
[image: Cover Page of Strange and Obscure Stories of New York City]


[image: Half Title of Strange and Obscure Stories of New York City]


[image: Title Page of Strange and Obscure Stories of New York City]


Copyright © 2016 by Tim Rowland

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without the express written consent of the publisher, except in the case of brief excerpts in critical reviews or articles. All inquiries should be addressed to Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018.

Skyhorse Publishing books may be purchased in bulk at special discounts for sales promotion, corporate gifts, fund-raising, or educational purposes. Special editions can also be created to specifications. For details, contact the Special Sales Department, Skyhorse Publishing, 307 West 36th Street, 11th Floor, New York, NY 10018, or info@skyhorsepublishing.com.

Skyhorse® and Skyhorse Publishing® are registered trademarks of Skyhorse Publishing, Inc.®, a Delaware corporation.

Visit our website at www.skyhorsepublishing.com.

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available on file.

Cover design by Jane Sheppard

Cover photos: iStockphoto

Print ISBN: 978-1-5107-0012-3

Ebook ISBN: 978-1-5107-0013-0

Printed in the United States of America


To Beth, for believing in me more than I believe in myself.


Preface
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In New York City, it goes without saying, strange stories are a dime a dozen. The chore is not to ferret them out, the chore is to narrow the selection down. Obscure stories are harder to find, since the city is blessed with an uncountable amount of excellent books, blogs, and websites that have dutifully catalogued and chronicled just about everything that’s happened in New York since the Earth cooled.

So if the historical essays presented here are more strange than they are obscure, this is why. It is hoped, however, that they will add layers and context that give added meaning and amusement to readers, even if they have heard in passing that, say, New York had a cross-dressing governor or that the US mail once sailed along in tubes buried beneath city sidewalks.

What is also striking is the degree to which New York reflects the nation at large. Yankees though they might have been, the city had slave riots that rivaled anything in the South, and at the time of the Civil War, Mayor Fernando Wood even agitated for secession from the Union.

New Yorkers were at the fore in undercutting prohibition. They witnessed a steamboat demonstration that predated Robert Fulton’s by twenty years. The rhetoric of its leaders in commerce soared to the stars and set the tone for the nation, yet it produced criminals so shameless and rank that it was hard to think of them as human.

A maître d’ in New York could accumulate more fame and adoration than a deacon in any other town. In everything from architecture, to design, to sports, to politics, New York set the standard—it might not always have been a pretty standard, but it was a standard that could never be ignored. So if its stories (even the obscure ones) are strange, wonderful, and, like the city itself, they cannot be ignored.


CHAPTER 1

Selling the Public on a Jump from the Brooklyn Bridge

[image: image]

In all probability, on a midsummer day in 1886, a twenty-five-year-old man named Steve Brodie joined thousands of other New Yorkers by not jumping off the Brooklyn Bridge. No matter. The young huckster from the Bowery parlayed this nonevent into a storied career that lives on in the annals of history, pop culture, and showmanship. There is, however, just that chance that he did jump; like Brodie himself, that facts that surround that July day are hopelessly complex.

The Brooklyn Bridge had been completed in 1883, and the engineering marvel had captured the imagination of New Yorkers almost from the day that it was proposed in a set of improbable architectural sketches. Dubbed one of the Seven Wonders of the Industrial World, one hundred and fifty thousand pedestrians and eighteen hundred vehicles crossed the bridge into history on its opening day. A week later, a rumor spread that the massive stone structure was in imminent danger of collapse. The news caused a stampede that killed a dozen people. Sensing an opportunity, the legendary P. T. Barnum later paraded twenty-one elephants across the bridge to prove its stability.

But with a height of 135 feet, equal to a fourteen-story building, from the decking to the water, the bridge quickly attracted the attention of daredevils, who contemplated the odds of leaping from the bridge and surviving.

The first was Robert Emmet Odlum, a swimming instructor from a family torn by the Civil War, who taught aquatic skills to the children of such luminaries as Rutherford B. Hayes, James Garfield, and William T. Sherman. Always seeking new challenges, Odlum transitioned from endurance swimming into high-diving. He escaped unharmed, more or less, from dives off a ninety-foot bridge near Washington, DC, and a ladder affixed to a steamship 110 feet high. Meanwhile, as he was plummeting to the depths below, so was his business. His swimming school, while critically acclaimed, failed, and his proffered side bets on how far he could swim found no takers. He was one of those whose success in life never seemed to translate into financial reward; he won applause for his swimming feats, and as a hotel lifeguard he was credited with the ocean rescue of Sky Colfax, son of Lincoln’s Vice President Schuyler Colfax—but these heroics weren’t paying the bills. Odlum reckoned a jump from the celebrated Brooklyn Bridge might be the ticket to success, and he began to make plans for just such an event.

Unfortunately, the police got wind of the stunt, and the chief police inspector put out the word to be on the lookout for suspicious activity. Odlum’s mother would later say that her boy’s motives were pure; he wanted to prove that the rushing air of a fall was not, in itself, fatal. This, she said, would convince the men and women trapped in the upper floors of a burning building to be at ease jumping into a fire net. And, of course, if he happened to parlay the daredevil act into a little coin, well, what woman in those days couldn’t use a little cash?

On the nineteenth of May 1885, Robert Odlum got out of bed and went to church to confess his sins. Everything else was in place. He’d hired a strong swimmer stationed on a tugboat to come to his aid after the jump, as well as a body double whose job was to bait the police into chasing down the wrong guy. At a little after five in the afternoon, the radar on the Brooklyn Bridge’s toll collector wiggled to life. A carriage carrying a man in a skin-tight blue shirt passed through the gate, with a second man who appeared to be attempting to screen his companion. And the cab was going way too fast; something was up. At the toll keeper’s signal, a dozen watchmen scampered after Odlum. The police weren’t the only ones on high alert for the jump. With stunning quickness, a crowd of thousands materialized out of nowhere. Part of the problem, the newspapers said later, was that the police themselves had spread word of the impending “crazy scheme,” hoping that many would be on hand to view their heroics as they stopped this insane individual from certain death. As PR goes, it was a fair effort, except that the gathering crowd made it impossible for police to do their job. The Times wrote that the “Bluecoats could be seen from the roadway making an ado above, in utterly useless attempts to keep the crowd in motion.” The cops closed in on the suspected jumper from all sides. “They were determined that the cab should not get close enough to the rail on the river side for the best leaper in the world to jump.”

There was no doubt in the minds of the police that the mysterious man in the cab was indeed Odlum. If any further proof was needed, a tug of cheering fans churned up the river, spectators affixing spyglasses on the bridge in search of their hero’s profile against the sky. The whole affair seemed to play out in slow motion, the cab and the police inching along through a sea of derby-hatted humanity. The blue-shirted man grew increasingly nervous, more from the chase, perhaps, than the thought of the jump. He fumbled cartoonishly with the collar of his shirt, as officers got within an arm’s length of the cab. According to the Times, “The commotion in the vicinity of the cab had become tumultuous; other vehicles pressed close behind; the crowd was clamorous and excited overhead; the middle of the bridge had been reached, and the people in the tugboat were intently watching the bridge.” But as dogged as the cab driver had been, the police had been even more determined. Relentlessly, they began to form a line of blue between the cab and the rail of the Brooklyn Bridge. It was as they had hoped. The crowd would be treated to the sight of New York’s finest in action, and there were plenty of self-satisfied smiles all around as the police finally took the cab into custody.

So intent was everyone’s attention on the cab that few noticed when a trim man in a red shirt stepped from a nondescript wagon and hopped lightly upon the bridge’s railing, raising his right hand to the sky. The police, the spectators in the tug, everyone, had been watching the wrong man. So relieved had the toll keeper been at spotting that man who he thought was Odlum that he had subsequently let down his guard. “The ordinary black covered wagon in which Odlum got access to the bridge had nothing about it to suggest suspicion,” said the Times. “It moved along with the slow line, its three occupants sitting quietly within, looking as though that was where they belonged.” Had the toll keeper been a whisper sharper, he might have noticed the glint of a showman’s outfit peeking out from under the standard workman’s garb. But in fact, it hardly mattered—Odlum was one determined man.

A jump from the height represented by the Brooklyn Bridge is survivable, but only if everything goes right. The key is to hit the water ramrod straight, and Odlum didn’t, quite. Some blamed the wind. Others said that the haste in which he exited the wagon and leapt to the rail destroyed his balance. Whatever, Odlum was several degrees off plumb and smacked the water with a sound that could be heard over the noise of the crowd. When the great swimmer surfaced, he was face down and wasn’t moving. Odlum was pulled, unconscious, into the tug, and laid out in the galley. Brandy, the catch-all medicine of the day, was poured down his throat. The liquor revived him somewhat, and faintly he asked, “What kind of jump did I make?” Everyone assured him that he’d nailed it. He struggled to sit up, and for a beat, it seemed as if he might survive. Then blood began to dribble from the corner of his mouth. “Am I spitting blood?” he asked. No, he was assured, it was just the brandy coming back up. It wasn’t, of course. His liver, spleen, and most of his other internal organs had ruptured on impact. An hour after his jump, he was dead.

If nothing else, Odlum set the table for whoever might jump next, and live. That honor most likely went to a fellow by the name of Larry Donovan, a chap who received zero credit for his exploit. Seeking a suitable sobriquet for a specimen such as himself, Donovan, not wishing to aim low, had settled on “the Champion Aerial Jumper of the World.” On April 18, 1887, the champion of the world determined to jump from the bridge, and alerted the press to his impending feat. The press, being the press, immediately raced to his mother’s home so that they would be present to dutifully record the look on her face when she received word of her son’s death. But the woman wasn’t home. She was down at the police station, tipping off the cops regarding her son’s shenanigans.

In the history of superheroes, it is possible, perhaps, to conceive of a more ignominious fate than that of young Donovan. If Superman’s mommy, for example, had pointed out a hole in his shorts prior to his impending rescue of Lois Lane. But for the Champion Aerial Jumper of the world, this embarrassment only hardened his resolve. On August 28, 1886, Donovan, a typesetter by trade, leapt from the Brooklyn Bridge and survived. History little remembers him, perhaps because in less than two years he was dead himself, victim of a failed attempt to jump from the Hungerford Bridge over the River Thames in London. But more likely it’s because when he jumped, the feat was thought to be old news—a month prior, Steve Brodie had won the honor for himself, or so everyone thought.

Unlike Odlum before him, Brodie, a twenty-three-year-old former paperboy from the Bowery, did not seem to duck attention as he stood on the New York side of the bridge on July 23, 1886. He may have, however, been every bit as deceitful. The story was that he’d made a $200 bet—about $5,000 today—that he could survive a leap into the river (the price for such a stunt had risen substantially following the publicity surrounding Odlum’s death). A young woman spoke loudly—maybe a little too loudly—as she bid farewell to the daredevil: “Good-bye Steve; take care of yourself and may you be successful and scoop in dose two huntrid dollars so’s we kin have a good time,” quoted the Times.

Brodie also needed the cash to cover some unfortunate bets he had made of late at the horse track, it was whispered. Brodie loved to gamble, and had earned some decent money as a professional speedwalker (a popular endurance sport in the nineteenth century known as pedestrianism; events could last for days, and were subject to heavy wagering among the betting public). When that pursuit had become dull, Brodie had turned to high-diving, and he carried with him clippings documenting his jumps. Bridge jumping came naturally, as Brodie had been a lifeguard in his early years, reportedly saving a number of lives, including that of a young woman who gave him her locket as a keepsake.

As Brodie parted from his sweetie du jour on the day of the jump (a woman who was not his wife, it would turn out), he hopped aboard a lumber wagon, and the police officer stationed at the toll house either failed to notice Brodie or was indifferent. Or perhaps he failed to recognize Brodie for the simple reason that the young man was not Brodie at all. Even today, no one is sure. At the time, it seemed real enough. The Times reported that, as multiple people reached up to pull him back, Brodie scampered up and over the rail and then grabbed the underside of a girder and hung over the river. “Brodie swung to and fro in the breeze, and he steadied himself as well as he could. When he hung perpendicularly over the river he let go his hold and shot down like an arrow,” the paper said. He hit the water in a standing position, for the most part, and disappeared beneath the surface for several seconds. His friends had been waiting in a rowboat below, and when Brodie surfaced, dazed, they fished him out and assessed his condition.

Finding him no worse for wear, he was transported to shore, where he was more than happy to wave to the rapidly growing crowd and speak with the waiting press. Not so impressed with his performance was the bridge officer, who immediately placed New York’s newest hero under arrest. A soaking wet Brodie was taken to the nearest precinct station. Appearing pale and blue-lipped, a sympathetic officer gave the young man a pull on his whiskey bottle. This seemed to revive the shivering diver, who sent a newspaper reporter to fetch him a fresh pint. The police—not wanting the perp to show up for court drunk—were disinclined to allow him any more, but when Brodie clutched his side, wailed in pain, and went into convulsions, they relented. A doctor was called, who checked Brodie out and declared him fit as a fiddle, a diagnosis that Brodie celebrated with more whiskey. Seeing that Brodie was consuming so much liquor under the watchful eyes of the men in blue, it hardly seemed fair when they took him to the city prison on a charge of intoxication, along with endangering his own life.

Prison wardens in those days felt no particular need to prohibit newspaper reporters from wandering the cellblocks, and a correspondent from the Times struck up a conversation with the new celebrity, deciphering, as best he was able, Brodie’s heavy Bowery accent, his slurred speech, and his truly impressive command of contemporary profanity. Other reporters quickly tracked down Brodie’s wife, who said she had known nothing about it until an hour after the fact. This made the good-bye wishes from the young woman on the bridge prior to the jump a little problematic—not that Brodie was a traditionalist in his relationships with women; he was once arrested for kidnapping and attempting to marry a sixteen-year-old girl. His wife also said that the injury to his side, which had been attributed to the jump, was an old malady that Brodie frequently complained of. Back in the Bowery, Brodie, wrote the Times, “is regarded as a sort of half-witted fellow by his friends, a man who will undertake anything if provoked or offered money.”

However, if he were indeed half-witted, then what to say of the people he supposedly duped that day? The skeptics believed that Brodie arranged to have a dummy tossed from the bridge, and then swam to general vicinity either from shore or from the rowboat. This was partly based on the comments of a friend, forty years after the fact, and well after Brodie’s death, who suggested the jump was all an act. Yet the evidence to support it being a fraud is largely second hand, and more than a century later doesn’t seem any more convincing than the first-hand accounts at the time, which did not question the authenticity.

If Brodie was a skilled jumper, he was even better at getting his name out before an enchanted public. He made the rounds of dime museums and traveled the country jumping off of high places, which was a lucrative way to make a living at the time, apparently. With his substantial earnings, he opened a saloon in the Bowery, which became something of a shrine to neighborhood boxers and fighters. This “den of iniquity,” as the papers framed it, was scorned by the city’s upper crust, as was his taste in younger women, some of them fresh out of reform school. But he was a hero to his people. He fed many a hungry person, distributed umbrellas to shop girls on rainy days, and, when all else failed, paid the funeral expenses for those who died on the street without identification. And if the press wished to write up any stories of his largesse, he never seemed to object.

Brodie grew into the personification of the rough and tumble, vice-riddled Bowery itself. His celebrity was eventually transformed to the stage, and he starred in the play “On the Bowery,” which enjoyed a national following. From there it was on to musicals (where he sang about his “Bowery Goyls”) and national tours. He was onstage in Cleveland in 1898 when he collapsed, struggled to his feet, and collapsed again. The crowd hissed, thinking him to be drunk, always a viable supposition when it came to Brodie. In fact, he had been battling a bout of pleurisy, and had just telegraphed his family, telling them that he’d be home to recuperate. He never made it. His daughter was awaiting his arrival when she received the telegram reporting his death at age forty.

Brodie’s memory lived on long after he did, and throughout the twentieth century the phrase “taking a Brody (sic)” came to mean anything involving a suicidal jump. In pop culture, Brodie’s character was invoked in everything from Broadway musicals, to literature, to cinema, to a Bugs Bunny cartoon, where, in trying to sell a tourist the Brooklyn Bridge, “Bowery Bugs” tells the story of how he tormented Brodie into jumping.

Interestingly, sometimes the alleged dummy-double is written into these works, and sometimes it isn’t. In the 1933 film The Bowery, which covers both bases, Brodie intends to use a dummy, but has to make the jump himself when the figure is stolen by his rival. The 1965 Broadway musical Kelly was inspired by Brodie’s life and, fittingly, perhaps, wound up being just as controversial.

Anticipating that the production would make quite a splash, so to speak, no expense was spared in anticipation of opening night. For publicity, chorus girls lined up on the Brooklyn Bridge itself, and investors poured money into every phase of production. But with so much at stake, tensions began to run high. In dry runs in Philadelphia and Boston, scenes were rewritten, respected actors Ella Logan, Jack Creley, and Avery Schreiber found their roles had been cut, and arguments over the script flared, almost to the opening curtain. Kelly ran for a grand total of one night, imploding in a sea of infighting and financial stresses and making it one of Broadway’s greatest flops. The great Times critic Howard Taubman, for one, was not sorry to see it go, writing, “Ella Logan was written out of Kelly before it reached the Broadhurst Theater Saturday night. Congratulations, Miss Logan.”

The show, perhaps fittingly, had pulled a Brody.


CHAPTER 2

A Humble Printer Establishes Freedom of the Press

[image: image]

Since the dawn of time, the world has not lacked for people who were down on their luck. In the late seventeenth century, one such group would come to be known as the German Palatines of the Middle Rhine. Residents of this scenic river gorge had been repeatedly beaten down by French invaders, and the erstwhile wealthy region was wracked by devastation, famine, and military conscription. The last straw was a winter so extreme that birds were said to have frozen to death as they flew, and even the wine turned to ice in its casks. Much of the life that the Palatines had known was gone, and in the early 1700s, thirteen thousand of them picked up and left, migrating to the safety of England and Ireland.

While sympathetic, the British were somewhat at a loss with how to manage this wave of immigrants; the situation was not unlike the immigration issues that face the world today. But while the British Isles might have been too crowded, across the Atlantic there was more land than anyone knew what to do with, and so, in 1710, three thousand German immigrants boarded ten ships and headed to New York, their hard passage to be paid off by hard work.

Among these refugees were Conrad Weiser, a celebrated emissary between the Indians and colonists; Johann Peter Rockefeller, progenitor of the American Rockefeller family; and a thirteen-year-old boy named Peter Zenger who—little could he have known—was about to form the foundation upon which America’s celebrated freedom of the press would be built.

Nor could anyone at the time have likely guessed that the New York City of the early 1700s was on its way to becoming, well, New York City. In 1734, it was a town of ten thousand residents, and nearly two of every 10 were slaves. There might have been just north of fifteen hundred homes, and sporting gentlemen were still able to shoot quail on the east side of Broadway. The city’s role at that point was little more than a way station for supplies destined for the interior and American product on its way to British ports.

Little business was transacted within the city itself, and in 1720 it had need of only one newspaper, the New York Weekly Gazette, a sheet of foolscap the size of a dinner menu that mainly brought news of more important events in more important locales abroad. The Gazette was dutifully loyal to the Crown and the Crown’s appointments at a time and place when most people had better things to do than fret over politics. As such, this era might be thought of as the calm before a three-century storm. But attitudes changed with the royal appointment of William Cosby to the governor’s palace in 1732. The forty-two-year-old Cosby interrupted what had been a colorless line of British and Dutch bureaucrats of comparatively even temperament and competence.

If the average immigrant to American shores in the colonial period came because of opportunity and religious freedom, the average governor came to American shores because he was broke. Columbia law professor Eben Moglen noted that “The baggage of Governor Cosby, upon his arrival on August 1, 1732, contained two predominant and often-associated guises for an office-holder of his time and place: high socio-political connections at home, and a desperate need for money.”

In the Old World, it was all about one’s title; in the New World, it was all about cash. In subsequent years, culminating with Alexis de Tocqueville, Europeans visiting American shores remarked with equal parts amazement and disgust that the single-minded pursuit of money was the native population’s chief objective. If this were truly the case, it might be because members of all classes saw America as a potential ATM. Cosby, at least, actually laid eyes on the lands he was to govern; some appointees never did even that, preferring to send someone else to run the colony, satisfied to sit at home and cash the paychecks that the position afforded. Almost from the day he set foot in New York, a fair number of his new constituents wished the greedy and litigious Cosby had steered a similar course.

Among Cosby’s first acts was to tear up an agreement with the Mohawk Indians that protected their interests, but interfered with the new governor’s plan to sell off land patents. The new governor also became embroiled in a legal dispute with his predecessor, Rip Van Dam, over pay; fired judges who failed to rule in his favor; created courts of dubious legality so as to avoid juries; and brought libel suits against his critics.

By stacking the judicial deck, Cosby won in the court of law but suffered grievously in the court of public opinion.

“It is easy to understand what a ferment these proceedings caused,” wrote eighteenth-century historian Livingston Rutherford. “Here was a native of the Colony (Van Dam), a man who was rich, influential, and popular, who was well known and respected, forced into expensive litigation by a grasping and unscrupulous governor who denied him common justice, who was, in reality, attempting to help himself to the property of a private citizen, and who hesitated at nothing which he thought would aid him in accomplishing his purpose.”

If Cosby expected the slow and steady Van Dam to roll over, he was mistaken. Van Dam rallied his supporters, writing, “We are Tenants at will to Governors, and exposed to be fleeced by them from time to time at their pleasure.” Van Dam accused the governor of buying supporters by “Plying them with drink,” and, in answer to Cosby’s libel suits, said he “did not pretend to know the law” but that he would assume truth to be an air-tight defense. That theory was about to be tested.

New York was increasingly polarized, with the royally appointed Crosby on one side and the popularly elected assembly on the other, including Van Dam, Lewis Morris, Lewis Morris Jr. (the faction would become known as the Morrisites), James Alexander, and William Smith. The ire of the opposition was a microcosm of the grievances that would boil over forty years later at Lexington and Concord, and a letter of Alexander’s to a friend in England could have been considered prophetic when he wrote, “(New Yorkers) are generally industrious, the greatest number of them Dutch, and seldom trouble their heads with politics, but such people are generally most violent when they apprehend their liberties are properties to be in danger.”

Into this cauldron stepped the young, ne’er-do-well printer, John Peter Zenger. Far more concerned with making a living than with making history, the young man had found conditions in the New World only moderately better than those he had escaped. His father had perished on the journey across the sea, and when his family landed in New York the boy was apprenticed to William Bradford, owner of the Gazette. When released from his eight-year term, Zenger wandered south to Maryland, where he dabbled in printing without any particular success. He returned to New York and partnered with Bradford in a publishing concern where they together printed a grand total of one book.

From there he opened his own shop on William, and later Broad Street, several blocks south of City Hall. There, he published a handful of unremarkable books and political pamphlets and was headed for historical oblivion when Cosby’s opponents decided they needed to start their own newspaper to get the word out about the governor’s atrocities. To print the paper they called on Zenger, and the first issue of the New York Weekly Journal hit the streets on November 5, 1733. The Journal ’s primary purpose was no secret; it was, wrote Alexander, “(C)hiefly to expose (Crosby) and those ridiculous flatteries with which Mr. Harison loads our other newspaper …” Harison referred to Francis Harison, who had effectively been appointed as editor by Crosby himself.

The Journal came about in an era when freedom of the press was not assured. Instructions given the governor in 1697 intoned that “For as much as great inconveniences may arise by the liberty of printing within the province of New York, you are to provide all necessary orders that no person keeping any press for printing, nor that any book, pamphlet or other matter whatsoever be printed without your especial leave and consent first obtained.” The order had apparently expired by Zenger’s time, but the attitude persisted, and those who felt aggrieved at the printed word were quick to go to court.

Zenger, who had little education and struggled with the English language, was not the primary provider of content. That fell to the likes of Alexander and Lewis Morris, a Supreme Court chief justice removed from office by Crosby (as an infant, Morris had inherited the manor Morrisania in the area that is now occupied by public housing in the Southwestern Bronx; his grandson, also Lewis, signed the Declaration of Independence). While Zenger would transcend generations as an icon of a free press, it is not clear that he viewed his role as anything more than a typesetter, and the job as anything more than a paycheck.

But he had to be pleased with the results, for the Journal was his first real success. Soon it was running as many as three editions with regular supplements beyond its standard four pages. The writing sparkled with wit and no small amount of snark directed at the sitting governor and his lackeys at the Gazette. In the lost and found section, the Journal reported that a large lapdog, about five-foot-five, had escaped from its kennel with a mouthful of fanciful plaudits for the governor that it was disgorging at the office of the Gazette: “Whoever will strip the said Panegericks of all their Fulsomness and send the beast back to his kennel shall have the Thanks of all honest Men.”
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