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Introduction

This second volume in the “Lineage” series examines the life of the fictitious Thomas Harris during and after the Revolutionary War. Harris was one of the central figures in Chapter Twelve of “Lineage: A Novel.” Harris distinguished himself in three major battles of the American Revolution: Monmouth Courthouse, Stony Point, and Yorktown. His storied path crossed with George Washington, the Marquis de Lafayette, Aaron Burr, and Alexander Hamilton, among others. 

As with the first book, the author has tried to overlay his family tree on events in history, filling in the blanks of “what might have been,” had one of the leaves on the author’s family tree been there to participate. Harris and his family are a composite of individuals who appear in the family tree, either as direct ancestors or distant cousins approximately nine generations before the author. 

Several of the author’s relatives fought in the American Revolution, with at least one serving as a Sergeant and another as a Lieutenant, both presumably in the Connecticut regiments. These patriots also formed the nucleus of the family’s migration to the west, through New York, Pennsylvania, and Ohio, settling in a broad swath of land from the western end of Lake Erie to the southern tip of Lake Michigan by the late 1800’s
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Although this book focuses on a fictitious character who fought in the American Revolution, historical context is necessary to fully understand the events described in this book. One important facet is the personalities that the fictitious Thomas Harris encountered before, during, and after his military service. Volumes have been written about each one of these individuals; only the most salient points relevant to individuals who could have crossed paths with Thomas Harris are included here. 

His Excellency, General George Washington: Washington was the Commander-in-Chief of the Continental Army. His military genius is the stuff that legends are made of. 

Major General Friedrich Wilhelm August Heinrich Ferdinand, Baron von Steuben: originally a Prussian military officer with service as an aide-de-camp to Frederick the Great, von Steuben arrived at Valley Forge midway through the winter encampment, on February 23, 1778, and volunteered for service in the Continental Army. A strict military disciplinarian and firm believer in rigid, precise training, von Steuben is credited with authorship of “Regulations for the Order and Discipline of the Troops of the United States,” which remained the Army’s manual for drill until the War of 1812. Baron von Steuben was instrumental in the bayonet becoming more widely used as a weapon for close-quarters combat; he also laid the foundation for precise record-keeping in the Army. The Baron was also rumored to be a homosexual, with romantic attachments to his aide-de-camp, Captain Benjamin Walker.

Major General Alexander McDougall: commander of the Continental Army’s Highlands Department numerous times between 1776 and 1781. Scottish by ethnicity, McDougall was a privateer in the French and Indian War and led Continental troops in the Invasion of Quebec in 1775. He was an outspoken advocate for better conditions for soldiers throughout the war.

Colonel Return Jonathan Meigs: commanded Connecticut troops in the assault on Stony Point; later a settler in the Connecticut Western Reserve/Northwest Territory parcels now making up the state of Ohio. 

Brigadier General “Mad Anthony” Wayne: commander of Continental forces in the assault on the British fortification at Stony Point, about 30 miles north of New York City, on July 16, 1779. The attack was conducted in silence, with unloaded muskets, using only bayonets against the enemy. 

Lieutenant Colonel Aaron Burr: a regimental commander under the Third Pennsylvania Brigade; succumbed to heat exhaustion at Monmouth and never returned to full military service. Later became Vice President of the United States under Thomas Jefferson and is the infamous killer of Alexander Hamilton. Burr is a distant cousin of the author.

Lieutenant General Charles Lord Cornwallis: commander of the 1st Division, British forces, at Monmouth and later overall operational commander of the surrendering British land forces at Yorktown. 

Lieutenant General Sir Henry Clinton: Commander-in-Chief of British land forces in North America.

Marie-Joseph Paul Yves Roch Gilbert du Motier, Marquis de Lafayette: known simply as “Lafayette” to the Americans, he was the son of a wealthy French family and commissioned an officer in the French Army at the age of 13. By age 19, in 1776, he was a Major General serving in America. After Yorktown, Lafayette returned to France and was a key figure in the French Revolution of 1789.

Lieutenant Colonel Alexander Hamilton:  Hamilton was Washington’s most trusted aide-de-camp. Hamilton was denied command early in the war, which led to a rift with Washington and a temporary release from military duties in early 1781, before the massive movement to Yorktown. Once recalled to duty, Hamilton was given command of a battalion that was responsible for overtaking Redoubt Number Ten at Yorktown.

Lieutenant Colonel John Laurens: Laurens was another of Washington’s aides-de-camp and a close friend of Alexander Hamilton. Laurens wintered at Valley Forge and fought at Monmouth Courthouse. Laurens was known for his fearlessness under fire, as well as wounding Major General Charles Lee in a duel in December 1778.

Major General Phillip Schuyler: commander of the Continental’s Northern Department during the Battle of Fort Ticonderoga. Replaced by General Horatio Gates before the Battle of Saratoga and court-martialed on charges of dereliction of duty. Resigned from service in April 1779. Father of Elizabeth Schuyler, who eventually married Alexander Hamilton. Schuyler was New York’s first Senator, but lost re-election to Aaron Burr.  At least one line of the Schuyler family may be related to the author by marriage; however, the connection is tenuous at best.

Catherine (also known as “Kitty”) Van Rensselaer Schuyler: wife of Major General Philip Schuyler and great-great granddaughter of Killian Van Rennselaer, the original founder of a Dutch colony in the Albany region of eastern New York. The Van Rennselaer-Schuyler marriage linked two of New York’s great landholding families.

Elizabeth (“Eliza” or “Betsey”) Schuyler Hamilton: daughter of Philip and Catherine Schuyler and wife of Alexander Hamilton; married on December 14, 1780. She bore eight children, seven of whom lived to adulthood. She outlived Alexander Hamilton by 50 years and founded the first private orphanage in New York City.

Marshal jean-Baptiste Donatien de Vimeur, comte de Rochambeau: known simply as “Rochambeau.” Commander-in-Chief of French Expeditionary Force aiding the Continentals in the American Revolution. A Lieutenant General and technically senior to Washington by time of service, Rochambeau is alleged to have told Washington that he “came to serve, not to lead.”

Brigadier General Benedict Arnold: turncoat American general who defected to the British after devising a plan to surrender West Point; the plan was discovered before implementation. Arnold was in charge of the British forces that torched New London and Groton, Connecticut, in September 1781, after the Continental and French armies marched south from New Windsor, New York. 

Francois Joseph Paul, comte de Grasse: French naval officer who achieved rank of Admiral and commanded the French fleet at the Battle of the Chesapeake in 1781, which led directly to the surrender of the British at Yorktown.

Colonel Banastre’ Tarleton: commander of British cavalry forces known for their speed in battle and their alleged brutality. Following the Battle of Waxhaws in South Carolina (May 29, 1780), Tarleton’s cavalry was alleged to have massacred over 100 American soldiers who were under a white flag of surrender.  At Yorktown in October 1781, Tarleton’s cavalry attempted a raid north of the York River, but was repulsed by Virginia militiamen.

Captain Aaron Olmsted: wealthy sea captain and investor in Connecticut Land Company; served as Adjutant General of the 4th Connecticut Regiment during the Revolutionary War. Purchased a major part of the Connecticut Western Reserve which encompassed areas now known as North Olmsted, Olmsted Falls, and Olmsted Township in Cuyahoga County as well as Franklin Township and most of the city of Kent in Portage County. 

Robert Harpur: Irish-born professor of mathematics at King’s College and later involved in New York State politics. He is credited with surveying the Central Military Tract as well as naming several townships in New York, often basing the names on classical literature. He eventually settled in the Binghampton area.

Oliver Stevens: first permanent white settler of Oswego County, NY, ca. 1789.  Established a tavern for Lake Ontario boatmen.

“When we assumed the Soldier, we did not lay aside the Citizen.”


George Washington



“The patriot volunteer, fighting for his country and his rights, makes the most reliable soldier on earth.”


Thomas “Stonewall” Jackson 
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Chapter One: A Soldier’s Homecoming
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Fall of 1778

Sergeant Thomas Harris trained at Valley Forge during the harsh winter encampment of 1777-1778. He was a star pupil of Rochambeau during the encampment and was quickly recognized for his leadership ability. This was in addition to the marksmanship skills he developed as a young man in Connecticut. 

Harris was promoted to Sergeant just before the Continental Army decamped in June of 1778 and he was put in charge of a squad of riflemen who were known throughout the Army as second to none. Harris, who called Connecticut home, was also a gunsmith who focused on customizing rifles to improve their accuracy, their looks, and the way they fit each individual soldier. 

Most of Harris’s work was done at his small workshop in Connecticut before he enlisted in the Continental Army in the spring of 1777. Though his enlistment took him away from his workshop, he was able to requisition the necessary tools and materials to modify the weapons used by his rifle squad. Each man was custom-fitted for their weapon, right down to the sights and firing mechanisms. The only thing that Harris could not modify was the rifling in each barrel. Harris’s wooden stocks were hand-carved from native hardwoods and the techniques he used to bed the hardware into the wood was unparalleled anywhere else in the colonies. His techniques resulted in a highly-accurate and very durable weapon that could stand up to the rigors of battle and long-range sharpshooting from concealed positions. 

After the Battle of Monmouth Courthouse, Harris was detached from his regiment and allowed to return to his home in Connecticut but remain on active duty. His new mission was to recruit men into the Continental Army and train them to be ready when called to serve. Three Privates were assigned to Harris as well, to assist him with training the new recruits. 

Connecticut Private Johann Kruikshank was a man of Dutch descent. His family had been in the Colonies for over a century (arriving on the Hector from England in mid-1642, along with one of Thomas Harris’s ancestors;​[1] neither man was aware of this connection). Kruikshank’s English was perfect and unaccented. He had enlisted in the Continental Army not long after Thomas Harris but remained a Private as he had not been recognized for any leadership abilities, mostly because he had not been given opportunities to lead. Kruikshank was unmarried and wintered at Valley Forge with Thomas Harris. Before joining the Continental Army, he was an apprentice blacksmith.

Private George Gifford, also from Connecticut, was of pure English origin. All sixteen of his great-great-grandparents migrated to the New World in the 1640’s. Their descendants all married other British emigrants. Originally a Loyalist, George realized that there was merit in the Colonial desire for independence. He felt that Royal rule under King George III was oppressive and that the colonies were paying an unequal share of taxes to support endeavors of the Crown. Gifford was the first member of his family to marry outside of English bloodlines; his wife was of Dutch/German descent. Gifford was a shopkeeper from West Litchfield, Connecticut, and left the general store in his wife’s hands when he enlisted.

Private Franklin Essig was barely seventeen years old when he enlisted in the Continental Army just before the Battle of Monmouth Courthouse. Of German descent and with near-native fluency, he could just as easily have fought with the Hessian auxiliaries​[2] on the British side. Instead, he chose the Colonial cause, as he could see no valid reason to remain subservient to a king. His mother died in childbirth and his father was known as the village drunkard. Essig could not wait to find something to do that would take him outside of his Rhode Island village and the ridicule that went along with being the son of the town drunkard.

Harris and the three Privates headed north for Connecticut about a month after the Battle of Monmouth Courthouse was over, on orders from General Washington himself. Because he had to take a circuitous route and avoid British patrols, especially around New York City, it took him roughly six weeks to make the 300-mile journey, averaging less than ten miles a day. Sergeant Harris and his three Privates had been allocated a pair of draught horses and a wagon to haul their equipment; this necessitated frequent short stops to water and feed the horses. They also had to make longer stops, one of them for as long as a week, if there was British activity in the area. 

When Thomas reached his home village near New London in early September 1778, he dropped off the three soldiers at the village square. Harris also met with the village leaders to inform them of his mission and Washington’s orders. “Gentlemen,” Harris began, “His Excellency, General Washington, has commanded me to set up camp in this area and begin training recruits for service in the Continental Army.”

David Gates, the elder of the village Selectmen, responded, “Sergeant Harris, we understand your orders and welcome the opportunity to support the Continental cause. It is fortunate that our village no longer has any Loyalist leanings, as all of those people have fled for the safety of British protection in New York City.” 

Gates continued, “But... we need assurances from you that your drill and training activities will not be disruptive to the village and we ask that you move your men out into the woodlands before engaging in any marksmanship practice.” 

Harris replied, “I assure you, sir, that I will keep the village’s safety in mind and also be sure that the town is notified any time we are to engage in firing live ammunition.” Harris paused for a moment, then continued, “I must also advise you that part of the military training techniques I was taught by Baron von Steuben at Valley Forge includes rapid reloading of weapons after firing. We will do this without loading actual bullets into our rifles, but we will have discharge them to add realism to the training.” 

David Gates pondered this for a moment, then huddled with his colleagues. They agreed unanimously that Harris could train on the village green, with the promise that the village would be given a day’s notice whenever firing was to take place. With that, Sergeant Harris shook each of the Selectmen’s hands, gave his three Privates their orders for the evening, and hurried to his home. 

Walking up the path to his house, everything looked so familiar, yet so surreal. Thomas did not believe he was actually home – after two years away. The outside of the house had changed little. It was still whitewashed to perfection and the windows were spotless. Anne’s well-tended flower gardens were on either side of the front door. The vegetable garden, complete with a scarecrow, to the south side.

As he got closer, Thomas could smell the familiar scents of Anne’s legendary cooking and he remembered just how much that meant to him; besides, Army cooking was not known for its variety or palatability. He had been living on Army rations for two years, with only the occasional exception. His mouth was already watering at the smell of her biscuits baking in the oven he built for her with his own hands.

Thomas’s June 29 letter to his wife, Anne, had only reached her less than a week earlier. She was hanging the laundry out to dry when she saw a familiar figure walking up the wagon path to their home. She knew in an instant that it was her husband, Thomas Harris, in the flesh! 

Anne dropped what she was doing and ran to greet her husband. It had been just shy of two years since his departure, and his letters home had been infrequent, more because of a lack of reliable mail service than his lack of willingness to write. She flung herself into his arms and they kissed passionately. 

As they walked arm-in-arm to their small house, their daughter, Hannah, ran out to see what was causing the commotion. Hannah had just turned six years old when her father left to join the Army in early 1777; she was now just past her seventh birthday. Behind her was their son, Richard David, who was barely a year old when Thomas left. He was now a typically shy three-year-old and did not recognize his father. 

“Papa!” Hannah exclaimed, “you’re home! We were afraid we were never going to see you again.”

Thomas melted as he heard his daughter’s enthusiasm for his return. “Hannah-girl, wild horses couldn’t keep me away from you, your brother, or your mother.”

“Papa, why are you still wearing a uniform? If you are home, aren’t you done with the Army?” 

“Hannah-girl, General Washington himself sent me back to you. He wants me to train new soldiers to join the Army – and he asked me to do it right here in Connecticut. I will stay here with you as long as I can.”

Hannah Harris was named for Hannah Uncas, the daughter of Benjamin Uncas, Sachem of the Mohicans. Richard Harris was named for a distant cousin who was a Presbyterian deacon. Both of their namesakes had fought bravely on the same side in the French and Indian War but were also devout Christians who Thomas and Anne looked up to as examples of strong faith under trying conditions. Thomas and Anne were aware that Benjamin Uncas and the elder Richard Harris passed away on the same day, in part because of their strong bond to each other as best friends.  They wanted their children to share that bond and had already explained to Hannah who she was named after.

Once the excitement of his arrival had settled down, Thomas Harris realized that he hadn’t eaten anything substantial since the previous day. “Anne, my darling,” he crooned, “I am mighty hungry after my travels back to you, and a well-fed husband is what you will need tonight.” 

Anne caught the playful hint as soon as he said it. She countered with some banter of her own. “Husband, your dinner will be ready in a moment. I have had a pot of venison stew cooking all day and biscuits are on the rise. But, my dear, I am so tired from cooking and doing the washing all day that I might fall asleep before the moon comes up.” Regardless, she felt a familiar, but long suppressed, heat rising deep within her body.

Thomas and Anne Harris had been married for approximately seven years before he left to join the Army. When they married, she was a maiden of seventeen and he was just shy of twenty. He had just completed an apprenticeship with a gunsmith in New London and was ready to start his own gunsmithing business – in addition to the subsistence farming that was necessary for all New England families in the 18th Century. Hannah was born less than a year into their marriage, and Richard followed about two years later. They likely would have had at least one more child if Thomas had not been absent.

After dinner was over and the children had settled into their beds, Thomas and Anne sat before the fire in their humble but comfortable home. The structure itself was a rectangle, with a fireplace and cooking hearth on the short wall to the left of the front door. The area nearest the fireplace also served as a living area where the family could keep warm by the fire before going to bed. A table and food preparation area sat in the middle of the long rear wall, and the sleeping areas, to the right of the front door, took up roughly a third of the home. 

During the summer months, Anne tended a flower garden and always had fresh-cut flowers in the house. She also grew red roses in a small “fancy garden” near the front door. Whenever she could, she would take a single rosebud into the house and wait for its heady scent to permeate the living areas.

Richard and Hannah shared the same sleeping space for the time being; their sleeping area was closest to the front of the house. Anne and Thomas had the larger sleeping area, which held a feather bed and was curtained off for privacy. Over the sleeping areas, there was a loft for storage – which doubled as temporary quarters for the occasional guest. When guests visited, Thomas would string as many hammocks as necessary between the rafters; it was easier than having full beds or cots in the loft area. 

The quiet time before bed was their time, when the couple shared their most intimate conversations. Thomas Harris moved closer to his wife, who was seated on the rocking chair mending one of Hannah’s dresses. Thomas knelt on the floor and put his head tenderly into Anne’s lap. She stroked his hair gently as he started to relax. He was returning to being a loving husband, rather than a disciplined Sergeant in the Continental Army.

For a while, the only sounds were an owl outside the house, the crackling of the fire, and Thomas’s heavy but relaxed breathing. “My darling,” Thomas said softly, “I am so glad to be home and away from the war. When we were fighting at Monmouth, I saw things... dreadful things. One of my men was standing next to me and in the next cannon volley, he was gone. I won’t share the particulars with you, but it was pretty messy.”

Sergeant Harris continued, “even before we were engaged with the British, there was chaos as General Lee’s column went into retreat. General Washington himself stepped in and ordered me to take my men into fighting positions. What we did to eliminate British officers is part of the reason I am here: His Excellency told me himself that I should be training men to fight.” 

“My darling, there was more to the engagement than just the fighting. We also had to deal with oppressive heat. It was well over 100 degrees on the day of the battle and men and horses were dropping like flies from exhaustion. Even our commander, Lieutenant Colonel Burr, was taken ill by the heat. When I left to join you here, he was still a very sick man.”

“Thomas Harris,” Anne countered, “enough talk of war. Let’s talk about our children and what they have done while you have been gone... Hannah is learning to read and does quite well for her age. Richard is a typical toddler. He’s talking up a storm – but still hasn’t quite mastered the art of going to the privy. He will stay dry and clean for most of a day – and then get distracted by a bug or a lizard or something and forget that he has to go. It’s usually quite the mess that I have to clean up.”

“Speaking of the privy...” Thomas got up at that moment and went to the outhouse which was behind the house and just into the woods, safely downhill from their water well.

When he returned a few minutes later, it was obvious that Anne had retired to the bedroom. He knew this to be one of her signals that they were not going to go immediately to sleep once they were both in bed. Thomas couldn’t get to the bedroom fast enough.

When he pulled back the curtain and entered the bedchamber, Anne was waiting for him. She had almost completely undressed, saving her final disrobing for his arrival. Her hair was down and she was trembling with anticipation. Their bedchamber had a small window to the back, mainly for ventilation, but this night it let the light of the full moon shine in. 

Anne used the moonlight to her advantage. Her pale skin literally glowed. She whispered, “Thomas, will you please sit down for a moment?” He sat down in the chair near the door and watched as his wife slowly removed the rest of her undergarments, trying to maintain eye contact with him the entire time she was undressing.

As she uncovered her breasts, her nipples quickly became erect and her trembling increased; neither was caused by the cool night air.  By the time she was standing naked in front of him in the moonlight, he had started unbuttoning his shirt. She moved across the room and began helping him undress – teasing him with her body as she did.  As Anne moved closer, the scent of her perfume was intoxicating for Thomas, and she was more than ready for him... it had been so long since... His thoughts quickly snapped back to the moment at hand.

Thomas Harris’s own quick readiness for what was to follow was obvious as soon as she helped him out of his uniform trousers. Once they were both naked, they kissed passionately and fell into bed. Their first union was passionate and short-lived, but both were satisfied very quickly. They were both afraid of waking the children with their sounds of satisfaction. 

Neither Thomas nor Anne wanted their special time together to end too quickly. They held each other close for a while, and then resumed their lovemaking in a more familiar and practiced way; after all, they were together for five years before Thomas left to join the Continental Army. Despite the familiarity, they still continued with the intensity of newlyweds, remaining up most of the night and falling asleep just before dawn.

When they arose the next morning, Anne Harris was still aglow from the previous night’s activity. Thomas, too, was satisfied and smiling for the first time in many weeks. He had forgotten how much he had missed his wife, especially the things they did with each other in the privacy of their bedchamber.

After a very boisterous and noisy breakfast with Anne and the children, Sergeant Thomas Harris donned his uniform and walked back to the village green. His three soldiers were already up and cleaning their weapons; they had been served breakfast, too – by three of the town’s most eligible, single young ladies. The Privates rose as Sergeant Harris approached. Because Harris was a Sergeant and not an officer, they did not salute him. “Good Morning, Sergeant Harris!” they all chimed in unison.

“Good Morning, men.”

“Sergeant, what do you have in store for us today?”

“Privates, the first thing we need to do is to set up a perimeter boundary for this camp. I want it to reflect military pride at all times. You also need to identify a location for a privy that is downhill from any water supply, just like we did at Valley Forge.”

“Yes, Sergeant!”

With that, the men began working on their miniature encampment. Even though there were only three of them permanently in the camp at the time, Harris would eventually spend at least two nights a week there with them so that the men could each have some time off away from their tents.

By the end of the first week, Harris and his men had enlisted their first soldier. Asa Jackson, age eighteen, signed his enlistment papers and was immediately issued a uniform and a mock rifle. He was to be billeted in the same tent with the private who had been in the Continental Army for the shortest period. 

A few days later, two more locals joined Harris’s squad. Jesse Cooper, age twenty, and Josiah Miller, age nineteen. This brought the camp population up to six men, and the three newest recruits now shared a tent with Private Franklin Essig, the most junior of the three original Privates.

The recruits were not given the privilege of rank at first; they were merely “Recruit.” They had to earn the right to call themselves “Private.” Baron von Steuben emphasized this at Valley Forge, that the respect of rank was earned – and that came through training.  Lots of training. Monotonous training. Training in the rain. Training in the snow. Training in the heat. All part of making soldiers out of a common man.

By the end of their first week in camp, the new recruits had actually become proficient at marching in formation.  Well, as much of a formation as seven men could be, anyway. The drilling on the green became the attractant for other men to join Harris’s unit as well. By the end of the second week, five more men had enlisted. This meant that all three of the original Privates were now sharing tents with the new recruits. The squad under Sergeant Harris’s command now included eleven men. 

As time went on, the villagers became accustomed to the Army presence on the green. They even looked forward to observing the daily drills, especially the marching. Meanwhile, Thomas Harris went home to his wife every evening and was very involved in teaching his children survival skills. Of course, Thomas and Anne also invested considerable time in the physical side of their marriage, definitely making up for lost time. 

In addition to the constant training, the village was provided protection. Each night, the soldiers set up a perimeter around the village as a night watch. Harris got approval from the Selectment to implement the overwatch and felt that it was not only beneficial to the village – but necessary for his men’s training.

By Christmas, 1778, Harris’s squad included:

Private Johann Kruikshank

Private George Gifford

Private Franklin Essig

Recruit Asa Jackson

Recruit Jesse Cooper

Recruit Josiah Miller

Recruit Abraham Foster

Recruit David Cooper (Jesse’s younger brother)

Recruit John Dahlgren

Recruit Frederick Proctor

Recruit Manfred Zermatt, from Germany

At Christmas, Sergeant Harris received a shipment from the Continental Army: rifles for each of his current cadre, plus about a dozen extras for additional recruits. The men already had passable uniforms, but the shipment also included a few blankets to ease the numbing winter chill common to New England. 

Fortunately, the Selectmen had acquired an abandoned farmhouse about 100 yards off the village green under “eminent domain” rules. The previous owner of the small parcel was not directly compensated for the property; rather, he was given what was in essence an “IOU” that promised payment once the war with Britain was over. After the property had been cleared for use, the soldiers moved into it and became responsible for its upkeep. 

The farmhouse was, at least in theory, owned by the village. The Selectmen discussed how quartering troops there would seem vis-à-vis the Declaration of Independence. One of the key points in the Declaration was an objection to the Quartering Acts (1765, 1774) that authorized the appropriation of any form of lodging necessary to house Crown troops. The Acts authorized troops to be housed in “uninhabited houses, outhouses, barns, or other buildings,’ and Colonial authorities were required to pay the costs associated with housing and feeding the Crown troops. The Selectmen agreed that they were not doing anything contrary to the Declaration of Independence as they made the choice to billet the soldiers there.

"Let every nation know, whether it wishes us well or ill, that we shall pay any price, bear any burden, meet any hardship, support any friend, oppose any foe to assure the survival and the success of liberty."


President John F. Kennedy
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Chapter Two: Once and Always a Soldier
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Christmas, 1778 to May, 1779

On Christmas Day, 1778, a post rider entered the village to deliver a letter to Sergeant Harris, from Major General Alexander McDougall, Commander, Highlands Department, Continental Army. The letter was written in the hand of the general’s private secretary, but affixed with McDougall’s signature and seal. The letter read:

From: Commanding General

Highlands Department, Continental Army

Date:  December 1, 1778

Sergeant Harris, 

Your orders.

Effective on January 1, 1779, you are to appoint one of your men as Corporal, with all of the responsibilities and privileges associated with that rank. Please advise name of soldier by return of post.

Also effective on January 1, 1779, your eight recruits are to be elevated to full status as Privates in the Continental Army. As of that date, they will officially be soldiers and expected to remain loyal to the cause for the duration of our hostilities with the British. 

Training is to continue until such time as you and your unit are called into service.

MajGen A. McDougall

Sergeant Harris assembled his men on December 31, 1778. He read the orders from General McDougall aloud. The men were surprised to learn that one of them would be promoted to Corporal, effective the following day. Thomas Harris let the men ponder the promotion for a moment, before making his announcement. “Soldiers, I am pleased to announce that I have decided to appoint Johann Kruikshank as Corporal in the Continental Army. He is to be promoted to his new rank as of tomorrow at sunrise and will have all the privileges and responsibilities associated with his new rank. I have chosen to promote Kruikshank mainly because of his seniority, having joined the Army just after I did and suffering through the wintering at Valley Forge.”

The men let out a cheer for soon-to-be Corporal Kruikshank. “Huzzah! Huzzah! Huzzah!”

With the morning announcement complete, Sergeant Harris released the men from duty for the remainder of the day. Privates Gifford and Essig were counting on this generosity and had already made plans to spend the last evening of 1778 in the company of two eligible young ladies who made their acquaintance when they arrived about three months earlier. The other men, being from the same village or nearby farms, simply went home to their families. Corporal Kruikshank was too far away from his home to visit his wife in the allotted time, so he elected to remain in camp. As the other men departed, Harris gave them precise instructions to return to the barracks house no later than 9 a.m. on January 2, 1779.

Sergeant Harris himself went home to spend a couple of uninterrupted days with his family. He arrived just before dinner time on New Year’s Eve to find Anne beaming from ear to ear. He knew something was afoot, but couldn’t quite decide what it might be.

Anne Harris embraced her husband and kissed him as soon as he had removed his greatcoat and overshoes. She held him at arm’s length and looked into his eyes. “My dear Thomas,” Anne said, “all of the time we have had together the past few months has been special to me, as I am sure it has been to you. It was so special that the doctor confirmed today that I am with child. We are pretty sure that the baby will be born sometime in late July or early August of next year.”

Thomas Harris was elated and giddy. He twirled his wife around and held her close, kissing her over and over again. “Anne Harris, you are once again keeping me the happiest man in Connecticut. Not only do I have a wonderful wife and two children already, but I have another one on the way!” Harris paused for a moment before continuing in a very soft and tender voice, “let’s hope that the Army does not need me before the baby is born.”
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