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    [image: image]More than 108,000 books have been written about the Civil War.1 That’s more than any for other war.2 You would have to read four books a day for seventy-four years to finish them all. Indeed, a publishing executive once quipped, “Today, there is no question as to who won the Civil War—the book publishers.”3




    Why is this “Great Rebellion” such a popular subject?




    The Civil War is one of four watershed events in United States history.4 We would not be a world powerhouse today if the South had won.5 First, it was a clash over ways of life: a rural, class-conscious South fought an industrial, democratic North over conflicting visions of the future.6 It was also a clash over principles: Southerners thought secession was morally justified; Northerners held slavery to be morally wrong. The Union’s victory resolved these issues. Since 1865, the United States has thought of itself as a nation, not a union, and slavery has been condemned by virtually al1.7




    The Civil War was also a watershed event because it changed the nature of warfare. Romantic elements gave way to modern ones. Soldiers still wore bright uniforms, used horse borne cavalry, and carried swords, but this was the conflict that saw the beginning of aerial reconnaissance, the development of repeating rifles and machine guns, the launching of ironclad ships and submarines, and the inauguration of mass warfare against civilians.8




    The Civil War involved a tremendous cost to the nation. Fatalities totaled 620,000: 360,000 Northerners and 260,000 Southerners.9 That represents nearly 4% of the United States male population in 1860, and almost totals deaths from all our other wars combined.10




    The Civil War was internecine. Neighbors fought neighbors, friends fought friends, and family members fought one another. For example, Woodrow Wilson, president during World War I, was the “southern-born son of a pro-Confederate Ohioan and an English mother, with uncles who served in the Union....”11




    Finally, the Civil War took place in our hometowns. Battlegrounds dot Eastern roadmaps. Maryland, New Jersey, and New York experienced draft riots. Even Maine and Vermont were invaded. Farmers still occasionally plow up artifacts from Civil War battles.




    Maine was a major Civil War player. Famous personages such as Governor John Fairfield and Harriet Beecher Stowe helped provoke the war. To fight it, Maine raised “32 infantry regiments, [two] cavalry regiments, one regiment of heavy artillery, seven batteries of mounted artillery, [two regiments of sharpshooters 1 seven companies of coast guards, and six for coast fortification.”12 Maine sent more troops (72,117) per military-aged population than any other state.13 Nine Maine regiments fought in more than twenty battles each.14 The 1st Maine Cavalry took part in more battles (42) than any other Union regiment.15 The 1st and 2nd Maine Sharpshooters killed more Confederates than any other Union regiment.16 The 5th Maine regiment captured more prisoners than it had men.17 The 20th Maine was responsible for turning the tide of the war at Gettysburg.18 And the 1st Maine Heavy Artillery suffered the greatest battle casualties of any Union regiment. After the war, the first National Solders’ Home for disabled Civil War veterans was established at Togus, in Hallowell (now Chelsea), Maine. Maine politicians James G. Blaine and Thomas Reed helped the Republican party maintain prominence, and Maine native Adelbert Ames became the longest-lived Civil War General.




    This book presents an overview of Maine’s Civil War involvement, the first such survey to be published.19 Events leading to the war are discussed in the chapters of Section I. Notable Maine figures in the war are profiled in the second section. In Section III, Civil War battles, campaigns and events are discussed. Personal experiences during the war are presented in Section IV, including fascinating accounts from soldiers, spies, escaped slaves, and prisoners of war. Finally, postwar events are chronicled in Section V, including the participation of Maine figures in events surounding the assassination of President Lincoln and the attempt to impeach Andrew Johnson, Lincoln’s successor. Except for Section II, Famous Sons and Daughters, all chapters are arranged chronologically.




    Our book is designed to be reader friendly. It presents fascinating information in well-written articles that, for the most part, have never before been reprinted. You will learn, for example, more about how Uncle Tom’s Cabin came to be written in Maine. You will read how an Old Town private who enlisted at eighteen won promotion to general three years later; about a prominent one-armed Maine general who founded many of the nation’s most prestigious Black colleges; about how the men of the 27th Maine, which never saw combat, were all awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor. You will be surprised to learn that, on the day he assassinated Lincoln, John Wilkes Booth had been in the-custody of Union troops led by a Maine man—until a senior officer ordered Booth’s release.




    Virtually all the articles are unfamiliar. Three are original; the reprints come from ten different sources. About 60 percent are three-quarters of a century old. Many were published thanks to decades of research and writing by Lewiston, Maine, journalist L. C. Bateman.




    Finally, you will find the articles in this book well written. Accessibility has been a major goal. From more than seven hundred reprint candidates, we chose just forty-three. Most originally were newspaper articles. When necessary, we have straightened out problems of organization, removed irrelevancies, and corrected typographical substantive mistakes that appeared in the original versions.




    Every organization and person contacted about this book, with one nameless exception, have been extremely helpful. Thanks go to: Representative Herbert Adams, the Bates College Library, Professor Jay Hoar, the Kansas State Historical Society, the Lewiston Sun-Journal, the Maine State Historical Society, the Maine State Library, the Portland Public Library, the Rockland Courier-Gazette, the libraries at the University of Maine at Augusta and Farmington, and the Department of Veterans Affairs Medical and Regional Office Center at Togus.




    We alone, of course, are responsible for any mistakes. Any additions, observations, or corrections should be sent to Charles Waugh, 5 Morrill St., Winthrop, ME 04364.




    —C. G. Waugh and D. W. Beattie
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    [image: image]With the enactment of the Missouri Compromise in 1820, Maine became a “free” state and an active participant in ante-bellum interests of national importance. Brunswick, Maine, in particular, seemed to be a center of the new state’s circle of social reformers who focused on feminist, temperance, and human dignity issues). Key individuals with Maine roots (by birth or choice), such as Elijah Parish Lovejoy and Harriet Beecher Stowe, contributed significanty to the momentum that drove the Union to war against the fledgling Confederacy in 1861.




    Abolitionism was a social movement dedicated to ending slavery. Though not widely embraced, it was a major cause of the Civil War. It gained national recognition and force from the dramatic murder of Elijah Parish Lovejoy, an abolitionist newspaper editor, in Alton, Illinois, in 1837. Ironically, during Lovejoy’s childhood in Maine, his uncle Abiel Lovejoy, of Sidney and Vassalboro, owned several slaves who worked as sawyers in his lumber business.




    An “underground railroad” developed to smuggle slaves north to freedom. (Canada became a favorite destination after the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850 established that escapees could legally be retrieved from “free” states.) In Portland, Maine, Lydia Dennet, Charlotte Thomas, and her brother George were engaged in this often risky activity. But aiding the escaped slaves was looked down upon, even in Maine. Indeed, former governor John Fairfield lost the 1844 Democratic vice-presidential nomination because years earlier he had not helped Southern courts extradite two Maine citizens accused of smuggling a slave out of Georgia.




    Harriet Beecher Stowe was perhaps the woman most hated by Southerners. She wrote Uncle Tom’s Cabin (1851), a wildly popular anti-slavery novel, while living in Brunswick with her husband, a Bowdoin College professor. Uncle Tom, her central character, was American literature’s “first fictional Christ figure,” and her book lucratively tapped the ideological convictions of a nationwide audience. Stowe was a popular hostess while in Brunswick, and Bowdoin undergraduate Joshua L. Chamberlain was a sometime attendee at the discussion groups and teas held at her home.




    “Kansas Fever” seized many emigrant Mainers after the Kansas-Nebraska Act of 1854. Kansas fever was spread by organizations such as the New England Emigrant Aid Society. Their idea, which was ultimately successful, was to pack Kansas with Northerners so that its citizens would vote to enter the Union as a free state. But as Cole’s article indicates, this strategy was resisted by Southern sympathizers, and led to seven years of bloody conflict.




    Maine may not have founded the G.O.P., but it was deeply involved with the Republican party’s successful emergence during the mid-1850s, and it did elect the nation’s first Republican Governor: Anson P. Morrill (1855–56). Foremost in their platform, Republicans resolved to oppose slavery as a national policy and to prevent the expansion of slavery into any current or future nationally held territories. Symbolically, Maine was a natural place to strike out against slave-state/free-state compromises, as the Maine itself had been granted statehood in the first effort to create a balance between free and slave states.




    Maine’s Bowdoin College produced many famous and effective Union Generals, such as Joshua L. Chamberlain and O. O. Howard. However, in 1858, it also granted Jefferson Davis, the future president of the Confederacy, an honorary doctorate. What a paradox, one could argue, to place such an honor on a man who was politically juxtaposed against the ideas of Lovejoy and Stowe and Maine Senator William Fessenden (profiled in the article begining on page 259), who also received an honorary doctorate at the same ceremony. However, there was no war then, and ivory-tower minds have historically maintained an openness to personal competency and worthiness which outweighs personal bias and partisanship. (Apparently, Davis also narrowly escaped serious injury or death during his visit, when a Mainer prevented him from falling down a set of stairs.)




    Lincoln’s assassin, John Wilkes Booth, may be America’s biggest villain. His postwar connections with Mainers, while surprisingly plentiful, are rather conventional. But his pre-war connections to Maine are unusual, and may even include a love affair with a young Portland actress, Helen Western, whom he apparently remembered longingly.


  




  [image: image]




  ELIJAH PARISH LOVEJOY— A MARTYR TO THE LIBERTY OF THE PRESS
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  LOUISE HELEN COBURN




  

    There are many kinds of freedom over which our starry banner waves. Freedom from kings and lords, freedom of person and property, freedom of religion, freedom of speech and of the press, freedom of the slave—all these have been fought for and toiled for and won at great price. They are implanted in the Constitution of the United States, and are the shining foundation stones of free government. These great freedoms ought to be cherished by all Americans, for Americans in every generation have died for them. The people of Maine should always remember and honor the name of the Maine country boy, born and educated in our state, who shed the first blood for the freedom of the slave, and who was the champion and martyr of the freedom of the press.




    Elijah Parish Lovejoy was the son of a Congregational minister, and was born in the town of Albion, Maine, November 8, 1802. His home was on land which had been cleared out of the wilderness only twelve years before his birth, so his boyhood was that of the pioneer. The ax, the plow, and the scythe were familiar to his hands, but every spare hour was devoted to reading and study. Like many another famous man, he learned to read at his mother’s knee, asking her for the name of each letter, and learning in this way the letters and the words, so that at four he could read the Bible easily. He was always first in school, and had a remarkable memory. He could repeat long passages from the Bible, and a great deal of poetry of which he was especially fond. His brother remembered having heard him say from memory a hundred and fifty hymns at one time. But he was also a leader in all kinds of boyish sport, such as swimming in the pond beside which he lived. The boys used to practice deep diving, sometimes going down twelve or fifteen feet, and bringing up mud or clams to prove they had touched the bottom. At one time Elijah swam across the pond, three-quarters of a mile, and back again.




    When he was eighteen he became eager for more education than the district school could give him, and went to Monmouth Academy, where, though he had studied Latin for only a few weeks previously, he read the whole of Virgil and parts of Cicero and Sallust in a single term. He also attended China Academy for a while, and entered Waterville (now Colby) College as a sophomore, and was graduated from it with first honors in 1826. In college he especially liked languages, and was a fine classical scholar. He had been in the habit from childhood of writing verse, and his Commencement part was a long and well-written poem, called “The Inspiration of the Muse.” After teaching for a few months, he heard, as did so many of the young men of those years, the call of the West, and stirred with the spirit of adventure left home and parents and native state for the great Mississippi valley, and what was then the frontier town of St. Louis. Here he taught for a while, writing a few poems and prose articles for the papers, and then became editor of a political newspaper which was supporting Henry Clay for the Presidency.




    The prospect of a political career, doubtless a brilliant one, was opening before this talented young man, when at some revival meetings the religious impressions of his childhood were renewed, and the direction of his life was changed. He decided at once that it was his duty to be a minister, and came east in the spring of 1832 to study in Princeton Theological Seminary in New Jersey. While there he was able to make a visit—his only one—to his parents and brothers and sisters in the old home in Maine. After a year of study and a few months of preaching in Newport, R. I., and New York City, he returned to St. Louis. Some of his friends, who were anxious that his ability and literary talent should be used to the best purpose, provided the money for starting a religious weekly paper in St. Louis, of which he should be the editor. The first number of the St. Louis Observer, as it was called, was issued in November, 1833.




    Now one would think that the stirring part of Lovejoy’s life was over, for nothing would seem more likely to be calm and unexciting than the career of an editor of a religious paper. But a brave man can be a hero in any calling, as he can in any place, and Lovejoy had in him the stuff of which heroes and martyrs are made.




    Missouri was a slave state, and the more intolerant because it neighbored the great free state of Illinois. The soul of the young man from Maine was deeply moved by the wrongs of the slave, and the crime of slavery, as he saw it, and as he saw he spoke and wrote. He printed in the Observer a series of editorials, describing and condemning the evil of slavery, and pleading for freedom for the slave. Great Britain had just passed the act abolishing slavery in her colonies. The north of the United States was agitated with this subject, and abolition sentiment was rapidly spreading. Lovejoy was in favor of gradual emancipation, which should be carried out by the slave states and the slave owners themselves, and for this he agued and entreated.




    Of course he soon made many enemies who did all they could to injure him, until even his friends were afraid to take his part. His printing-office and his life were frequently threatened. During an absence of the editor from St. Louis, the owners of the paper printed the statement that no more slavery articles would be published until his return, and that when he came back he would no doubt follow the course they wished. At the same time nine prominent citizens sent the editor a personal letter, urging him so far to change the character of the Observer as to pass over in silence everything connected with the subject of slavery.




    They found they had mistaken their editor. When Lovejoy returned to the city, he printed his famous Appeal, in which he said: “I cannot surrender my principles, though the whole world besides should vote them down—I can make no compromise between truth and error, even though my life be the alternative.” and added, “I do therefore as an American citizen and Christian patriot, and in the name of Liberty and Law and Religion, solemnly PROTEST against all these attempts, howsoever or by whomsoever made, to frown down the liberty of the press, and forbid the free expression of opinion. I declare it to be my fixed purpose to submit to no such dictation. AND I AM PREPARED TO ABIDE THE CONSEQUENCES. I have appealed to the constitution and laws of my country; if they fail to protect me, I APPEAL TO GOD, and with Him I cheerfully rest my cause. I CAN DIE AT MY POST, BUT I CANNOT DESERT IT.”




    At this crisis an unexpected friend rose up who took over the ownership of the paper, and Lovejoy continued for a number of months longer to publish the Observer in St. Louis, and to speak his mind about slavery and anti-slavery.




    Finally he decided that it was best for him to leave Missouri, and in July, 1836, he moved to Alton, Illinois, a city about twenty-five miles from St. Louis, and also on the shore of the Mississippi River, upon its other side, where he had the promise of the support of friends. A few days before he left St. Louis his printing office was partly wrecked by a mob, and he himself narrowly escaped.




    The press was sent to Alton by boat and landed on the bank on Sunday morning, and on Monday morning, July 31, 1836, it was destroyed by unknown hands and thrown into the river.




    Lovejoy set up a new home in Alton with his wife and baby son. Some people of the city furnished money for a new press, and the Alton Observer was issued for something less than a year. The editor continued to urge the abolition of slavery, helped in organizing a state Anti-slavery society in Illinois, and was one of its officers. He often preached on Sunday, always speaking frankly about slavery. But here in a free state, he was still repeatedly threatened, and knew that his press and his home were in danger. However, he felt only more strongly that he had a duty to God and humanity to perform, to hold up the cause of freedom in the borderland of slavery. He wrote in August, 1836, “The cry of the oppressed has entered not only into my ears, but into my soul, so that while I live I cannot hold my peace.”
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    ELIJAH PARISH LOVEJOY




    As the months went by the hostility to Lovejoy and the Observer became more furious. He was waylaid on the street in the evening by armed men, and threatened with death, but finally allowed to go. When he was on a visit to his wife’s mother in St. Charles, Missouri, a mob entered the house, and he was only saved by his wife’s throwing her arms around him, and by friends aiding him to escape. His second printing-press was destroyed August 21, 1837, by men who entered the office of the Observer and wrecked everything. The third press, which was sent for immediately, was taken from a warehouse near the river on the night of its arrival, September 21, 1837, broken to pieces, and thrown into the Mississippi. A few days after this, Lovejoy wrote, “By the blessing of God I will never abandon the enterprise so long as I live, and if I die it cannot be in a better cause.” And a little later he wrote, “I have sworn eternal opposition to slavery, and by the blessing of God I will never go back.”




    On November 3, when the fourth press was expected very soon to arrive, a meeting of citizens of Alton was held, at which resolutions were passed demanding that Lovejoy should no longer be connected with any newspaper in the city. Lovejoy made a speech —the last appeal of his life—in which he broke down weeping and moved many who heard him to tears. He said in closing: “If I am not safe in Alton, I shall not be safe anywhere. I have no more claim upon the protection of any other community than I have upon this; and I have concluded after consultation with my friends and earnestly seeking counsel of God, to REMAIN AT ALTON, and to insist on protection in the exercise of my rights. If the civil authorities refuse to protect me, I must look to God, and if I die, I have determined to make my grave in Alton.”




    There was no police force in Alton, so a volunteer company was formed of sixty men, who were opposed to mob violence, to protect the new press when it should come. It was organized with a captain, and acted under the direction of the mayor of the city. The expected boat arrived in the night of November 6, and the press was taken to the upper floor of a stone warehouse that stood beside the river. The Mississippi runs at this point nearly east. The warehouse was a double building having two stories on the street and three on the river, and with windows and doors in the gable ends north and south, but no windows on the east or west sides, which faced vacant lots. The following night, as there had up to that time been no disturbance, most of the guard had gone away, but twenty men remained, including one of the owners of the warehouse. About ten o’clock in the evening a mob arrived, armed with stones and guns and pistols, and demanded the press. Those in the building replied that they were ready to defend it with their lives. The attacking party threw stones and tried to batter down the stout north door. Shots were fired and returned by the defenders, and one man of the mob was killed. The mayor commanded the mob to disperse, and when he was laughed at for his pains he carried back and forth the demands of the mob and the answers of the defenders. He told the men in the building that they had a perfect right to defend their property, but refused to call upon the citizens for help.




    By this time the city bells were ringing, and the citizens in large numbers were standing around and looking upon the scene. A new method of attack was now adopted. A ladder was raised on the east side of the building, where there were no windows, and a man was sent up to set fire to the wooden roof. Upon this, several of the defenders went out of the south door and around the corner of the warehouse, fired at the man on the ladder, and came in again to reload. Then Lovejoy and two or three others again stepped out of the same lower door on the river side. Lovejoy stood a moment, a little ahead in the light of the full moon, when two or three men who had concealed themselves behind a pile of lumber near the river fired, and Lovejoy received five shots. He turned quickly, ran through the door up a flight of stairs into the counting room, and, with arms across his breast, fell, crying, “Oh God, I am shot,” and died without another word. His companions surrendered the press and made their escape.




    So died the son of Maine, the bold defender of human freedom and a free press. This was November 7, 1837, the day before what would have been his thirty-fifth birthday.




    In appearance Lovejoy was of medium height, broadly built, had a dark complexion, and piercing black eyes, with a sort of twinkle in them. He had a round, pleasant face full of good humor and beaming with kindness. He was always calm when others were excited, and had no bitterness in his heart, no venom on his tongue, no fury in his voice. So mild and so gentle is described to us this highhearted apostle of freedom.




    The death of Lovejoy moved the entire country, as it had not been moved since the death of Washington. John Quincy Adams said that it had given a “shock as of an earthquake throughout this continent, which will be felt in the most distant regions of the earth.” Sermons were preached about it in cities and country towns all through the north, and a number of them were printed. Newspaper editorials in many states paid honor to the man, who, as one of them said, “fell a martyr to the liberty of the press and to the cause of the slave in the land of the free.”




    Public meetings were held in the cities of the north, with resolutions and speeches denouncing the crime, and pledging loyalty to the great principles of freedom. At an indignation meeting held in Faneuil Hall, Boston, the Attorney General of Massachusetts spoke of Lovejoy’s “imprudence,” and said, “He died as the fool dieth.” Then a young lawyer of the city sprang to his feet, and made on the spur of the moment a speech that thrilled his audience, for this was Wendell Phillips’ first speech for freedom, the beginning of his life work as an anti-slavery orator.




    George William Curtis said at Phillips’ funeral that there had been three great speeches in the history of our country—the one of Patrick Henry that closes with “Give me liberty or give me death.” Lincoln’s Gettysburg address, and this of Wendell Phillips at the meeting held in Faneuil Hall to denounce the murder of Lovejoy—“These three,” said Mr. Curtis, “and there is no fourth.”




    Twenty years after Lovejoy’s death, and four years before the great conflict that gave freedom to the slave, Abraham Lincoln said, “Lovejoy’s tragic death for freedom in every sense marked his sad ending as the greatest single event that ever happened in the new world.”




    Thirty years after Lovejoy’s death, and two years after the Civil War, Wendell Phillips visited Alton, and wrote in a letter, “How prudently most men creep into nameless graves, while now and then one or two forget themselves into immortality.”




    Sixty years after Lovejoy’s death the state of Illinois, citizens of Alton, and others erected a stately monument over his grave. It is ninety-three feet high, and entirely of granite, except for the bronze statue of Victory upon its summit, and bronze panels on the four sides of the square die, from which the round column rises. Each of these panels carries an inscription, one in honor of the hero, the others quotations from his speeches or writings. The panel on the north side pictures the old press, beneath which are Elijah Parish Lovejoy’s historic words: “As long as I am an American citizen, and as long as American blood runs in these veins, I shall hold myself at liberty to speak, to write, and to publish whatever I please on any subject, being amenable to the laws of my country for the same.”




    ALSO SEE





    

      “Elijah Parish Lovejoy, Colby’s Most Famous Graduate, to be Honored at the Centennial of the College,” Lewiston Journal Illustrated Magazine, 6 March 1920, pp. 1–2.




      “A Maine Martyr to the Cause of Liberty—Elijah Parish Lovejoy,” Lewiston Journal Illustrated Magazine, 12 January 1918, p. 1.
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  PORTLAND AND THE ANTI-SLAVERY MOVEMENT
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  L. C. BATEMAN




  

    It is a long stretch of time since the old antislavery agitation days, and the memories of that mighty struggle have well nigh faded from the minds of men. The present generation can have but a faint conception of what it meant to denounce the curse of slavery in the early forties. True, the cause of humanity was gaining with mighty strides in the North, but much prejudice yet remained to be overcome. Even the assassination of Elijah Lovejoy in Alton, Illinois, as early as 1837 had but faintly aroused the nation from the moral lethargy into which it had fallen, but the burning philippies of Garrison and the eloquent denunciations of Wendell Phillips were slowly burning their way into the hearts of the American people. Here and there in nearly every community were a few brave men and women who dared to face the scorn of their fellows by defending the cause of the hound-hunted slave. It was their bold words and deeds that came like the first ray of sunlight to scatter the despair of centuries. Any man can defend a system that is hoary with antiquity and bolstered up with great names, but it is only given to the immortal few to incur the hostility of the multitude by defending a just and righteous, though unpopular cause. It is to such men and women, however, that posterity always builds its noblest monuments, and to whose inspired words the pen of the historian is ever attuned.




    Unfortunately for the credit of our State, Maine lagged far in the rear during this mighty contest. A few noble spirits were here to uphold the banner of freedom, and as usual they were obliged to face the vituperation and abuse of their fellows. Prominent among these were a few of the old and aristocratic families of Portland. In this connection the names of Lydia Dennett, General Samuel Fessenden, Newell A. and Stephen Foster, Nathan Winslow, the Southwicks and above all the Thomas family will stand out in the memory of the older generation. They were the pioneers of the movement here, and to them belongs a credit that has never yet been fully rendered.




    The relevant history of the Thomas family begins with Elias Thomas, who was born here January 14, 1772. During the war with England, and while yet a very small child, he was removed from the city by his mother who feared that the place might be captured and pillaged by the British.




    At the close of the Revolutionary war the family returned, and here the child grew to manhood, and here he continued to reside until only a few years ago when he died at the age of 101 years.




    In 1802, Elias Thomas was married to Elizabeth, daughter of Judge William Widgery of New Gloucester. This was one of the oldest and proudest family names in Maine, and the union was a singularly happy one. They were both possessed of strong individualities and made their mark upon the generation in which they lived. The mother was a woman of rare wit and unflinching courage. It required courage in those days to befriend and defend the slave, but in this duty neither she nor her husband for one moment hesitated.




    The original home of the Thomas family was on India street, and it was here where most of the old anti-slavery agitators were received and entertained. This historic mansion was burned in the great Portland fire of 1865, and no picture of it is known to be extant. The present family residence, built in 1800, was purchased shortly afterwards, and here in later years have been entertained some of the most famous men in the nation. Here came Wendell Phillips, Garrison, Parker Pillsbury and Fred Douglass to do honor to the family that had been their mainstay in Maine during the darkest days of the anti-slavery struggle, and hither they brought the tributes of their affection to the surviving members.




    To Elias Thomas and Elizabeth Widgery no less than eight children were born, all of whom became distinguished in one direction or another. But the two that have always been the most conspicuous in the public eye are George A. and Charlotte J. Thomas. Neither brother nor sister has ever married, but together have lived in the old homestead and kept up all the traditions of the family—including the great virtue of hospitality and, most markedly, an uncompromising and fearless advocacy of great reforms.




    Striking personalities indeed are George A. Thomas and his sister, Charlotte. Known and loved by nearly every person in Portland, and with a circle of friends reaching all over the State, it is indeed singular that so few of the present generation recall their names in connection with the great struggle for the slave. In the noble old mansion, and surrounded with friends, their lives are now flowing smoothly on with but little to remind them of that far-off time when howling mobs were thundering at their doors.




    But a few days since it was the good fortune of the writer to be entertained at the Thomas residence and listen to the thrilling story of the slave as it fell from the lips of dear Aunt Charlotte. And Uncle George was there, too, with now and then a word when the memory of his sister might be at fault. In the cozy library we sat and talked of the old days when to be a philanthropist and a reformer was sufficient to cost even the proud family of Thomas its social prestige. Aunt Charlotte is not old. No matter what her years may be, the heart is still young and the eye is bright. Her voice was pitched in tender cadence as the wrongs of the slave were recalled, but when the seared conscience of the North was mentioned her eye would flash and ever and anon the voice ring out in tones of scorn and contempt.




    “My mother,” said Miss Thomas, “and father were both connected with all the great reforms of their day. They were with Neal Dow in the temperance movement, but it was in the anti-slavery agitation that they did their most effective work.




    “Lydia Dennett was the first actual mover in this reform in Portland. She was a magnificent woman in all that the name implies. Of fine intellect, great force of character and the highest social standing, it was a great shock to Portland when she espoused the cause of the slave. The Southwicks, Nathan Winslow, Mrs. Peter Morrill and Neal Dow were all in the movement a little later, and together with my father’s family it made a strong working force. My mother was always anti-slavery, and it was but natural that she should become a living force and an inspiration in the cause.




    “My first recollection of that struggle was when we helped runaway slaves through to Canada. They reached Portland by what was then known as the underground railroad. Stretching from the Ohio river there was a chain of men and women of the same stamp as those in Portland, whom I have already named, and when once a slave could reach Ohio soil he was well nigh certain to be spirited through to a place of safety. They would be secreted by day and after being furnished with food and money pushed on to the next place by night. It might take them months to get through, but it was seldom that they were caught by their masters when once well on the road.




    “After the famous, or rather the infamous Dred Scott decision by the Supreme Court [1857], there was no longer any safety for a slave even after reaching Maine, and it then became necessary to run them through to Canada. In this work Lydia Dennett and my mother were deeply interested and usually successful. It is a shame to reflect that liberty could only be found under the British flag from which we had rebelled only a half century before, and this fact should make us more modest in speaking and boasting of our institutions today.




    “I well remember one famous case that Mrs. Dennett and my mother had on their hands. A slave named Ellen Crafts, and her husband, had worked their way through from Kentucky by the underground railway and reached Portland. The woman was almost white, and her color showed only too plainly the double crime that had been perpetrated against her mother. The woman was dressed as a man, and wore a tall silk hat such as were worn by a valet to a gentleman in those days. They were hungry and tired as well as being badly frightened when they reached Portland, and Mrs. Dennett at once sent them to our house. After staying at our house one night mother took them to the Grand Trunk Railway, which had just been opened up, and started them for Canada. It was midnight when she did this, and the risk of being detected was very great, but she never stopped to consider that danger. General Samuel Fessenden aided her in this matter.
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    ELLEN CRAFTS, THE ESCAPED SLAVE




    “There were not more than half a dozen houses in town that dared to harbor a slave in those days. Newell A. Foster, who owned the Press, and his brother Stephen came near being tarred and feathered for helping us in other slave cases. As the slaves were coming and going all the time we were all kept busy in the work, and so we didn’t notice the social ostracism very much. We had to work all sorts of dodges. In the case of Ellen Crafts we put her right arm in a sling for fear that someone might ask her to write. As a slave she could not do this, and had that fact become known it would have aroused suspicion. With her arm in a sling we knew no one would make such a request, and even if they did she would have a good excuse for not complying. She was a very intelligent woman, however, and a credit to her race and sex.




    “Mrs. Lydia Dennett was a cousin of John Neal and also to Neal Dow. She was highly connected, but that didn’t save her from being turned out of the Quaker church for aiding the escaped slaves. That didn’t change her course in the slightest degree, and no one among us did more for the cause than she.




    “Of course you will want to know something about our being mobbed in Portland. That was in 1847, and William Lloyd Garrison with a freed slave by the name of Charles Lennox Remond, and Fred Douglass came here to lecture in the old Quaker church. The party first reported to Mrs. Dennett, and then came over to our house to tea.




    “About half past seven o’clock we all started for the church at the corner of Pearl and Federal streets. There we found a mixed audience, but very few of whom were sympathizers. None of the fashionable people were present, but we expected that condition of affairs. Nathan Winslow presided and at once introduced Mr. Garrison. Garrison began in clear, distinct tones and quiet but dignified manner. He was a wonderfully convincing speaker. There was nothing of the ranter about him, but in simple language he stated the awful curse of slavery, and dwelt on its injustice. He referred to the Declaration of Independence as a living lie and during all his terrible arraignment everyone listened with breathless attention.




    “Then the escaped slave, Remond, came on the stage to speak. No sooner had he made his appearance than the trouble commenced. A mob had gathered on the outside and began to throw stones at the building. In less than five minutes every window in the church was smashed out and several persons in the audience had been hit by the flying missiles. A panic at once occurred and the meeting was broken up. The mob were trying to get at Garrison and the Negro who still remained on the stage. Then the rotten eggs began to fly and scores of them were hurled at the speakers. They were hit in several places but continued to stand their ground. As I turned around to look at the mob one of the eggs struck me squarely in the forehead and spattered its contents all over my face. It didn’t hurt me in the least, but it made a much stronger abolitionist of me.
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    MISS CHARLOTTE J. THOMAS




    “Of course the meeting was broken up. When the racket commenced the mayor was notified and he sent the militia to guard the speakers. Garrison and Douglass were taken out of the building between two women, but even that did not protect them from the curses and insults of the mob. The militia had hard work to save them from personal assault. Mr. Garrison walked out first between Mrs. Dennett and my mother, while Douglass and Remond followed behind with the rest of us around them. It was a fearful tumult outside, but I was too angry to be frightened in the least. Mr. John Spear, editor of the Prisoner’s Friend, who was to have been one of the speakers was very badly injured by the rocks that struck him and had to be carried to Mrs. Dennett’s house. A long and severe sickness followed, during which time Mrs. Dennett nursed him with the greatest care. He finally recovered and soon plunged into the fight with greater enthusiasm than ever.




    “Lucy Stone used to come to our house before she was married to Blackwell. She was young then, but an able and fearless speaker. Parker Pillsbury, of New Hampshire, was here often in the same work. One time they came here together and we gave them a great reception. They had been to Brunswick to lecture but couldn’t find a place in town for a long time where they could get put up. At last a gentleman took them into his house, but the next morning he told them that had he known who they were he wouldn’t have allowed them to remain under his roof. That was the sort of treatment that we all had to put up with in those days.




    “Lucy Stone was a splendid type of woman. She looked very much like a Quaker. She had brown hair and red cheeks and was altogether a lovely woman as well as a very talented one. Her voice was sweet and her manner winning and graceful. She spoke here several times, and only her sex prevented her from being mobbed. None of the aristocracy would go to hear her.




    “Fred Douglass, you know, married a white woman in later years. She was here only three years ago, but no one but us wanted to entertain her. You see it is the same old spirit.




    “Susan B. Anthony is another of the noble band of reformers. She has been at my house and has spoken here. We have always entertained her, and no guest has been more welcome. Then there is Elizabeth Cady Stanton; a noble woman is she. She is a welcome guest beneath this roof. These women were not in the thickest of the anti-slavery fight, but have been more fully identified with the later suffrage movement. Cady Stanton was a fine and fascinating speaker in her younger days. Miss Anthony was earlier in the fight, but the two have always been warm admirers of each other.




    “Wendell Phillips? Ah! What shall I say of him? He visited us when we lived in the old India Street house and we knew him well. He was witty, sarcastic and convincing. Eloquence in a marvelous degree was his, but his talk was always concentrated. It was like Mosaic work in its clearness and beauty. His voice was like a flute, deep and sweet in tone. He was calculated to remind you of the high-bred courtier, handsome, and brave. In those days no antislavery advocate had any fear, and Phillips was the most fearless of the lot. He lectured here several times and was received a little better than they received Garrison. They knew that he stood so high socially that they attempted no cut-throat business with him. It later years he lectured here on the Lost Arts and was royally received.




    “Portland was never anti-slavery until the close of the war, and then circumstances forced it to be. By the word ‘war’ I mean the political war that raged over the slavery question. The later Civil War was not started to aid the slave, but simply because our flag was pulled down and insulted. There was no thought of freeing the slave when that began. That war might have been averted very easily. Lincoln deserves great credit for his share in that contest, but it is only from a political basis and not as an anti-slavery advocate. While the rest of us were fighting, Lincoln did nothing. It was only when the flag was struck that he came to the rescue. The future historian has got some corrections yet to make.




    “Oh, yes, I am still in the reform harness and so is Brother George. Slavery is settled, but the woman suffrage battle is now on. We are in that fight, but it is an easy battle compared with the other. The fact is nearly everyone believes in the justice of that cause and triumph is almost here. Of course the timid and the fossils are lagging in the rear, but the reform is rolling majestically on and as usual those who oppose will soon be sunken into oblivion. Their puny efforts are about on a par with trying to stay an Atlantic tide with a mop.




    “Then there is a theological fight on the docket. The only danger I can see to this republic lies in the apathy of the people. There are only a few who care to go ahead and do the work. It will be done, however, and one by one these great questions will be settled and reform will come. This is an age of scientific but not of moral progress, but even this will come in time.”




    Certainly Aunt Charlotte has given us an interesting and graphic interview. It is a vivid portrayal of the times that tried men’s souls, only in this instance it was woman’s soul that at times proved the stronger of the two. Whether in the anti-slavery cause or the woman suffrage movement Miss Thomas has proved a tower of strength and she will doubtless live to see the later triumph as she already has the former. Her home in Portland is the abode of peace, prosperity, happiness and good cheer. Here she and her good brother are gliding down the pathway of life with hearts and souls as fresh and pure as when the voice of humanity first called them to strike for God and their country’s honor.
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  HARRIET BEECHER STOWE, THE LITTLE LADY OF BRUNSWICK WHO STARTED THE GREAT WAR
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  MIRIAM STOVER THOMAS




  

    The novel which precipitated one of the most disastrous wars in the United States history and resulted in the physical emancipation of the colored race was written in Brunswick, Maine.




    Abraham Lincoln named Harriet Beecher Stowe, “the little lady who started this great war.”




    Harriet Beecher Stowe was most certainly going down to Washington to see President Lincoln who was procrastinating again. All the Beechers believed in pushing the issue whether it be suffrage, temperance, or abolition. She would see, for one thing, what his stand was on Emancipation.




    “The time has come,” she thundered in her column, “when the nation has a Right to demand, and the President of the United States to Decree freedom for the slave .... How many plagues must come upon us before we will hear the evident voice, ‘Let my people go?’ When the Army of Virginia retreated and lost its supplies to Stonewall Jackson, Harriet asked her fellow countrymen “to turn to prayer to make Lincoln ‘obey the voice of the Lord.’”




    In the Tribune Lincoln had declared “my paramount object in the struggle is to save the Union and is not to either save or destroy slaver,” Harriet answered back “My paramount object in this struggle is to set at liberty them that are bruised and not either to save or destroy the Union.”




    So Hattie put on her bonnet and best hoops to visit the White House. She took her little son, Charley, dressed in his finery, stopped over in Brooklyn to see her brother, Henry Ward Beecher, who protested that Lincoln had no constitutional right to free the slaves, but Harriet said she intended to see him and see what his attitude was anyway.




    She hurried on to Washington to take Thanksgiving with her oldest son, Frederick, of the 1st Massachusetts Volunteer Infantry.




    Senator Henry Wilson of Massachusetts had been engaged to present Mrs. Stowe at the White House. As she stood, clasping little Charley by the hand, on the threshold of the small room where the President was to receive her, all the anger which she so recently aimed in his direction melted away.




    Mr. Lincoln sat hunched in his favorite rocking chair, wrapped in his old black shawl, with his feet on the mantel. He sat back to the little delegation, but Harriet, who had so recently been feted by the nobility of Europe, sent her heart out to him.




    She was not at that moment the woman who had tasted the sweetness of fame. She was again humbled as when years ago, she had written of herself, “I am a little bit of a woman, somewhat more than forty, about as thin and dry as a pinch of snuff; never much to look at in my best days, and looking like a used up article now.”




    Mr. Lincoln, hearing footsteps, hastily removed his long, gangling legs from the mantel, walked sadly, but calmly, to the little woman and laid his big, gnarled hand in hers and said, “So this is the little lady who made this big war?”




    Embarrassed, he turned toward the smoldering fire and added, “I love a fire in a room. I suppose it’s because we always had one to home.”
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    HARRIET BEECHER STOWE




    Little Charley, son of a Bowdoin professor, said wide-eyed, “Ma, why does the President say ‘to home’ instead of ‘at home’?”




    Completely ignoring the youngster, Mrs. Stowe and the President continued their discourse for an hour, she telling him of her reply to the affectionate and Christian address (of our English sisters) and Mr. Lincoln assuring her of his intentions to sign the Emancipation Proclamation on New Year’s Day.




    President Lincoln to the contrary, ensuing generations have questioned whether this little lady actually did start the War. One group considers the tremendous effect of Uncle Tom’s Cabin to be one of perfect timing. It was given into the hands of the National Era at the exact time when the Fugitive Slave Law was upheld in the North by word, but not by deed.




    Calvin and Harriet Stowe’s home in Cincinnati had at least once been a way station for fugitive slaves. Her brother Edward’s home in Boston had been so many more times—Edward who had been a friend of Elijah Lovejoy.




    Hundreds, if not thousands, of Northerners were saying with Senator William Seward of New York, “There is a divine law of justice and freedom which compels us through conscience not to obey the order of government.”




    Into this intense feeling of opposition dropped Uncle Tom’s Cabin of which Montgomery’s History of the United States, written 40 years afterwards says, “It meant to be truthful, to be fair, to be kind. No arguments, no denials could shake the influence of the story. People laughed with Topsy and they cried with Uncle Tom.”




    Rufus Choate, the brilliant lawyer, read Uncle Tom ’s Cabin, as all learned men read the latest fiction discussed over the dinner table. At the end, Mr. Choate slammed it down and said, “There, that will add 2,000 more to the ruff-scuff abolitionists.”




    His estimate was a moderate one. If it did not actually start the war, it startled the world. Eight thousand copies sold the first day. The second edition came out the next week and the third in two weeks.




    In Great Britain and her colonies, where Harriet failed to take out her patent rights, 1½ million copies were sold. Countless plays, which Harriet’s Calvinistic background allowed her to attend only incognito, played to packed houses. In four months, Mrs. Stowe’s royalties were $10,000.




    A few practicalminded among us might easily believe that Uncle Tom’s Cabin was written not to start a war, or even to free the slaves, but to see Harriet Beecher Stowe free from the pitiful $1,000 a year salary Bowdoin College was paying her husband. Hattie wanted a silk dress like young Mrs. Phoebe Upham’s (Ed. Note: The portrait of beautiful Phoebe Lord Upham, as a young girl, was done by the great Gilbert Stuart and for years has been probably the most admired of all the Stuart portraits that hang in Bowdoin College’s Art Museum, which is noted for its outstanding Gilbert Stuart collection.)




    A more critical school takes rather a more involved and psychological view that Harriet Beecher wrote the impetuous novel to free her soul from the slavery of Calvinism and the incessant drudgery of poverty housework. Slater Catherine, studious and sedate, was a true daughter of Lyman Beecher, but not Hattie, pretty with dancing curls and gleaming eyes, who read Lord Byron in secret and rebelled at her father’s sermons on “The memory of the wicked shall rot.”




    Try as she might she could not find any deep-seated evil in her small self, whereupon her father feared for the future of her soul. She rebelled at her father’s antidote for all ills, good hard work, and with Calvin Stowe she found plenty of the latter. Bald-headed, bearded, phantom-seeing Calvin Stowe was hardly the subject for romance. Was Uncle Tom’s Cabin a release for Harriet’s own religious and cultural suppression?




    Perhaps it was in some small degree, but largely it was a book written from the heart to the heart. Channing’s famous Baltimore sermon was written when Harriet was only eight years old, but she scarcely could have lived in Boston without hearing it discussed. Was this then her break with Calvinism? She was the daughter of a minister, wife of a minister and sister of five others, and moreover she was a Beecher. She was born to preach.




    Channing preached the humanity of Jesus. Harriet Beecher preached in terms children could understand. She preached the brotherhood of man. “There is no one so lowly, God will not take his hand.” “The slaveholder and the slave,” she said, “are alike our brethren whom God commands us to love as our own.”




    When Brother Edward’s wife wrote to her: “If I could use a pen, Hattie, as you can, I would write something that would make the whole nation feel what an accursed thing slavery is.” Harriet crushed the letter in her hand and cried, “I will write something. I will if I live.”




    She had no thought of style or literary touch. The house was on fire and the children were dying. She called on her fellow countrymen to help her. She had little thought of the consequences.




    When she took up her pen she little dreamed that a war would be fought on this issue: perhaps never dreamed that she would see the slaves freed in her lifetime. Despite Henry’s admonitions, she did not see what a disaster sudden franchisement of a large, untrained class of people would bring.




    She had merely a vision and at odd moments while nursing the baby or preparing a meal she set down a few sentences at a time. This woman, who was forbidden to read novels in her youth, wrote one that has been classed with those of the Brontës and George Eliot. She had kept her adolescent resolution: “I do not mean to live in vain. He has given me talents and I will lay them at his feet, well satisfied, if He will accept them.”




    At Harriet Beecher Stowe’s last public appearance, John Greenleaf Whittier spoke these words:




    

      And when, with sins and follies past


      Are numbered color, hate and caste;


      White, black and red shall own as one,


      The noblest work by woman done.
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  KANSAS FEVER





  [image: image]




  RODNEY M. COLE




  

    In January 1854, Illinois Senator Stephen Douglas reported for the Committee on Territories with the Kansas-Nebraska Bill. Outrage in New England was immediate. Northern politicians who supported such a scheme were labeled “Nebrascals” and “doughfaces” (for molding themselves to Southern interests). Although Douglas and his colleagues may have been more interested in developing railroads, most saw the issue as pure sectionalism.




    Douglas’s bill called for the repeal of the Missouri Compromise’s geographic limitation on slavery (under which Maine was granted statehood in 1820) and urged “popular sovereignty.” Each territory’s populace would vote on whether to seek statehood as a free or slave state. With Missouri, a slave state, abutting Kansas on the east, the movement of pro-slavery interests into the territory was a foregone conclusion. Nebraska, on the other hand, would probably enter as a free state, and a Missouri Compromise–style balance would be maintained.




    Although Maine was more than 1500 miles to the east, it became a player in these events. The idea of organized emigration came into being under the sponsorship of New England industrialists like Boston’s Amos Lawrence; educators such as Eli Thayer, of Worcester, Massachusetts, and A. S. Packard, of Maine’s Bowdoin College; and clergy led by Edward Everett Hale. With the New England states in the vanguard, a “Kansas Fever” approach was proposed; that is, free states would promote emigration, thus flooding Kansas with free-soilers.




    When President Franklin Pierce, a Bowdoin College graduate and archetypical doughface, signed the Kansas-Nebraska Bill on May 30, 1854, the first emigration parties were ready to go. The contest for Kansas was on; before long, the territory would be called Bleeding Kansas.




    The instruments for moving free-soil emigrants were often “emigrant aid companies.” Agents scouted the territory and set up town sites and facilities, arranged transportation, and served as a source of information about emigration. The largest of these companies, The New England Emigrant Aid Company advertised itself as a chartered profit-making venture and sold stock. Although it effectively bowed out of the business and sold its interests at a loss in 1858, major subscribers were still pleased. Their goal of creating a free state was succeeding. Lawrence (named for Amos Lawrence), Topeka, Manhattan, and many surrounding villages were centers of free-state settlement.




    With New England Emigrant Aid Company support, the ten-day journey to Kansas cost about $25, and parties left every few weeks. Less affluent travelers were sometimes sponsored by churches or civic groups. The trip generally began with a tedious train ride to the Mississippi River. At that point things became much more hazardous as the emigrants boarded steamboats for the journey to Kansas City and Leavenworth.




    Letters back to the emigrant aid company officers complained of the predations of the “levee sharks” in the St. Louis area. Joseph Simpson, one of the three East Corinth, Maine, natives in an eastern party, was robbed of all his funds in St. Louis. He managed to borrow enough from a fellow traveler to continue. But when an outbreak of cholera on their Missouri River steamboat killed sixteen of the eighty remaining emigrants, Stephen Dexter, another of the East Corinth men, had seen enough. He jumped ship and hiked back to St. Louis. (Later that year he bought a farm in East Corinth.)




    The details of one such journey are indicated by the following letter to a family in Waterville, Maine, from Charles Gray (born in St. Albans, Maine, and a founding settler of Topeka). Like many others, he went to Kansas, built a rudimentary home, and then returned to Maine to fetch his bride. Their route west was one of several that were recommended at the time. (The spelling is Mr. Gray’s.)




    

      Topeka May 16 1858




      Dear Brother and Sis. Bailey




      I ought to have written before but have neglected it. I have bin very buisly. We started from Lewiston April 6. Lois Cook and her children went with us as far as it was on thare way. We went by the way of Montreal arived thare the 7 two o’clock. At this place had quite a time gitting across the river. The ice was running in the river at the time. Went about half a mile afoot on the ice, after waiting too ours then took a large canoe managed by about half a dozen French men, our bagage had to be carried across in the same way, we with the bagage all got across safe at last. It was a cold day and I cought some cold the rest stood it well & arrived at St Lewis the 10th two o’clock, at Jefferson City that night by the Cars. The same night toock the boat up the river up to this place. I had rather a bad time of it not being well having cought cold riding night and day. It about used me up, but on the river I improved the oppertunity well in lying in bed most of the time. Got rested and felt much better on ariving at Leavenworth. Arived thare the 13 at midnigh. We had a short and pleasant trip up the river [the Kansas River this time]. We arived at Topeka Friday night the 15. Next Tuesday the 20th commenced to keep house in my house just two weeks from the day we left Lewiston. So here we are. Mary J. stood the journey well her health is good with the exception of a bad kold. She likes here much better than she expected to. She sendes her love to you and intends to write to you soon, wee want to hear from you very much. We are getting along very plesantly. I have had my house lot plowed and fenced. I have sat out some trees and planted it. Jane has sowed some flower beds and have sat out some grape and hop vines about the house. Times are very hard here no money. I have done no work yet excepting for one day for anyone except for myself .... Considerable excitement here in Politicks. The bridge across the Kansas river a well finished. Thare is crossing on it now (a steamboat was up to this place a week ago) ... Plese write to us on reception of this from your brother.




      C. N. Gray


    




    The reasons for emigration from Maine were varied. Some, like Dr. James Blunt, were ardent abolitionists, but many others were not. The New England Emigrant Aid Company vehemently rejected the label of abolitionists (whom they portrayed as irrational and unpatriotic rabble-rousers). Instead they emphasized two major reasons why Mainers did make the journey: self-improvement through homesteading, and the opportunity to establish new business enterprises. A few, including C. N. Gray, wanted to spread prohibition, or “Maine Law,” through which Portland’s Neil Dow and his followers sought to ban alcohol consumption. Some Kansas free-staters were even anti-black, unsuccessfully advocating “Black Laws,” like those in early Illinois, which would bar all Negroes, slave or free, from entering the territory.




    About a third of the Maine emigrants from the early parties stayed in Kansas. A total of 728 native Mainers were counted in the final territorial census of 1860. Added to those who moved directly from Maine in the 1850s, were many who had progressed west over the years as new territories opened and now joined their fellow Yankees in this new land.




    In spite of emigrant aid company efforts, life was hard. The towns improved slowly but were still primitive. Lawrence’s The Herald of Freedom, a free-state newspaper, printed the following nostalgic poem, “The Kansas Emigrant’s Lament,” on October 13, 1855. (Missouri raiders wrecked The Herald’s presses seven months later, in May 1856.)




    

      I left my own New England,


      The happiest and the best,


      With a burning Kansas fever


      Raging in my breast.


      Oh that fair New England!


      Oh that lovely home!


      If I ever live to reach you, surely


      I never more will roam.




      I came to Lawrence city,


      A place of great renoun,


      Alas! what disappointment


      To find so small a town.


      The houses were unfinished,


      The people had no floors,


      The windows had no glass in,


      And sheets were used for doors.


    




    For those settling in the country, conditions were usually more severe. Rural life in a sod cabin was harsh and often lonely. Infants and young children frequently died of a malaria-like infection termed Kansas Fever. “Proving up” to claim a 160-acre homestead took resolve, capital, and luck.




    Although many problems occupied the minds of Kansas emigrants, a reign of terror surged to the foreground as 1855 ended. Lane’s Army of the North and The Kansas Red Legs made “jayhawking” raids into Missouri. John Brown, with a loyal band of followers, added his own abolitionist raiding and mayhem to the mix. (Among “Old Brown’s” raiders were two Mainers: Charles Plummer Tidd, of Palermo, and William H. Leeman, of Hallowell.)




    On May 21, 1856, came the Southern retaliation. Lawrence was sacked by a posse of about eight hundred “border ruffians,” including Colonel Harry Titus, and five cannon appropriated from a federal armory. Printing presses were thrown in the river (shades of Lovejoy), the fortlike Free State Hotel was battered and burned, homes were looted and torched, and one citizen was killed. It was a grim foreshadowing of Quantrill’s more devastating raid seven years later.




    Major Jefferson Buford, of Alabama, traveled through the South organizing an “army” of four hundred to ride to Kansas to defend Southern interests. Fortunately for the free-staters, much of Buford’s money was stolen as he traveled from St. Louis to Kansas City by riverboat. with their funding gone, many recruits returned South, some joined other groups like the Kickapoo Rangers, and others chose to settle into the territory independently.




    Fifty-six-year-old Hannah A. Ropes, of New Gloucester, Maine, landed right in the thick of the “war” when she journeyed to Kansas to serve as a nurse. For six months she carried out her duties “with loaded pistols and a bowie knife on my table at night,” then returned to Maine and wrote a book, Six Months in Kansas (1856), about her experiences. (She would later die while working as a field nurse in the Civil War.) Her letter to Senator Charles Sumner is a vivid description of Bleeding Kansas:




    

      Lawrence, K. T., Nov., 1855




      HON. CHARLES SUMNER:




      MY DEAR SIR, – Waiting to-night in my cabin, for L— and C— to come in their supper, L— surprised me, coming alone to ask if he might bring home Judge S. to tea; which of course was only a pleasure to me, if it added at all to the comfort of any one engaged in the wearisome work of taking care of this “Yankee” settlement.




      While sitting at the “board,” L—explained to me the necessity of sending some person immediately to Washington; and, would I write to you, or any other person I knew there? so that all the light possible to throw upon our present position might be given? I can hardly refuse; and yet I feel wholly unequal to, and quite out of place on a subject of so much importance.




      Judging from my own impressions, I fear you Eastern people hardly do justice to the patient forbearance and long suffering of Kansas immigrants. Here in Lawrence, no week has ever passed without more or less insult and contumely thrown at our people by our nearest neighbors, the Missourians. We never ride, even within our own territory, and meet them, but our ears are pained with words too wicked to repeat. And they shoot at defenceless people with as much cool indifference as they would at partridges or prairie chickens.




      My poor womans’-head does not pretend to sift, or unravel this state of things. I am only cognizant of the present sad and dangerous condition in which, as a town, we find ourselves. You who are wise and benevolent should be able to help us who are so defenceless, and so far removed from the ordinary means of helping ourselves. Perhaps, like many other “wise men,” you may have imbibed the impression that Lawrence is a good-for-nothing fellow, always putting himself in the way disagreeably, or treading upon his neighbor’s corns; if so, I wish I might be able to disabuse you of any such injustice. Lawrence is a hard-working, moneyloving, mind-your-own-business sort of person; who, if it would not pay a good profit, probably would not take the time or trouble to look at or travel into his nearest neighbor’s inhospitable domain. Through the most of this month, there has been more quiet and freedom from annoyance, than for many a week previous. Elections were over; the Free-State people had shown themselves three to one, and the question seemed to be at rest. But it was a mere seeming, a lull before a storm. There is not, there has not been, a single cabin safe from outrage anywhere in the territory for the two past weeks. Without the slightest provocation, men are cut down, leaving families in lone places without any protection; our cattle are taken; teams of freight stopped on the public way, and all the merchandize handled over, to see what it contains. Ammunition withdrawn, and then the luckless wagoner sent on his way. Market-men, too, coming to bring us apples, and potatoes, and flour, are forbidden to proceed. Gentlemen whom I know and honor, some of them simply visitors, riding in their own carriages up from Kansas City, find their horses’ heads seized, while beastly, half-drunk Missourians demand their business, and a pledge that they will not tell Lawrence people how near armed men are camping around them.




      It gives me pleasure to be able to affirm that I have known of no outrage exciting to this on the part of these poor, hard-struggling immigrants. I can but believe it to be wholly the result of bitter opposition to Eastern people, having the prospective chance of a fee simple [a type of real estate holding] in the fair and beautiful hills and plains of Kansas. I see and believe that this feeling has been strong enough to lead Missouri to put forth her mean and treacherous hand, with the will to tear up by the roots every settlement where the southern mark is not stamped upon its inhabitants. O, men of Congress! where is the use of your assembling together, if not for the good of those who are in need of your aid?




      Last night a strong and noble specimen of a man passed close by our cabin on his watch. I heard his cheerful voice, and the slow tramp of his horse, as though he did not wish to disturb our sleep, but only to assure us of safety. To-day, while off of duty, he is cut down as a butcher would an ox. Long before this reaches you, other victims will sleep their last sleep. Our houses are no protection. There is hardly a cabin which a strong man could not tear down.




      Let me add, as a relief to myself, that I am proud of Kansas and Kansas men and women. They live in cabins; wear shabby clothes, and rusty boots; their whole appearance offends my intuitive love for whatsoever is beautiful, orderly, and graceful; but the energy, courage, good judgment, and noble magnanimity shown in these nights and days of danger, sweep away all antecedents. I see them in the majesty and power of a true and noble manhood.




      H.A.R.


    




    Some immigrants, however, were attracted to Kansas precisely because of its turmoil. They were just plain spoilin’ for a fight. For example, most members of the “lumber-men’s colony” recruited by William Crosby, a merchant from Hampden, Maine, already engaged in Kansas business and politics, were drawn by the promise of action. The colony left Maine on the coastal passenger ship Eastern City with Mr. J. C. Dunn, of Bangor, in charge. They were encouraged, by Thomas W. Higginson and Calvin Cutter, of Massachusetts, to travel without wives or family. Each was provided with a rifle, or if they had their own rifle, with a revolver.




    Upon their arrival in Boston they made an impressive appearance, as Higginson recalled in his book Cheerful Yesterdays (1898): “[T]he party was formed largely of Maine lumbermen recruited in a body for the service. I never saw thirty men of finer physique, as they strode through Boston in their red shirts and rough trousers ... this was really a rehersal in advance of the great enlistments of the Civil War.... ”




    Their search for adventure was attested to by the “worthy Congregational clergyman” charged with guiding the party to Kansas by train. He drolly wrote Higginson that, “if I had any doubts of the doctrine of total depravity, I had better organize another party of Maine lumbermen and lead them to Kansas.”




    Within a few months one of the party was a fugitive with a price on his head. Charles H. Calkins, of Haynesville, was captured, along with over eighty other free-state men, by a United States marshal after a skirmish at Hickory Point. He was charged with murder, escaped, and on November 15, 1856, Territorial Governor Geary offered one hundred dollars for his recapture.




    A number of Maine emigrants remained to fight, and some became prominent players in the Kansas “war.” For example, a group of eastern free-soilers, led by Frederick Law Olmstead and Horace Greeley, smuggled a small wheelbarrow-sized brass cannon, nicknamed Old Sacramento, into the area. Later, Portland, Maine, machinist and sometime artilleryman Capt. Thomas Bickerton used it to batter down the walls of Fort Titus, a proslavery stronghold located a few miles west of Lawrence. Bickerton reported in a letter that he had the cannon “brought up, and planted forty rods from the fort. It was loaded with balls run from the type metal of The Herald of Freedom press, which Col. Titus had destroyed last May. When the first shot was fired the Lawrence boys shouted, ‘The Herald of Freedom is issued again!’ The cannon was fired six times. At the sixth fire they surrendered. One of their men was killed, and Col. Titus badly wounded. We took nineteen prisoners and a quantity of arms and ammunition.”




    (During the Civil War, Bickerton served as a Captain in the Union Army with the Kansas artillery. To this day, Old Sacramento is still displayed by the Kansas Historical Society.)




    The battle for Kansas ended on January 19, 1861, when word reached Lawrence that statehood had been granted under a free-state constitution. An estimated two hundred lives had been lost, and some historians argue that it was really the first stage of the Civil War, which began in earnest some three months later with the firing on Fort Sumter.




    Many Mainers stayed in Kansas to farm, run businesses, and play an active part in their new state. (Rufus H. Crosby, of Hampden, and James Emery, of Industry, had served among the thirty-four members of the first free-state Topeka Constitutional Convention in October 1855, and eight Maine natives were numbered among the hundred and one members of the first State Legislature in 1861.) Some even continued to fight under Captain Bickerton and General Blunt in Kansas units during the Civil War.




    General James G. Blunt was probably the highest-ranking Mainer who fought in the Kansas theater. Born and raised in the Ellsworth area, Blunt ran away to sea at age fourteen, and became a physician in Ohio in 1845. An active abolitionist and John Brown supporter, he was drawn into Kansas affairs in 1856. He rode with Lane’s Army of the North and led raiding parties into Missouri. A Falstaffian figure, he was notorious for camp debauchery, graft, and a portly bearing, which earned him the nickname Fat Boy. Blunt, as a military leader, was best at cut-and-slash guerrilla tactics. Confederate partisan William Quantrill was his most persistent enemy.
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    GENERAL BLUNT




    Soon after the start of the Civil War, old comrade-in-arms James Lane, now a United States Senator from Kansas, succeeded in having Blunt commissioned Major General. Early on, Blunt defeated Confederate General Marmaduke and chased General Cabell back to Arkansas. Then disaster fell. Quantrill and his raiders, disguised as Federal soldiers, staged a bold ambush. Most of Blunt’s staff, along with all of his unarmed military band, were killed. Blunt escaped by riding for his life, but was thereafter relegated to minor tasks such as keeping Indians on reservations or recruiting them for the Union. (After the Civil War, he was declared insane and died in an eastern asylum.)




    The New England Emigrant Aid Company continued on as a small, almost fraternal, organization, meeting intermittently for nearly fifty years. Its only remaining assetan uncollected claim against the United States government for damages to the Free State Hotel by federal cannons in 1856—was given to the University of Kansas. Since the original campus site had been purchased for that purpose by company officer Amos Lawrence, that seemed reasonable. But the University collected nothing. In 1897, the company’s last two active members met to petition for a tenyear charter extension, which was granted. By 1907, the New England Emigrant Aid Company, once so active in creating Kansas Fever, was no more.
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  DID THE G.O.P. BEGIN IN MAINE?
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  CHARLES G. WAUGH




  

    This article was written with strong assistance from the 1954 Maine Council of Young Republican Clubs. Sizable chunks of their public domain document, The Maine Origin of the Republican Party, form the heart of this piece.




    The Republican Party burst to life in 1854. It was mainly a response to the Kansas-Nebraska Act’s supercession of the Missouri Compromise of 1820. The Missouri Compromise had geographically limited slavery, but the Kansas-Nebraska Act threatened to extend it by granting territorial residents popular sovereignty. That is, they could vote on how to enter the Union: as slave state or free. Stephen Douglas, an Illinois senator, had initiated the bill to draw people and railroads to the Midwest. But as he brought the bill out of committee and Senate debate began, it became apparent this Act was shattering old alignments.




    However, the G.O.P. ascendancy also involved other factors, both national and local. For example, abolitionists such as Harriet Ward Beecher wanted freedom for all slaves. Temperance advocates, such as Mainers Anson P. Morrill and Neil Dow, splintered Democratic and Whig constituencies. Angry “Know Nothings” hoped to disenfranchise and exclude Catholics and foreigners. And Northern industrialists wanted high tariffs for protection, while Southern agrarians preferred low tariffs to facilitate trade.




    As a name for the new party, “Republican” was a good choice. It brought to mind pioneering days of the Republic to those striving “to restore the government to the principles of Washington and Jefferson.” As half the Democratic Party’s original name (Democratic-Republicans), it conciliated FreeDemocrats. It was short and easier to handle than the cumbersome “Anti–Missouri Compromise Repeal” under which some coalitions were then laboring. It was more comforting than the short, but science-fictional sounding “fusionist” alternative. Indeed, “Go West” Horace Greeley wrote, “Call it Republican—no prefix, no suffix, but plain Republican.”




    Precisely when the Republican Party’s natal moment occurred remains controversial, and dependent primarily upon your choice of definition. Partly this is due to the spontaneous, bottom-up nature of the movement: “Many new local groups appeared to demand repeal of the Kansas-Nebraska Act, as well as the Fugitive Slave Act of 1850. These groups soon coalesced into state organizations .... ”1




    However, Wisconsin’s and Maine’s importance is indicated by the fact both claim several potential firsts. Wisconsin held the first political meeting in which it was suggested a new “Republican” party be formed. Prominent Whig A. E. Bovay called a public meeting in Ripon, Wisconsin, to discuss the pending Kansas-Nebraska Bill on February 28, 1854. Attendees resolved that if it passed, they would throw out old party organizations and organize anew. Three weeks later at a second meeting, they voted to dissolve both Whig and Free-Soil town committees, and Bovay suggested calling the new party “Republican,” but counseled against the hubris of such a small body adopting the term. (Later Bovay related his idea to Horace Greeley, who embraced it—privately in an April letter and publicly in a June 16 New York Tribune editorial.)




    Wisconsin also elected the first Republican Congressmen in 1854 and chose the first Republican Senator in 1855. On July 13, the anniversary of the Ordinance of 1787 (which forever dedicated the Northwest Territory to freedom), Wisconsin held its first statewide gathering in Madison. No names had been signed to the call, but it invited “all men opposed to the repeal of the Missouri Compromise and the extension of the slave power.” Several thousand attended, and by November the movement had become strong enough to elect the first Republican Congressmen—two of three candidates—and choose a legislature which, when seated in 1855, elevated to the U. S. Senate the first Republican distinctively chosen as such.




    In Maine, prior to 1854, anti-slavery forces vented their feelings by flooding Congress with petitions, by flocking to anti-slavery societies, and by similar agitation. The temperance forces had passed “the Maine Law” (1851) but were not politically united and could not advance a positive program. The previous September, these reformers had cast a large enough vote for Anson P. Morrill, their gubernatorial candidate, to prevent the regular Democratic candidate from gaining a majority at the polls. The contest was thrown into the Democratic legislature early in 1854. As all segments maneuvered to block each other, Morrill was defeated by Whig candidate William G. Crosby, and William Pitt Fessenden, also a Whig, was chosen United States Senator over the orthodox Democratic candidate. But despite this success, Maine’s Whig Party was dying, and its Democratic Party, long in the ascendancy, was also in decline. Down East party lines were being split by slavery and temperance.




    In Washington, the Senate vote on Kansas-Nebraska came at five o’clock on the morning of March 4, and it passed 37 to 14. Nevertheless, Maine’s two senators, Democrat Hannibal Hamlin and Whig William Pitt Fessenden, both voted “nay,” in a portent of the future. During the House battle, even more determined opposition was encountered, but the Democratic Pierce administration was able, by persuasion and patronage, to whip most dissenters into line. On May 22, after several delays, the House passed the Kansas-Nebraska Act by a vote of 113 to 110, with all but one of Maine’s six representatives voting against it.




    That same day, a Maine Congressman called the first congressional meeting to discuss forming a new Republican party:




    

      The day that the [Kansas-Nebraska) Act passed the House of Representatives, [Israel] Washburn [a 40-year-old representative from Maine] called a meeting of the anti-slavery members of the House. They agreed to meet again the next day [at Mrs. Crotchett’s boarding house on Sixth Street], and at that session Washburn made a speech in which he urged the formation of a new party to resist the slave power controlling the government. He suggested that all men who felt the need for such a party unite under the label Republican.2


    




    This suggestion, however, does not seem to have been immediately enacted. McLaughin’s “painstaking search” of subsequent Congressional debate records found no mention of “Republican.”3




    When the Kansas-Nebraska Act became law, on May 30, 1854, popular protest flared. And a sensational fugitive slave case helped fan New England’s flames. On May 24, federal marshals seized Anthony Burns, a runaway from Virginia, in Boston. He was chained and dragged to the harbor. Many began to feel that their political parties no longer reflected popular stands on the major issues of the day; many considered starting a new party to replace old alignments. In Maine, the Democrats ran the popular but elderly Parish for governor without a platform. But Maine’s old parties could no longer successfully evade or offer only limited commitments concerning the burning issue of slavery. The coalitions achieved by those opposing slavery’s extension during the debate on the Kansas-Nebraska Bill became even more united.




    The people of Maine never had much use for men who followed one code on Sundays and another on weekdays. They had few close commercial ties with the Southern States, and their small rural farms buffered them from serious counter-forces. They voted strong anti-slavery resolutions in their church conferences, and some eight to ten thousand cheered Harriet Beecher Stowe when she spoke at a Fourth of July appearance in Livermore. In Oxford County, two temperance Democratic state senators who had broken with their party in 1853 were renominated nonetheless. And, according to contemporary W. H. Vinton, their rebellion “spread with lightning rapidity throughout the whole state .... ”4




    In neighboring Franklin County, a momentous step was taken when three parties fused into a political group calling itself Republican and nominated the first Republican slate. (On July 6, 1854, A Michigan state convention, meeting in Jackson, may have been the first political group to formally declare itself “Republican.”5 Franklin’s Whigs, Morrill (temperance) Democrats, and Free-Soilers all published calls for nominating conventions to be held August 7, 1854, in the picturesque little town of Strong (Farmington, the county seat, was suffering a smallpox epidemic). The Whigs met in the Congregational Church, electing as president O. L. Currier, of New Sharon.6 The Morrill (or Maine Law) Democrats met in the Methodist Church and elected Colonel Benjamin F. Eastman, of Phillips. The Free-Soilers met in Porter Hall, electing Cyrus G. Morrill, of Wilton. Committees chosen by each convention then met in the law office of Judge P. M. Stubbs to compare notes and consider fusion. On the two great issues of the day—the slavery issue in the nation, and the temperance issue in Maine—they found they saw eye-to-eye and could work together.




    Then, according to long-time resident W. L. Daggett’s eyewitness account, the joint convention resumed in Porter Hall with Colonel Eastman presiding. On the question of what name they should take, Major John H. Willard, a farmer and hotel keeper from Wilton, proposed “Republican,” and his motion was accepted by acclamation. It was a name that was popping up everywhere by midsummer of 1854. The convention proceeded to name a county committee, adopt a platform, and nominate candidates—opposed to the introduction of slavery into the territories and committed to the temperance cause—to run as Republicans. Their work finished, the delegates adjourned “to the beautiful lawn of the Methodist church where a sumptuous dinner had been prepared by the ladies beneath the overspreading tent, and where post-prandial speeches added another chapter to the enthusiasm of the day.”




    Maine’s campaign that year was rather short. Election day was September 11, the second of several states holding elections that fall. The ticket nominated at Strong won, bringing another distinction to Maine: these were the first nominated Republican candidates to be elected in the nation.




    Though no attempt was made to organize the new party on a statewide basis until the following February, fusion tickets were spontaneously assembled in five of Maine’s six congressional districts, and in every instance defeated what was left of Maine’s old-time Democratic Party. These representatives took their seats in Augusta as Republicans, markedly changing the house tone toward reformation. (Perhaps because, as the Portland Advertiser remarked, lawyers had decreased and clergymen increased.) Though there was no majority vote for governor at the polls once again, the fusion forces were finally successful in winning Anson P. Morrill the office. He became, in 1855, the nation’s first Republican governor.




    But beyond origin issues, Maine, when totalities of influence are considered, clearly contributed more to the young party than any other state.




    Maine’s new legislators quickly passed resolutions with national implications:




    

      [They condemned] slavery as a moral wrong, the fugitive slave act of 1850 as unconstitutional, and the repeal of the Missouri compromise as the violation of a solemn compact. The legislature instructed Maine’s senators and requested its representatives to act to end slavery in the District of Columbia, repeal the fugitive slave act, end slavery in the territories, and oppose the admission of any new slave state. Going beyond pious declarations, the legislature passed a personal liberty law which required county attorneys to act as counsel for all persons arrested as fugitive slaves. This act also made it illegal to use jails or other public buildings to retain such prisoners, and it forbade police, judges and justices of the peace from taking cognizance of any cases relating to fugitive slaves.7


    




    Maine Republicans also gained two powerhouses when Maine senators Hannibal Hamlin (1856) and William Pitt Fessenden (1855) independently decided to switch allegiances to the new party.




    Hannibal Hamlin was one of five Democratic senators to cross party lines and vote against the Kansas-Nebraska Act. He helped shape the Republican platform of 1860, and was chosen to run with Lincoln, becoming the nation’s first Republican Vice-President.




    

      The platform adopted in 1860 went beyond the free-soil declarations of 1856, indicating a tendency to extend the appeal of the party to a broader segment of the electorate. Planks dealing with the following issues gained acceptance: opposition to disunion; maintenance of states’ rights in domestic affairs; denunciation of the Buchanan administration for its treatment of Kansas; denial of the authority of Congress, or of a territorial legislature, to make slavery legal in a territory; immediate admission of Kansas as a free state; advocacy of a protective tariff; protests against alienation of lands held by actual settlers; demands for a free homestead policy; approval of easy naturalization laws; appropriations for river and harbor improvements; a demand for a railroad to the Pacific Ocean and support for its construction; and the prompt establishment of a daily overland mail.8


    




    But, to the South, the Republican platform was anathema. Lincoln carried just the Northern states, California, and Oregon. His victory in a four-way race, with only 40 percent of the vote, led eleven Southern states to secede, and started the Civil War.




    Hamlin’s Whig colleague, William Pitt Fessenden, served as Republican chairman of the Senate’s finance and appropriations committees. Then Lincoln drafted him to serve as Secretary of the Treasury during the most critical war years, where, through a series of brilliant maneuvers, he cleaned up Salmon P. Chase’s mess, and staved off bankruptcy almost single-handedly. Upon returning to the Senate, he headed the joint committee on reconstruction and, with incredible political courage, saved the Republican party from a disastrous blunder in 1868, by voting against the impeachment of President Johnson.




    Nationally, the Republican Party remained dominant until the depression, holding onto the presidency for “all but 16 years between 1860 and 1932.”9 Maine’s James G. Blaine and Thomas Reed were two reasons why.




    James G. Blaine moved to Maine from Pennsylvania in 1854 at the age of twenty-four and quickly bought into Augusta’s Kennebec Journal, which became the Republican’s quasi-official mouthpiece. Soon he was an force in the party: holding the chairmanship of the Republican state committee for more than twenty years, acting as speaker of the national House of Representatives from 1869 to 1875, and serving as secretary of state in 1881 and from 1889 to 1892. In 1884 he ran for president on the Republican ticket, losing by a whisker. (Or maybe by a whiskey, since he was defeated by a rumor that he had called Democrats the party of “rum, Romanism, and rebellion. ”)




    Portland-born Thomas Reed became an extremely influential representative from 1877 to 1899, when he resigned in protest of the administration’s policy on the Spanish-American War. He served as Speaker of the House from 1889 to 1891 and 1895 to 1899, and unsuccessfully sought the Republican nomination for president in 1896, a contest he lost to Ohio governor William McKinley, who won the election only to be assassinated.




    It is truly a grand old record of inauguration and support for the Grand Old Party by Maine, one of the most isolated and least populated states in our country.
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      1. Collier’s Encyclopedia 20, 1985, p. 9.




      2. From: Richard Wescott, History of Maine Politics 1840–1856, dissertation from the University of Maine, 1966, pp. 235–36.




      3. “The Governors of Maine: Second Series, No. 13—Anson P. Morrill”, Lewiston Journal Illustrated Magazine, 26 May 1906, p. 11.




      4. The Maine Senate of 1854,” Lewiston Journal Illustrated Magazine, 5 August 1905, p. 5.




      5. Collier’s Encyclopedia 20, 1985, p. 9.




      6. Two eye-witnesses conflict over where the Whigs and Free-Soilers met: the Congregational Church or Porter Hall. I have accepted Benjamin Eastman’s recollections. He was more involved in the event than was W. L. Daggett, and his recollections were recorded twenty-six years earlier than Daggett’s.




      7. Richard Wescott, History of Maine Politics 1840–1856, dissertation from University of Maine, 1966, pp. 259–60.




      8. Collier’s Encyclopedia 20, 1985, p. 10.




      9. Encyclopedia Americana 23, 1989, p. 433.
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