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Preface


THOMAS BRACKETT REED was the rock-ribbed Maine Republican who led the U.S. House of Representatives into the modern era of big government. From the Speaker’s chair early in 1890, he unilaterally stripped the legislative minority of the power to obstruct the law-making agenda of the majority. Enraged Democrats branded him a “czar,” which epithet Reed seemed not to mind at all.

Modernity was Reed’s cause from his first Congress in 1877 to the day he resigned in protest over America’s war of choice with Spain. As society was moving forward, he contended, so must the government and the laws. That meant, for instance, the abolition of capital punishment, a cause he championed while representing Portland in the Maine legislature immediately following the Civil War. On the national stage, it meant protective tariffs, peace, women’s suffrage, federally protected voting rights for African-Americans and a strong navy. He heaped ridicule on the Democrats for their Jeffersonian insistence on strictly limited federal powers. The tragedy of Reed’s political life was that the government he helped to cultivate and finance turned warlike and muscular, just as his Democratic antagonists had predicted it would. His friend and onetime protégé Theodore Roosevelt rode that trend into the history books. Reed, heartsick, retired to Wall Street to practice law.

Peace and prosperity make a superior backdrop to everyday living, but they do not necessarily commend an era to the readers or writers of history. Not that either Reed’s life (1839–1902) or his times were anything but eventful. Boom and bust, free trade or protection, race, the rights of subject peoples and the relationship between the individual and the state were the staple points of conflict during his quarter-century in politics.

Czar Reed had a suitably tyrannical presence, standing well over six feet tall and weighing close to 300 pounds. He married a clergyman’s daughter, Susan P. Jones, who opposed women’s suffrage; Katherine, their daughter, lived to advocate it. Reed’s eyes beamed with intelligence but his massive face was bland enough to stump the portraitist John Singer Sargent. “Well,” Reed quipped as he beheld the painter’s failed likeness of himself in 1891, “I hope my enemies are satisfied.”

The party labels of Reed’s day may seem now as if they were stuck on backwards. At that time, the GOP was the party of active government, the Democratic party, the champion of laissez-faire. The Republicans’ sage was Alexander Hamilton, the Democrats’, Thomas Jefferson. The Republicans condemned the Democrats for their parsimony with public funds, the Democrats arraigned the Republicans for their waste and extravagance. And what, in those days, constituted extravagance in federal spending? Arguing in support of a bill to appropriate funds for a new building to house the overcrowded collection of the Library of Congress, Reed had to answer critics who charged that Congress should do without the books rather than raid the Treasury and raise up one more imperial structure to crowd the capital city’s already grandiose thoroughfares.

The library fight was waged with words, but the politics of Reed’s time were shockingly violent. It was embarrassing to Reed to have to try to explain away to his congressional colleagues the near war that erupted in his home state over the stolen 1879 Maine gubernatorial election. Reed had grown used to political bloodshed in the conquered South, but even he, worldwise as he was, had never expected the descendants of the Puritan saints to have to call out the militia to get an honest count of a New England vote. Meanwhile, in Washington, on the floor of the House of Representatives, ex-soldiers would put aside public business to hurl charges and countercharges over the wartime atrocities at Andersonville or Fort Pillow. Reed himself was not above the occasional jibe at the ex-Confederates—“waving the bloody shirt,” this style of political discourse was called—but he affected not one jot of martial vainglory. A supply officer aboard a Union gunboat on the Mississippi River in the final year of the war, he drew no fire except the verbal kind from his own commanding officer.

As a professional politician, Reed could talk with the best of them. In the House, he was the acknowledged master of the impromptu five-minute speech and of the cutting, 10-second remark. He talked himself into 12 consecutive congresses, including three in which he occupied the Speaker’s chair. “The gentleman needn’t worry. He will never be either,” he once remarked to a Democrat who was rash enough to quote Henry Clay’s line about rather being right than president.

Reed’s wit was his bane and glory. An acquaintance correctly observed that he would rather make an epigram than a friend. Too often, he made an epigram and an enemy. “They can do worse,” he said of the Republicans who were sizing him up for the GOP presidential nomination in 1896. “And they probably will,” he added prophetically. In the museless and pleasant William McKinley, the Republicans did, in fact, do much worse. Mark Hanna, McKinley’s strategist and the first of the modern American political kingmakers, set his agents to mingle in the western crowds that Reed sought to charm in the 1896 campaign season. “There was nothing Lincolnian about Reed, obese, dapper and sarcastic,” Hanna’s biographer recorded. “He wasn’t too friendly when they came up to shake hands after meetings. He was an Eastern Product.”

That Reed fell short of the presidency was his contemporaries’ loss, even more than his own. That he has made so small a mark in the modern historical record is a deficiency that this book intends to rectify. The Gilded Age produced no wiser, funnier or more colorful politician than Speaker Reed, and none whose interests and struggles more nearly anticipated our own. Reed, like us, debated the morality of a war that America chose to instigate. He wrestled with the efficacy of protecting American workers and their employers from foreign competition and resisted the calls of those who would cheapen the value of the dollar. He was—as it might be condescendingly said of him today—ahead of his time on issues of race and gender. Actually, in many ways, his views harkened back to those of the Founders. Too loyal a Republican to speak out against the McKinley administration’s war in the Philippines, Reed would let drop the subversive remark that he believed in the principles set forth in the Declaration of Independence. Roosevelt wondered what had gotten into him.

If Reed resigned from Congress in bitterness, he served with zest. He loved the House and especially the Speakership, an office, as he liked to say, that was “without peer and with but one superior.” In parliamentary finesse and imagination, he was among the greatest Speakers. Such 21st century political scientists as Randall Strahan and Rick Valelly rank him on a par with the great Henry Clay of Kentucky. Reed’s signal achievement was to institute an era of activist legislation to displace the prevailing system of party stalemate. Empowered by the rules he himself imposed, the Republican majority of the 51st Congress, 1890–92, passed more bills and appropriated more money than any preceding peacetime Congress. To critics who decried the appropriations record of that Congress—a shocking $1 billion—Reed approvingly quoted someone else’s witticism: “It’s a billion-dollar country.”

The overtaxed and -governed 21st century reader may wince at the knowledge that the hero of these pages was an architect of the modern American state—certainly, his biographer does. However, Reed did not knowingly set out to create Leviathan. He wanted not a big government but a functional one. He opposed what he took to be unwarranted federal intrusion into private matters, including big business, even though—to a degree—that business owed its bigness to the tariffs that the Republicans erected to protect it from foreign competition. In middle age, Reed found the time to teach himself French, but he stopped short at reading Frederic Bastiat, the French economist who demonstrated the compelling logic of free trade. The truth is that economics was not the czar’s strongest suit—then, again, it has rarely been Congress’.

Burning bright through the full length of Reed’s congressional years was the question of what to do about money. Alexander Hamilton had defined the dollar in 1792 as a weight of silver (371¼ grains) or of gold (24¾ grains). Most of Reed’s contemporaries agreed that the law meant what it said. Money must be intrinsically valuable, worth its weight, or something close to its weight, in one of the two precious metals. Paper money was acceptable only so far as it was freely exchangeable into the real McCoy. Let the government just print up dollar bills, as it had done during the American Revolution and again, under Abraham Lincoln, in the Civil War, and inflationary chaos would descend.

In the final quarter of the 19th century, not a few Americans would have welcomed inflation with open arms. Falling prices were the norm; on average during Reed’s political career, they fell by a little less than 2 percent a year. For debtors, the decline was a tribulation. They had borrowed dollars, and they were bound to repay dollars, but the value of the dollars they owed was rising. Thanks to material progress itself, the cost of producing goods and services was falling. Steamships had displaced sail, the automobile was gaining on the horse, and the telegraph and telephone were providing a fair preview of the wonders of the Internet. In consequence, prices fell even faster than wages did. Many Americans profited in the bargain, though a vocal minority lost, and this angry cohort did not shrink from expressing its demand for cheaper and more abundant dollars. Silver was a cheaper metal than gold, and paper was cheaper than either. Let money, therefore, argued the populists, be fashioned out of these common materials, the better to serve a growing nation and not incidentally lighten the debtor’s load. For most of his public life, Reed took the opposite side of the argument. Supporting the gold standard, he contended that a stable, value-laden dollar best served the interests of all, wage-earners not least.

As pro-inflation sentiment was rife in Maine, Reed maintained his hard-money view at some political risk to himself. He hewed consistently to gold until the mid-1890s, when the monetary battle was raging hottest. And then, to some of his friends’ despair, he casually indicated a preference for bimetallism, the monetary system under which gold and silver cohabitated (and in which gold was likely to be driven from circulation by the cheaper, and cheapening, alternative metal). To uncompromising gold-standard partisans, Speaker Reed suddenly seemed to go soft when he most needed to stand tall.

Reed’s mordant sense of humor was oddly out of phase with his upbeat view of the human condition. Unlike his friend Mark Twain, he was prepared to contend that reason was on its way to banishing war, purifying religion and eradicating poverty. For Reed, there was no bygone Arcadia; always, the best was yet to come.

But not until he took matters into his own hands was there anything on Capitol Hill to resemble the ingenuity of Thomas Edison or Alexander Graham Bell. Until what were known as the Reed rules took force in 1890, the House was hostage to its own willful minority. If those members chose to obstruct, they would simply refuse to answer their names when the clerk called the roll. In sufficient numbers, sitting mute, they could stymie the House, which, under the Constitution, requires a quorum to function. Present bodily, they were absent procedurally.

So for weeks on end, the main order of business might consist of parliamentary fencing and the droning repetition of roll calls, each absorbing 20 or 25 unedifying minutes. The 50th Congress, either notorious or celebrated for its inactivity (depending on one’s politics), contributed 13 million words to the Congressional Record on the way to no greater legislative achievement than the institution of the U.S. Department of Agriculture. By contrast, the 36th Congress, as recently as 1859–61, while debating war and peace, union and secession, freedom and slavery, had uttered just four million.

Reed, elected Speaker for the first time in the 51st Congress, transformed the House by declaring those members present who were actually in the House chamber, whether or not they chose to acknowledge that fact by opening their mouths. Democrats excoriated him for doing so, their rage compounded by Reed’s seeming imperturbability under fire. Not that they were alone in their disapproval. The voters, deciding that Reed had overreached, handed the House Republicans (though not Reed himself) a lopsided defeat in the congressional elections of 1892. By and by, Reed lived to see both himself and his rules vindicated, the Democrats themselves coming grudgingly to adopt them in 1894.

Reed, a first-term congressman at the age of 37, had seen something of the world as Maine legislator, attorney general and Portland city solicitor. His political education continued in Congress with service on the commission to investigate the crooked presidential election of 1876. Each party had attempted to steal it, the Republicans finally out-filching the Democrats. Reed, as partisan a politician as they came even in that partisan age, distinguished himself in the investigation by bringing to light Democratic malfeasance while explaining away (or trying to) Republican offenses.

Reed held sacred the right of majority rule. Especially did he hold that right dear, as a journalist of the time dryly remarked, when he agreed with the majority. But the majority and Speaker Reed finally parted company in 1898 over the administration’s program to add to American possessions in the Caribbean and the Pacific. From the Speaker’s chair, he engaged in his rearguard actions against the war. Holding up the Hawaiian annexation measure, for instance, he refused recognition for the members’ pet hometown appropriation measures on the grounds that “the money is needed for the Malays,” or—concerning a proposed Philadelphia Commercial Museum—“This seems like a great waste of money. We could buy 15,000 naked Sulus with that.”

Reed was as prone to error as the next mortal legislator, but he was inoculated against humbug. The language of McKinley’s aggressive foreign policy brought out what may seem now, with a century’s perspective, the best in him. “It is sea power which is essential to every splendid people,” declaimed Henry Cabot Lodge, a close friend of Reed’s—and of Roosevelt’s too—in the Senate during the run-up to war. Said Reed, simply and winningly, “Empire can wait.”


MR. SPEAKER!



Chapter 1
“Oh happy Portlanders”


THOMAS BRACKETT REED was born in Portland, Maine, on October 18, 1839, in a two-story wood frame house on Hancock Street, hard by the birthplace of Henry Wadsworth Longfellow. The Reed home bore not a trace of resemblance to Lincoln’s log cabin, a fact about which Reed, Speaker of the House and presidential hopeful, was slightly defensive.

One day in Reed’s Washington office, a congressional aide, Amos Allen, was examining a photograph of the place. He showed it to the boss.

“That’s a pretty fair house to have been born in,” Allen observed.

“Yes, Amos,” said Reed. “But, you see”—pointing to a new addition—“I was not born in all that house.”

“Even so,” Allen persisted, “it is a pretty good house to have been born in.”

“Yes, but still,” Reed returned, “I was not born in more than two or three rooms of that house.”

Then again, there were only three or four Reeds on the premises—mother, father, boy and girl, Harriet, born in 1846—and the father, Thomas Brackett Reed Sr., a sailor and fisherman, sometimes spent the night afloat. Each side of the family was of 17th century, Pilgrim-and-Puritan stock, though Reed, in later life, was no more inclined to talk up his bloodline than he was to pass around the picture of his birthplace. Rather, he would say that he was descended from generations of fishermen and sailors and that, in making a genealogical investigation, he was hard pressed to prove that his ancestors ever existed.1 Still, Thomas Reade, the first in the family to make landfall in America, in 1630, settled at Salem in the Massachusetts Bay Colony, where he accumulated land and honors.2 And interwoven among the succeeding Reades, latterly Reeds, were strong and accomplished men and women. George Cleve, the principal founder of the colony of Maine, was a forebear of Mary Brackett, who married Joseph Reed, of York, Maine. Among their children was Thomas B. Reed, the father of the future Republican Speaker.

The senior T. B. Reed was born in 1803. The consensus of Portland opinion was that, in courting and winning his second wife, Mathilda Mitchell, he had married above himself. Miss Mitchell had beauty, intelligence, piety and a Mayflower-company bloodline. The neighbors agreed that she was the probable source of young Thomas’s brains. The boy was not yet three when the Reeds made a crosstown move to a little one-and-a-half-story house on Brackett Street. The absence of a stable in back meant that the family was only scraping by.3

To judge by the city statute book, over-exuberance came as naturally to Portland’s boys as it did to any other city’s. Under the law, it was forbidden to swim naked in public places, shoot off fireworks or fire guns in the streets, frighten the horses or jump rides on the back of horse-drawn conveyances. And there was to be no irreverence on Sundays. It was the law against Sabbath-breaking that marked Portland as a New England community with a still-living connection to the faith of John Calvin. Young Tom Reed had not turned five when Aaron Burnhan, “a child,” was fined 50 cents and court costs for fishing on Sunday. Not having that kind of money, the youngster went to jail.4

Fondly would Reed remember what fun he could have with a nickel, especially on the Fourth of July. A penny bought 10 firecrackers or two round cakes. Independence Day, Reed recollected, was the day of the boy: “All other days in the year he took a back seat, cowered in the darkness, or did his deeds of disorder behind fences or haystacks or in barns or sheds; but on the Fourth of July he came out openly and flouted the good citizens. What guns we used to use and what pistols!”5

And what theology! “[T]he happiness of the righteous, and the punishment of the wicked, will both be endless” was a fair sample of the Protestant doctrine still in place as Reed was growing up. Man was a fallen and sinful creature, “destitute of holiness and justly exposed to the wrath of God.” Salvation there could be through Jesus Christ, but “such is the depravity of the human heart that no person will come to Christ except the Father draw him.” By the same token, not just anybody could be drawn, only those so predestined. As for the young Sabbath-breakers, a Portland newspaper editorially advised the Almighty to lay them out in a sickbed.6

The Portland elders judged Reed’s generation to be just as depraved, idle and lawless as most generations of adults have appraised their own rising young to be. In church, children giggled, riffled through books and ate candy with their mouths open. There was worse. Parties went on well beyond the sensible hour of 9 PM and February 22 was commemorated not in remembrance of the first president of the United States but by mobs moving through the unlit streets with burning pails of pitch and by gangs doing battle, the Middle-Enders against the Lower-Enders, or the Hog-Towners against the Liberty Street boys.7 So it came to be that, in Portland, “Tarbucket Day” was a child’s first association with the birth of George Washington. “There is a sad want of comity and propriety, or what was once termed good manners, among a portion of our boys, while in the street,” attested the annual report of the Portland School Committee for 1841—“and, we wish we were not compelled to add, among our girls likewise.”8

To the naked eye, Portland seemed not at all close to civic or spiritual breakdown. Set on a three-mile-long peninsula sheltering Casco Bay from the Atlantic, it was ventilated, then as now, by health-giving sea breezes. Climbers to the summit of the Portland Observatory, 210 feet above sea level, could gasp at the beauty of the glittering bay to the southeast, with its white sails and awkward-looking, newfangled steamboats and its hundreds of green islands. The White Mountains, then as now, rose to the west, Mount Washington, 68 miles distant, lording it over the rest. Fog rolled in from the east or southeast, winter gales from the east or northeast, summer storms from the west. In all kinds of weather, sea gulls wheeled and screeched.9 Portland then had grand houses, rich merchants, rising entrepreneurs and thousands of sheltering trees. An arboreal census conducted in 1854 found 3,300 trees on 134 streets and lanes. “[N]o person builds a house on a respectable street but his first object is to plant trees about it,” reported the census-taker.10

The English novelist Anthony Trollope visited Portland on the eve of the Civil War. “The faces of the people tell of three regular meals a day, and of digestive powers in proportion,” the author of The Way We Live Now recorded. “Oh happy Portlanders, if they only knew their own good fortune. They get up early, and go to bed early. The women are comely and sturdy, able to take care of themselves without any fal-lal of chivalry; and the men are sedate, obliging and industrious.” Trollope confirmed that young people did attend parties and that young women could be seen walking home at 10 PM. Yet, he pointed out, each reveler carried her sewing basket. What kind of dissipation was this? “Probably of all modes of life that are allotted to man by his Creator, life such as this is the most happy.”11

Prohibition was the secret of this felicity, to hear the reformers tell it. The famous “Maine Law” of 1851 banned the sale of beer, wine and liquor by retail establishments throughout the Pine Tree State. Trollope, for one, wrote off the law as another futile experiment in government coercion, but the city fathers didn’t doubt its necessity. They at least could see that Portland had a drinking problem.

The people drank because they wanted to or had to or even because their doctors advised them to. Alcohol made the long winters bearable and lightened the load of labor, especially the lumbering and fishing that the hard-bitten Maine men performed without the softening influence of women and children. Employers seemed not only to condone drinking, but almost to encourage it. Workers dropped tools at 11 AM and 4 PM when the town bell signaled grog time. No public hanging, firemen’s parade, militia day, cattle show, election day, wedding day, town meeting or Fourth of July was complete without good, hard, purposeful drinking. Sailors ashore needed no town bell or festival day as a pretext to get drunk, and not a few landsmen followed their example. In 1840, temperance advocates estimated, 500 Portlanders, out of a population of 12,000, were generally under the influence; 1,000 more were episodically drunk.12 Then too, alcohol lubricated the wheels of commerce. Merchants sent their fish and timber to the West Indies in exchange for molasses and rum. The molasses, they turned into sugar or distilled into New England rum. The rum, they sold—or paid out in wages.13

Trollope insisted he saw no poor people in Thomas B. Reed’s hometown, but the Reverend William Hobart Hadley, the city’s minister at large, had seen plenty, a good many of them drunk. Hadley arrived in 1850, a decade before Trollope and a year before prohibition. “Unforeseen misfortunes and unavoidable casualties, produce a considerable amount of poverty and suffering,” he wrote of the epidemic of alcoholism he encountered. “These cases call for our kindest sympathies and most liberal charities. But the great mass of squalid poverty we witness, is the effect of idleness, prodigality and intemperance. This last named evil is the great and terrible scourge which afflicts our community, and produces more poverty and misery than all other causes combined.”14

The mature Reed had not one doubt that progress was the way of the world. “Far enough indeed are we from perfection,” he once addressed his Portland constituents. “But whoever doubts progress doubts God.” In the city of Reed’s youth, dogs, pigs and cows competed with well-booted pedestrians for right-of-way on the unpaved streets. Stagecoaches from Boston or northern Maine scattered the pedestrians. Wagons loaded with cheese, lumber and butter from Vermont and New Hampshire rumbled down to the waterfront to trade for tools, cloth, sugar, molasses and liquor, the latter especially welcome for the long drive home through the White Mountain Notch.

To the city fathers, lighting these thoroughfares—snow-choked in winter, miry in springtime, dusty in summer, pungent with manure in all seasons—seemed a frivolous extravagance. Certainly, it was out of the question in the straitened years following the Panic of 1837. Moonlight was more than bright enough for the criminal class, which seemed bolder every year. Was not the immigrant element of the city’s fast-growing population unusually prone to draw knives? Was it not remarkable that boys were “permitted to bellow through the streets, insult men and women, smoke in their faces, spit tobacco juice… and pull the bells and knockers of doors?”15 To many, it seemed so.

In 1849, the city government moved to establish a full-time, day-and-night police force.16 In the same year, it reconsidered its view of the utility of street lights. “[T]here is not a city in the Union of the size and importance of Portland that is not lighted,” a citizens group petitioned the City Council.17 Gas lamps appeared in the early 1850s.

Perhaps respectable Portlanders exaggerated the incidence of depravity in their midst, as respectable people sometimes do. The City Marshal’s Report for the 12 months ended April 1, 1854, reveals a grand total of 240 complaints: three for larceny, four for assault and battery, four for assault on city officers (by this time Portland had its own police force), a few dozen for selling liquor (now prohibited) and one for “keeping a gaming-house.” There had been one murder and one abduction. By far the largest number of offenses was for drunkenness, 202; the authorities had seized 4,027 gallons of illegal liquor.18 Of the 415 persons incarcerated in city “watch houses” over the course of the year, 127 were American citizens; most of the rest were Irish.

The heavenly city that Trollope visited lacked indoor plumbing. An 1848 law mandated the siting of outhouses, or “necessaries,” no closer than 20 feet from the house proper, a sign of refinement; 15 feet was the previous minimum lawful distance. A Portland barber pressed for the building of municipal baths by playing—unavailingly, as it turned out—to civic pride. In Boston, this advocate reported, Portlanders were mocked as the “great unwashed.”19

But the ruling spirit of the Portland of the 1840s and 1850s was neither riot nor dirt but progress. Most of the Western world was embarked on a golden age of prosperity and invention. Steam power propelled vessels and machinery with a degree of efficiency never before imagined. Trade among nations had increased wonderfully, and the telegraph linked distant cities. The 1848 California gold strike expanded the world’s wealth and imagination alike, even to distant Portland. The contagion known as “gold fever” found a carrier in the person of a jeweler’s son who returned home from his California prospecting adventure in February 1850 bearing $3,000 in bullion. But there were better ways of profiting from the gold discoveries in California (and Australia too) than by setting off for distant parts to dig. Within 15 years, the Portland Shovel Company was turning out as many as 2,400 shovels a day “of the most improved patterns,” to answer the demand from hopeful adventurers.20

A spirit of commercial optimism infused Portland during Reed’s high-school years. Smoke belched from the Portland Sugar Company, with its two steam engines doing the work of no fewer than 75 horses while daily consuming 10 tons of anthracite coal. By 1849, 23 stationary steam engines were speeding the production of lumber, furniture and ships. They pounded piles, lifted grain, and powered presses, punches, planers, saws, drills and lathes. The pride and joy of the city’s manufacturing economy, the Portland Company, turned out railroad locomotives and rolling stock for sale throughout New England, the Canadian Maritime Provinces and beyond.21

Not all bowed down before the mighty steam engine, which made human labor easier but also, to a degree, redundant. It was steam power that caused Reed’s father, a man of sail, to quit the coasting fleet and take a job as mate on an oceangoing vessel—and, later, as a watchman at a sugar plant near the Portland waterfront.22 The coming of the railroads disturbed long-established overland trade patterns and seemed, at first, to rob Portland of its commercial reason for being. But a pair of local entrepreneurs, John A. Poor and William Pitt Preble, conceived a railroad connection with Montreal. The “wilting” of Portland, a sentiment much on the lips of Portlanders in the early 1840s, now gave way to talk of boom and, at some length, to the gorgeous thing itself. “It was a revival movement—and everybody but a few croakers was converted,” a historian of the times records. “The city loaned its credit in bonds to the amount of $2 million; 11 miles of the Atlantic and St. Lawrence Railroad were opened in 1848, and in 1853 it was finished to its junction with the Canada road from Montreal—a distance from Portland of 149 miles. The Grand Trunk Railway brought our city into connection not only with the towns and cities of Canada but the vast grain-growing regions of the West.”23

Next came steam-propelled, seaborne connections to Liverpool, England, and the construction of Commercial Street, a mile-long, 100-foot-wide thoroughfare along the entire Portland waterfront. The Forest City was back in business again.24

A PICTURE OF the young Reed participating in Portland’s Tarbucket riots or gang fights does not come easily into focus. The three-term Speaker was a man of rare intelligence, physical restraint and unbending integrity. But that did not mean he yielded blindly to authority. He was the kind of adolescent who, in 21st century America, is the despair of learning specialists and school psychologists. The Portland High School for Boys, which he attended from 1852 to 1856, offered alternative tracks, vocational and classical. Reed, clearly college material, belonged in the academic curriculum. But he seemed to devote himself to demonstrating how little he deserved to be studying Virgil and how much his future lay in the manual arts. Though his academic marks were no worse than mediocre, he badly flunked deportment. “One” was the best grade, and the one most commonly awarded. In his first two terms, Reed somehow managed to score a “four.”

If his teachers wished he would stay away from school, Reed refused to oblige them, though on any given day fully a fifth of the students were somewhere other than their assigned places on the hard and comfortless high-school benches. On the grounds of creature comforts alone, there were persuasive enough reasons to play hooky. In wintertime, a scholar froze or roasted, depending on his proximity to a single stove. In all seasons, rainfall dripped from the ceiling. Reed, however, missed only a single day, and that for an excused illness.

Because the future Speaker made a career out of his coruscating wit, one might infer that talking out of turn or disrespectfully was the cause of his failing deportment grades. However, no sooner did a certain assistant teacher, P. S. Perley, quit the faculty than Reed’s deportment scores jumped to perfect. A few years later, to earn a little money between college terms, Reed was teaching at a public school in neighboring Westbrook. The official review of his classroom performance would have surprised neither Perley nor Reed’s future congressional adversaries. “If Mr. Reed had made more effort to secure the love of his pupils, and had avoided some indiscreet remarks (which caused several scholars to leave) we should be well pleased with his labors,” according to the town agent.25

In June 1854, in his 15th year, the budding cynic and wit was admitted to membership in the State Street Congregational Church. It seems he took this step on his own, as his parents did not belong. “Every candidate for admission to this Church will be expected to give satisfactory evidence of personal piety, and assent to its faith and covenant,” the laws of the church provided. A female congregant recalled that Reed “got religion and was one of the best speakers they had at the evening meetings.” So much religion did he get that he accepted a sum of money from the ladies of the church with which to pursue a contemplated career in the ministry. But the rising preacher changed his mind and gave back the money.

In high school, Reed was tall and pudgy. He studied arithmetic, geography and declamation in his first term, and algebra, chemistry, French and declamation in his second. Post-Perley, he studied Latin, Greek, grammar, bookkeeping and declamation. In his final term, he scored perfect grades in everything.

As well he might have, for Bowdoin College, in nearby Brunswick, to which he was bound, was exacting. “Candidates for admission,” the college stipulated, “will be required to write Latin grammatically, and to be well versed in Geography, Arithmetic, six sections of Smyth’s Algebra, Cicero’s Select Orations, the Bucolics, two Georgics, and nine books of the Aeneid of Virgil, Sallust, Xenophon’s Anabasis, five books, Homer’s Iliad, two books, together with Latin and Greek Grammar and Prosody. They must produce certificates of their good moral character.”

There was also the matter of tuition. Two hundred dollars, the cost of a year at Bowdoin, was what the Portland city physician earned. It was a third more than the annual salary of a Portland assistant engineer.26 It very likely was as much as Reed’s father could earn in a year, either at sea or on land. Fortunately, a long winter break at Bowdoin afforded needy students the opportunity to work off their tuition, which Reed did by teaching. And when, in his senior year he could earn no more, he borrowed $200 from U.S. Senator William Pitt Fessenden, himself a Bowdoin alumnus and father of Sam, Bowdoin Class of 1861. Reed and Sam were roommates.

Bowdoin, founded in 1794, was then, as it is today, an elite private college. In Reed’s time, it catered very largely to the elite from the state of Maine. The distinguished alumni in whose footsteps Reed presumed to tread included Longfellow and Nathaniel Hawthorne, as well as the 14th president of the United States: Franklin Pierce, Bowdoin Class of 1824, was in the White House as Reed packed up for Brunswick.

Reed’s class, the Class of 1860, numbered 58, of whom Reed, two months short of his 17th birthday, was among the youngest. One of the ten professors on the faculty was Joshua Chamberlain, the future Civil War hero. The president of the college, Leonard Woods, was a man of wide accomplishments and sturdy self-confidence. Once, upon being granted an audience with Pope Gregory XVI, Woods was asked in which language he would be most comfortable conversing. French, German or Latin, it made no difference, he replied. Whereupon, for 60 minutes, His Eminence and the very Protestant New England college president spoke in Latin.

The Bowdoin course of study was unvarying. Latin, Greek, theology and mathematics were the mainstays. That mathematics was not the average student’s cup of tea might be inferred from the fact that the juniors ritually burned their calculus textbooks. In his year, 1859, Reed was the ceremonial Bearer of the Ashes. At Portland High declamation was a staple; so also at Bowdoin. And English composition too: Students took three years’ worth. Theology—not yet watered with Harvard Unitarianism—accounted for as much as one-fifth of class time. In the absence of big-time intercollegiate athletics and electronic media, the students had to make their own amusements. They read books for pleasure, rowed, played chess, debated and drank.

Sometimes Reed and his friends read aloud to each other, as Reed and his friend Frank Dingley liked to do. One winter night Reed was reading to Dingley from Carlyle’s French Revolution. Came a knock on the door and the college chaplain, Egbert Coffin Smyth, smilingly presented himself for conversation and prayer. Reed by then had put his piety well behind him, and his lacerating exposition on the shortcomings of organized Christianity sent Smyth, now unsmiling, out the door again.

As a writer, Reed showed the touch that can’t be taught. He had a stylist’s ear and a logician’s mind. “Born in the lowest condition of life,” he wrote of John Bunyan, “he received only a limited education which he speedily forgot.” Speculating on what might have become of the world if the Spanish Armada had not been defeated, Reed seemed to speak for his Puritan forebears as well as himself: “Superstition and despotism might have weighed us down ever more. But Providence is the world’s ally in all such crises. It pointed the guns of the English fleet as years before it had wielded the hammer of Charles Martel when he crushed the Saracens on the plains of France.”

In Reed’s collegiate essays, the parliamentarian and politician make their early appearance. “Eloquence is inspiration,” wrote the greatest congressional debater of his generation. “It is the highest flight of genius and commands the loftiest ambitions of the human mind. Deep thought, quick wit and a steady earnestness of purpose can accomplish it. Motives do not arouse it because it comes of its own free will.” As for the politician, a discerning reader of his “Excesses of the French Revolution” would have predicted, correctly, that Reed, though conservative, would be no reactionary: “The French Revolution was not the resistance of a free people to the encroachments upon their established rights; but the uprising of a nation trodden down by ages of despotism. It was not the slow growth of the wild tree forcing itself through the slight crevice and increasing in compass and might until it overthrew the firm foundations, but the sudden upheaval of the giants buried beneath the mountain. It is not wonderful that fire and smoke and molten lava should follow. Accordingly when we contemplate the excesses of the Revolution, we cannot but believe that a result like this must have had a proportional cause, that if the result was terrible the cause must have been terrible also.”

Reed the young slacker was also in evidence: “For no success is permanent,” this persona observed. “Every new attainment demands another. Every goal, that is past, but brings us in sight of the next.” And: “A life of ambition must always be a life of toil and tension. And what is to be the reward? A place in history. Can this benefit the dead? Do not the millions on millions who have died and made no sign rest as quietly in their graves as those upon whom the world is heaping its useless honor?”

As he did in high school, Reed saved his best for last. All his life he was a late and troubled sleeper. Sitting in a chair, he could seem to be asleep, his face and body slack and his thoughts seemingly miles away from the business at hand. Then all at once, he would rouse himself and say or do something splendid. So it was in his senior year in college. His classmates sat agog as he recited page after page of Joseph Butler’s 1736 treatise, Analogy of Religion. And they were in awe to hear his lucid analysis of the text he had perfectly committed to memory. “When Reed was called,” one of these admirers attested, “I always sat a silent, wondering witness at the perfect exhibition of intellect, and its steady magnificent work. I never observed its equal in any other person.” Reed made up enough academic ground with his sprint to the finish line to graduate fifth in his class. And so it was that the slacker, now a bachelor of arts, was elected to Phi Beta Kappa.

Late in life, Reed looked back on his student days with pride. He recalled arising at 6 AM, “almost dead tired, when it was necessary for me to lie down on the bed in the middle of putting on my clothing. Oh, but what a student I was in those times.”27



Chapter 2
Acting Assistant Paymaster Reed


THE PHI BETA Kappa alumnus of Bowdoin College was not among the impetuous tens of thousands who dropped whatever they were doing to answer Abraham Lincoln’s call to the colors in the aftermath of the Confederate firing on Fort Sumter on April 12, 1861. His classroom in the Boys High School in Portland was where Reed happened to be when the war began, and it was where he chose to remain—there and in the Portland law office of S. C. Strout where he began his legal studies. Somewhere along the way, he bought a steerage-class ticket to California to seek his fortune. Homesick—or, at least, heartily sick of California—he returned east in 1864, obtained a commission in Mr. Lincoln’s navy and spent the final year of the Civil War as a supply officer aboard a gunboat on the Mississippi.

What drew Reed to California is unknown, but he made no secret of what he thought of the place after he arrived. Not even the weather agreed with him. There was no green to be seen, complained the visitor from the city of 3,300 trees. The ground was brown, and so, even, were the trees—dust enveloped all, except in the rainy season, when everything turned to mud. Stories of the great flood of 1861–62 greeted him upon his arrival. And he himself was a witness to the formative stages of the great drought of 1862–65.1 Reed likened the fickle San Francisco summers to the treacherous San Francisco stockbrokers. “Nature never intended any man to live here,” he wrote in 1863, “only to dig for gold and get himself out of it and in dreams shudder ever afterwards.”2

For a time, Reed taught Latin and mathematics at a co-ed school in Stockton. The girls gave him fits. “He was,” a former pupil recalled, “a big awkward fellow about 22 years of age, big head, hands and feet and homely. The girl pupils began making fun of him the first day he entered the school room.” The future impertubable Speaker of the House blushed like a beet one February 14 when, sitting at the head of his class, he opened a valentine that the pranksters in his midst had sent him. He didn’t teach for long.3 Nor did he dig for gold. If nuggets ever littered the ground, the forty-niners had long since bent over to pick them up. Mining was now a serious, subsurface enterprise. It required capital, which seeded a stock market and called forth the concomitant evils of promoters and manipulators. Reed said he could count 4,000 publicly owned mining ventures in California, of which fewer than a dozen paid an honest dividend. Some, like the Daney Gold and Silver Mining Company, paid a corrupt dividend, borrowing the funds with which to dispense a little something to shareholders as the insiders quietly sold. Reed seemed inoculated against this speculative fever, as he later proved not to be against a bubbly Great Plains real estate market: “In my opinion, it would be far preferable for an honest man to embark his money in some well conducted lottery than to venture it in mining stock. He would come out of it, if he failed, with more faith in human nature and less belief in total depravity.”4

California was a very long way from Gettysburg or Antietam, but the war could not have been far from Reed’s mind. Sam Fessenden, his Bowdoin roommate, was killed at the Second Battle of Bull Run, in August 1862. Sam had begged his influential father to pull the strings to send him and his artillery outfit into action. “What I hope,” young Fessenden wrote to Senator Fessenden six months before his death, “is that before the war is over we may show of what stuff we are made.”5 And even without this most personal reminder of suffering and death, Reed could not have escaped the intense local debate over slavery and the Union. California was nominally a northern state. It had abolished slavery a year before its admission to the Union in 1850, and its economic interests lay with the North and with the national government. Still, Confederate sympathizers were thick on the ground: “We question very much whether there be more enthusiastic rebels in South Carolina to-day than can be found in many places in California,” a San Francisco newspaper ventured. So it was that when state judge Samuel Bell McKee came up for reelection in the autumn of 1863, 16 members of the bar signed a letter endorsing him. Not the least of his merits, the petitioners said, was his unquestioned determination to “uphold the Administration in its present efforts to suppress the rebellion and sustain the Constitution and the laws of the United States.” Thomas B. Reed was one of the signatories.

The state bar exam was then not so grueling as it later became. In response to a question from the examining judge, Reed argued in support of the right of the national government to issue paper money without the customary backing of a gold reserve to lend it tangible value. The same judge, an ardent states’ rights man, had asked the same question of another candidate, who had answered in the negative. “We will recommend you both favorably, as we think all young men who can answer great constitutional questions off-hand, ought to be admitted to the bar,” the open-minded examiner told Reed. This was on or about September 8, 1863.6

Reed poured out his pro-Union thoughts in a speech at a San Jose schoolhouse some time in the same year. Here emerges the voice of the future forensic scourge of the Democratic party. Here too is the voice of the Decoration Day patriot, which voice an older Reed came to detest. It was the South that had started the war, the Maine transplant assured his small audience: “They dreamed that this Northern people over whom they [tyrannized] so long were as tamed and spiritless as the slaves they ruled.” He contended that “the creed of the Democratic party has been conforming itself to slavery” for the past 40 years, that “we of the North have been bleeded without sting and murdered without mercy” and that, though “war has its horrors,” it was a far sight better than a pusillanimous peace. “Better war: loud war, war by land and by sea,” he said, now quoting Tennyson; “War with a thousand battles and shaking a hundred thrones.” To the living, Reed declared, falls the sacred obligation to honor the fallen in this struggle, “that they should not fall in vain, that their deaths were but the prelude to brighter days, that in the storied annals of their country’s life their names would not be linked with saddest disaster but… with noble victory.”7

These were strong words to come from an able-bodied, six-foot, three-inch civilian of military age, and Reed perhaps saw the incongruity of his position. In March 1864, he boarded a ship for the east coast (a “Panama steamer,” the Sacramento Daily Union reported) to accept a naval commission. Reporting for duty in Washington, D.C., next month, the aspiring officer was appointed an acting assistant paymaster in the United States Navy.

The men of Bowdoin College were ardent for the Union. Maybe they imbibed their ardor from the very bricks of Appleton Hall, where Harriet Beecher Stowe wrote much of Uncle Tom’s Cabin (Calvin, her husband, was a Bowdoin theology professor). Out of the 55 members of the Class of 1860, 29 served in the armed forces of the United States. Three of Reed’s classmates were killed in action. That Reed waited so long to enlist, and that he sought out a station that hits the ear more as a financial posting than a martial one, are facts to suggest that he lacked the heart for the fight. Reed himself was more than happy to contribute to the picture of antiheroism. Twenty years after he reported for duty on the Mississippi, in a speech before a Washington gathering of the Loyal Legion, an organization of former Union military and naval officers, the then-Republican congressman struck a note not unlike the one that Abraham Lincoln sounded in reminiscing about the terrible blood-letting he endured from enemy mosquitoes during the Blackhawk War.

“The Navy,” Representative Reed told the assembled veterans, “means different things than to many here before me. To the distinguished admiral who sits beside me, and to the distinguished admiral who sits opposite, it means the shriek of shot and shell, the horrors of the blockade. To me it meant no roaring wind, no shriek of shot or shell, but level water and the most delightful time of my life. For I was on a gunboat on the Mississippi River after the valor and courage of you gentlemen had driven the enemy off.”

The USS Sybil, the gunboat to which Reed was assigned, was attached to the 200-vessel Mississippi Squadron under the command of Admiral David D. Porter, hero of the Battle of Vicksburg. Sybil was unsightly and slow, and she presented as mortal a threat to her crew as she did to the Confederate guerrillas who skulked in wait in hidden positions along the riverbank. Reed reported aboard in July 1864, a full year after the fall of Vicksburg made the Mississippi River the Union’s own. But that did not make the Sybil’s engine room any safer. In August, the captain mustered the crew to listen to a reading of the coroner’s verdict concerning the bursting of a boiler aboard the USS Chanango; 28 officers and men had perished in that disaster. Steam power was nothing new on the water, but it was an evolving technology.

“It was a delightful life,” Reed reminisced of his navy days. “Thirteen hundred dollars a year and one ration, and nothing to do. My sad heart hath often panted for it since…. What a charming life that was, that dear old life in the Navy! I knew all the regulations and the rest of them didn’t. I had all my rights and most of theirs.”

Life aboard the Sybil consisted of a daily round of drills, watch-standing and maintenance work, from much of which Reed, in his capacity as a supply officer, would likely have been exempted. The men drilled at the guns and practiced buttoning up the ship for battle. They swept, swabbed and holystoned the decks, scrubbed the paintwork, mended clothes (and made them too), stood inspection and took aboard stores. They coaled the ship, measuring out the fuel in bushels, and took turns standing watch. On Sundays they listened to an ever-so-familiar reading of navy regulations (“Articles for the Better Government of the Navy”). From time to time it fell to Reed to pay the men, to issue clothing to new arrivals or to supervise the taking aboard of miscellaneous stores: for instance, on August 5, 1864, three oil cans, a dozen oak buckets, 74¼ pounds of canvas duck, a speaking trumpet, five pounds of lamp wick and two dozen corn brooms. However his body might be summoned to duty, Reed’s formidable intellect was usually at rest.

The Sybil was armed with 24-pound cannons and 30-pound Parrott riles.8 When not chugging up and down the Mississippi she lay at anchor, sometimes for weeks on end, at her home port in the southern Illinois town of Mound City. But when she did get up a head of steam and take up her post on the river, her mission, like that of the rest of the Mississippi Squadron, was to assist in the work of starving the Confederacy. To the blue-water navy fell the assignment of blockading the enemy’s vast stretch of coastline. To the brown-water service went the work of preventing Texas beef, and every other kind of contraband, from reaching the rebellious states from the west. It was a close-drawn thing who had the more miserable time of it, the river sailors or their saltwater brethren. A sailor on the blockade advised his mother that if she wanted to know what his life was like, she should “go to the roof on a hot summer day, talk with a half-dozen degenerates, descend to the basement, drink tepid water full of iron rust and repeat the process at intervals until [you are] fagged out, then go to bed with everything shut tight.”9

“Degenerate,” however, was a relative term. The human scrapings judged unfit even for blockade duty went to the brown-water fleet. At least the Union’s post-Vicksburg dominance of the Mississippi assured that Reed’s tour of duty would be a mostly peaceful one. “Thereafter, an occasional enemy battery or party of irregulars might fire on passing Federal commerce, but the Confederacy had lost river superiority forever,” naval historian John D. Milligan records. “All tactical and strategic advantages conferred by the Mississippi henceforth belonged to the Union.”10

While underway, the Sybil spent most of her time between Mound City and Memphis—as it happened, one of the safer stretches of the Mississippi. Twice, though, she ventured deep into Louisiana, once all the way to Donaldson, and on other occasions into Arkansas on the still-contested White River. The seagoing service presented one set of risks, river duty another. In a gale, the Mississippi was the place to be. However, it was not so clear that the river sailors had an easier time of it in combat. The blue Atlantic hid no snipers, as did the banks of the Mississippi. A Union blockade vessel could at least see the enemy’s approach. There was no such warning on the narrow river passages.

Action, for the Sybil, meant blasting away at suspected enemy positions and putting a dozen or so men ashore to give chase to fleeing rebels. Reed once helped to lead such a landing party. His detachment drew no fire, encountered no guerrillas and had nothing more to show for its few hours ashore than the destruction of a pair of small boats. In fact, the ship’s log records not one round of incoming fire during Reed’s time aboard. It is recorded, however, that, on December 10, 1864, at Hickman, Kentucky, the men of the Sybil “destroyed [a] barrel of whiskey.”

As the enemy was small in number and fleet afoot, the Sybil was usually engaged in noncombatant pursuits. She hauled cotton (a most precious commodity in wartime), prisoners of war, mail, coal, Union soldiers and southern refugees. Elements of the Mississippi Squadron were notorious for subordinating the hunt for the enemy to the gathering up of cotton for sale on the black market. If the Sybil partook in that nefarious trade, Reed never mentioned it.

The logbook bulges with disciplinary infractions by sailors who wished they were anywhere else. Fighting, sleeping on watch, refusal to obey a lawful order and desertion were common offenses. If, through the gauze of middle-aged memory, Reed cherished his days on the river, not many seemed to share his view during the war. “Unable to attract recruits,” a history of the service relates, “the navy scoured men from every possible source. It lowered standards… sought castoffs from the army and accepted men deemed unfit for blockade duty. In fact, the core group of these ‘brown-water’ sailors consisted of two groups: sailor rejects from the blockade and soldier transfers from the army.”11 Nor was the service too proud to accept escaped slaves and Confederate prisoners of war. Indeed, in one especially desperate 60-day stretch in 1863, former Confederate prisoners constituted no less than 11.5 percent of the brown-water navy’s recruits.

Enlisted men might veer from the straight and narrow—and, when they did, expect to be punished in a manner to fit the crime: for an apprehended deserter, to be broken in rating and to forfeit all pay; or for the parties to a fistfight, to be clapped together in irons. Of course, a higher standard of conduct was expected of commissioned officers, and the Sybil’s logbook records only one disciplinary crisis of the wardroom during Reed’s service aboard the ship. And whom should that event involve but our hero himself.

The Sybil was steaming down the Mississippi under a clear blue sky on January 5, 1865, when Reed and another junior officer, Acting First Ensign Samuel Tubbs, “were arrested and sent to their rooms & sentinel placed over them, by order of the Commanding Officer.” Beyond those tantalizing facts, the record is silent.

In Reed’s cruise aboard the Sybil, only one casualty is recorded: On December 14, 1864, Seaman John Boke accidentally shot himself while on picket duty.12 But that is not to say that Reed saw nothing of war. Mound City, besides being the Sybil’s home port, was the site of a Union cemetery and a large military hospital. Nearby Cairo, Illinois, was a collection point for southern refugees. Shortly before Reed entered the service, the Cairo Relief Association issued an urgent appeal on behalf of indigent southern whites who were pouring in by the thousands. “They are sent here by the military authorities,” the circular related, “on government transports and steamers and landed on our levee at all hours of the night and day. There they are left, shelterless, and penniless, their future an aimless blank.” Ninety percent were women and children. The children were often “without hats, shoes, stockings and hundreds without a change of clothing. Those who have lived in affluence are reduced to equal extremities of want with the poor. Of course, cleanliness is impossible in their condition. The health of most is reduced by exposure and by bad and scanty food. Many are sick requiring immediate medical attention and tenderest nursing care. A mother and her four daughters have died of exposure within the space of one week.”13

For the officers and men of the Sybil, peace was every bit as anti-climactic as war. Not until April 12, three days after Lee’s surrender at Appomattox, does the log record the end of hostilities: “A salute of 200 rounds was fired from Fort Curtis.” Life for the Sybil’s crew hereafter proceeded much as it had before. On May 28, Seaman Luke Burns, a chronic troublemaker, was bound in irons and chained to a stanchion for refusing to obey a lawful order. On June 12, Samuel Tubbs, Reed’s partner in crime, was again arrested, this time for using insolent language in speaking to the executive officer. Two days later, on the White River, gunners loaded the battery with shrapnel in response to the sound of nearby firing. Sick call never failed to entice a decent-size quorum of invalids—sometimes a dozen or more. But the Sybil’s time under the colors was running out. On July 31, 45 crewmen left for good. On August 17, at Mound City, the Sybil left the service. She fetched just $10,000 at public auction, one-third the price that Admiral Porter had paid to buy her in April 1864.14 Assistant Paymaster Reed was on his way home.

“The brave faces I see before me,” said Congressman Reed to his audience at the Loyal Legion so many years later, “have been bared to the shock of battle and of storm. You have seen on a hundred battle fields the living and the dead. It would be a shame for me to talk seriously of service to men like you. This button—insignia of the order—you wear because you honor it. I wear it because it honors me.”



Chapter 3
“The atrocious crime of being a young man”


WANDERLUST WAS EVIDENTLY not among the emotions that washed over Assistant Paymaster Reed as he walked down the gangway of the USS Sybil for the last time. His wartime service honorably concluded, he returned to his hometown and to his prewar career. The learned Nathan Webb was among the satisfied lawyers on the committee that probed his professional qualifications. In October 1865, Thomas B. Reed, age 26, was admitted to the bar of Cumberland County, Maine.1

Now he hung out his shingle and waited, as newly minted lawyers do, for clients, income and recognition. Recognition, at least, was not long in coming. In 1867, the Cumberland County Republican party put him on the ballot for a seat in the state legislature. As the Republican nominee was invariably the victor in Portland in those days, Reed took his place at Augusta in the 47th session of the Maine House of Representatives. He was returned to the House in 1869 and elected to the state Senate in 1870. Retiring from the Senate, he became the youngest attorney general in the history of the Pine Tree State. Prosecuting an especially lurid and salacious murder trial, he added celebrity to his substantial reputation for legal learning and electability.

The law was no certain pathway to riches in Portland in the late 1860s, even for lawyers who had clients. The Cumberland Bar Association was just two years old when Reed was admitted. Founded in 1805, it had dried up and blown away during the 1830s or 1840s, when “the members appear to have yielded in despair to the spirit of reckless innovation upon old and well established principles.” Now the Portland lawyers banded together to try to raise the standards of professional conduct and to pledge one another to a system of genteel price fixing. No member should draft a deed or a mortgage for less than $2, argue before the municipal court for less than $5 or appear in U.S. District Court for less than $10. Members paid $2 in annual dues.2

The strapping young Reed, with his college education, war record (of a kind) and connections to the family of U.S. Senator William Pitt Fessenden, was certainly not without legal or political promise. Still in his 20s, he displayed some possibly worrying signs of idealism—a deep-rooted opposition to capital punishment, a curious attachment to women’s rights, a quixotic resistance to the demands of the railroad interests for public subsidy—as well as a natural youthful impetuousness. Perhaps more worryingly, the bright young man from Bowdoin had wit and a sharp tongue. Neither was he demonstrably religious. On the contrary, the rumors were true that, in 1862, prior to his embarking for California, he was excommunicated from the State Street Church.

The official record of his expulsion does not detail the cause, though such a sudden and final parting of the ways was a drastic step infrequently taken, as shown in church documents. A ladies’ group at the church had, as previously noted, presented him with a scholarship on the understanding that the recipient was bound for the ministry. While at Bowdoin, Reed had changed his mind, and he subsequently returned the ladies’ donation. Plainly, he did not thereby regain their goodwill, but what provoked his expulsion is a mystery.

In private, the young lawyer’s remarks on religion and on the religious mores of the day were scathing—and one can safely assume that Reed’s confidences on that incendiary topic would not remain private indefinitely. All this was on the debit side of Reed’s personal political balance sheet. On the other side of the ledger, he had the essential professional insight that winning elections and uplifting the human race were two separate and distinct callings. To that degree, he seemed a politician born to the trade.

Reed’s proudest achievement as a state legislator was his work on the House Judiciary Committee in 1868 to establish a superior court in Portland. Before this improvement in the city’s juridical apparatus, a contested suit might be three years in wending its way to trial. After Reed steered the bill to passage, waiting time dropped to three months.3 This was a rare and gratifying achievement in the life of a junior lawmaker, even one who, like Reed, quickly rose to a position of responsibility on the Judiciary Committee, a prestigious assignment. For the most part, the lawmakers spent the brief sessions in Augusta listening to the special pleading of other politicians while champing at the bit for the opportunity to do their own. Bills of no conceivable interest to anyone except their sponsors filled the legislative hopper of the House. A fair sample of the 1868 session:

“[A]n act to authorize the commissioners of the county of York to audit, allow and pay the expense incurred in the pursuit, detection and arrest of the persons who robbed the safe of D. W. O’Brien, in the county of York; an act to repeal chapter 89 of the Public Laws of 1867, entitled an act to provide for the uniformity in the taxation of legal costs by the clerks of the courts of this State….”4

And of the 1869 session:

“[A]n act repealing all the special laws regulating the alewife fishery in the town of Bristol; an act to incorporate the Sherman Monument Association; an act to make valid the doings of the town of Wayne; an act authorizing Mary E. Belch to construct fish weirs in the Moose river; an act to amend chapter 382 of the laws of 1867, entitled an act to incorporate the Winterport Railroad Company.”5

Close—very close—readers of legislative dispatches could catch a fleeting glimpse of Reed’s name. Once, on a bill concerning municipal war debts, he “moved to amend by striking out of the 6th section 200, and insert 100.”6 Or, on another occasion, he reported that the Judiciary Committee had judged “inexpedient” a bill that would have exempted from taxation the real estate of soldiers’ and sailors’ widows. In 1869 he voted against legislation to establish a state police force. In 1870, now serving in the Senate, he opposed a sumptuary measure, on the ground that it was “uncalled for.”7

Sometimes the legislators turned their attention to the transcendent issues of the day. Thus in March 1868, the House resolved to commend the Maine congressional delegation “in unanimously voting for the impeachment of Andrew Johnson, President of the United States, for high crimes and misdemeanors.” Reed voted with the substantial Republican majority, though his mentor, Senator Fessenden, would famously vote to acquit the president when the case came to trial.8 One year later, the Maine legislators took up the matter of life and death in the shape of a bill to outlaw capital punishment. Its author was Thomas B. Reed.9

Maine had executed only one prisoner since 1837, when the state legislature, through a nuanced change to the state constitution, had virtually abolished the death penalty. Late in the 1860s, there arose a popular movement to restore it. Governor Joshua Chamberlain, the hero of Gettysburg, supported the revival of capital punishment, as did an evident majority of the Maine lower house.10 Reed’s bill would outlaw executions and forbid the governor from carrying out sentences on any prisoner who had been condemned to die before his bill became law.

Not that enactment was certain. The chief proponents of the death penalty regarded the issue as one that the Bible had settled. Who was Reed to question it? Representative C. J. Morris, a rail-thin, middle-aged Republican merchant from Portland, quoted Genesis: “Who so sheddeth man’s blood, by man shall his blood be shed.” Here was the universal law. Human life is sacred because man is made in the image of God. Murder, therefore, is a crime against God. “[A]ssailing man made in his own image, is an assault upon that most familiar form of his appearing here on the earth, upon that temple which is the abode of the spirit,” Morris told the House. He invoked the history of California as proof of the practical necessity of hanging. In San Francisco, murder went unpunished until a vigilante committee plucked a handful of known killers from the city jail, tried them and put them to death. On such foundation was civil society established.11 Reed was unmoved, his jaundiced views of the Golden State notwithstanding.

A veteran of Andersonville, the infamous Confederate prisoner-of-war camp, joined the debate in the columns of the Portland Daily Press. “W,” as the essayist signed himself, related that, at Andersonville, the ruthless had preyed on the helpless until the decent majority of captives formed a military government of necessity. They conducted impromptu trials and hanged the jackals, as the Confederate guards looked the other way. “The laws given by the Almighty to the Jews were laws for the government of human society and the penalties were to be inflicted by human agents,” “W” wrote. “To be sure it was a society differing very much from our own but the abstract proposition is none the less clear that men had the God given right to execute the death penalty. Whether it is advisable in our own State in its present stage of civilization to maintain capital punishment is quite another question.”12

Reed was as sure of his ground as Morris and “W” were of their Bible. It was, of course, a tricky business disputing with those who regarded their critics as blasphemers. Late in February 1869, Reed rose in the House to make his case. While not “equal [to] the theological learning” of one of his adversaries, or the “didactic eloquence” of another, he said he hoped that he would be able to “bring forward some of those sound results of human reason” that are not at all inconsistent with the “revealed will of God.”13

Reed spoke for 45 minutes. The criminal justice system was imperfect, he pointed out, but capital punishment was irrevocable. Neither did the threat of execution effectively deter crime, because “it was a penalty uncertain of infliction.” He quoted Catherine the Great: “We must punish crime without imitating it,” and he demanded, “If people are safe without executions in what we are pleased to call the half-civilized country of Russia, why not here?” He refused to quote Scripture in support of his position, and he doubted the power and relevance of the theological arguments invoked by his opponents: “If his colleagues insisted on the death penalty for murder as divine,” a newspaper report paraphrased him as asking, “why not for the 30 or more other crimes for which the death penalty was meted out by ‘them of olden times’?”14

In private, Reed was elaborately sarcastic: “Mr. Messer considers any one who desires to abolish strangulation as ‘trying to be wiser than God,’ which remark he regards as closing the whole question. Against such inner-light it is no use to burn the farthing candles of human reason.” His bill went down to defeat on March 4, 1869. Next day he told a friend, “For three hours after abolition was defeated, the other side wrangled over ‘how to hang [the condemned].’”15

And 10 days after that, the hometown newspaper showered Reed with praise. “[It] has more than satisfied the warmest anticipations of his friends,” wrote the editorialist of the Portland Press of Reed’s work in the just-concluded legislative session. “His position has been in several respects a trying one. He is one of the youngest members of the House, and at the same time the actual though not the nominal leader of that body. Besides, his views are several decades in advance of those of the majority of the members on several of the most important topics that came before the House for consideration. But his readiness and skill in debate, his solid legal acquirements and general culture together with his strong personal influence have given him beyond controversy the leading position which we have assigned to him.”16

Reed was, indeed, that youthful leader, skillful debater and progressive thinker. But he was no less the calculating politician. In the necessary arts of forming friendships, building alliances and picking the plums of patronage, he was showing professional promise. In the opening weeks of the 1869 legislative session, he achieved a small triumph of political diplomacy by steering his reluctant colleagues to side with Hannibal Hamlin in a bitterly contested vote for a seat in the U.S. Senate (which, under the electoral rules of that time, was decided in the state legislature, not by popular vote). Reed, personally, couldn’t stand Hamlin, Lincoln’s first vice president, but he saw the necessity of supporting him. “I have got out of this without personal quarrel, I think,” Reed confided to his legal-mentor-turned-political-ally, Nathan Webb. “I don’t know of anyone with whom I have been angry on this affair.”17 Certainly not Hamlin, who won the seat.

A year later, when Webb, then the county attorney for Cumberland County, was promoted to U.S. attorney for Maine, Reed wrote to congratulate him. That was the first paragraph. The subject of the second and subsequent paragraphs was the vacancy that Webb’s rise in the world had created. “What about your successor?” Reed asked before proceeding, knowingly, to survey the alternatives.18

NO SOONER HAD Reed turned 30, in October 1869, than he was elected to the state Senate. And no sooner was he elected to that office than he had the pleasure of watching himself being considered for an even higher one. The attorney general of Maine, William P. Frye, was stepping down at the end of his three-year term; who should replace him? “Mr. Reed,” ventured the Augusta correspondent of the Boston Advertiser, “is a young man of prowmise and a good lawyer of his years, and with the exception of ‘the atrocious crime of being a young man,’ is eminently fit to be urged for the place.”19 The editorial page of the Portland Daily Press seconded the news pages of the Advertiser: “He would, if elected, discharge the duties of the office in a manner highly creditable to himself and be of quite as much service to the State as an older man.”20 Nominated by the state Republican caucus on January 5, 1870, Reed was as good as elected; he assumed office at the conclusion of the legislative session. The pay was $1,000 a year.

All of this honor and good fortune evidently turned the head of Mrs. Susan P. Jones, the widowed eldest daughter of the Reverend S. H. Merrill, a Portland Congregationalist divine, for Reed and she were married on February 5. Most of what little is known of Mrs. Reed comes filtered through her husband’s eviscerating wit. But she seems to have coaxed forth a strain of tenderness in him that would have astonished the Maine Democrats. She was in poor health in May of the next year when he wrote to her from Auburn, Maine, where he was arguing a case before a jury:

I hope you are doing as bravely as when I left home. If you only knew how I long to hear the best news of you, you would be well at once. I’ve so much to say to you that can’t be written that you must be satisfied to let me leave it all to be said when you are well.

Good By [sic] Dear, I love you,

      Tom

And two days later in a more characteristic tone:

I ought to have written you yesterday but was too late for the mail. Besides, [illegible]’s letter says that the Dr pronounces you out of danger and of course the more you get well the more you’ll be neglected.21

Reed sat down to write a letter to his friend George Gifford, a kindred spirit who was making a career in newspapers and politics. A supporter of female suffrage and critic of the Maine Republican machine, Gifford was a polemicist fierce even by the incendiary standards of Reconstruction-era journalism. “Dear George,” the impious attorney general began,

It being the evening of the Lord’s Day the melancholy fact that we have nowhere to go dawns upon us again, and I see no other way to salvation than to write to you. Your virtues loom up through the mists of the distance and even Mrs. Reed is willing to admit that you might have been a good man if you had been brought up right.22

By the early autumn of 1872, the Reeds had an infant son. To his father, the tiny creature “looks like ex-Gov. Robinson.” Reed mused to Gifford that, “[A]s I look at him and think what a tight squeak it was… I wonder that we all of us got all the way down here from Adam. For my part, if the matter had been left to me in Chaos, I should have thrown up the sponge without one single round.” The baby died 18 days after his birth, on September 22. A daughter, Katherine, was born on January 23, 1875.23

AS LUCK WOULD have it, a sensational murder was Reed’s to prosecute not long after he moved into the attorney general’s office. On the evening of September 19, 1870, a jealous railcar painter, Edward H. Hoswell, hid himself under his wife’s bed to pounce on the man whom he believed to be her lover. Hoswell saw his shoes, heard his voice, then slithered out from under his hiding place and, with a lunge, cut his throat. “I have got you now, you son of a bitch,” he screamed. He slashed at his wife too, who darted out of the room streaming blood. The desperate voices froze passersby. Someone burst upon the scene and handcuffed Hoswell, saying, “See your hellish work,” to which the assailant shot back, “What would you have done if you had caught a man in bed with your wife?” The suspected interloper, John B. Laflin, a 40-year-old barber, Sunday school teacher and father of three, lay dead.

The murder lacked no essential journalistic element except for novelty. The story of the avenging husband was a 19th century American set piece. It was a quirk of the law that juries dependably exonerated a husband of the charge of murder if his victim had invaded the sanctity of the marriage bed. Sensational trials of such killers—in 1859, 1867 and 1869–70—had transfixed the country and showered celebrity on the counsel of the exonerated defendants. One such lawyer, John Graham, explained the theory of the matter in these words: “The person or body of the wife is the property of her husband and the wife cannot consent away her own purity… where the wife’s virtue does not keep off the adulterer, let her interpose the fear of her husband.”24

Such was the state of the law—“a complex of self-defense rights,” in the legal phrase—that a wronged husband virtually had a hunting license. One might suppose that a husband, catching his wife and another man in flagrante delicto, would receive the sympathy of an all-male jury if the defendant had struck in unpremeditated rage. But the juries of the day refused to convict the killer even if he had had time to plot and brood. In one notorious instance, the elapsed time between provocation and killing was measured in years.

What led juries to condone acts of violence that had every appearance of coldblooded murder? Defense lawyers harped on precedent. Not for 200 years, they harangued, had a man in the United States or Great Britain been punished for doing what you, the gentlemen of the jury, would assuredly do if you were ever so unfortunate as to be in the defendant’s shoes. Scripture provided a second line of defense. In 1870 Graham spent hours reading biblical passages to a jury in evident support of private vengeance and women’s subjugation. In closing, he coined what he was pleased to call “the law of the Bible,” as follows: “That man was made for God, and woman for man; and that the woman was the weaker vessel, is meant to be under the protection of the stronger vessel, man.” A reporter in the audience heard a “distinct hiss from some of the strong minded ladies present.”25

Graham and his ilk had never done business in Maine, where adultery was a crime. At about the time that Hoswell murdered Laflin, James E. Fallon of Portland encountered Mary B. Broad of Port Elizabeth on the road, he in his conveyance, she in hers. Both were married but not to the other. They stopped to talk—and much more, according to the witness who led a grand jury to indict them for adultery, “contrary to the peace” of the state of Maine.26 The husband of Mary Broad had no justifiable reason to take the law into his own hands, even if he were so inclined; the laws of the state were his shield and defense.

Reed had two additional advantages over other prosecutors of avenging husbands. First, Hoswell’s weapon of choice was a knife, a tool of vengeance even more gruesome than a gun. Second, Hoswell apparently attempted to kill his wife too. Nineteenth century views of adultery were laced with what a modern observer would call misogyny, but the same logic that justified a husband killing his wife’s lover also forbade him from visiting any harm on his wife. She was assumed to be a passive victim of wanton advances, not a conspirator.

Working against Reed was the case, and persona, of Daniel Sickles. Twenty-one years before Hoswell killed Laflin, Sickles had been acquitted of fatally shooting his wife’s lover, Philip Barton Key, the son of the author of the Star Spangled Banner, in Washington, D.C., on the grounds that learning of the affair had left him temporarily insane. A few years later, Sickles lost his leg and earned a Medal of Honor at the Battle of Gettysburg. Wary that Hoswell’s actions might be equated with those of Sickles, a national hero, Reed made a point to distinguish the two cases in his closing arguments.

NO CELEBRITY DEFENSE team rushed to the aid of the indigent Edward Hoswell, but that did not deter the crowds that descended on the Hallowell courthouse in early December. They filled the chamber to capacity, “yet, as the morning hour passed by, score after score of persons arrived and in some unaccountable manner, compressed themselves into the interstices invisible to mortal eye,” the Kennebec Journal reported. (In news that the trial had shoved aside, Prussia was getting the better of Napoleon III in the Franco-Prussian War.)27

The facts of the case were not in dispute. The Hoswells had been married for nine years and had frequently fought. They lived in a boardinghouse in Hallowell, until he moved out following an especially bitter row in July preceding the killing. After which he bought an ad in the newspaper:

To Whom it May Concern.

This is to forbid all persons harboring or trusting my wife, Jane L. Hoswell, after this date, as I shall pay no debts of her contracting.

She was flirtatious, he was violent. In moments of extreme jealousy, he would lock her out of the house. Once he burned her clothes. On another occasion, he caught her with a $5 gold piece, which he claimed she stole. She replied by swallowing it. He was 47 years old, she was 34.

That Hoswell killed Laflin, nobody denied. But the centerpiece of Hoswell’s defense, the prosecution did deny. Laflin and Jane Hoswell were not, in fact, lovers, the state contended. Nobody had caught them in the act, although an apparently credible witness described a scene in which the wife and Laflin exchanged chewing gum without using their hands (the tittering that this story induced in the galleries brought a stern rebuke from the bench). What did the lady herself have to say? She was permitted to say nothing, as her husband refused to allow her to testify. Reed, the lead attorney for the prosecution, chafed at this bit of statutory misogyny. “By the law of this state, the wife is admissible as a witness with the consent of her husband,” he remarked in court; “without that consent, she is not admissible. I have deemed it my duty to present to the jury in this case all the evidence in my power to establish the fact of Mr. Laflin’s entire and complete innocence of any charge that could be brought against him.” The prosecutor now rounded on a member of Hoswell’s defense team who had branded Mrs. Hoswell an “adulteress.” “I do not deem it entirely decorous on the part of my learned brother,” said Reed, “at the same moment when he closes the mouth of this witness, to stigmatize her as an adulteress.”28

If Laflin was innocent of adultery, and if extramarital sex was, in any case, a crime under the laws of Maine, Hoswell had no claim on the unwritten law of permissible vengeance. Reed, indeed, asked for a conviction of murder in the first degree.

In his charge to the jury, Reed took dead aim at the scriptural defense that Hoswell’s lawyers had lifted from earlier trials. “Now, gentlemen,” he addressed the twelve,

I desire your consideration upon this subject. I ask you whether your better feelings—whether your nobler instincts—believe that the revealed will of God should be used to justify and sanctify murder? This thing is presented to you, not upon the facts of this case, but upon facts of cases widely different; and you are asked to stretch your minds, to turn your consciences, until you make the defense which is set up in the case—even a case like this. Where is this matter to end? Is this court to be under a reign of violence? Have we no laws? Are they not to protect men? By their own statements, and by the facts of the cases in every state where these things have occurred, there has been no law against adultery. I thank God that that reproach does not exist in New England!29

Reed derided the chewing gum tale and any suggestion that the defendant was out of his mind when he pulled his knife. He banged away at Hoswell’s refusal to allow his wife to take the stand. “You are not to be merciful toward the prisoner—you are to be just,” he implored the jurors, and he invited them to make their mark in this world, if in no other way, than by exercising “that calm and deliberate judgment which God and your country requires of you.”30 The case went to the jury just before 3 PM, and they pronounced their verdict at 10:30 PM. Hoswell was guilty of manslaughter, though not of murder. Reed had won his case—and lost, with the jury’s help, his perhaps not so earnestly sought verdict of first degree murder, a crime punishable, after all, by death. Hoswell, instead, was sentenced to nine years at hard labor at the state prison at Thomaston.

It was a rare attorney general who could entertain the public even as he served it, and Reed did not repeat his dual success in the Hoswell-Laflin trial. He did, however, pursue a seemingly dormant suit against some politically powerful people who never forgot his effrontery. In 1858, a certain Benjamin D. Peck was elected state treasurer. In keeping with the custom of the time, half a dozen citizens pledged to post bond on his behalf. If the treasurer misplaced or misappropriated the public funds with which he was entrusted, the bondsmen, or “sureties,” would make good the loss, up to $150,000. Sure enough, Peck proved light-fingered, but the sureties denied ever committing to do what they had so solemnly promised to do. The state sued the vanishing sureties, including the politically well-connected Neal Dow, but the suit seemed to languish until Reed became attorney general. By the time he left office, at least two of the reluctant bondsmen, including Dow, had paid what they owed the state treasury.31 Dow’s son Frederick later took his place as a personal enemy of Reed’s, a rare distinction, as Reed could name only two such people in the world.*

And neither one was a railroad man, though Reed was fast becoming a thorn in the side of the Maine rail interests. In his final report as attorney general, he urged the legislature to do something to empower the survivors of lethal railroad accidents to collect judgments from the responsible corporation. “With damages for loss of life limited to five thousand dollars,” Reed dryly noted, “it will be frequently cheaper for the railroad company to kill a man than to hurt him.”32

No attorney general in Reed’s day had served two consecutive terms as attorney general, and Reed stepped down in 1872. Now his letterhead was emblazoned:

THOMAS B. REED
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELOR AT LAW
CASCO BANK BUILDING
91 MIDDLE STREET
PORTLAND, MAINE

In 1875, the private citizen again reentered public life, this time in the capacity of Portland city solicitor. At the end of his stint in 1877, he was able to point to a succession of legal victories on behalf of the city as well as to the smallest backlog of cases on the city docket “for very many years.” It was perhaps a distracted city solicitor who wrote those words, however. Reed was on his way to Washington, D.C.



Chapter 4
With a Flap of the “bloody shirt”


THE CITY OF Portland had only so much time for electoral politics during the long summer days and short summer nights of June 1876. To be sure, a Republican caucus would decide the Republicans’ nominee to represent the First District of Maine in the U.S. House of Representatives. And, come September, a presidential election would be overlaid on the congressional one, with Maine rendering its accustomed early verdict. Vital issues would be laid before the people. The American economy was slumping, and federal troops, 11 years after Appomattox, still occupied the South. The dollar was a mere piece of paper—no gold stood behind it, as it had before the war—and Washington, D.C., in the final year of the administration of U. S. Grant, stank of corruption.

Yet, as Portlanders must have also reflected, there would always be another election. What would never come around again was the 100th anniversary of the signing of the Declaration of Independence. To mark the nation’s centennial, Portland planned a day-long patriotic celebration. Dawn of July 4 would break to the roar of cannon. The guns would boom again at noon, which blast would cue the church bells; they would peal till one o’clock. Parades (the first one stepping off before breakfast), concerts, baseball games, a sailing regatta and a procession of historically themed horse-drawn tableaux would round out the agenda. A leading citizen of precise elocution, General S. J. Anderson, would read the Declaration of Independence. The Portland Mechanic Blues would turn out, as would the Portland Cadets, the Portland Light Infantry, the Androscoggin Artillery and innumerable veterans of the Union army organized into posts of the Grand Army of the Republic; also the Masons, Knights of Pythias and Odd Fellows, the Irish-American Relief Association, the Portland Catholic Union and the Temperance Cadets. There would be bands, drum corps, a horse whisperer (Professor Magner would try to keep his seat on a notoriously unmanageable stallion), advocates of women’s rights and a certain number of politicians, including John H. Burleigh, the two-term Republican incumbent from the First District whom Reed intended to send back to the woolen manufacturing field, from whence he had come.1

In these loving and intricate preparations, Portland was only doing what other American towns and cities were also busily doing. In the northern suburbs of New York City, a great-great nephew of Roger Sherman, Chauncey M. Depew, was putting the finishing touches on the draft of his Fourth of July oration. Ignoring the brutal business depression that had been in progress since 1873, Depew instead emphasized the wonders of the age in which his constituents were privileged to live. “We stand today,” the orator was preparing to say, “in the presence of the most important hundred years in history. In everything which adds to the comfort and happiness of man; in achievements which ennoble and adorn our common human nature; in discoveries which alleviate suffering, annihilate space; and increase the sources of wealth and prosperity; in the extension of Christian and philanthropic efforts; in scientific research, in activity of thought, in freedom of discussion, and in the spread and growth of liberty, this century has no equal. It has given us the steamship, the railroad, the telegraph. It has bridged oceans, wedded seas, and belted the globe with lightning. It has overturned the despotism of ages, established widely representative government and a recognition of the individual man. It has enfranchised the slave, and given to humanity and the world the American Republic.”2

In this very spirit of internationalism, America had invited the world to her birthday party. The Centennial Exhibition opened in May on a 285-acre tract overlooking the Schuylkill River in Philadelphia. “The Oldest People in the World Sends its Morning Greeting to the Youngest Nation,” read the sign hung on the reconstructed temple in the Main Exhibition Building, a gift from Egypt. Thirty-six other nations contributed a structure, an exhibit or a display of indigenous products. Mexico sent a 4,000 pound block of silver; Peru, Inca relics; Liberia, coffee; Canada, a log house; Germany, chemicals, and weapons too. From the Japanese commissioner, Fukui Makoto, came this report of the sights and sounds: “The first day crowd come like sheep, run here, run there, run everywhere. One man start, one thousand follow. Nobody can see anything, nobody can do anything. All rush, push, tear, shout, make plenty noise, say damn great many times, get very tired and go home.”
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