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INTRODUCTION





  ST. FRANCIS!

     ST. FRANCIS! NO NAME THROUGHOUT THE EARLY HISTORY OF the settlements of New England and across America’s frontier was more terrifying to generations of settlers than that of the legendary center, for nearly an entire century, of seemingly countless raids launched from the Abenaki community of Odanak, located on the St. Francis River in Quebec, Canada. The Saint Franfois de Sales Mission, or St. Francis, had long been viewed as the heart of darkness and the author of a lengthy list of evils by long-suffering settlers across America’s northern frontier. The infamous place deep in Quebec was known as Saint-Franfois in French during the imperial struggle of Europe’s two major powers, England and France, to gain possession of the North American continent in the French and Indian War.




  Known as the Seven Years’ War in Europe, America’s first major war forever altered the destinies of North America’s inhabitants, including Native Americans and especially the Algonquian peoples, who lost their greatest white supporters, the French. After the French signed a peace treaty with England in 1763 and were eliminated from most of North America, the tragic fate of Native American people was sealed, because nothing could now stop the tide of migrating settlers, who sought the best Indian lands for their permanent possession.




  Like no other American of his day, Robert Rogers garnered his enduring fame by having become America’s premier “special forces” leader (considered today to have been the revered father of America’s Special Operations Forces of the United States Army), developing a new way for Americans to wage war that was unimaginable to generations of Europe-trained military leaders, who considered this kind of fighting not taught in Europe’s military schools “barbarian” and “uncivilized.” Like a proud father raising and nurturing his children, Rogers carefully molded his Rangers—America’s first elite force of fighting men—into some of the most invaluable and indispensable soldiers in the British-Provincial Army during the French and Indian War, while fighting the French, Canadians, and Indians in the remote wilderness. With boldness and skill, he led the hard-hitting “special forces” Rangers of his own creation into some of the remotest deep forests and mountains located between New France and New England, garnering celebrity status on both sides of the Atlantic.




  In a masterful way, Rogers utilized his innovative tactical thoughts and novel warfighting ideas about the art of Ranger warfare in the severest weather conditions, including in the depths of wintertime, and amid the thickest northern forests of mostly virgin spruce and pine, while battling a highly skilled opponent. Making an original contribution to the art of war, Rogers then wrote America’s first wilderness warfighting manual of twenty-eight rules, including those that he employed during the 1759 St. Francis expedition: golden rules for effectively waging Ranger warfare in the unmapped wilderness of the northern lake country and against a resourceful foe considered invincible. Significantly, Rogers’s innovative and insightful axioms for waging a highly effective brand of warfare have applied to unconventional warfighting to this day.




  But no success of this ambitious frontiersman, the enterprising son of a lowly Ulsterman from the northern end of the Emerald Isle, was more sparkling in overall tactical terms than his audacious raid on St. Francis. Consequently, Rogers is still revered and idolized by today’s Rangers of America’s Special Operations Forces, which now have a global presence to safeguard United States interests and those of the American people in foreign lands around the world. Major Rogers’s exceptionally bold strike on the Abenaki “town” of St. Francis, located more than 150 miles (the return journey was more than 200 miles) slightly northeast of Crown Point, where the secret expedition began with high hopes not long after sunset on September 13, 1759, was one of the most remarkable feats in the annals of American military history. The war waged by Rogers and his Rangers was a total one in its sheer ruthlessness. And Rogers’s raid, which was nothing less than an American epic, that destroyed St. Francis was just one chapter in a bitter struggle for survival on America’s most untamed frontier, where this conflict for the heart and soul of America was dominated by the simple alternative of kill or be killed. At this time, the Rangers’ ranks were dominated by a good many Scotch-Irish fighters who still embraced distinctive Celtic and Gaelic ways, including the Gaelic language and even headdress (blue Scottish bonnets), when they waged war in an innovative way.




  Contrary to romantic myths, what happened at St. Francis on October 4, 1759, was a shocking example of barbarism—a massacre of mostly noncombatants and innocents in which women, children, and the elderly were victims. In this context, white Rangers had completely evolved to the brutal ways of the enemy, whom they hated, in a thorough transformation created by the war’s excesses and horrors. The full extent of the savagery demonstrated by both sides had not been seen in the annals of Western warfare since the dark days of antiquity. Given this heightened fight for survival with no holds barred, it was only natural that each side looked upon the other as the epitome of evil and as the devil’s disciples, who had to be extinguished.




  In the annals of American history, Rogers’s raid has been long presented as a decisive blow that broke the considerable power and will of the western Abenaki, who had long called St. Francis home, in a climactic showdown of good versus evil in the traditional nationalist narrative dominated by romance and distortion. But in truth, this rosy scenario of a pristine victory in Quebec and a decisive result with long-term strategic consequences of supreme importance was certainly not the reality. In a classic irony, Rogers attacked a town that was largely devoid of warriors, who were away and active elsewhere, and almost all of the Abenaki warriors continued to fight on against the encroachment of settlers long after the raid and until the war’s end in 1763.




  As noted, however, the American public has been long presented with the much-embellished and romantic view that Major Rogers struck a decisive strategic blow that wiped out the Abenaki as a formidable fighting force, as presented in official reports, popular histories, and Rogers’s own self-serving accounts. Nevertheless, this popular misconception about a climactic raid in terms of overall decisiveness has still served as the standard view of the St. Francis raid in the twenty-first century: one of the most enduring myths about one of the most famous chapters of the French and Indian War. The ambitious Rogers, born on the untamed New England frontier in November 1731 to lower-class Scotch-Irish immigrant parents from Ulster Province in the north of Ireland, sought recognition and promotion from his highly placed British superiors through his fanciful accounts, which included his battle reports. These official army reports concealed Rogers’s true losses and errors while often significantly exaggerating enemy losses.




  As a career-minded officer of outstanding promise, Rogers hoped to win promotion and increase the size of his Ranger command by presenting the most positive possible accounts to impress his British superiors. Even more, Rogers was often mired in debt, even having equipped and paid his men out of his own pocket and failing to be reimbursed, and he eventually resorted to writing as a means of solving his financial woes. Therefore, he desperately needed a literary success when he went to London in the hope of reversing his sagging financial fortunes with the 1765 the publication of his journals—the pressing need for profits, reputation, and future advancement that created a situation not ideal for fostering a great degree of honesty and truth telling.




  For such reasons, therefore, I have decided to rely only sparingly on the Journals of Robert Rogers of the Rangers, because it is clear that they are primarily a memoir written by Rogers to flatter himself, in contrast to a more authentic journal like the one written by Captain Louis Antoine de Bougainville, the Marquis de Montcalm’s trusty aide-de-camp, who served from 1756 to 1760. For these reasons, I have focused more on telling the dramatic story of Rogers’s Rangers from the historical gold mine of contemporary newspaper accounts, especially those overlooked by previous historians, which have been long forgotten.




  In addition, this current book has explored the most forgotten aspects of Rogers’s Rangers in greater detail, including the key role played by Africans, both freemen and former slaves, who fought in the ranks and served with distinction as part of America’s first integrated combat force of elite fighting men. This more inclusive approach has helped to overturn past historical myths and one-sided interpretations of a romantic nature. The traditional myopic, ultranationalistic, and even white-first focus on this subject has long obscured these other key players, both black and Indian Rangers, to a lesser degree, in the telling of the Rogers’s Rangers’ story.




  The fundamental basis of the dramatic saga of this slashing raid has primarily derived from Rogers’s sanitized and self-serving account in his book that became popular across America. Covering up less savory factual aspects of the attack, including atrocities stemming from the major’s no-quarter order, and the lengthy and costly withdrawal, including the horrors of cannibalism, south through an uncharted wilderness, Rogers’s work was published in London two years after the French and Indian War ended with the 1763 Treaty of Paris. Therefore, Rogers became even more famous on both sides of the Atlantic based on what he had written about himself—or, in truth, what was written by one of his better-educated aides-de-camp or one of his friends, who served as basically a ghostwriter. Rogers only emphasized successes, which were duly exaggerated, to enhance his accomplishments and leadership abilities, laying an extremely narrow and one-sided foundation for what we know about the raid on St. Francis today.




  In addition, instead of focusing on the heroic odyssey of the Abenaki people during their struggle for survival and to retain their lands, and in basically following Rogers’s one-sided focus on a sanitized version of events, generations of white American historians and writers have been guilty of some of the same distortions and xenophobia, telling this remarkable story from the most narrow and romantic of perspectives, partly due to the traditional hero worship of their idol. Even more in the absence of Abenaki voices and Native American historians, generations of American historians have focused more on the overall story of the historic western push of American expansion and battling the Indians, especially the Great Plains tribes, long after the colonial period.




  The audacious raid of 1759 was distinguished by a ruthlessness and harshness that not only equaled but sometimes even surpassed the brutality and desperation of the Indian opponent. (To be entirely fair to Major Rogers, his superior, British major general Jeffery Amherst, who was known for his xenophobia and hatred of the Abenaki, had specially directed him to inflict a terrible retribution on the inhabitants of St. Francis with the written orders “Take your revenge.”) The ritualistic and customary brutality of the Abenaki in wartime was firmly rooted in the traditional values of a warrior culture, ethos, and spiritual faith that was alien to the white man.




  A most disturbing fact that needed to be hidden from the colonists and the British-Provincial Army for morale purposes was that the raid never effectively ended future Abenaki raids—as long alleged and as had been the very reason that Amherst had originally ordered Rogers’s bold strike—and resulted in an absolute fiasco for the elite Rangers. However, the glorification and romanticization of the raid disguised the fact that Rogers lost a large proportion—around 50 percent—of his command during his long withdrawal from St. Francis.




  Indeed, at least 69 out of the 142 men who had descended upon St. Francis with fixed bayonets on that fateful early October morning in Quebec were lost in what the French could rightly claim as a victory in the end. (Most—forty-three men—died of starvation during the long journey from St. Francis, and only one fighting man, an Indian ally, was killed in the attack because of the lack of resistance, given the absence of warriors who were elsewhere.) Most revealing of all, the stunningly light losses among Rogers’s men highlighted the full extent of the lack of opposition, because St. Francis was virtually defenseless at the time of the attack.




  In the end, the severe physical demands stemming from the ordeal of the raid’s aftermath, not the combat prowess of Abenaki warriors, had eliminated a large percentage of America’s elite of the elite: the primary objective of French leadership for years. In this regard, the much-celebrated raid on St. Francis was very much a self-inflicted wound of immense proportions, and Rogers was fortunate to escape with his life. Clearly, a shockingly high price (the loss rate among Rogers’s Rangers was far higher than losses of a military force fighting on a conventional battlefield on both sides of the Atlantic at this time and especially on today’s modern battlefields, especially among the Special Operations Forces) had been paid in full for the wiping out an infamous Indian town, despite the fact that it was almost completely barren of fighting men (Canadians, French troops of La Marine, and Abenaki warriors who were elsewhere) and lacked legitimate defensive capabilities. In another example of the concept of total war, the physical presence of St. Francis was totally obliterated, much as the ancient Romans had wiped out all physical remains of the defeated mercantile city of Carthage—Rome’s great commercial and imperial rival on Africa’s north coast in 146 BC.




  Such gruesome facts as the frightfully high cost of the raid in crucial Ranger manpower, especially the loss of fine commissioned and noncommissioned officers, had to be carefully hidden from the public on both sides of the Atlantic for morale purposes and so that the French would not know that their opponents’ most lethal fighting men had been so thoroughly decimated in what was, in truth, an overly ambitious and disastrous mission so deep into an uncharted wilderness of Quebec, although the primary tactical objective had been achieved. At Crown Point on September 12, 1759, Major General Jeffery Amherst had accepted Major Rogers’s audacious plan of taking the war to the enemy as never before and emphasized the urgent need to raze this vital strategic position, which had never before been attacked by white soldiers. Amherst issued his official orders the following day, not long before Rogers and his men embarked upon their perilous journey just after sundown on September 13. And as noted, the raid on St. Francis can be viewed as a disaster because it failed to end Abenaki raids, and so many valuable Rangers were lost forever. Of course, Rogers was responsible for so many of these sacrificed men, who could not be readily replaced, and he experienced considerable guilt for having lost so many good soldiers, especially to starvation.




  Even more contrary to popular perceptions, a large percentage of Rogers’s attackers were not Rangers but Provincial troops and British soldiers, who had bravely stepped forward to volunteer to serve with the Rangers on the most dangerous mission of the French and Indian War. From the beginning, the raid’s one-sided success was exaggerated in regard to eliminating the most fearsome enemy of the frontier settlements, especially the number of warriors (“at least 200,” in Rogers’s words), to bolster the morale of settlers and soldiers on both sides of the Atlantic. In truth, and according to the best primary sources, around 140 Abenaki people—mostly women, children, and the elderly—were killed, and very few of these were warriors: that it was a massacre of innocents has been the most overlooked and forgotten aspect of the attack on St. Francis.




  Of course, Rogers’s estimated number of two hundred enemy warriors killed was a gross exaggeration that appeared in his often inaccurate and self-serving Journals. Instead, as noted, the vast majority of victims were innocent noncombatants; the war parties were elsewhere, including having recently played a part in Quebec’s defense when the city was under great threat from Major General James Wolfe. Again, there was no conventional fight or even legitimate battle, especially an epic one, as long portrayed, for possession of St. Francis, because the town was defenseless when the surprise attack came in the early morning light of early October. All evidence has revealed that the attack on St. Francis resulted in a massacre—not the traditional epic battle—on a bloody scale not previously committed by soldiers of the British-Provincial Army, thanks to the orders of not only Amherst but also Rogers. Quite simply, Rogers’s men did what they had been ordered to do, resulting in the bloody reckoning at St. Francis.




  The alleged destruction of the town’s sizeable manpower base in a legitimate battle became a prominent part of the romantic legend and myth about the raid that has long endured: a gross distortion of the historical facts based mostly on a morality tale of good vanquishing evil in what was basically a feel-good story created for propaganda purposes in 1759. Most Abenaki warriors of St. Francis were either out hunting or assigned to French forces elsewhere, including Quebec’s defense. Not even Joseph-Louis Gill, the white chief (the son of two captives from the settlements) of the Abenaki village located on the placid river, was present at the time, ensuring that no leadership galvanized any kind of resistance in the defense of St. Francis—the most commonly overlooked aspect of the famous attack on St. Francis.




  In the end, consequently, what happened at St. Francis was the antithesis of the lengthy epic battle between attackers and warriors depicted in the romantic legend of white fighting men triumphing over a large number of Abenaki warriors in a moral showdown in which good vanquished evil as in an epic moral clash from the pages of the Old Testament. Quite simply, the myth of a glorious battle and great victory, long celebrated by generations of white America, replaced the ugly truth and unpleasant reality of a massacre of mostly noncombatants. In consequence, a good many complexities, contradictions, and fundamental truths about the most famous raid of the French and Indian War have remained hidden, lost, or forgotten to this day: the genesis for the writing of this current book.




  From the beginning of America’s settlement of the English colonies along the fringe of the Atlantic coast in the seventeenth century, threatened on every side by the French and their large numbers of Indian allies, the historic fear had long existed that white (English and Anglo-Celtic) civilization would be overwhelmed by a tide of dark-skinned native inhabitants—or the so-called barbarians as the ancient Greeks had long called the Persians and other non-Greeks—in a racial apocalypse: the most horrific and ultimate New World nightmare in the minds of generations of white settlers that recalled for some history-minded colonists the tragic fall of ancient Rome to the hordes of barbarians who had swept down from the north.




  In one sense, Major Rogers’s raid on St. Francis has served as a biblical racial narrative and morality tale to reveal how white soldiers, with God’s help and a good deal of courage, ultimately triumphed over darker-hued Native American warriors, thereby countering this longtime historic fear, if not obsession, among whites of their potential defeat and annihilation when three races—white, black, and red—collided in a bloody racial showdown. After all, if America’s enemies prevailed during the French and Indian War, then what transpired would be not only a religious (Catholic) success but also a racial and cultural victory for the enemy, who would then dominate North America.




  Perhaps the ultimate tragedy was the fact that the Indians and white settlers, especially the lowly Scotch-Irish, who mostly inhabited frontier regions, fought and died as mere hapless pawns in the vicious struggle for the possession of the North American continent, serving the imperial ambitions and interests of aristocratic, upper-class elites of the major European powers. But a host of immediate concerns and fears, including racial, of the average frontier colonist of little means obscured these larger strategic realities of a global conflict that separated lower class from upper class.




  Therefore, in the end, the colonists’ solution to possible extermination by a dark-skinned people—the worst of all fates in overall psychological and emotional terms—called for extermination of their enemies, like the Abenaki, because it simply became a case of one or the other surviving the nightmare of the French and Indian War. What has been generally forgotten about the popular legend of Rogers’s attack on St. Francis is the fact that it was also a morality tale with broad psychological and racial implications, which influenced generations of Americans.




  Defeating the Abenaki was all about extinguishing long-existing racial anxieties and fears posed by Native American warrior societies that sought to destroy white yeomen farmer societies in a profound clash of not only races but also civilizations and cultures. As the New Englanders and Rogers viewed it, their struggle against New France and its Native American allies was also directed against the ultimate horror if they lost: New England and the rest of America eventually becoming French, darker in color from intermixing between whites and Indians, and Catholic, with an ancient feudal system instead of representative government dominating the land, which was viewed as the ultimate political, social, racial, and cultural apocalypse.




  What has been most forgotten about the dramatic story of the attack on St. Francis was the fact that Rogers, unlike almost all officers of the day, was exceptionally egalitarian and enlightened to an inordinate degree when it came to the Rangers, both enlisted men and the officer corps, which was one generally overlooked factor that played a large role in explaining the raid’s success against the odds. Therefore, the ranks of the Rangers included blacks (free and slave), mulattoes, and Native Americans, both full-blood and mixed race, who hailed from the Christianized Indian community of Stockbridge, Massachusetts. These lower-class minorities served and fought beside the primarily Scotch-Irish Rangers with distinction. As in the other English colonies, slavery was a legal institution in the colonies of New England and throughout the British Empire.




  The longtime ignoring of the role of black Rangers—a silencing based on race that has long existed in history books—was unfortunate in regard to the overall historical record, because some of Rogers’s finest fighting men, including in the St. Francis raid, were not whites but blacks and Native Americans, who also hated the Abenaki. Therefore, one focus of this current book has been to tell the forgotten story of these forgotten black Rangers as much as possible, despite the lack of documentation and information about them.




  According to the traditional story of the raid, the Abenaki people of St. Francis and their rich, vibrant culture, which had existed for centuries—much longer than Europeans had been in America—were worthy of nothing more than systematic and cruel elimination in a righteous crusade by white soldiers vanquished the so-called children of the Devil. Conveniently overlooked was the historical fact that the Abenaki had been longtime victims of a relentless white expansion and exploitation that threatened their very existence, and in consequence their largely refugee community of St. Francis had long thrived along the banks of the St. Francis River by the time that Rogers launched his surprise attack.




  In the process of generations of historians presenting a one-sided and romanticized version of events, Major Rogers became a sainted hero and idol for the American public, especially in New England. And, of course, heroes needed the evilest of foes to vanquish in the name of the moral right and the harsh delivering of a righteous form of justice—the sword of the Lord to the Holy Bible-reading settlers along the frontier—that justified not only cruelty but also massacre. And, of course, the Abenaki filled the requirement of the perfect villains in the most simplistic view of the raid on St. Francis, which suffered God’s wrath according to the traditional white version of events. Like the Abenaki warriors, when at war and in the tradition of their revered ancestors according to the warrior ethos, Major Rogers and his men scalped their victims and dispatched wounded opponents, both Indian and French, with an undisguised zeal in the name of God and country, revealing a white barbaric and dehumanizing side that was no less savage than that of Abenaki warriors. In many ways, experienced Rangers became even more savage than the so-called savages during this most vicious of wars, including at St. Francis on that bloody autumn day in Quebec.




  This current book has incorporated more honest viewpoints of the Abenaki people, including those that have come from the words and views of captured whites, who viewed the Abenaki in an entirely different light. A number of new views and fresh perspectives have also been presented in this book in regard to the Rangers, the St. Francis raid, blacks in New England, the complex racial dimensions of the conflict, and the Abenaki people in general to restore a much-needed fairer perspective and balance to counter the harsh Eurocentric viewpoints—including that the Abenaki were basically little more than animals only worthy of extermination—of the self-serving winners, who have so often distorted history for their own benefit.




  As mentioned, the daring raid on St. Francis was excessively brutal to the point of genocidal. To Rogers’s credit and to be fair, he was under direct orders of his English superior, Major General Jeffery Amherst, who in his official orders directed Rogers to “take your revenge.” As noted, the majority of Rogers’s victims at St. Francis were women and children in a massacre of innocents. Quite simply, Major Rogers had brought hell itself to St. Francis, and he and his men delighted in their own Dante’s Inferno in wreaking a righteous vengeance.




  Indeed, what happened at St. Francis on the morning of October 4 was an extremely dark event that has been unworthy of its lofty celebration and widespread memorialization, as has been so enthusiastically emphasized for more than 250 years. Clearly, in the dramatic story of the slashing raid on St. Francis, the differences between motivations (high-minded and commendable) and results (slaughter of innocents and an outright massacre) must be considered separately today with the advantage of hindsight. However, contrary to common stereotypes, the destruction of St. Francis was part of a war that was as much religious as it was racial within the overall context of a larger international conflict—the first global war that stretched as far away as India. On that bloody morning in the first week of October, the darkest of motivations of Rogers and his men only reached new heights at the sight of the hundreds of scalps, including small ones bearing the hair of children and even infants, hanging from the tops of poles above the dwellings of St. Francis in the early morning light: a grisly sight that fueled their resolve to kill without mercy, as ordered by the major.




  All in all, Major Rogers was an extremely complex figure and a striking contradiction in many ways. Derived from his frontier and combat experiences, because he was literally a child of the Massachusetts and then New Hampshire wilderness and without a formal education (military or civilian), he left an enduring written legacy. As noted, Rogers wrote America’s first manual of twenty-eight golden rules for the successful conducting of irregular warfare (guerrilla or Indian warfare) ever created in the New World, which greatly deviated from the standard practices of European warfare: a case of breaking with the past and tradition to formulate something entirely new in the art of warfare by combining the best of European tactics with the best Native American tactics, and Scottish and Irish border tactics to a lesser degree, to create a wise guide about conducting unorthodox warfare, while containing tactical and innovative truths about how to best succeed in the art of asymmetrical war fighting in a hostile environment of unmapped woodlands when far from support. Significantly, these rules of successful warfighting still apply today, especially in regard to America’s Special Operations Forces, who fight for America around the world.




  Most important, Rogers had been most responsible for the creation of a new type of warfare in America based on the stern realities of a small, independent command battling in the wilderness during all seasons of the year. In the end, even the conquest of St. Francis—the high point of Rogers’s career—was forgotten on both sides of the Atlantic after the American Revolution. However, the irrepressible Rogers, who accomplished his most unexpected and unimaginable military achievements in the art of “ranging” war when the challenges were the greatest, is not forgotten today.




  Today, the young men of America’s elite Special Operations Forces have continued to bravely serve around the globe, in the name of making America and the world a safer place, never forgetting their true father from long ago. In a classic case of history having come full circle, this reality is most symbolic and appropriate because Major Rogers had helped to make America safe during its darkest days during a brutal war of survival, when everything had hung in the balance. Rogers was once hated far and wide as Wabo Madahando (White Devil), a name bestowed by the Abenaki in what was actually the ultimate compliment for having struck fear into the hearts of so many of America’s enemies.




  Significantly, this current book is also the story of the rise of the lower-class Scotch-Irish of the frontier, especially the Rangers, and their significant contributions in the making of early America. Most important, the majority of the Rangers at St. Francis were Scotch-Irish. By complete coincidence, ironically, this book was mostly written during the 260th anniversary—a historic event that was ignored and forgotten in both the United States and England—of Rogers’s daring raid on St. Francis, when he demonstrated to the world what mostly American soldiers, long ridiculed by the British (especially the officers) as nothing but contemptible “Yankee Doodles,” could accomplish against the odds.




  Like Rogers himself, the raid on St. Francis became legendary in its own time, when it was covered extensively by many colonial newspapers (fully utilized in this book) in major urban centers like Boston and New York City and in other small cities across the colonies. Even after more than 260 years, Rogers’s raid on St. Francis is nothing less than an American odyssey with as much courage, pathos, and drama as seen in the idealized tales of the ancient Greeks of legend, including Homer’s immortal story (The Iliad) of the Trojan War. But unlike the ancient folklore of the Greeks from centuries ago, the ample primary evidence—diaries, memoirs, journals, letters, and colonial newspaper accounts—has revealed that Rogers’s raid on St. Francis was one of the most remarkable chapters in American military history. Most of all, it is now time to take a new and fresh look at Rogers and his Rangers and the raid on St. Francis in the making of early America for the twenty-first century.




  To bestow greater balance and fairness on the traditional narrative, I have also focused on telling the other side of the story, as much as possible, from the Indian, French, and Canadian perspective. Therefore, I have also included the wartime journal of the Marquis de Montcalm’s brilliant aide-de-camp, Captain Louis Antoine de Bougainville, as well as the memoirs of Captain Pierre Pouchet and an account by a French common soldier named Charles “Jolicoeur” (a fond nickname meaning “sweetheart,” bestowed upon the young man by the ladies of Quebec) Bonin, all of whom were born in France. In addition, Native American voices and views have been included in this work. It is my view that the voices of the other side need to be heard for an overall better understanding of not only the war but also the unforgettable story of Rogers’s Rangers.




  But this winner-take-all struggle for North America was much more than a fight over the possession of the land and even the clash of religions and civilizations. Most of all, this conflict was very much like a war against terrorism—America’s first struggle against the day’s greatest terrorist threat. Generations of settlers along the northern frontier lived in absolute fear of war parties of New England’s Native American enemies suddenly emerging from the dark forests or out of the night to lay waste and kill all inhabitants in sight, including women and children, except those relatively fortunate ones whom the raiders decided to take back to Canada as captives to ransom to reap a sizeable cash reward. No European, not even during the religious wars that had long devastated Europe, had previously faced such a deadly and brutal foe as the warriors who ravaged the frontier year after year.




  Warriors like the Abenaki brought hell on earth to the frontier settlers for generations, and no amount of prayers or resistance could stop them from unleashing an unprecedented destruction on the settlements for the better part of a century. Becoming saviors of the hard-hit frontier, Rogers and his men struck back in the same brutal manner after they had evolved into the most lethal fighting men of the British army in North America. The dramatic story of Rogers and his devastating raid on St. Francis was truly an American saga, and it is still an important one today in multiple ways, partly because he was truly a founding father—not in a political sense—of the American military tradition at the very beginning and at one of the most troubled times in American history.




  Rogers was destined to command seventeen Ranger companies, which consisted of an entire corps, at different times during the French and Indian War, not as America’s first Ranger captain (there were other Ranger captains in New England before Rogers) but certainly as the most famous one in the annals of American history. Rogers had become the undisputed master of what the French called la petite guerre (little war), which reached its highest form with Rogers, who firmly believed that he and his men could accomplish anything, especially those military feats that seemed impossible to almost everyone else, especially the enemy.




  To reap dramatic victories, Rogers waged a kind of war that was absolutely ruthless, vicious, and brutal—to match that of his opponents—to a degree unseen on such a wide scale in America’s wars. And in such a nightmarish conflict that was Darwinian, there was no glory, like in America’s other wars, except an extremely grim one in relative terms. Indeed, none of America’s wars—past or present—were either uglier or more inglorious than the struggle of Rogers and his Rangers year after year, when one mistake might result in the command’s annihilation. It was a brutal conflict defined and dominated to an inordinate degree by the most nightmarish elements of human warfare: mercilessness on both sides, rife with beheadings, mutilations of the living and dead, scalping for bounty money (including by the Rangers), disembowelments, and killing without thought or remorse on a scale not previously seen in America. There was no question that Rogers and his Rangers were hardened professional killers who dispatched their victims with businesslike efficiency and ease in a true holy war.




  When Rogers gave orders to kill French, Indian, or Canadian prisoners about to be liberated by their countrymen and to ensure escape, the captives were systematically murdered and scalped by the Rangers. And of all conflicts, racial wars—Native Americans against whites and vice versa—have always guaranteed the most hideous of war crimes and atrocities, which were played out in full throughout the course of the French and Indian War. Quite simply, this was America’s evilest conflict at a time when dark hearts dominated the motivations and actions of both sides in a true Darwinian war of survival of the fittest, in which Rogers, who represented a moral force of good to tens of thousands of Americans, especially the Scotch-Irish on the frontier, across the colonies, and his Rangers rose to the fore like no other American fighting force: ironically, an apocalyptic struggle for possession of the North American continent was played out in full.




  In the end, Rogers symbolized the essence of the early American experience in all of its unique forms. Most of all, he personified something entirely new and special: the rise of a new man and the American spirit fueled by the unprecedented possibilities for the conquest of the vast North American continent, which was the key to America’s future greatness. Even before the official shaping of the nation by the American Revolutionary generation and experience, the saga of Rogers and his crack Rangers, America’s premier wilderness fighting men, was also very much the story of the rise of early America. These men came to represent the core of the American frontier experience and America’s core meanings and very essence, including a heightened sense of independence, resourcefulness, and self-sufficiency, rooted in the Darwinian struggle of survival of the fittest during the bitter contest to gain possession of a truly majestic land that was as boundless as it was beautiful.




  New France’s eventual defeat in 1763 was also the defeat of its Native American allies, setting the stage for their eventual collapse in the face of the relentless tide of western expansion, when the numbers of white settlers and soldiers were too great to stop and never ceased coming in the future: a case of literally opening the floodgates for large numbers of land-hungry settlers across the Appalachians and into the Ohio and Mississippi River Valleys with the rise of America’s first sense of Manifest Destiny, after the decisive French defeat.




  There has long existed not only a mythical Major Rogers but also a mythical story of the raid on St. Francis steeped in seemingly endless layers of romance, because both the man and the most hated place in Quebec have become enduring legends surrounded by fables and myths to this day. Therefore, by the use of as many first-person and contemporary accounts as possible, I have sought to separate facts from fiction, while presenting the historical Rogers and his Rangers in the most accurate manner possible. Consequently, reliance on contemporary accounts, especially from colonial newspapers, including previously unpublished ones, from both sides, especially about the devasting raid of St. Francis, has made this the true story of an incomparable American saga of Major Robert Rogers and his Rangers.




  The popularity of the romanticized story of the famous raid has silenced historical facts, including those pertaining to New England slavery; to reliable black Rangers like Private “Duke” Jacob of New York, Private Boston Burn of Massachusetts, and other forgotten black Rangers; and to the key contributions of Captain John Stark. Therefore, in a corrective analysis and in telling the forgotten story of black Rangers as much as possible, this current book will place a much-deserved emphasis on the remarkable Captain John Stark, who truly deserves recognition very close to that of Rogers himself. Rogers’s fame has grown partly because the key roles and contributions of Stark and other top lieutenants have been consistently kept in the dark shadows by not only novelists but also historians since 1759. Symbolically, Stark and Rogers—who had been more like brothers than close friends since the more innocent, carefree days of their youth in the Merrimack River country—were the heart and soul of Rogers’s Rangers from beginning to end. Unlike most books about Rogers’s Rangers and the raid on St. Francis, this one will give credit where it is due and finally place the remarkable Captain Stark, who was Rogers’s top lieutenant for years, in a proper historical perspective for the first time in a work focused on Rogers and his most famous raid.




  In regard to the evolution of tactics, a thorough revolution in thought had taken place because of the advent of Rogers’s novel mode of warfare, which not only matched but also often prevailed over that of the tough irregulars of New France, including some of the fiercest Native American warriors. Rogers proved to one and all that the best way to thwart the original masters of irregular-style, or Indian warrior, warfare in the untamed wilderness was basically not only to utilize their own tactics and strategies but also to take them to an even higher level: the winning formula over a savvy opponent long considered invincible because Rogers and his men fought more Indian-like than the Indians.




  Of course, conventional European warfare and powerful British-Provincial armies were still key to capturing Quebec and Montreal to defeat New France, but it was the evolution in the art of Indian warfare as perfected by Rogers that ultimately allowed for conventional warfare, such a sieges and battle tactics, combined with the Ranger Corps to prevail in the end. Indeed, it was Rogers and his unique brand of wilderness warfare that paved the way and allowed for the conventional tactics of the British war machine, including the use of light troops modeled after the Rangers, to achieve decisive results and succeed in a long-overlooked symbiotic relationship that eventually led to the fall of Montreal and Quebec and the winning of the war during the great imperial showdown over possession of North America. In overall terms, the Rogers revolution in tactical thought helped to transform the British army, especially the novel concept of light troops and the employment of large numbers of Rangers, to adapt to the new realities of warfare in North America. Quite simply, the key to decisive success lay in waging war in the manner perfected by Rogers, who pointed and led the way for British generals and the British armies in the key transformation.




  Rogers’s story is also the story of the rise of colonial America, the decline of the Native American people, and the dramatic maturation of the American people, especially the Scotch-Irish from Ulster Province in north Ireland. This current book will present a “new look” perspective about Major Rogers, the Rangers, and the war itself. Therefore, the overall purpose of this book has been to present the fascinating story of St. Francis, Rogers’s Rangers, and Native Americans in general in a fresh and more realistic perspective. During America’s most unheroic and irreligious age in the third decade of the twenty-first century, now is certainly the right time to take a new look at America’s first hero and the most audacious raid in American history.




  A fresh and more honest look at Rogers and his men is long overdue at this time. Even Rogers has remained very much a mystery man to this day. Most misleading of all have been the stylized and romanticized portraits of Rogers created by his London publishers from their vivid imaginations to sell books to an eager public: more fantasy than fact, much like the myths about the raid on St. Francis. In this most popular image of Rogers, he appears more like a plump Quaker preacher than the most dynamic and boldest American leader of the French and Indian War.




  In much the same way, the man himself has been elevated into the realm of fantasy by his many admirers, seeming more an eighteenth-century superman than a real person with weaknesses and vulnerabilities as a commander, which sometimes cost the Rangers dearly in an exceptionally high number of lives lost. However, like those of his Rangers in general, Rogers’s role and accomplishments shaped America in fundamental positive ways, including instilling a measure of newfound pride and confidence in the American people, who found their inspirational hero in Rogers during the darkest days of the struggle for survival.




  In the end, Rogers himself became a casualty of one of the most brutal wars in American history, because the conflict’s searing memories never left him, however. Understandably, he became hardened, cynical, and jaded, having been severely traumatized by the haunting visions and nightmares about a horrific war that never ended for him. In consequence, Rogers was also a victim of his own successes until his dying day in May 1795, having seemingly lost his soul in fighting a savage war with his heart and soul to defend his people. Therefore, Rogers left a big part of himself—especially the humble son of Scotch-Irish immigrants who had loved the pristine beauty and freshness of the northern wilderness like a good wife on a nice farmstead along a New England river on the frontier—in many bloody clashes in which he had shown no mercy, including at St. Francis. Like his enemy, Rogers scalped not only Native Americans but also Canadians and Regular French soldiers, killed prisoners who he feared might be recaptured, ordered that no mercy be shown at St. Francis, and even killed a Native American woman to provide food for himself and his starving men on the long, nightmarish march back from St. Francis.




  Most of all, this book tells a distinctly and uniquely America story: that of the dramatic rise of the Americans as a dynamic new people in a new land, of the tragic fall of Native American peoples in part because of the role played by Rogers and his Rangers, who fought, looked, and thought more like Indians than the Indians themselves in America’s most brutal conflict, and of the key developments that led to a new epoch in history in which representative government persevered over the ominous threat of the feudal system of New France.




  Much like the dramatic rise of America in general, that of Rogers and the raid on St. Francis possessed both a brutal and a heroic side, representing a host of complexities, nuances, and paradoxes well beyond the simplistic and romantic stereotypes that have long existed. First and foremost, Rogers and his men were not racists in the traditional sense, as often alleged by today’s modern dictates of political correctness and fashionable perspectives, because they primarily fought to defend homes, families, and the land they loved against a most serious Indian threat, when white Rangers served beside respected black, mulatto, and Indian Rangers, who were some of the finest fighting men in Rogers’s command.




  In the end, the British and Americans prevailed in 1763 to ensure the writing of the winner’s history for generations to present an extremely one-sided view of this all-important struggle over the possession of North America. However, this book will present the full story (the good, the bad, and the ugly, including a massacre, the killing of large numbers of Abenaki women and children, cannibalism, no-quarter warfare, racism, genocide, the looting of St. Francis, including of a Catholic church, and much more) of this especially brutal chapter of American history in a proper historical context without the usual romantic myths and excessive glorification. Therefore, in exploring both the myths and the realities, this book has taken an extremely close look—the most detailed ever—at the full story of the famous raid on St. Francis and not just at the glorified story presented by the winner.




  As much as possible and especially through the use of an abundance of colonial newspapers and in the words of surviving Rangers, I have sought to make Rogers and his world come alive to the modern reader to provide an honest and realistic portrait of this remarkable, but controversial, man of destiny, before the birth of the United States of America in the forge of a people’s revolution. Of course, Rogers was neither a saint nor a “White Devil,” as he was called by his enemies. In addition, this book has focused on the dramatic story of the forgotten common people, the Scotch-Irish and the other common folk, who tamed a frontier and created a nation out of the wilderness. Consequently, I have also presented the ordeal of the frontier’s common people, both everyday black and white men and women, mostly of the lower class, who were without the benefit of privilege, education, wealth, or political connections, because they, like Rogers, played their part in rising to the stern challenge in the overall making of America.




  With the winning of the French and Indian War in 1763, the American people and their British allies sealed the fate of Native Americans in what was part of a bitter struggle for possession of the land in a Darwinian-like conflict that had very little, if anything, to do with race, as has long been assumed: the antithesis of today’s modern environment in which seemingly everything has been explained and analyzed in terms of the simplistic factor of race. Consequently, modern Americans need to rethink the true meaning of their early past by actually getting to know some of the first Americans, such as Rogers and his Rangers, who helped to pave the way for the birth of a new nation. Even more, these mostly lower-class men serve to remind modern Americans of the frightfully high cost of freedom in a truly dark time: one of the reasons for the writing of this book.




  At the time, and like no other American previously or during the course of the French and Indian War, Rogers symbolized and personified the most breathtaking and egalitarian ideal of the bold promise of America—that any man, regardless of birth, class, education, or social status could rise up on his merits for a better life and even to make a profound change in his world, including on behalf of his people, the American people, during their most difficult and tortuous trial of all, when everything was at stake. In this way, Rogers and his men represented an entirely new kind of fighting man and hard-hitting elite combat unit not seen before—an American command, including blacks, Indians, Hispanics, Scots, Welsh, Irish, and other ethnic groups of the lower class, that embodied the spirit of the frontier, a representative democracy, and a nascent American nationalism that was on the rise.




  Most of all, this book not only is about a true American odyssey and epic that resulted in a remarkable 350-mile round-trip journey 262 years ago to St. Francis but also will explore the exceedingly difficult and bloody process of the making of America in the forge of the greatest global war of the eighteenth century. And most important, the painful growth of a new people in a new land resulted in the creation of a nascent American nationalism from seemingly endless hardship and adversity, when the frontier world was an exceptionally dark and dangerous place.




  This unforgiving and Darwinian frontier environment was the harsh world of Robert Rogers, who emerged on his own at the right time and place to protect his people and strike back at their longtime tormentors, who posed a most serious threat, while becoming a master of the art of wilderness warfighting to compile an unforgettable chapter in the annals of American history. Even more, this is the story of the unforgettable Ranger leader and his men, who played a distinctive role in the making of America during the bloody struggle to win America’s first frontier.













  CHAPTER ONE




  America’s First and Bloodiest Frontier




  IN THE DECADES BEFORE THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION, THE THIRTEEN English colonies in North America were prosperous and thriving to fulfill the idealistic vision of the rise of a better world in a new land. However, it was only a matter of time before the lives of the English colonists were changed forever by the arbitrary decisions of the aristocratic leaders of the European powers and the eruption of a new global conflict and America’s first major war, the Seven Years’ War. This world war was destined to change the world.




  As it was known in America, the French and Indian War (1754–1763) was the world’s first global war and a life-and-death struggle of survival for the thirteen English colonies during the intense European rivalry between England and France for possession of the North American continent and the imperial right to determine America’s fate. A long list of outstanding French successes had early piled up in astonishing fashion until large numbers of colonists asked if America was destined to be conquered by New France, the largest overseas colony of France, which seemed likely to be the case in the conflict’s early years.




  At this time, the power of New France, centered on the St. Lawrence River cities of Quebec and Montreal, both former fur-trading posts in the early days of settlement, had generated the all-consuming fear of total conquest that haunted the English colonists, especially those settlers located along the remote northern frontier that lay in the path of unrestricted French aggression.




  As an experienced leadership in Quebec fully realized, the French had to be especially aggressive in this war because of their small numbers compared to the thirteen English colonies’ 1.5 million people. However, the English colonies were surrounded to the north by Canada, to the west by the French-controlled Mississippi and Ohio Valleys and the Illinois country along the “Father of Waters,” and in the south by Louisiana and all the way to the mouth of the Mississippi River. Therefore, with the French early winning the French and Indian War on all fronts, the survival of the English colonies along the Atlantic became very much in doubt. Not only the sprawling chain of the Appalachian Mountains but also the vast lands of New France had the English colonies hemmed in along the Atlantic coast. As late as 1720, the settlement of the colonies had been confined within one hundred miles of the Atlantic coast until a flood of Scotch-Irish immigrants from Ulster Province in north Ireland began pushing west and north onto Native American lands to create America’s first frontiers in the wilderness.




  Devastating raids led from deep inside Canada by Canadians, French soldiers, Native American warriors of the First Nations (Canadian tribes), and occasionally even zealous Catholic priests struck year after year to cause extensive devastation along the vulnerable frontier. These slashing raids were so bold and audacious that they came within sight of English centers of power, including America’s largest cities of Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, and Boston, Massachusetts.




  These hard-hitting French, Indian, and Canadian raids were so effective in spreading death and terror to the English settlements across hundreds of miles that the English feared they would be pushed into the sea. This brutal conflict was not only part of a global war but also a clash of civilizations, cultures, and religions, ensuring an exceptionally savage brand of warfare and heightened passions on both sides. At this time, English civilization, language, culture, and value systems were all under severe threat and lay on the verge of extinction, because the more experienced and better organized forces of New France—Native Americans, especially Abenaki warriors, Canadians, and the French—proved vastly superior to anything that the divided, bickering colonies, which were too independent and quarrelsome for their own good, could muster.1




  A citizen of Easton, Pennsylvania, a town nestled in a picturesque valley surrounded by forested mountains where the blue waters of the Delaware and Lehigh Rivers intersected, described the dire situation in January 1756: “The Country all above this Town, for 50 Miles ’tis mostly evacuated and ruined [and] The people are chiefly fled into [New] Jersey. . . . The Enemy made but a few Prisoners, murdering almost all that fell into their Hands, of all Ages and both Sexes.”2 Indeed, this was a merciless conflict, especially on the remote frontier, that early “took on a tone of barbarism perhaps not witnessed in the Western world since antiquity.”3




  By the end of 1755, one Boston newspaper reported the undisputed ugly and dismal reality in overall strategic terms: “So the French have, on the whole, triumphed over us on the North American continent [and] Britain is a great loser by this Years Work.”4




  In many ways and for the most part, this vicious struggle for possession of the North American continent was actually a transplanted religious war like those that had ravaged Europe for centuries—another dramatic showdown between Protestantism and Catholicism that had long inflamed such intense passions, including seemingly endless atrocity and slaughter.




  In the seventeenth century, for instance, there had been only seven years in which no war existed between European states divided primarily by religion, which had long fueled their holy wars. During this bloody period, which witnessed the mass devastation of the Thirty Years’ War and included the Seven Years’ War (known as the French and Indian War in America), the factor of religion was more decisive as a motivator than anything else in an extreme religious age in when the average person, of both sides, was not only far more religious than the average person today but also consumed by religious faith to a degree unimaginable to modern Americans.




  A latecomer to the world’s great religions since its rise in the sixteenth century in defiance of the ancient rituals and autocratic tendencies of Roman Catholicism, the Protestant faith allowed a greater freedom of worship to the individual. Protestantism formed the basis for the rise of a new sense of freedom among the English colonists, who believed that they were serving God’s will in both war and peace in a true holy war. From the beginning, the colonists had strongly felt that they had found their biblical promised land and New Israel in the virgin lands of the New World. These hardy settlers, especially the Puritans of a dissenter faith, were convinced that God “directed the venture” in the New World. However, God’s kingdom in this beautiful, seemingly limitless and pristine land was now threatened as never before by the advance of the aggressive Old World feudalism and Roman Catholicism of the French enemy, who seemed invincible like their Native American allies.5




  For such reasons, a journalist of a New York City newspaper looked back on the course of history in an attempt to understand the dire situation that seemed to be dooming the English colonies to extinction, which he compared to when the “Huns, Goths, and Vandals, savage Banditti, not unlike our Indian, [had] over-run the vast [ancient] Roman Empire, and crumbled it to Pieces.”6




  THE OMNIPRESENT THREAT OF FRENCH “SLAVERY”




  A sense of fear overwhelmed the often-defeated colonists, despite the British army’s best efforts. On March 8, 1756, a New York newspaper editor emphasized what was at stake in no uncertain terms, because the downward spiral of English fortunes, from the beginning of the French and Indian War, was “drawing pretty near to a Crisis; and . . . the issue [was will Great Britain continue to] reign Master of North America.”7




  In April 1756, the crisis became especially severe on the frontiers around Philadelphia. It seemed that all Pennsylvania was under serious threat from New France’s raiders, who waged war with “a macabre intensity.” In the words of one alarmed journalist in a war-torn land whose frontier had early gone up in flames, “The Indians have returned in greater Numbers [and have driven] in all the Inhabitants on the Frontiers for fifty Miles [and now threaten] to advance within Twenty Miles of this Place, to commit their Depredations.”8




  In December 1756, a history-minded New England editor of a large colonial newspaper took a broad view of the timeless cycles of history and America’s sinking fortunes, which now “resemble those of the [ancient] Romans, when by their Dissensions were on the Brink of Servitude [because] The Enemy are at our Gates [and] We are surrounded with a dark Cloud [because] the Enemy entering our Borders, laying waste to the Inhabitants . . . by Fire and Sword [and] upon every Side the Enemy are rushing in upon us.”9




  This grim assessment was no exaggeration about the overall dire situation because the devastation, which could not be stopped, was so extensive. One pragmatic colonist estimated that the Native American allies of New France “do us more harm” than ten times as many troops of a traditional European opponent.10




  Inherited from the mother country, the militia tradition of the colonies proved totally inadequate in protecting the settlers across the frontier on every possible level. Also inherited from the mother country, the popular concept of citizen-soldiers successfully defending this vast land early proved a failure; American colonists were too individualistic and independent minded, largely because of the greater freedom of the New World, to be effective. These colonials proved no match for the professional warriors from Canada’s forests in red and black war paint. One frustrated colonial official, Lieutenant Governor Cadwallader Colden, of the Colony of New York, explained the militia’s deplorable state and shocking inefficiency to officials in London: “Our militia is under no kind of discipline [and] There is licentiousness, under the notion of liberty, [that] so generally prevails, that they are impatient under all kind of superiority and authority.”11




  After devastating French, Canadian, and Indian raids had ravaged the frontier all spring and summer of 1756, seeming to herald the doom of permanent English settlement, one distressed Pennsylvania concluded with a dark gloom, “The Affairs of the Province [of Pennsylvania] are now come to a Crisis. Our important Day very nearly at Hand, will decide the Fate of Pennsylvania’s poor remains. Whether she shall any longer enjoy the inestimable Blessings of British Liberty, or become Subjects to the Yoke of arbitrary Power. . . . [H]ow little has been done to repel the inroads of Savage Barbarity, or frustrate the more pernicious Schemes our treacherous Enemies are now carrying into Execution against us,” seriously threatening “an eternal Farewell to Religion, to Liberty, nay, to Life itself.”12




  In a New York newspaper in May 1757, one writer worried about the worst of all possible fates for America because the English colonists were threatened by conquest from “a Mongrel Race of French Papists and Indian Barbarians [and the New World French now] clank the Chain of Hereditary Slavery,” which threatened “a Free Country” that had been established in North America, which was now the bone of contention between imperial powers.13




  Royal governor of Massachusetts William Shirley, one of the most talented of the colonial governors in North America, lamented in the spring of 1754 how the “French seems to have advanced further toward making themselves masters of this continent within these last five or six years, than they have done ever since the first beginning of their settlements” in North America.14




  But even more on target were the words that echoed among the politicians in the Council Chamber of the Colony of Massachusetts in late August 1757: “The War is no longer about Boundary, this or that Mountain, this or that River; but whether the French shall wrest from the British Hands the Power of Trade; whether they shall drive us out of this Continent; And this War is now brought to a Crisis that must determine the future and perhaps the final Fates of the British or French Government.”15




  Clearly, a great fear existed across the hard-pressed people of the colonies, England’s most prosperous overseas possessions outside the sugar islands in the Caribbean, that end times were nearing. The writer of New York’s popular American Country Almanack wrote gloomily in January 1758, “Slavery with Giant-like Strides seems to be approaching: Where is the British Lion? alas! I fear he’s dead. . . . The Alternative seems left to us, whether we shall once more attempt to preserve our Liberty, or quietly submit to Ruin [because] The Crisis of our Fate is now. . . . In some old Almanacks [which] were printed in London just half a Century ago, there were several Accounts laudably told of the glorious victories won by the Duke of Marlborough, over the French [but now] the Tables seem to be turned.”16 Indeed, during the hysteria of the time, the real fear existed among the colonists that they were facing the threat of the imposition of French slavery, because conquest seemed all but inevitable.17




  With the same sense of alarm that was destined to grow over time with additional British-Provincial defeats, the editor of the London Chronicle wrote in July 1757, “Our enemy has already over-run all North-America in a manner, and taken every Place that might be convenient for them to secure the whole; and to draw our Forces from thence in order to prevent us from recovering our Losses, or Making Head against them, they threaten us with Invasions at Home.”18




  This disastrous situation and the realization that the British and Provincials were losing the war caused a distressed colonial citizen to write with heartfelt pain and incredulous disbelief, “Our cruel and crafty Enemy the French are rushing on us from every Side, brandishing the Sword with Insolence [during] a Scandalous Inaction, while we see our Country ransack’d, Wives killed, innocent Children murder’d, and aged Parents Destroy’d. . . . Let us consider how dearly our Country concerns us, which if the Enemy get Possession of, yet save our Lives, we shall be doom’d to perpetual Slavery.”19




  The Native American raiders, including the Abenaki, were masters of the art of waging not only the most destructive possible warfare but also psychological warfare by way of a brutal form of terrorism. In fact, in regard to this highly effective band of psychological warfare, the warriors of the war parties that struck south without mercy were “probably the most adroit practitioners of the art that Europeans had encountered since their sixteenth century battles with the [Islamic] Turks in eastern Europe.”20




  Knowing the weaknesses of their opponents, Indian warriors focused on an especially gruesome kind of terror that even included the desecration of the private parts of victims, male and female, to the shock of Europeans. The severed sexual organs of white victims were cast across the ground, even flaunted in the faces of captured survivors, and strewn along the path of their bloody and destructive incursion to ensure the greatest amount of shock.21




  In fact, such devastation and slaughter along the vulnerable frontier had taken place long before the French and Indian War during previous conflicts in a desperate effort of Native American tribes to halt the tide of white migration into Indian lands. And, as usual, it was the lower-class settlers of the northern frontier who suffered the most. At Lancaster, Massachusetts, on February 9, 1676, Reverend Joseph Rowlandson, his family, and neighbors watched from the man of God’s garrison house while




 

    the Indians pierce one garrison and drag five villagers from their compound [and engaged in] tomahawking a man, then a woman and a child. Helpless, the garrison [at the Rowlandson house] watched two children being dragged into the forest. Soon two other villagers were captured [and] One was quickly murdered [and] A moment later a man dashed for safety from an adjacent compound. . . . He was brought down by a single gunshot [and we] saw the wounded man plead for his life, but a moment later a native split his head with a hatchet. Other natives stripped off his clothing and mutilated his remains, holding his entrails aloft for the mortified residents to see?22







  But for the beleaguered English colonists, the ominous threat of an authoritarian feudal system—basically slavery in their minds since they lived under a representative government based on a sense of individualism and a freedom-loving Protestantism—imposed by the victors of New France’s feudal society was an all-consuming fear with the winning of one sparkling French victory after another. It seemed to many colonists that end times were drawing near and that the English colonies were facing extinction.




  One distraught Virginian summarized not only the extent of the danger but also the primary causes of one English defeat after another in what was a failed war effort on all fronts: “Much more discouraging and alarming than the united Power, Cruelty and Policy of our Savages and perfidious Enemies [was the reality that] the Fate of our Country [is now] approaching, and [if] this favourable Spot of the Globe, Land of Plenty and Liberty, shall become a conquered and enslaved Province of France [then] The tyranny, Perfidy and Cruelty of a Mongrel Race of French Papists and Indian Barbarians [will force the colonists to] clank the Chain of Hereditary Slavery.”23




  As emphasized in numerous colonial accounts in this splendid land of plenty that seemed about to be lost forever to such a superior opponent, the danger existed of the possible establishment of the Catholic Church in the thirteen English colonies, if vanquished, and the transformation of their inhabitants into Catholic subjects against their will: a replay of the historic fears that had been the genesis of seemingly endless religious wars over the centuries in Europe between Protestants and Catholics, especially in regard to Europe’s ancient enemies, England and France.24




  A HEALTHY PECULIAR INSTITUTION IN NEW ENGLAND





  It was truly ironic that so many English colonists feared enslavement by the French, while practicing their own slavery across the colonies from New England to the South. A close look at America’s beginning during the 1600s in New England has shattered a host of romantic stereotypes and myths that have long existed because of the existence of a healthy institution of slavery across New England long before the French and Indian War. Because of the romanticized and idealized mythical story of the making of America and because generations of American historians have excessively focused on slavery in the South, slavery had been the most consistently absent subject in the history of early New England in a thorough silencing of historical truths. The 1861–1865 sectional conflict between North and South played a large part in the silencing of how slavery had been central in the early development and overall prosperity of New England from the beginning, because the North and its armies extinguished slavery in 1865. The year 1638 was the earliest documented appearance of the first shipment of African slaves to New England.




  Slavery—first the enslavement of Indians and then of Africans, who were more lucrative and effective workers compared to captured Native Americans—was nothing less than the most overlooked factor that led to the dramatic growth, success, and overall prosperity of New England’s leading families, mostly merchants at the Atlantic seaports. Slavery thrived across the allegedly stainless and sinless Puritan colonies, which had been founded on a new morality and a reformed Protestant Church in the New World. From the beginning, New England’s close links to the Atlantic slave trade served as a central foundation of the economy, fueling growth and development for generations.




  Slavery and slave trading were deeply interwoven into the fabric of New England life—both in the economic sphere and in social and cultural terms—throughout the colonization process. New England possessed early economic ties not only to England’s Caribbean colonies of Barbados and later Jamaica, after it was captured from Spain, but also to other sugar islands of the West Indies, fueling the lucrative slave trade. New England’s early leading colonists, such as Cotton Mather and John Winthrop Jr., not only owned slaves but also sold fellow human beings for a nice profit, because slavery was big business.




  Indeed, the success of even the Puritans, the most religious of America’s early colonizers, who were obsessed with the concept of spiritual purity, can be partly explained by the economic benefits of slavery. Indeed, contrary to popular perceptions, New England possessed more slaves than the lucrative tobacco lands of the Chesapeake in Virginia and Maryland by the middle of the seventeenth century—a forgotten fact that has overturned traditional stereotypes about slavery and its early importance.25




  The existence of a healthy, if not thriving, institution of slavery in seventeenth-century New England has not only led to one of the great paradoxes of the New England experience but also allowed for a new perspective about the French and Indian War at this time. Ironically, the English colonists were consumed with fear of the imposition of French slavery if they lost the war for possession of the North American continent, while the institution of black slavery existed in every colony as an unquestioned cultural and racial inheritance—the ugliest of all inheritances from the mother country at a time when the colonists took little, if any, notice of the striking moral contradictions, because a virgin land needed to be developed.26




  For such reasons, especially the fact that New England slavery was most vibrant in eastern urban areas, especially the bustling Atlantic port cities, a European visitor to Boston in 1687 was astounded by the fact that “you may also own negroes and negresses [throughout New England and] there is not a house in Boston . . . that has not one or two” black slaves.27




  Like the other twelve colonies, the Colony of Massachusetts possessed a bustling institution of slavery, and it was simply accepted as a fact of life throughout the breadth of the British Empire, especially in the rich Caribbean islands that fueled the British economy based on the lucrative commerce in slaves and sugar. New England’s primary rivers, like the Connecticut and Merrimack, flowed to its thriving port cities, especially Boston, and then out to sea and to the Caribbean, serving as avenues for the slave trade. New England’s crops and products, especially salted cod, were traded with the West Indies’ planters, who used every acre to grow the day’s most lucrative crop of all, sugarcane, instead of food to feed the ever-growing number of slaves.




  To be fair to the colonists, slavery was absolutely necessary for the development of a fertile new land in part because black manpower and labor were needed for the time-consuming process of taming the wilderness and the frontier in a vast land of almost unimaginable promise. Therefore, the so-called Moorish slaves or blackmoors from Africa became the ultimate solution not only for development but also for prosperity across New England.




  The grim legacies of slavery could be seen across New England at an early date. Just outside the busy port of Boston, an iron cage had stood since 1755 in the common of Charlestown, Massachusetts, to provide a grisly remainder that this was a land of slavery. Inside the iron cage, the decomposing body of a former slave named Mark hung from a gibbet to serve as warning to any slave who contemplated killing his master. Of course, it had not mattered that Mark’s master, a grizzled sea captain who had long plied the Atlantic, had been a brutal man. Mark and his wife, Phyliss, had been so severely abused for years that they had no choice but to save themselves. The two slaves, consequently, finally took desperate action and poisoned the sadistic sea captain, earning Mark’s death sentence from an angry white jury.28




  Of course, most slaves received much less severe punishment because of their monetary value, but what many received was certainly harsh enough. For instance, Katherine, a female slave in the port town of Salem, Massachusetts, was sentenced to a public whipping for having a child out of wedlock, a common punishment for sexual indiscretions among slaves, reflecting white concepts of morality based more on theological dogma than any hint of humanism.29




  Ironically, John Winthrop’s Puritan vision of a bright and shining “City on a Hill” had not only been corrupted but also become a hell on earth for captive Native Americans, who were sold into slavery in the West Indies, with Africans imported to replace them. Winthrop’s idealistic dream had been cynically financed by the New England colonists’ warm embrace of slavery that served as a sturdy foundation of that righteous hill upon which the Puritans’ holy mission rested from the beginning.




  Influential Puritans, including Winthrop’s associates, even believed that it was God’s holy design to vanquish Native Americans for the express purpose of “deliver[ing them] into our hands” for trading them to the Caribbean’s sugar islands in return for black slaves. After all, black slaves were cheaper (an estimated twenty times) than white English indentured servants. For such reasons, the Pequot War (1636–1638) led to mass enslavement of Native Americans by New Englanders to fuel the lucrative slave trade with the full approval and support of the colonial legislatures and community leaders, who sat in the front rows of their churches every Sunday morning.




  Partly because even the Holy Bible confirmed the belief in the wisdom of lifelong servitude, which was then echoed by the words of Puritan ministers, the lucrative institution of slavery, based on exporting captive Indians for sale to the West Indies to rid New England of its longest-existing internal threat and importing Africans, who were viewed as less threatening, by way of the Atlantic slave trade, was a key factor that led to the astounding success of the idealistic “City on a Hill.”30




  Winthrop, the most respected religious leader in Massachusetts, revealed his hypocrisy, which made a mockery of his righteous concept of a golden “City on a Hill,” when he described in 1638 how the ship Desire, which sailed out of the port of Salem north of Boston, had taken Indian slaves to be sold in the Caribbean and returned with “some cotton and tobacco, and negroes, etc.”31 Winthrop had recorded the first documented case of African slaves arriving on the shores of New England: a thriving trade in untold misery that ensured the Massachusetts Colony’s economic development and success.32




  THE ENEMY’S MOST SUCCESSFUL TACTICAL FORMULA





  As if they were fighting yet another one of the seemingly endless religious wars in Europe in the New World, success for the forces of New French in North America during the early years of the French and Indian War had been based on the effectiveness of a wise strategy of relying on the best tactics of European traditional warfare, combined with the best tactics of New France’s Native American allies: an unbeatable and lethal combination that delivered a hard-hitting one-two punch for which the British and Provincials had no defense or answer.




  The secret to the remarkable success of the French in utilizing the numerous tribes of their lethal Native American allies to reap maximum benefits was based upon the wise policy—the antithesis of historic English treatment of Native Americans in general—of treating them with respect and allowing them to fight their own kind of war without attempting to dictate rules and strategy and without displaying the traditional European arrogance and xenophobia that had long dominated English dealings with Indians. Therefore, savvy French and Canadian leaders smartly allowed their Indian allies to wage war on their own terms and as their ancestors had done for centuries. This wise strategy paid immense dividends when the Native American warriors were supplied with French muskets and black powder from the forts that guarded New France, especially Fort Saint Frederic and Fort Carillon, which dominated the Lake Champlain Valley, and war parties were augmented with French marines, including experienced officers, and Canadian frontiersmen, who fought in a masterful fashion like Indians.33




  As fate would have it, there was only one solution to stem this crisis, and that called for a radical transformation of the traditional English way of fighting that had proved so disastrous in defending the land and its people. One high-ranking professional soldier who had been born in Scotland, British brigadier general John Forbes, correctly understand what was needed, which explained the eventual rise and success of young Robert Rogers and his Rangers: “Wee [sic] must comply and learn the Art of Warr [sic], from the Enemy Indians or anything else.”34




  Largely because of the inherent deficiencies of the inadequate militia system, inherited from England, that relied on untrained citizen-soldiers, the American fighting man was thoroughly mocked and looked upon as little more than a joke by both the French and the British. Quite simply, there was no central authority for an organized and coordinated offensive effort between the separate colonies when it was most needed. But the fallacy of the popular militia concept of part-time citizen-soldiers—untrained and nonprofessional—had proved ineffective, almost to the point of uselessness, while the French primarily relied on experienced professional soldiers, the French Regulars, Canadian frontiersmen, and the consummate warriors of their Native American allies.




  Clearly, the average American, or colonial, fighting man on the frontier—the individual citizen-soldier who relied on his own abilities instead of his government, colonial or British—had to quickly adapt and catch up to the enemy’s superior combat capabilities by evolving, mostly, from a yeoman farmer to a legitimate fighting man to match the magnificent fighting machine, although an irregular one, of the Canadians, Indians, and French. Otherwise the prosperous English civilization in the thirteen colonies thriving along the Atlantic coast and farther inland might well become extinct. However, this evolution toward parity with an aggressive and resourceful enemy would be a long and painful transition that successfully reached its highest point with the rise of a new concept in warfare: the tough and resourceful fighting men of the ranging companies, or Rangers, led by a young man named Robert Rogers.




  Indeed, in time and after having long been at the mercy of their enemies from Canada, the colonists, before Rogers’s and the Rangers’ dramatic rise, eventually evolved and learned to fight in the seemingly endless forests and in the highly effective manner of their opponents, especially Native Americans, who had long relied on the deadly art of ambush, stealth, and hit-and-run raids to vanquish the enemies of their own race centuries before the arrival of the first Europeans. This all-important successful adaptation to the warfighting ways of America’s more experienced and most lethal and ruthless enemies was most thoroughly achieved by Rogers on a permanent basis during the French and Indian War.




  Learning to excel at Indian ways of warfare like no other fighting man on the British side, Rogers was a product of an exceptionally harsh, unforgiving environment of the untamed northern frontier and of one of the most vicious conflicts in American history. Especially on the remote frontier, this was a time when life was exceptionally cheap and short for many settlers of the New England colonies, which occupied a precarious perch when boxed in by the Atlantic Ocean to the east and the Appalachian Mountains to the west. But these searing wilderness and wartime experiences of settlers across the frontier were a fiery forge that molded Rogers into one of the most distinguished leaders of fighting men in America not only during the French and Indian War but also in American history.




  Most important, Rogers’s men had early evolved into masters of the ranging service. They believed in him and would follow Rogers to hell and back if necessary. A resourceful and innovative leader with a charismatic personality, Rogers led the way into a seemingly endless number of unprecedented challenges and dangers to inspire his men to do the impossible. This vicious fight for the possession of the continent to determine the future of the English colonies was no ordinary struggle: it was the most devastating of all global contests that had spilled into the New World. For the colonists, the French and Indian War (1754–1763) was a living nightmare straight out of the Dark Ages and the old religious wars of Europe, which was distinguished by a destructiveness that was Darwinian in its excesses. No chapter of American history was darker and bloodier than the bitter struggle on America’s northern frontier by the time that Rogers and his Rangers, mostly men from the Merrimack River country like their commander and other northern frontier regions, took center stage in this brutal contest for the heart and soul of America.




  UGLY RACIAL CONFLICT: THE DARKEST SIDE OF HUMAN NATURE





  The so-called better angels of our nature were almost entirely absent from the war-ravaged northern frontier during the French and Indian War, because the conflict was starkly Darwinian and all about survival of the fittest. The darkest side of man and the evil that lay deep in dark hearts triumphed at unprecedented levels during the life-and-death struggle of each side to develop the best strategy and tactics to vanquish the enemy in what was basically a race upon which life and death depended. The birth of Rogers’s Rangers in 1755 as the best company of a New Hampshire regiment, under Colonel Joseph Blanchard, evolved out of this evolutionary race to outfight the enemy before it was too late.




  Ironically, Robert Rogers’s dangerous northern frontier of New England was the by-product of the most idealistic and enlightened intentions because the original English colonists had believed that God had bestowed upon them the righteous mission of settling in the New World. Having broken away from the main Church of England, or the Anglican Church, deeming it too much like the Roman Catholic Church, the Puritans—Pilgrims—were die-hard dissenters who had gone their own way.




  Ironically, however, the pious newcomers from the Old World threatened to plunge the vibrant Algonquian world, culture, and language, which was dominant among Native American tribes in the East, into the same kind of darkness that they had left behind in Europe. The ravages of disease, fire, and sword and the profound changes they brought threatened to forever change the Native Americans’ traditional way of life. Even more, the idealistic newcomers believed that they had the God-given right to possess this bountiful land, setting the stage for America’s longest war against indigenous people, destined to last nearly to the twentieth century.




  In 1629, in the stark biblical terms of the Old Testament, John Winthrop, who was a primary leader of Boston’s strict Puritan theocracy of the Massachusetts Bay Colony, asked the key question that was answered by the theft of large amounts of choice Native American lands by swarms of land-hungry squatters, mostly poor settlers, who simply carved their own homes out of the wilderness: “Why may not Christians have [the] liberty to go and dwell amongst them in their waste [undeveloped] lands and woods . . . as lawfully as Abraham did among the Sodomites?”35 Indeed, English preachers of what they believed was the only true faith had long emphasized to settlers the biblical words that had long inspired the chosen people of the Hebrew faith: “I will appoint a place for my people Israell [sic].'”36




  The morally intoxicated Winthrop early labeled Native American people as Sodomites. Even more, he emphasized Christian-versus-non-Christian dynamics to partly justify the sale of captured Native Americans to the hellish sugarcane plantations of the West Indies for profit rather than for purely racial reasons because the obsession with skin color only arose later in America. Meanwhile, the Native Americans saw themselves as “the real people,” whom their God had allowed to dominate this virgin land of incomparable beauty. Immensely proud and largely correct in their analysis of their special place in the world, the Algonquian people considered themselves culturally and morally superior to the new settlers, who had invaded their lands with impunity, as if the Indians simply did not exist.




  Unlike in Europe, both sides embraced a war of terrorism—a conflict that was modern in the sense that it was total because it was waged with a “macabre intensity” not seen on other side of the Atlantic. In the most forgotten chapter of this bloody war more than a century before the French and Indian War, many Pequot captives were sent to the English Caribbean colony of Barbados in the lucrative Atlantic slave trade: the systemic process of ridding New England of Native Americans and replacing captured Indians with black slaves. In September 1638, a treaty signed at Hartford, Connecticut, officially ended the once proud existence of the Pequot tribe, which had long ruled their ancestral homeland without rivals in southern New England. Incredibly and in short order, the Pequot had gone out of existence, like the fading away of a summertime dream. Finally, the last Pequot people were sold as slaves to the rich sugar islands of the British West Indies, including Jamaica, after their crushing defeat in the Pequot War to complete the process of a thorough ethnic cleansing.




  During King George’s War (1744–1748), the Abenaki continued to raid the English settlements along the vulnerable northern frontier, including strikes on Saratoga, New York, and communities near Boston on the East Coast. All the while, the colonists remained on the defensive instead of organizing their own strikes into Canada during a series of wars: Queen Anne’s War, known in Europe as the War of Spanish Succession (1702–1713); the War of the Austrian Succession, or King George’s War (1744–1748); and the Seven Years’ War, or the French and Indian War (1754–1763). Except for the French and Indian War, these wars began in Europe and then spilled over to North America like a spreading cancer.




  Therefore, out of the carnage and ethnic cleansing of multiple wars in the wilderness, a bloody borderland had been created where vastly different civilizations, races, and cultures had long violently clashed. In consequence, the refugees of vanquished tribes, which were decimated by the ravages of disease, the curse of slavery, and the swords and bullets of the white man, had migrated north, including to St. Francis in Quebec, to escape the tide of land-hungry New Englanders. These imperial struggles for empire, which stemmed from the cynical manipulation of Europe’s ruling class and ebb and flow of European imperial rivalries that had long existed between royalty, the elites, and the wealthy upper classes of Paris and London, claimed untold lives on both sides for generations.




  In consequence, a good many poor settlers of the lower class and equally poor Native Americans were destined to die in an especially vicious struggle that continued to rage for generations during bloody wars for empire between England and France with a degree of barbarism not seen since the days of antiquity. Many frontier settlers had seen captives butchered before their eyes, chopped up with tomahawks, and severed heads and entrails held aloft by triumphant warriors to terrify other whites. No small wonder that the settlers early viewed these fierce warriors, who were far superior fighting men than the English, as “Children of the Devil.” In the process, dark skin color became increasingly identified with evil in what might be described as the birth of racism on American soil.




  Like most of his neighbors, after having learned the ways of the Native Americans, Robert Rogers was fated for the life of a soldier and a special destiny. Setting aside the wooden plow in the fields of the Upper Merrimack River country of New Hampshire, and with it his existence as a lowly Scotch-Irish yeoman farmer without expectations, he embarked on his military career (first militia, then Rangers of his own creation), having acquired an abundance of knowledge about the deep forests of the untamed frontier of the Merrimack River country and about Indians and their warfighting ways that had long proved so successful: the very antithesis of European ways of waging war.




  Rogers had been born in “this bonny Country” of beauty and plenty on November 7, 1731, in the small frontier settlement of Methuen, in northeastern Massachusetts. Amid a pristine wilderness, Rogers enjoyed his most carefree years in the location around the family log cabin, which was situated just beyond the northwestern outskirts of the small farming town on a grassy knoll within sight of the blue waters of the Spicket River. Robert was the fourth son of his loving parents, who spoke with the distinct Irish brogues of the north of Ireland, James Jacob Rogers and Mary McFatridge Rogers. Mary gave Robert six brothers and four sisters in total. Symbolically, amid the rich, black soil and virgin timber in the Upper Merrimack River Valley, Robert was the first member of the family born on America soil. The frontier was dominated by the lower-class Scotch-Irish, and the Rogers family, with its Ulster roots, made an ideal fit with these natural frontier settlers.




  Like other Scotch-Irish settlers who dominated the northern frontier, the Rogers family worshiped as faithful Presbyterians. This fiery faith was far more individualistic and democratic than that of the Anglican Church (the official church of England) in the village of Methuen. Here, Robert first learned the spiritual teachings of the Holy Bible from his parents and began to read in the privacy of the family cabin located on the western outskirts of Methuen. Robert also learned about the cultural and folk ways of north Ireland from his Ireland-born parents and perhaps longed to see the native homeland so far away.




  Incorporated into a town in 1725 and located on the north bank of the east-west flowing Merrimack River before it turned north to follow a north-south course toward the higher ranges of blue-hazed mountains, Methuen was largely a Congregationalist community of mostly British stock. Its Holy Bible-reading members viewed Scotch-Irish immigrants as not only outsiders but also foreigners. No evidence has been found that the Rogers family worshipped on a regular basis at the Congregationalist church that stood atop Meeting House Hill in Methuen. However, because the nearest Presbyterian church was located in Londonderry around seventeen miles to the northwest, Robert was baptized by a young Congregationalist minister, Reverend Christopher Sargent, on November 14, 1731—only seven days after his birth. He was the first member of the Rogers family, which was Scotch-Irish to the core, to have been baptized on American soil.




  Then, after Robert’s birth, two other children of Mary and James (including brother Richard, a future Ranger captain who was born on May 6, 1734) were baptized in the rustic church on Meeting House Hill. In total, Mary Rogers gave birth to five additional children on America soil. Therefore, from the beginning, Robert was an American, with a close family of two parents and four siblings who had been born in Ulster Province, north Ireland. Rising higher from hard work and a determination to make their American Dream come true, the members of the Rogers family were on their way to middle-class status, which allowed Robert and his siblings a better overall upbringing than would have been possible if this Scotch-Irish brood had been hampered by lower-class status, like most other immigrants from the old country. The Congregationalists, whose faith was closer to that of the Anglican Church than the more individualistic style of worship of Presbyterianism, had allowed a nearby squatters’ community of Ulster immigrants to be established in a rough-hewn village of rustic log cabins located just beyond the town’s western edge: a convenient mostly Scotch-Irish and lower-class buffer against the inevitable next Indian attack from the north.




  The Scotch-Irish Rogers family found this place to their liking, the northern frontier community of Methuen, located in the northeast corner of the Massachusetts Bay Colony around thirty miles north of Boston and situated on the 117-mile-long Merrimack River that rose from springs that flowed east down the White Mountains and then ran south to eventually empty into the Atlantic near Boston. Far north from unfriendly Boston and its anti-Irish environment, the untamed frontier was a breath of fresh air—the sweet taste of far greater freedom than found in the coastal lowlands of the upper-class elites and wealthy merchants—to Scotch-Irish immigrants compared to the self-righteous Puritans, who were members of Boston’s autocratic theocracy.




  As for other Scotch-Irish immigrants of humble background after they had trekked north up the Merrimack River from Boston, this was a place where the Rogers family had secured their land as opportunistic squatters. Achieving middle-class status and leaving his Irish immigrant squatter status behind, James shortly bought forty-four acres on the Spicket River several miles from the northwestern edge of town. Here, he worked in clearing and improving the land. Most important, this enterprising Scotch-Irish immigrant family of former lowly tenant farmers, who had been victims of rich English landlords increasing rents and other abuses in Ulster Province, north Ireland, worked hard to make their dreams come true. Clearly, history had come full circle for the Rogers family of Irish exiles, who had become the victims of English colonialism, greed, and imperialism on the Atlantic’s east side, which in part eventually rose to the fore to cause the French and Indian War on the west side to change the life of young Robert Rogers forever.




  GREENER PASTURES





  Then, in the spring of 1739, James and Mary Rogers, who were Presbyterian natives of County Antrim in Ulster Province and might have earlier migrated from the Emerald Isle’s picturesque Sperrin Mountains region, made another move to the wide, open spaces to the northwest in the Upper Merrimack River Valley: more fertile and luxurious lands in one of the remotest areas of the frontier in south-central New Hampshire. This special place in the wilderness for the Rogers family was located around forty miles northwest of Methuen and west of the narrow band of mostly Scotch-Irish settlements situated along the wide Merrimack River. James and his friend Joseph Pudney made a good deal to purchase 365 acres apiece from Zacheus Lovewell of Dunstable. The head of the Rogers family obtained the deed for his property of virgin lands on November 24, 1738, after having paid the first installment to Lovewell.




  The Rogers family pushed north until they finally stopped at a broad open space of grasslands surrounded by pristine forest: a magical place of promise that was distinguished by a beautiful meadow and beaver pond of clear water surrounded by rows of yellow birch trees in today’s southeast New Hampshire. This broad meadowland of tall grasses beside a clear trout stream was bestowed by the new Scotch-Irish settlers with the name Mountalona because it reminded James and Mary Rogers of Ulster Province’s beauty just southeast of Londonderry. Surrounded by forested hills of virgin timber, this beautiful place in the pristine wilderness was also called “Great Meadows.” Members of the Rogers family never forgot north Ireland’s beauty, especially the Sperrin Mountains in Tyrone and Londonderry Counties, where a green forest of birch trees, which thrived in cold weather, grew high in the relatively few extensive woodlands in this part of Ulster Province. By this time, most Native Americans, including the Abenaki who had concentrated in their St. Francis sanctuary in Quebec, had fled north, leaving this ancient hunting ground open to the most adventuresome squatters.37




  Robert Rogers summarized the formation of New Hampshire from the Colony of Massachusetts in 1740, when pioneers “settled themselves to the north-east, between the rivers Merrimack and Kennebeck, and formed two distinct colonies, one named New Hampshire, and the other Maine.”38 Along with their fathers, the sons and daughters of the Rogers and Pud-ney families worked overtime—from sunrise to sundown—to transform a wilderness into productive farmland, while keeping an eye out for prowling Abenaki warriors, whose well-known taste for revenge knew no bounds.39




  AN UNTAMED NORTHERN WILDERNESS





  With his considerable insight into the natural world of the vast backcountry seen by few whites, which revealed Rogers’s insatiable curiosity and love for the world of nature, especially when trekking alone during many of his sojourners north into the wilderness toward Canada when hunting and trapping, Rogers described the dominant physical characteristics of the Colony of New Hampshire:




  

     The most considerable mountains of this province [New Hampshire], and indeed in New England, are those called the White Mountains, so called from their appearance, which is like snow, confiding, as is generally supposed, of a white flint, from which the reflection of the sun is very brilliant and dazzling, and by their prodigious height are to be seen at a very great distance [and] I cannot learn that any person was ever on the top of these mountains. I have been told by the Indians that they have often attempted it in vain, by reason of the changes of air they met with, which I am inclined to believe, having ascended them myself till the alteration of air was very perceptible, and even then I had not advanced half-way up; the valleys below were then concealed from me by clouds.40







  Rogers also partly described the northern lands of the Abenaki: “The great part of it towards the province of Quebec being mountainous, is entirely unfit for agriculture; and that towards [the east] is low, covered with spruce, and white and yellow pines, and some oaks, excepting near the banks of rivers, which fall from the mountains [and into the rich lands to the south] would have been better improved, had not the inhabitants for many years past been kept in almost continual alarms, and sometimes driven from their plantations by the savages,” especially the Abenaki.41




  Having been early forced off their ancient homeland and hunting grounds had only made warriors, especially the Abenaki of St. Francis and other refugees from other areas and tribes, into the most bitter of enemies. Therefore, these revenge-seeking warriors from French Canada, especially the sanctuary of St. Francis, continued to trek down their well-trodden war trails, such as those along the Connecticut River, which snaked through the wilderness. They raided the northern frontier with complete impunity and caused a massive amount of death and destruction when least expected, especially among the mostly Scotch-Irish settlers who had carved out homes in the fertile Upper Merrimack River country.42




  But this extremely harsh war unleashed by the Abenaki and other Native American allies of New France was not as simplistic or one-sided as it seemed, because it was about much more than hatred or race, as usually portrayed in the most basic terms by generations of traditional historians. Long before they decided to launch their raids on the settlers, indigenous populations along the Atlantic coast and farther inland, including in the Merrimack River Valley, once home to the western Abenaki, had been thoroughly decimated by an unseen enemy more merciless than any Native American enemy war parties or the whites. This unseen enemy was epidemic disease, caused by the deadly germs brought by Europeans who had early spread viruses like smallpox and measles among the indigenous peoples. Native Americans possessed no immunity to these lethal illnesses, which were the grimmest of reapers—more so than the white man’s guns or armies—ever seen in North America.43




  These so-called virgin soil diseases that raged in an unspoiled land eventually decimated as much as 90 percent of the Native American population in North America in a true, but largely forgotten, holocaust that wiped out whole villages and very nearly entire tribes. Before long, the very existence of the indigenous peoples was at stake because of the cruel ravages resulting from innocent contact between such vastly different races and cultures.44




  With everything at stake during the decimation of one tribe after another, Native Americans early realized that they had to acquire new tribal members—natural reproduction was much too slow, and Indian infants died as readily from the white man’s diseases as adults—to ensure the survival of their sophisticated cultures and civilizations, which now lay on the verge of extinction. In consequence, the ultimate solution for the disease-ravaged people was entirely sensible under the circumstances: to conduct “mourning wars” in honor of lost family members in which raiding expeditions were launched more to secure captives than to kill in order to gain large numbers of prisoners, either whites or members of other tribes. These captives were then adopted into the tribe to replace dead family members and replenish the ravaged population. In the annals of American history, this has been the most overlooked reason for the seemingly endless raids that devastated the northern frontier and explained the disappearance of hundreds of whites, especially infants and children, who had been carried north by returning war parties to become part of these melting-pot societies deep in the wilderness.45




  The devastation, slaughter, and abduction of large numbers of white captives (men, women, and children) was so extensive that it seemed almost as if the entire northern frontier—much of it already deserted to escape the murderous raids—would be depopulated, with large numbers of settlers fleeing to safe havens at forts or closer to the Atlantic coast, even to the friendly confines of Boston. All the while, the number of killed and captured settlers continued to grow to frightening levels, because the frontier was decimated over hundreds of miles. With British fortunes continuing to sink during a losing struggle between 1755 and 1758 during the years of the French and Indian War, an angry, frustrated American wrote, “The Crisis of our Fate is now. . . . We have little Room to hope for a Deliverance from our Distress.”46




  Bringing hell on earth to the scattered and isolated frontier settlements, Native American raiders were unstoppable, continuing to strike with the bloodiest of results and proving that they were masters in the art of terrorism because, in the words of one resigned colonial, “we may as well goe [sic] to War with Wolfs and Bears.”47




  Paris-born Captain Louis Antoine de Bougainville, a most promising French officer who served as the trusty aide-de-camp of the Marquis de Montcalm, the finest French commander of the French and Indian War, was shocked by his first close look at the Native American allies of New France and their viciousness toward unarmed whites, both prisoners and settlers, including women and children, on the northern frontier: “The cruelties and the insolence of these barbarians is horrible, their souls are as black as pitch.”48


  

  In reprinting a letter first published in Philadelphia, a Boston newspaper revealed an undeniable truth of the widespread slaughter that had become the ultimate horror:




 

    The Scalping of the Frontier Inhabitants by the Indians is not peculiar to Pennsylvania, but common to all the Colonies, in Proportion as their Frontiers are more or less extended and exposed to the Enemy[, and no colony has] been able to secure its Inhabitants from Scalping by the Indians; who coming secretly in very small Parties skulking in the Woods, must sometimes have it in their Power to surprise and destroy Travellers [sic] or single Families settled in scattered Plantations. . . . How much Care must it be for such an Enemy to destroy a Ploughman at Work in his Field?49







  But, of course, the interloping whites, including the Pilgrims, committed their own long list of atrocities, solemnly believing, like the idealistic European Crusaders who had marched from Western Europe to the Holy Land to slaughter Muslims because they were unbelievers, that they were fulfilling the will of God, thereby justifying their own slaughters. The killing of Indians by many frontier whites for little more than sport only made Native Americans more determined to wreak a bloody revenge in a nonending cycle of extreme violence. The early common view of settlers was that the Indians were nothing more than “the devil’s instruments”—or fair game—to ensure the most vicious of reprisals.50




  In early fights against the Pequot in New England, Indian dead were decapitated, and their heads, including those of both men and women, were set atop poles with eyes and mouths wide open as grim trophies. Such was the ill fate of the unfortunate King Philip. His rum-preserved hand was kept as a trophy, and his bleached skull was displayed atop a tall pole in Plymouth, the center of Pilgrim religious authority and power, where it stood high in full view, just like hundreds of white scalps that waved over the residences at St. Francis for decades.51




  The massacre of the Pequot at Mystic witnessed the horrors of bloodthirsty English soldiers having “received and entertained [the men, women, and children fleeing their burning homes and coming out into the open fields lined with whites] with the point of the sword.”52 Even Pequot dogs were ordered killed by English officers, who seemingly thought of everything in waging their total war and spared nothing, “so that they might not be eaten to prevent starvation” among the defeated tribe.53 This genocide of the Pequot thoroughly shocked Native Americans of neighboring tribes because the white man’s ruthless total war was “too furious, and slay[ed] too many men.”54




  A gifted intellectual who personified the Age of Enlightenment, Bougainville was a sophisticated French officer who easily quoted inspiring words from the ancient classics, including Homer’s Iliad. He had even authored, before he was twenty-five, a celebrated treatise on calculus that was respected across Western Europe. Captain Bougainville had few good words to say about the most lethal of New France’s Native American allies, the Abenaki, who often struck in the remote northern frontier area where the Rogers family lived, calling them “one of the most unmanageable and insolent of all.”55




  Like the Abenaki warriors he fought year after year when the leader of the Rangers, Rogers never forgot his lower-class roots—in his case, in the rolling hills of Ulster Province, north Ireland. While facing the omnipresent threat of Abenaki attack from the depths of French Canada, the Rogers family took pride in the fact that they were descendants of some of Ulster Province’s first Scottish settlers, who had migrated south to north Ireland from the Lowlands of Scotland. As noted, the Rogers family, transplanted sons of Erin, had bestowed on their home the name Mountalona to honor the green Presbyterian hills of County Derry, Ulster Province, north Ireland.




  The long-suffering refugees from the bloody borderlands of the traumatized Celtic world had also poured into the frontiers of the Colony of New York, west of Massachusetts. Besides the omnipresent Scotch-Irish settlers, Scottish Jacobites of the clans from the Scottish Highlands, defeated by the British in 1746, penetrated north up along the west side of the Hudson River and into New York’s highlands. Proud Celtic names of the places where they settled in the wilderness, New Scotland and Irish Corners, reflected their unique history, culture, and ethnicity.




  Scottish refugees who had suddenly found themselves situated in the Green Isle’s northern lands of the Celtic-Gaelic people, who were hostile to the Protestants (Scotch-Irish) because their finest lands—like those of the Abenaki—had been stolen by the interlopers, these once again transplanted Protestant Scotch-Irish, like the Rogers family, had settled all along the northern frontier. Ironically, like the Abenaki of St. Francis on the Atlantic’s other side, even the Irish Catholics were refugees who had fled from England’s conquest and settlement of north Ireland in England’s so-called Ulster Plantation.




  Like the ill-fated Pennacook people, who had been uprooted from the Lower Merrimack River country by the surging tide of white settlers and fled north in a perfect exodus to St. Francis, Native American people had been pushed off ancestral lands by the mostly Scotch-Irish waves of settlement, which was relentless. Indeed, a lifetime of battling hostile neighbors in the borderlands was nothing new to the Scotch-Irish but merely part of everyday life for them and generations of their ancestors.




  After all, the Scotch-Irish had fought an extremely “wild war,” which was often no-quarter warfare, over the course of generations in Ulster Province to keep their land and religion safe from the native people, Irish Catholics. In this regard, for America’s northern frontier Scotch-Irish, the Abenaki had seemingly replaced the Irish Catholics as lifelong antagonists in two distinct worlds and experiences separated by the Atlantic.




  In an accurate analysis of the Scotch-Irish of the frontier by one historian who was not guilty of overstatement, “They were a hardy race, and fought stoutly for the pleasant valleys they dwell[ed] in” across the breadth of north Ireland.56 But the New World wilderness was even more dangerous because the untamed frontier was so remote that one colonist described the situation of a frightening aloneness, far from any kind of assistance: “We were quite out of Christendom.”57 And the enemy they faced was the fiercest of foes because “they act like wolves,” in the words of a shocked Increase Mather, who believed that they needed to be treated accordingly because it was God’s will.58




  Here, in the isolated wilderness of the Upper Merrimack River country, Rogers’s Scotch-Irish family thrived in the new land, but it came at another price. Robert had little opportunity to receive a proper education, except what his father or mother taught him from the pages of the Holy Bible in the privacy of their log cabin nestled in the wilderness. There was little time for such societal niceties as the refinements of higher education and culture, because the Scotch-Irish were living on the wild frontier, where simple survival was the primary concern of each day.




  The mostly small farmers of the New England frontier were in a no-win situation in simultaneously battling man and nature, both as heartless as they were unforgiving, but this situation was nothing new in living on a dangerous frontier, where death could come at any time. This situation had been much the same in the past for their Protestant ancestors in seemingly endless Scottish and Irish rebellions and struggles over culture and race and for the possession of both Scotland and north Ireland—two embattled and bloody borderlands, where the common people’s dreams seemingly always died early, ugly, and tragic deaths at the hands of powerful invaders with superior weaponry and unbridled lust to kill men of a different culture, religion, and society. Scotch-Irish families across the breadth of the northern frontier, like the Rogers family in the Upper Merrimack River Valley, possessed “no other alternative but to push or be pushed” off the land that they loved.59




  But more important, the Scotch-Irish had early learned the key lesson that had ensured their survival as a hard-pressed people in the troubled Old World, and this time-honored axiom now applied to New England’s northern frontier as the only means of survival in the New World and the harsh realities of forging a decent life on the ever-dangerous edge of empire: if anyone “should strike or offend them, it was their credo to strike back twice as hard.”60




  And they had much to fight against from the beginning (before Native Americans) in a new land dominated only by the cruel laws and arbitrary dictates of a capricious nature, because the Scotch-Irish were discriminated against by other whites, from the Puritans to the English, who unfairly looked upon them as almost subhuman for a host of reasons. In the words of one Scotch-Irish immigrant, he “was looked upon as a barbarian” because he hailed from the Emerald Isle, which had become England’s first colony by way of bloody conquest, often featuring the horrors of no-mercy warfare.61




  More than in the case of Irish Catholics back in picturesque Ulster Province, the humble farmers of the northern frontier faced no ordinary enemy but the most magnificent fighting men in the land, especially the Abenaki, whose professional warrior ethos celebrated warfare and its horrors to an inordinate degree and even possessed a spiritual aspect incomprehensible to the European mind, especially a religious one.




  By this time, the Native Americans themselves had fallen victim to an excessive love of war that had corrupted the better part of their natures. Cruelty, ritualistic torture, and horrors had become a celebrated way of life, which they believed was necessary for their peoples and their tribes to persevere and survive in a cruel world: an evolution from the wartime experience that hardened the hearts and minds of generations of utterly ruthless warriors in a process that was necessary, because only the strongest and most heartless had survived centuries of brutal conflict long before the arrival of the first European explorers, who were shocked by the enemy’s viciousness that so numbed their senses.62




  And no people in all New England were more determined not to be pushed off a land that they loved and worked hard to make productive than the feisty Scotch-Irish, who returned ferocity with ferocity, as part of their own distinctive heritage of struggling for survival across the sea. Therefore, when the raiders from New France waged a war of terrorism on the settlers, the settlers returned the favor by waging their own unique brand of fighting fire with fire.




  After all, the Scotch-Irish people possessed their own dark legacies of having battled past enemies in almost unending bloody warfare for centuries when caught between the border of Scotland and England in a nightmarish past that they considered heroic, such as in the heady days of Scottish freedom fighter William Wallace—a common man who became a dynamic leader of the Scottish people after having risen on his own merit and ability, like Rogers—whose hatred of the British occupiers of his ancestral homeland knew no bounds. These die-hard Presbyterians also well understood from their own history of seemingly endless tragedy that life was a bloody struggle calling for great sacrifice because only the strong survived in a harsh world. Therefore, partly from a love of God, to whom they prayed for deliverance from the evildoers who sought to destroy them, the Scotch-Irish settlers embraced the ancient stories of vengeance from the pages of the Old Testament with a passion born of righteousness and desperation blended with vengefulness, because these qualities were the keys to survival in a harsh land.63




  A question not adequately explored by generations of historians for whatever reason—almost certainly a lack of interest in the Scotch-Irish experience—is just how significant his own Scotch-Irish heritage was in shaping the heart and soul of Robert Rogers. Perhaps the best evidence can be seen in the fact that so many of the men of Rogers’s Rangers were of Scotch-Irish heritage and also that he formed close associations with other Irish and Scotch-Irish officers and soldiers—a Celtic brotherhood of ethnic warriors—who were not Rangers. During the French and Indian War, Rogers informed some Irish officers, including Ulster Province-born Captain-Lieutenant Henry Pringle, that he had been “born in the County of Antrim” in Ulster Province.64




  This notable example has indicated that Rogers fought not only for New Hampshire and America at an early date but also for his people’s native homeland across the sea. For all practical purposes, and although he had been the first American-born member of the Rogers family, Ulster Province, north Ireland, still meant something very special to Rogers by the time he commanded the most famous fighting force of Americans during the French and Indian War. Clearly, having revealed a good deal of ethnic pride, Rogers considered himself an authentic Celtic and Scotch-Irish warrior like of old, because he was certainly one in regard to his tenacity and never-say-die qualities of a warrior leader, deeply rooted in the Celtic and Scotch-Irish experience, which he repeatedly demonstrated on the battlefield. Like an ancient Celtic warrior of the Scottish Highlands, Rogers thought of himself as a member of a hard-fighting clan from the old country in a distant past. Like so many other hardy Scotch-Irish, he had grown up on the northern frontier, but the legacies of Ulster were still with him because they had never vanished. He was described as “a handsome giant with red hair and blue eyes”—a typical Celtic look.65




  But during the dark days ahead, when so much hung in the balance for his frontier people, it became the primary mission of Rogers and his Rangers to do much more than simply push back against the raiders from the north in the cherished Scotch-Irish tradition but also to take the war to the enemy by launching their own raids deep into the hostile territory of an uncharted wilderness. Besides the lofty esprit de corps and close camaraderie of Rogers’s Rangers, the overall motivation was exceptionally high among these crack fighting men from the forests and mountains, especially at a truly brutal time, when “it was very shocking for the husband to see the wife of his bosom her head cut off, and the children’s blood drunk like water, by these cruel savages.”66




  Such graphic firsthand accounts of the tragic fate of so many frontier settlers have long been dismissed as exaggerations or propaganda by cynical modern historians who have found such atrocities to be almost beyond rational belief because they defy the imagination. However, this was not the case, as fully realized by the traumatized and war-weary people of the frontier, who endured horrors that are almost incomprehensible to the modern mind. Regardless of age or sex, everyone with white or black skin found in the fields attempting to raise or harvest crops or located in an isolated log cabin was a potential victim of New France’s fierce raiders on the unforgiving frontier, where life was so often short and cheap when the warriors struck. The Abenaki and the warriors of other tribes made no distinction when it came to killing and taking scalps for trophies to show off their combat prowess to the people of their home communities. One rare account based on first-person testimony has revealed how one party of Provincials was ambushed in the summer of 1757 and roughly handled by their more experienced Native American foes, who were masters of wilderness warfare. Among the war-painted attackers streaked in red and black who unleashed “Hideous Yells” were hard-hitting warriors “of the Tribe call’d Cold-Country [from Canada;] they not only kill, but, if they have the Opportunity, suck the Blood out of the Bodies of the dead; our Men were scalped and mangled in a most Barbarous Manner.”67




  Even in the civilized environment of Montreal, which was New France’s second-largest city, French Regulars were astounded by a nightmarish spectacle in 1746, while they and leading French and Canadian officials, including the revered governor of New France, watched the cruel fate of a prisoner who had been taken in New York: “The Dutchman was perfectly naked, tied Hand & Foot, chain’d to the Post, and the Indians, dancing, singing, roasting, stabbing, gashing and tormenting him. . . . [A]n Indian Woman tho’t it not enough but took a Wire, scalt it red hot, and run it thro’ his Penis into his Body, to his unutterable Anguish.”68




  All in all, the strategy of a war of terrorism ultimately backfired on the Native Americans, in part because they had taken on an incredibly tough and resourceful people who also placed a supreme value on the importance of revenge, the Scotch-Irish, who never forgot or forgave. The Native American atrocities only made the settlers more determined, and they fought back more frantically instead of being cowed—a forgotten explanation for the high motivation and resolve of Rogers and his Rangers, deeply rooted in the overall Scotch-Irish experience on both sides of the Atlantic.69




  BRAVE FRONTIER WOMEN, BLACK AND WHITE





  As noted, hardy frontier women, both black and white, who helped to settle the land and ultimately to make America, were not spared by the war parties that so suddenly swarmed out of the forests to overwhelm isolated farms, log cabins, and villages nestled in the wilderness. Even pregnant women were routinely cut down by the slashing of steel tomahawks and scalping knives, because this, most of all, was a war of terror as a well-calculated and deliberate strategy of the French and their Native American allies.70




  An entry in a Philadelphia newspaper described the horror of one raid, which achieved its intended results, in the Lancaster, Pennsylvania, area during the spring of 1757: “5 Men and one Woman (who was with Child) were killed and the Scalped [and] the Frontier Inhabitants are in great Distress, and moving from their Plantations [south and east] as fast as they can.”71




  What resulted from the hard-hitting raids was systematic slaughter regardless of age or sex. A Philadelphia newspaper reported how “the Widow Ramasay and Two Children, and two of the name of Clugston, were all killed by the Indians . . . at the Foot of the South Mountain [and] the Woman’s Head were cut off, and her Body mangled in the most Cruel Manner.”72 In New York, a raiding party of warriors found easy victims when “a Man was kill’d . . . as he was tilting up a Cart of Dung [to fertilize the fields], after which the Indians went to his House and kill’d and scalp’d his Wife, and carried off his six Children” into the dark forests that led to French Canada.73




  Even worse, a main eastern newspaper, the Maryland Gazette, published in the port of Annapolis, Maryland, described the ultimate horror of when an isolated frontier fort was overwhelmed by Indian attackers during the spring of 1756. Among the killed Marylanders on the colony’s western frontier “was a Woman big with Child, whom they rip’d open and scalp’d the Infant, and a young Girl, one of the Prisoners, who is suppos’d was not able to travel fast enough with them, was found at the foot of the Mountain.”74




  Another letter from the war-ravaged Pennsylvania frontier in April 1758 revealed the tragic fate for women, whose long-flowing hair was highly prized as making exceptionally fine scalps by the warriors, including the Abenaki from St. Francis: “A Woman was killed and Scalp’d last Night by the Enemy . . . a Widow woman carried off [to Canada and] In Tulpe-hocken [in southeast Pennsylvania and located northwest of Philadelphia], one Levergood, and his Wife killed [and] At Northkill [in Berks County, Pennsylvania, named after a cold and clear trout stream of the same name], the Wife of Nickolas Guiger and two Children, and the Wife of Michael Titlefer, all killed and scalped.”75




  But the women of the frontier often fought back with spirit against the Native American raiders in part because they knew about the enemy’s cruelty and penchant for torture, while also fearing the prospect of gang rape, which they had heard about from their relatives. At such times, female courage and survival instincts, especially to save their children, often rose to the fore across the frontier in dramatic ways.




  A major Boston newspaper reported how Massachusetts settler John Smith,




  

     being at Work at a small Distance from his House, was beset by 3 or 4 Indians, who killed and scalp’d him, and took his Ax and split his Skull leaving the Ax in his Head; and then went to his House, where was only his wife; and her Son sick in the bed, whom she was sitting by; one of the Indians went in and... he took his knife, and attempted to stab him; but the Woman resolutely took hold of the Indian and turn’d him out of the House and fastened the Door against them; telling her Son to take Care of himself, who immediately got down in the cellar and hid himselfand so escap’d but they firing into the Window shot the Woman and kill’d her, and then enter’d the House, scalp’d her, and split her Head with a Hatchet; and plunder’d the House of Money, Clothes, Provisions, and other Things.76







  A frontier woman was not even safe when riding a swift horse along a dusty country road cut through the wilderness while on her way to visit a friend on a neighboring farm. As revealed in a Philadelphia newspaper about a tragic incident in August 1757 in Lancaster County, “Last Thursday, John Andrew’s Wife going to a Neighbor’s House, was surprised by six Indians; had her Horse shot [from] under her, and she and her Child were carried off.”77




  During this same period on the bloody frontier, where the number of victims steadily increased to appalling levels, “ten Indians surprized [sic] Isaac William’s Wife, and the Widow Williams, alias Smelley, killed and scalped the former, in sight of the House, she having run a little Way, after three Balls had been shot through her Body; the latter they carried away Captive.”78


  

  Along with white women on the frontier, black women (both slave and free) became victims of the Indians’ wrath, and they also fought back with desperation against war-painted raiders. Black women living and working on the frontier as slaves and who became victims also revealed how slavery was part of early New England life from the beginning. Though it is entirely forgotten today, black and white men, women, and children often died side by side in the making of early New England.




  During the legendary French and Indian raid on Deerfield, Massachusetts, on the morning of February 29, 1704, one of the first victims was a female slave named Parthena, owned by John Williams. Williams also lost a black male slave named Frank, who was later killed when the warriors, including Abenaki, became drunk on captured supplies of alcohol. The raiders from New France were entirely colorblind and “made no distinction between English colonists and their enslaved servants, coerced colonists.”79


  

  Another Indian attack, reported in the pages of the Maryland Gazette, proved devastating near the end of July 1757: settler “Alexander M’Keakeasy [of Irish descent] was shot near his own House by an Indian, in the Knee [and] At the same time his Son was carried away Prisoner; and a Negro girl, whom an Indian had by the Hand, leading off, escaped by the Assistance of two Dogs, whom she set at the Indian, but he flung his Tomahawk at her, and cut her very Much in the Neck, tho’ it is thought she will recover.”80




  But the largest loss of female lives occurred during the massacre of hundreds of members of the garrison of Fort William Henry, at the southern end of Lake George, after its surrender to forces under the Marquis de Montcalm on August 10, 1757. During the most infamous massacre of the French and Indian War after still another French victory in capturing the strategic fort, “the throats of most if not all the Women [soldiers’ wives and lovers and camp followers, such as laundresses and cooks] were cut, their Bellies ript [sic] open, their Bowels torn out and thrown upon the Faces of the dead and dying Bodies [and] the Women were murdered one Way or another. . . . [T]he Children were taken by the Heels, and their Brains beat out against the Trees and Stones” in a great orgy of bloodletting.81




  But far more pioneer women were killed on the frontier than at Fort William Henry. Like so many other women settlers who became victims, Mrs. Philip Call “had her head scalped and almost entirely chopped off” from the repeated blows of an Abenaki tomahawk. Her killer later boasted with callowness and amusement how the poor woman “squealed like a pig when he tomahawked her” to death.82




  However, a white woman’s life on the frontier could become extremely complicated for a variety of reasons having more to do with whites than with Indians during the clash of white cultures and civilizations in this wilderness war. For instance, one




 

    English Woman, Wife of one of the Soldiers [and] having been taken Prisoner by the French at the Time of the [July 1755] Defeat of General [Edward] Braddock, and supposing that her Husband was slain at that Time, during her Imprisonment married a French Subaltern, by whom she had had one Child, being with her Husband coming Prisoner thro’ Albany [New York] was there discover’d by her former Husband, who was then on duty there:—He immediately demanded her, and after some Struggles of tenderness for her French Husband, she left him, and closed again with her First:—Tho’ ’tis said the French Husband insisted on keeping the Child, as his Property, which was consented to by the Wife and her first husband.83





 



  Fortunately for them, captive white women generally received far better treatment than male prisoners, because they were needed to bear children to keep the tribe healthy by replacing fallen warriors after they were adopted and then incorporated into tribal life. If a white female was captured at a young age, the transformation was almost seamless to a surprising degree. In relative terms, most white women captured by Native Americans across the colonies embraced the morals, values, and ethos of the Native American community, as if they had been the offspring of Indians and had never known white society.




  Apparently almost fascinated by the Native Americans’ depths of depravity, which seemed to have no end, even when Native Americans were known for their excessive indulgence of their children—no severe punishments such as spanking—even more so than whites, Captain Bougainville, the respected aide-de-camp to the aristocratic Montcalm, described how, to his horror, an Indian “child of six danced without a breechclout [and] his parents gave him an Englishman to kill to stop him crying.”84




  This shocking incident was no far-fetched story or idle camp rumor among the French. An ill-fated Provincial corporal named Turner, who had been captured at Fort Granville, located on the Juniata River in central Pennsylvania, had been taken back to a Delaware village, Kittanning, located on the east bank of the Allegheny River. Here, Turner was tied “to a black Post, [where the Indians] danced round him [and] made a great Fire, and having heated [steel] Gun-Barrels red hot they run him through; they tormented him thus near three Hours, then scalped him alive: and at last held up a Boy, with a Hatchet in his Hand, to give him the finishing Stroke.”85




  LIFELONG TRAUMAS





  Around the summer of 1755, before the British government dispatched General Edward Braddock’s ill-fated expedition west through the wilderness in the vain hope of capturing Fort Duquesne, located in today’s Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania, to dominate the strategic Ohio River, known to the French as “Beautiful River,” a lonesome Pennsylvania Ranger named Captain Jack became a legendary figure on the frontier. He had formed a company of Pennsylvania Rangers during the early phase of the French and Indian War. Jack’s dream of living on the frontier with his family in peace and prosperity had turned into a nightmare. After returning from a hunting trip in the Juniata River country of central Pennsylvania, he found his log cabin burned to the ground and his wife and two children slaughtered like cattle for market. Jack thereafter lived in the wilderness by himself, fueled with the burning desire and “the single purpose of killing the red man [and] He was seldom seen in the settlements [because] He roamed the forest in search of Indians. . . . [T]he extermination of Indians [was the] goal” of his life.86




  By comparison, nothing in the historical record has indicated that Rogers shared such a pathological hatred for Native Americans as long assumed by historians and writers, exposing still another myth about the Ranger leader. After all, friendly Native Americans near Rogers’s boyhood home had been the young man’s early mentors in learning about wilderness ways.87




  As could be expected, Rogers eventually became traumatized by the brutalities and horrors of war, especially after his costly raid on St. Francis and the heavy loss of life among his men at the Second Battle on Snowshoes on March 13, 1758, and during the long withdrawal from the site of his greatest victory, reaped deep in New France. In this sense, Rogers was fated to become a tragic victim of the war’s dehumanizing process and even his greatest successes, where extreme excesses in the art of killing fellow human beings became part of the overall equation for victory in this cruelest of all of America’s wars.88




  Located at the forks of the Ohio River, Fort Duquesne was the key to the Ohio country and had long been a thorn in the side of the English settlements. Rogers described how Fort Duquesne, a launching pad for countless raids on the frontier, stood “upon the point of land between the river Monongahela and Ohio. From this the general course of the river is west, inclining to the south for near a thousand miles, as the river runs, where it joins the Mississippi.”89




  But, as noted, battling the ever-resourceful raiders from New France was no small challenge for the settlers, because they were more focused on raising crops on their farms to provide for families than waging war on the frontier: the difference between professional fighting men and amateurs. As mentioned, no one fought more skillfully or better in the deep woodlands than Native Americans, before the dramatic rise of Rogers’s Rangers, who basically evolved into white Indians in terms of their extensive warfighting skills. One aristocratic and well-educated French officer, who had just arrived in New France, described the faithful Native American allies of New France as presenting an “extraordinary spectacle, more suited to terrify than to please; curious, however, to a philosopher who seeks to study man in conditions nearest to nature. These men were naked save for a piece of cloth in front and behind, the face and body painted, feathers on their heads, symbol and signal of war, tomahawk and spear in their hand.”90




  He also later described the Native Americans of French Canada as consisting of warriors who proudly stood “erect, well-made, and almost all of great height.”91 But this above-mentioned French officer, the erudite Captain Louis Antoine de Bougainville, penned with bitter frustration in a September 1757 letter how these warriors had committed such awful cruelties that he was forever haunted by their horrible deeds: “Spectacles still more frightful have befouled my eyes and left an ineffaceable bitterness in my soul. May the memory of these abominations vanish. What a land! What a people!”92




  But despite their many faults as allies, which Bougainville routinely emphasized from the utterly perplexed European perspective, these Native Americans were the consummate fighting men and natural killers of a professional warrior society that honored a stoic courage above all else. Because of trade with the French, they had made warfare more lethal by combining the skillful use of muskets and steel weaponry, tomahawks and knives, with the best tactics of irregular warfare ways—or guerilla-style fighting that especially featured ambushes and hit-and-run raids—to become the most lethal warriors in North America.93




  Therefore, for generations, Native American warriors, armed with French muskets and black powder, proved invaluable as the frontline fighters of New France because they seldom met with defeat: the key in keeping English settlement confined east of the Appalachians and mostly along the East Coast for decades, despite the much larger English population, in part because they were well rewarded by the French for their atrocities and scalps in gold and brandy.94




  Ironically, these hard-hitting raiders of New France were fueled by a burning faith that was Western European-based and founded on the Holy Bible. The ties of Catholicism bound together Canadians, Indians, and French in what was a holy war against the Protestant heretics of the frontier settlements. Captured by the French in 1756, Robert Eastburn, born in England but raised in Philadelphia in a Quaker family before he converted to Robert Rogers’s Presbyterianism, described the religious-inspired united efforts, as if they were still engaged in a religious war and righteous crusade from centuries back in Europe: “Our enemies leave no stone unturned to compass our ruin; they pray, work, and travel to bring it about, and are unwearied in the pursuit. . . . O may the Almighty awake us, cause us to feel our danger, before it is too late, and grant us salvation!”95




  In another bitter irony, the English colonies possessed a vast superiority—around ten to one—in manpower not only to defend themselves but also to take the war to the enemy, if they properly organized and conducted effective offensive operations, which were not seen in the early years of the French and Indian War. However, they faced the sprawling French Empire on all sides and a resourceful and smart opponent, who was extremely aggressive because of the considerable numerical disparity because the best defense was the offensive. The imperial rivalry over the limitless potential and financial gains of the Ohio country had originally sparked the war, which broke out in full force in 1755.




  Indeed, the imperial ambitions and greed of upper-class politicians, leaders, and investors on both sides of the Atlantic had early sowed the seeds of bitter conflict and the destruction of so many lower- and middle-class settlers on the frontier, especially the Scotch-Irish, for years to come. With the French enjoying the advantages of geography that confined their hapless opponents and hampered their defensive and offensive efforts, the English settlers not only had to fend off the unstoppable war parties of Native American warriors but also were forced to confront a harsh natural environment: multiple challenges on dual fronts that were simultaneous and most daunting, when only the strong survived the harrowing ordeal in the untamed wilderness.96
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