra flints, small file, pick, and the ball-puller Father made. All but the rifle, cartridge case, and water skin, I loaded in my saddlebags, stepped out on the porch, and locked the door with the key hanging from a lanyard around my neck.

			Father taught us to never leave home with an empty firearm, for one never knew when it might be needed. So, standing on the porch in the dim pre-dawn light, I cocked the hammer on my rifle and checked by “feel” that the flint was sharp and tight in the jaws of my rifle’s hammer. After placing the leather cover over the frizzen, I drew a cartridge from the case and bit off the end. In a motion that was second-nature to every hunter in the valley of Virginia, I poured a small amount of powder into the flash-pan, closed the frizzen, poured the rest of the charge down the barrel, drove home the ball and linen wad with my ram-rod, and set the hammer at half-cock.

			Satisfied with my preparations, I walked to our stable, saddled my favorite mount, Midnight, a steady, sure-footed mare, tossed my saddlebags across her rump, and mounted. As we departed the stable, Casey, my faithful female spaniel—and the best pointing-flushing-retriever a hunter could ever want—started whining frightfully. I relented and turned her loose to accompany us. 

			We were barely out of town when Casey suddenly alerted, hunched down, and pointed into the wind toward the underbrush on the left of the path. I dismounted, cocked my rifle, checked the pan to ensure I hadn’t lost any powder, and walked slowly up behind her. 

			Though I could neither hear nor see anything, she remained frozen in place as I crept forward. Save the slight quiver in her hindquarters and the anxious furrow in her brow, the dog might have been carved of wood. After peering into the foliage without glimpsing anything, I shrugged and said quietly, “get ’em up!” 

			As my little brown dog charged into the brush, I hoped she wasn’t about to flush a polecat or worse, a bear. My concern was instantly dispelled by several sharp “putts” as a large tom turkey ran out on the trail with Casey in close pursuit. The big bird took flight in a rush of wings, heading straightaway down the path, high enough to give me a clear shot. The fowl dropped like a stone into the underbrush—followed by a retriever on a mission.

			My satisfaction at hitting a fast-flying bird with a single ball was instantly quashed by the sound of a furious fight between fur and feathers. From the sound of things, the turkey was far from dead when it hit the ground. To further my lesson in humility, I then noticed my horse was no longer behind me. In my excitement at the prospect of fresh game, I had failed to tether her reins when dismounting and she bolted at the sound of my shot.  

			Having forgotten one of Father’s important lessons, I wasn’t about to ignore another. Before wading into the woods to learn the outcome of the dog versus turkey battle, I quickly pulled another cartridge out of my case and recharged my rifle. 

			As I rammed home another round, I was treated to the sight of Casey dragging the still-flapping turkey out onto the trail and a rider approaching from the opposite direction leading Midnight by her reins. The panting dog arrived first, her muzzle covered with blood—mostly from the bird but some of her own inflicted by the big tom’s beak and spurs.

			A quick examination and a “Good Dog!” was all it took for her to place the bird in my hand and sit—tail wagging madly—as I swung the bird by the neck to finish its misery. 

			Casey was licking the blood off her paws as the rider arrived with the exclamation, “Good dog indeed, Nathanael! And a good shot as well. Would this horse be yours?”

			This was certainly not the way I intended to meet Rev. Thruston this morning, but he was smiling as he handed me the reins and said, “If you’re going to dress that bird for dinner, please be so kind as to save me some wing feathers for quills.”

			“Yes sir,” I replied. “I shall do so now if it won’t make us late arriving at the Shenandoah Store.”

			He consulted his pocket watch and nodded, “We have time, if you’re as good with a knife as you are with your rifle.”

			It took less than five minutes to tether the dog and the horse, tie the bird’s legs to a sapling, cut the carcass, breast it, and wrap the two large breasts, the wings, and tail feathers in a leather sheet and stuff them into my saddlebags. As I remounted and our horses headed south, side-by-side on the path, Rev. Thruston said, “Well done. Your father was right.”

			“Right about what, sir?”

			“He said you are as well skilled in the woods as any frontiersman twice your age.”

			Those were words I never heard from my father so I asked, “May I inquire when my father said this to you?”

			“I was with your father on Saturday afternoon at the Casselmans’ home when the Trusted Courier from Massachusetts delivered the sad news about your brother, Joshua. Captain Morgan was there as well. After hearing the Courier’s report, Captain Morgan asked your father if you were ‘of age to fight’ and whether you can read, write, and do numbers. Your father said you were one of the best marksmen he knew and described you as the hunter and woodsman you just showed me to be. He also said you’re big for sixteen and know how to read, write, and do arithmetic.”

			I was pleased to hear what Father said, hoped my hubris did not show and asked, “Why did Captain Morgan ask about whether I can read, write, and do numbers?”

			“I will let him tell you,” answered Rev. Thruston. Then he queried, “Nathanael, who taught you your schooling?”

			“My mother. And after she died, my father continued teaching my brothers and me.”

			“And what else did your parents teach you?”

			“Well, many things. Our mother certainly taught us to avoid the place where we are heading now. She told us Mr. Allason’s Shenandoah Store was a ‘rough place frequented by coarse men who play cards and drink too much rum.’ Is it still?”

			Rev. Thruston laughed, “Ah, yes. She was correct. But it’s also the kind of place where Captain Morgan can recruit the coarse, rough men he is going to need in the days ahead. Tell me, Nathanael, what do you know about Captain Morgan?”

			It wasn’t the kind of question I expected and replied, “It seems as though everyone in the Valley of Virginia knows about Daniel Morgan. Some people seem to love him and others hate him but most everyone seems to respect him. My father told us he owes his life to Captain Morgan—”

			“Go on,” Rev. Thruston said when I paused.
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