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FOREWORD

LTHOUGH its historical significance will be ap-
A parent, this book pretends neither to the dignity
of exact statistics nor to that accuracy in
narration to which historians are thought to aspire, but
which they, happily, do not always attain.

It is an attempt to catch the spirit of Long Island, to
visualize the phases of its old-time life in a series of
pictures akin to those of the slow-motion camera. We
shall try to get some fun out of its humorous aspects, to
pause, as is customary, for a moment’s reflection upon
some of its tragedies, and to draw an occasional lesson
from such incidents of its development as seem to offer
that opportunity.

And if we can point out, especially, some past troubles
that have been borne patiently and finally overcome,
and draw an inference therefrom that the evils of the
present time will likewise pass away, it will seem to have
been something worth doing.




PAUMANOK
(Long Island)

Fish-shaped Paumanok fashioned of commotion,
Daughter of sea and land,

Thrusts far into the sunrise glow of ocean
Her gleaming lines of sand.

Within her white-rimmed walls, for those who find them,
She has strange tales to tell,

Of lore and legend, whose enchantments bind them
As in a witch’s spell.

Her silver streams, her hills, and homesteads hoary
With age their secrets keep,

And many a tragic, hali-forgotten story
Lies buried in the deep.

The virgin woods, the settler’s broad-ax ringing,
And lo! we look again,

The cradles through her harvest fields are swinging
Beneath the falling grain.

Her trails, her mill-wheels old, her white sails flying
Upon the crested sea

Have gone long since. They were but prophesying
The things that were to be.

Her printed page yields richly to our gleaning,
And yet, between the lines,
We read the message of a deeper meaning
Than history defines,—
1



PAUMANOK

The magic of a mighty spirit moving
Across the fateful years,

With prudence, thrift and patient courage proving
The faith of her pioneers.

And if, neglectful of their paths immortal,
We turn to darkening ways,

Still waits Paumanok at her sunrise portal,
Pointing to brighter days.



STORIES OF
OLD LONG ISLAND

THE AIRLY DAYS

“Oh! Tell me a tale of the airly days,
Of the times as they ust to be.”

HIS is the first couplet of a charming poem by
- James Whitcomb Riley. But had he been starting

to describe old Long Island scenes and customs,
there would have been a pause at the outset by even that
superb story teller. There is such a wealth of material,
both historical and legendary, that the point of beginning
is a difficult choice and a selection of the salient features
even more so.

Our pioneer settlers did not cross the Atlantic on that
overcrowded vessel, the Mayflower. Some of them came
direct from England, Wales and Holland and some from
the City of New Amsterdam, which then occupied merely
the lower tip of the island of Manhattan. A still larger
number were from Connecticut and Massachusetts.
This latter group left the New England settlements
because of unfavorable conditions there, religious per-
secution, strangely enough, being one of the causes of
dissatisfaction.

And so they came from all quarters, each one seeking
for his future home a location affording good soil and
ample supplies of wood and water. There has always

been such an abundance of these essentials on Long
3



4 STORIES OF OLD LONG ISLAND

Island that later generations have grown to accept them
as a matter of course, until we are now too often unmind-
ful of our richest blessings.

With an impoverished soil, denuded of trees and with-
out its copious supply of pure water, Long Island would
not have been chosen by the pioneers, and any part of
it which loses these will soon change from a garden into
a desert. Our inheritance should be jealously guarded.

Many of the first settlers were members of the Society
of Friends. Their influence no doubt accounted in some
measure for the manner in which the colonization was
effected. In no part of the new world was this done
more quietly and peacefully than on Long Island, except
possibly in Pennsylvania. Ample evidence of the accus-
tomed purchase of lands from the Indians is furnished
by the old deeds, many of which are still intact in the
official files. A typical deed and one of the earliest of
record is the one conveying the easterly part of the Town
of Hempstead to two of the first settlers.

November 13th, 1643

Unto men by these Presents that wee of Masepeage, Mer-
riack and Rockaway wee hoes name are hereunder written have
sett over and sold unto Robert Forham and John Carman on
Long Island Inglishmen the halfe moiety or equal part of the
great plain lying toward the south side of Long Island to be
divided or measured by a straight line and from our present
town to be northward and from the North end of the line to
run with a due east and West to the uttermost limits of itt
and from both ends to run down wih a strait square line to
the Southside with all the Woods, Lands, meadows, marshes,
pasture appurtenances hereunto belonging containing within
the compas of said lines to have and to hold to them and their
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heirs and assigns for ever, in witness whereof wee have here-
unto sett our hands, day and year above written.
Signed and delivered
in the presence of
the mark of the Sagamore of Masepeage.
AARANE, his mark
PAMAMAN, his mark
REMOY]J, his mark

STEVENSON WAINES, his mark
JOHN ROCKWALL WHANAGE, his mark
FRANCIS CONOR YARAFUS, his mark

This deed was confirmed 14 years later by another one.

July the 4th, 1657
KNOW all men by these presents that Wee the Indians of
Marsapege, Mericock and Roakaway whose Names be Un-
derwritten for our selues and all the rest of the Indians that
doe Claime any Right or Interest in the Purchase that hemp-
stead bought in the year 1643 and Within the bounds and
limitts of the Whole tract of Land Concluded upon with the
Gouernr of Manhatans as it is in this Paper Specified, Doe by
these presents Ratifie and Confirme to them and Peaceably
for them and their heires and Successors for Ever to enjoye
without any molestacon or trouble from us or any that shall
pretend any Clayme or title unto itt.
The Montoake Sachem being present att this Confirmacon,
haue hereunto subscribed in the presence of us.
RICHARD GILDERSLEEVE
JOHN SEAMAN
JOHN HICKS
The Marke of Takaposha, the Sachem of Mersapeage.
- The marke of Wantagh, the Montake Sachem
The marke of CHEGONOE
The marke of ROMEGE
The marke of WANGWANY
The marke of RUMASACKROMEN

\/—/ The marke Qf WOROUMACKING
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We find in the names of these Indian localities and
chieftains the origin of Manhattan, Montauk, Rockaway,
Massapequa, Merrick and Wantagh. It is evident that
the settlers chose generally the most pleasing of the
Indian names for their use. But in this connection, the
question arises, Why was Takaposha, great sachem of
the Marsapege tribe, not remembered? An Indian chief
with a name like that should have been immortalized.
It is to be hoped that some Long Island village may yet
be named after old Takaposha.

The descriptions in the Indian deeds were very indefi-
nite, but there is little record of attempts on the part of
the Indians to take advantage of this or to call into ques-
tion the transfers. They had no surveyors to get them
into disputes in regard to the lines, and no lawyers to
tell them what to do about it. They were a happy and
care-free people.

In most cases, the Indian deeds were later confirmed
by grants issued to the settlers by the Colonial gov-
ernors; and still later, it was decided by learned
authorities that the grants were valid in law and that
the old Indian deeds were not. The Indians had had
undisputed possession for hundreds, perhaps thousands
of years, but the old world sovereigns had a more potent
right, as Washington Irving aptly put it—the right of
gunpowder. What a thing to marvel at is man-made law
when interpreted by men to their own advantage!

Some of the old deeds had significant reservations in
them. The Indians sometimes reserved the right to hunt
and fish and to pick berries. The English sovereigns
reserved the largest of the pine trees, to be used, doubt-
less, for masts for their ships-of-the-line.

Many attempts have been made to construe the old
Indian deeds by modern standards and reduce their
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descriptions to present day methods of location and
measurement. The results have been, to say the least,
unconvincing. In the first place, the Indians’ knowledge
of direction was of the most primitive kind and they were
so fearful of anything they did not understand that at
any effort to use instruments in locating the lines of the
land they were selling, those simple sons of nature would
have faded into the forest. And so the bounds were
marked and the descriptions written in a way the Indians
could understand. And secondly, land values in those
very early times were so low that present day accuracy
was not required. Meadow land was worth but a few
cents per acre, and good upland was often sold for the
- equivalent of one dollar per acre, or even less.

There are many lessons for us in the lives and
struggles of the early colonists. They too became
embroiled in wars that started in Europe, and were taxed
afterwards on account of them. They went through a
long period of depression, compared to the depths of
which, we are now living on the heights of the Himalayas.
But this experience made them self-reliant and yet
neighborly and helpful to one another. They exchanged
labor and commodities because money was scarce. They
learned to expect little or nothing from Europe. They
found the answer to the riddle of depression in hard
work—mnot perhaps of the kind they would have chosen,
but of that which was ready to their hands. And if one
sort of work failed them, they tried another. The choice
between needs and wants was a very common one to
them, and yet they, doubtless, drew as much contentment
from a simple life as we get from a complex one.

One result of the present era of hard times will be
that we shall find out whether or not we are worthy
successors to those rugged pioneers who, without the aid
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of modern machinery or methods, wrung their scant live-
lihood from reluctant nature, and with the stubbing hoe,
plough and broadaxe, carved a great commonwealth out

of an untamed wilderness.



PIONEERS AND PEDIGREES

HIS may seem like a dry subject, but let us
assure you that we are not going to trace anyone’s

descent through generations. The oldest gene-
alogy, of record, perhaps, is that of the Scriptures,
wherein it is stated that the first patriarch begat the
second, and the second begat the third and so on for
several pages. But this was written for a special purpose
which those versed in such matters understand. Many
other genealogies are merely long lists of descent and re-
lationship, compiled with care and admirable accuracy.

But to follow this method in telling stories of old Long
Island would be not to entertain anyone. By the time
that we had got through two or three paragraphs, every-
body would be either asleep or listening to the radio, and
we should run the risk of having to answer personally a
very old question which we have on occasion applied to
others. After all is said and done, the question is, with
some people, not when they were begotten, but why?

To avoid skating on this thin ice, we will consider at
once another matter,—the two opposed schools of
opinion as to the real value of a family tree.

Probably the best known representative of one school
of thought is Mark Twain. He is reputed to have said
that he did not like people who prided themselves on
their genealogy, that they reminded him of a field of
potatoes, because the best part of them was underground.

A witticism may be enjoyable, but it rarely settles an

9
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argument. The other side was never better presented
than by old Pop Hammond, one of the veteran conduc-
tors of the Long Island Railroad.

The question came up in a political discussion during
the campaign when Benjamin Harrison was running for
the presidency. Mr. Hammond was pulling very strong
for General Harrison and got into an argument with one
of his commuters. Almost everybody joined in or
listened, except the engineer and fireman who, fortu-
nately, could not take any part in it.

The Democrats had a great campaign slogan that
year:

“Tears are plenty, tears are many;
Grandpa’s hat will not fit Benny.”

When the commuter quoted this to Pop Hammond,
the old man’s spirit was aroused.

“How do you know,” said he, “that Grandpa’s hat
will not fit Benny? When a man’s grandfather has been
President of the United States, he is likely to be of presi-
dential timber.”

“No more likely than anybody else,” said the com-
muter. “What his grandfather did, or who he was, has
nothing to do with it, absolutely nothing.”

“QOh, hasn’t it?” said Pop Hammond, glaring at his
adversary. “Let me ask you a question, my boy. Sup-
pose you were a very wealthy man and liked good horses
and made up your mind to have a stable of trotters.
Would you send your purchasing agent out to buy any-
thing and everything to start your stable, or would you
tell him to look up some records and pedigrees?”’

With this, old man Hammond, after again glaring the
commuter almost out of countenance, went on down the
aisle collecting tickets.
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So the matter rested and still rests. But if the ques-
tion could have been debated by Mark Twain and Pop
Hammond, whatever the outcome, it would have been
worth going half way around the earth to hear. We
would have bet on old man Hammond.

The illustrious Captain John Seaman, founder of the
Seaman family, one of the best known and perhaps the
most numerous, among those who were to make Long
Island their future home, brought with him across the
Atlantic what seems to us to be the touchstone of
genealogy.

Among other insignia, there was a family motto, the
translation of which reads as follows:

“Let us be judged by our actions.”

Here is the real test of genealogy, whether it runs
through two generations or two hundred. The virtue
that is in it must depend upon what the people in the
ancestral line did.

The severe conditions of the days of the settlement of
Long Island were well suited to the testing of the moral
and physical fibre of the pioneers. And although life be-
came gradually less arduous as generations passed, there
were many recurrences of hard times.

About one hundred years ago, there was a period of
great depression, when whole communities struggled with
distress and want. In the very worst of it, the head of
one branch of this family, the bread-winner, died, leaving
his widow with seven children and a home heavily mort-
gaged.

This was indeed a crisis. His brothers and sisters took
counsel together. To carry the burden of that home and
family under the existing conditions was a hard task for
a strong man, as they all knew by their own struggles.
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And for a woman with seven children to attempt it
seemed nothing short of folly. They could see no way
out for her but to dispose of everything for what it would
bring, including the farm itself; for none of them could
take on the extra expense of contributing to keep the
household going without bringing disaster to his own
home. But each one of them was willing to take and
care for one of the children, except the baby, too young
to leave its mother, and they believed that she could find
enough work to do in the neighborhood to support her-
self and the little one.

And so, after talking it over, they went to see her and
told her of their plan, a hard solution to a hard problem,
but the only one they could find. Her answer came
like a flash of lightning.

“No!” she cried, gathering the children about her.
“No! It would kill me. I’d rather die here trying
to keep them. I’ll work night and day. I’ll wear my
fingers down to the bone for them. I’ll starve for them.
But give them up—I will not! 1 tell you, I will not!
I’ll die first!”

Here was a hunted mother at bay and ready to fight
for her brood even unto death.

“Oh, I’'m not blaming you,” she went on. “It’s good
of you all to offer it. It’s all you can do, I know. But I
can’t give them up. Let me have a little time, a few
weeks. Let me have one of your helpers, a good one,
to do the plowing. I’ll pay him. I can manage the farm,
some way. Let me tryit. Icanand I will!”

One of the older brothers caught this vision of mother
love incarnate.

“You shall have your chance, Deborah,” said he. “I’ll
tell my best hand to come to work for you tomorrow
morning, and I’ll get some one in his place. I wish I
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could pay him for you, but I can’t. You’ll have to do
thai.”

Then began a long and terrible struggle. The days
and weeks and months passed, but not for one instant
did she falter in her set task. There was no useful work
which the children were equal to that they were not
taught to do. Clothes were never worn out in that house-
hold. They were mended and altered. The younger
children simply grew into those which the older ones
had outgrown. The abundance of summer and autumn
was saved in some form to answer for the needs of
~ winter. They had enough food, but it was of the very
plainest kind, and it was raised on the farm almost
entirely. It is of record that the children all looked
forward to the coming of Sunday each week, for at the
close of that day, they would have plain molasses cake
for supper.

But even to feed and clothe the children was not
enough. They must have such schooling as those of
her neighbors had. She added this also to her burden
and struggled on.

The long years came and went. Her children grew
to manhood and womanhood. She was then an old
woman and the whole community called her Aunt Deb-
orah. The mortgage had long since vanished. No mort-
gage could hold out against the unyielding purpose of
that valiant soul.

It became the custom with her brothers and sisters
and with her neighbors, when they faced a difficult
question, before deciding it, to go and see “what Aunt
Debby thinks about it.” That was only natural; but
they were then paying homage to the surest judgment
and the stoutest heart among them all.

Later, when she sat in her arm chair and raised a frail
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hand slowly to brush the white hair back from her tem-
ples, it went quickly down again to the knitting needles
in her lap; for she was then making mittens and mufflers
for her grandchildren. She was still motherhood per-
sonified.

The mother who sent her son forth to battle in days
of old, telling him to return with his shield or upon it,
was a brave woman. But for character and sheer cour-
age, our choice would be this Long Island mother fighting
for her home and children.

Had we been fortunate enough to be able to claim
descent from her as a matter of genealogical record, we
would have considered such a heritage priceless.

Similar events are now happening around us every
day. There are those who are supporting large families
on an income of twenty dollars per week. How they
do it is a mystery. But they do. And their homes look
better now than when the era of hard times began. We
do not know whether they have an old family history
or not. Nor do we care. They are making one now.
Two generations hence their grandchildren will be telling
with just pride of what they did to bring their families
through the great depression. Such people are uncon-
querable.

Whether they know it or not, they are disciples of
Aunt Deborah, and she is their Joan of Arc. Her spirit
will lead them out of the wilderness and into the ways
of plenteousness and peace.



SETTLERS AND SETTLEMENTS

the character of its settlers. Many of them were

of high standing in the Old World, but answered
the call to high adventure that came to them across the
Atlantic, realizing that it meant leaving behind all the
prestige of rank, insignia and title, and that manhood
only could avail them in their future careers. A cata-
logue of their names and localities would alone fill a
volume and it would be in great measure a social register
of Long Island.

So it is obvious that only a few of them can be re-
corded here and we must try to set forth the spirit rather
than the letter of their history, confining ourselves to
salient features and outstanding characters.

The settlement of the major part of the Island com-
menced in the first part of the seventeenth century.
The Dutch began at the westerly end and the familiar
names of Flatbush, Utrecht, Bushwick, Williamsburg,
Flatlands and Flushing originated with them and mark
the location of their settlements, or English settlements
under their jurisdiction. The name Brooklyn itself is, of
course, of Dutch origin.

The well-known family names of Brower, Bergen,
Rapelye, Kouenhoven, Van Siclen, Van Brunt, Van
Size, Van Dyke, Tunis, Onderdonk, Hedden, Garritsen,
Polhemus, Selwyn, Hegeman, Stryker, Wyckoff, Riker

15
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16 STORIES OF OLD LONG ISLAND

and Vanderdonk are among those respresentative of the
substantial character of these settlers.

Prominent English names of early settlers in this
section were Doughty, Bridges, Terry, Field, Lawrence,
Lott, Feke, Bowne, Cornell, Harvey, Hinchman, Hoyt,
Pidgeon, Stevens, Waterbury, Miller, Meserole, Sand-
ford, Morrill, Cropsey, Hubbard and Tilton.

Many of these names, both those of Dutch and those
of English origin, are perpetuated in our streets and
avenues, and their descendants inherit the thrift and
industry of their ancestors.

Most of the English settlements began at the easterly
end of Long Island. Lion Gardiner, the founder of the
Gardiner family, was the first settler. He bought Gar-
diner’s Island from the Indians, as well as property at
East Hampton and elsewhere.

The friendship between this man and Wyandanch,
the Indian chief, is historic, and was based upon the
sterling qualities of the man and his fair dealing with
the Indians.

One very potent reason for the peaceful way in which
Long Island was colonized lay in the fact that the
powerful tribes from Connecticut had previously crossed
Long Island Sound and conquered the red men of the
Island and forced them to pay tribute to them. The
settlers gave help to the Long Island tribes; and their
enemies, after being warned to stay away and after
several defeats, decided that it was no longer worth
their while to try to keep the Island tribes in subjection.

The Long Island Indians were for the most part
grateful to the settlers for this service, and it no doubt
accounts for their quiet acquiescence in the passing of
the title and use of their lands into the hands of others.
It is true that the settlers paid for the land; but the
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consideration given was wholly inadequate, as a mere
cursory inspection of the records discloses.

There are likewise some other matters to be consid-
ered in this connection. There were restrictions in most
of the Indian deeds, reserving to them the right to
hunt and fish on the property. This was all the red men
cared to use it for anyway, except possibly to raise a
little Indian corn. But when the white men had cleared
up the land and otherwise converted it to their uses,
the Indians’ rights and reservations no longer amounted
to anything. In other words, the whites had then got
what they bought and wanted, but the Indians had lost
what they had intended to reserve to themselves.

No two races on earth could have had more divergent
views regarding land and its value and best uses than
the red men and the white. Everything considered, that
there was no more serious trouble between them on
Long Island is very creditable to both races.

From those early beginnings, we have gone on at
much expense with the work of reclaiming thousands
of acres for agriculture, great areas of it being swamp
land poorly adapted to the purpose, only to have it
transpire later that we had too much farm land already.
We then find our game dwindling into insignificant
numbers because the harboring and breeding places have
been destroyed.

The brothers of the rifle and shotgun and the rod
and reel, a great and ever-growing fraternity, are be-
ginning to feel as the Long Island Indians must have
felt two hundred years ago.

If the shade of Wyandanch, the great Montauk sa-
chem, were to revisit these scenes, we will venture to
say that, after looking things over, he would fold his
arms across his breast, smile sardonically, and say:
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“Ugh! Paleface has done heap much work. No
good. The deer and the eagle are gone. The great
swan is gone. And the big fish. Paleface can now hunt
mice and sparrows. He is a fool. He has tomahawked
himself!”’

It may well be that the Indians’ point of view had
some merit after all.

Grouping the Long Island settlers according to town-
ships seems to be the natural method and accords in
most instances with the names of the settlements them-
selves.

Among the first settlers of East Hampton were Hand,
Stretton, Talmage, Bond, Rose, Thompson, Barnes, Mul-
ford and Howe.

The Indian deed to Southampton was executed to
Gosmer, Howell, Farrington, Wells, Needham, Sayre,
Halsey, Walton, Howe, Cooper, Bread and Harcher.

The Edwards family and the Mulfords and Conk-
lings were especially prominent in the early days in the
Hamptons by reason of their connection with the whal-
ing industry.

Among Southold’s first settlers were Wells, Horton,
Mapes, Tuthill, Corwin and the Rev. John Young.

This was one of several groups who came from other
sections bringing their minister with them, religious dif-
ferences or restrictions being one of the main incentives
for their migration in most cases.

Early Riverhead family names were Swezey, Terry,
Griffin, Hallock, Raynor, Davis, Hallett, Downs and
Squire.

Brookhaven was represented by the names of Floyd,
Smith, Darling, Thompson, Tallmadge, Hawkins, Over-
ton, Bishop, Ketcham, Woodhull, Nicoll, Candee and
Strong.
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Smithtown had the families of Adams, Blydenburg,
Whitman, Mills, Hubbs, and a great number of Smiths.

Islip had Johnsons, Thompsons, Clocks, Vails, West-
cotts, Nicolls, Greens, Snedecors and Albertsons.

Huntington has a longer list because Babylon was
originally a part of that township.

There were, among others, Holdbrook, Williams,
Whitehead, Kelsey, Armitage, Washborne, Powell, Chi-
chester, Platt, Bailey, Wood, Baylis, Cooper, Sammis,
Carll, Fleet, Reed, Oakley, Wicks, Foster, Litchfield,
Southard, Ireland, Robbins and Jervis.

In Nassau County, early settlers of Oyster Bay had
the names of Leveridge, Mayo, Wright, James, Carman,
Coles, Bowne, Duryea, Valentine, Townsend, Frost,
Weeks, Merritt, Whaley, Tappen, Davis, Totten, Car-
penter and Woolsey.

In Hempstead and North Hempstead, which also com-
prised one township originally, there is likewise a longer
list. It includes Seaman, Hicks, Gildersleeve, Jackson,
Smith, Baldwin, Raynor, Hewlett, Foster, Pearsall, Wil-
lis, Willetts, Post, Mott, Loines, Doughty, Cornelius,
Sands, Cock, Clowes, Bedell, Birdsall, Titus, Lawrence,
Hopkins, Allen, Albertson, Ellison, Underhill, Davison,
Pettit and Rhodes.

Many of the earlier names of Long Island villages
were from the surnames of these settlers.

Most of the lands upon which the settlers located were
bought by groups of them, but this was not always the
case. Notable exceptions were the Indian purchases
of the Williams, Seaman and Powell families, whose
tracts were bought separately and were later taken into
the townships of Oyster Bay and Hempstead.

Several years ago, we were called on to keep a business
appointment with one of the older members of a typical
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Long Island family, the Carmans. It was an afternoon
long to be remembered.

Their house was almost like a storeroom for Colonial
relics and heirlooms, among them being the Indian deed
which had been framed and hung in the main stair hall.

The old gentleman was more than seventy years of
age at the time, but he had a wonderful memory and
his recollection of old time scenes and family history
was remarkable.

“Our family came to this country among the first
settlers,” said he. “They bought their land from the
Indians and we have owned it and lived on it and got
our living from it ever since.”

“Did anyone ever try to buy it from you?”

“Oh, yes,” he answered. “But there was always some
reason why we could not get together. The last time,
some years ago, a real estate man wanted to buy a part
of the farm. He knew that I was fond of music, and
when we failed to agree, he thought things might be
more harmonious if he sang some songs for me.”

“Did that help any?”

“Not a bit,” said he. “The blamed fool couldn’t
sing well enough to buy our land!”

As a matter of fact, we do not believe the best singer
in the world could have charmed the old gentleman into
selling any great quantity of the ancestral tract. He was
too firmly rooted in it and attached to it. We found
some comfortable chairs in his sitting room, he seating
himself near what appeared to us to be an old harpsi-
chord.

As he talked further about old times and incidents
connected with his family’s ownership of the property,
the years seemed to drop away and it seemed to us as
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though we were listening to the spirit of the land itself
telling its inmost thoughts.

“When I was a young man,” said he, “my father told
me that our family had some kind of a title and a coat-
of-arms on the other side, but when they came to this
country, they settled here as plain farmers; and as they
had got their crops and their living from the soil
here ever since, he thought the most appropriate coat-of-
arms for us now would be a sheaf of wheat, and he asked
me to have one carved on the headstone which would
mark his final resting place in the old family burial
plot.”

We had forgotten all about the passage of time in
listening to him and it was now beginning to grow dark
in the sitting room, but we still sat entranced by that
clear, even voice coming out of the shadows by the old
harpsichord.

“I’ll show it to you, tomorrow,” said he, ‘‘the sheaf
of wheat, our coat-of-arms, the only kind my father or
I, or any of us, care to have perpetuated.”

It was past time to go, but it was with reluctance
that we broke the spell, this spell of communion with
the spirit of the land itself, which is merely the pioneer
spirit, rooted in the soil, nurtured by love of it and
strengthened by hallowed associations.



COLONIAL DAYS AND WAYS

E READ of old-time customs and we hear the

& g / lecturers discourse concerning them, but there

is always something impersonal about it all.
There is nothing to drive this knowledge home to us;
and for the most part, no lasting impression is made
upon us.

For instance, we know that there were in Colonial
days practically no asylums for the insane. And we
know that people who went crazy had to be taken care
of nevertheless; but we do not think deeply of what
this really entailed.

We may find among some old papers on file a record
of the appointment of a commission to take charge
of all the property of one of the old-time farmers who
became demented, and we see numerous transfers by
them of his holdings from time to time; and yet we
think little more about it. |

But in the floor of one of the rooms of the Dutch
Colonial house that was his home, there is a large ring
bolt. It goes through the floor and is set deeply into
one of the rough-hewn beams underneath. To this ring-
bolt was once fastened one end of an ox-chain and the
other end of it was attached to a heavy wrought iron
anklet that encircled the leg of this poor madman, who
was at times violent.

His wife and children lived in the other rooms of his

22
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home, and his food was brought in and placed within
reach of him; but they dared not go near him, although
he often begged them to do so in his lucid moments.

And thus he lived a sort of death in life for many
years. And during all that time, the loving hands that
would have ministered unto him and could not, were
so near and yet so far; and the rest of his household
lived through those dragging years under an ever-present
and baleful shadow of fear and apprehension. It was
a prolonged tragedy, too deep for words and far more
terrible than death could ever be.

But the concrete evidence still to be seen of these
domestic sorrows brings home to us more impressively
than any words could do so the great difference between
our living and that of Colonial times.

This is only one among many changes, some of which
were from conditions almost equally tragic. How many
people think nowadays of how operations were per-
formed before anaesthetics were discovered? Do we
know, or stop to reflect, that the only recourse then was
to get the patient dead drunk or to stupify him with
opiates?

We see the old solid shutters on Colonial houses with
the crescent shaped apertures cut in them, but we forget
that these were made for use as portholes by the house-
holder in defense of his home and family.

We think of the picturesqueness of the old-fashioned
well with its long well sweep, when we see one of the
few that still remain intact, near the old houses built
by the pioneers. But perhaps we may not notice that
the well was always so near the kitchen door that the
Colonial housewife could get water quickly with a mini-
mum of exposure or risk of attack by stealthy enemies.

We see these evidences of what has gone into the
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distant past, but the changes have taken place gradually
and we do not comprehend their import.

The plain truth is, that even in this present time of
distress and suffering we are overwhelmed with such
showers of comfort and blessing that their very abun-
dance causes us to ignore them.

The Colonial homes were heated by old-fashioned
fireplaces, the most picturesque, and also the most waste-
ful, means of house heating ever devised by man. Any-
one who has tried to feed the insatiate maw of a large
fireplace with wood for any length of time will not have
to be told how much work had to be done in those good
old days to keep the home fires burning.

The means of lighting the houses were just as romantic
and just as unsatisfactory. Whale oil lamps were trou-
blesome. Candles have always furnished a charming
way to light and decorate two objects, the birthday cake
and the Christmas tree.

We moderns neglect the sun. We do not need it, or
think we do not. The Colonists had a good wholesome
respect for it and its powers and uses.

When Benjamin Franklin was ambassador to France
he advised the Parisians to make the acquaintance of
the sun, to get up once in a while early enough in the
morning to see what it really looked like at that time of
day.

The Colonists needed no such introduction to it. It
governed their up-risings and their down-sittings and
many of their activities. They had few clocks and still
fewer watches. But the “noon mark” by the kitchen
door told the good wife when to blow the dinner horn;
and perhaps in some favored spot, a sun dial, with slow
moving shadow, pointed its fateful index to the passing
hours. ,
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There were fewer kinds of mechanics in those old
days; for the men were most of them Jacks-of-all-trades,
but there were some kinds of necessary work for which
a man needed special training.

The cooper and the blacksmith were important men
on Long Island, and especially so near the easterly end,
where the whaling industry flourished. The wheelwright
and the cobbler were likewise indispensable. The black-
smith was also a gunsmith and the cobbler made harness.

Young men were bound out as apprentices to learn
these trades and gave up several years of their lives to
that end, with no pay except a living and the knowledge
gained. At the end of their apprenticeship, their em-
ployers usually gave them a new suit of clothes to start
life with on their own account. This was called their
freedom suit and might be likened to a graduation cer-
tificate.

The unrestricted taking of game by land or sea was
customary, for the people had to make use of all possible
means to a livelihood.

The professions were much fewer than at present
and many semi-professions did not then exist. People
served themselves or did without the service. A good
illustration of this is the way they tried to get along
without doctors. This was partly because doctors were
often inaccessible and partly because they were so hard
put to it to pay them.

And so they had all kinds of old-fashioned remedies,
so-called, and were ready to treat anything from whoop-
ing cough to hydrophobia on short notice. People were
ministered unto in their own homes by their families
as much as possible, and the doctor was called upon as
a last resort only, oftentimes too late for his services to
be of much avail.
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A quotation from an old-time treatise entitled, “Every
Man his own Doctor, or the Poor Planter’s Physician,”
which it is stated, was “wrote by a Gentleman in Vir-
ginia,” will perhaps not be inappropriate.

This gentleman of Virginia holds forth in his preface
on the subject of doctors as follows:

“Indeed, some would be glad of Assistance, if they did not
think the Remedy near as bad as the Disease. For our Doc-
tors are commonly so exorbitant in their Fees, whether they
kill or cure, that the Patient had rather trust to his Consti-
tution, than run the Risque of beggaring his Family.”

If the doctors of that day were as generous and as
charitably inclined as are most of those of today, this
“gentleman of Virginia” should have been ashamed of
himself.

However, ‘“the kill or cure” part of the paragraph
brings to mind an old story which has come down to us
through generations and which dates back to Colonial
days.

An old-timer of the Quaker persuasion, whose wife
got sick and who had great thrift and foresight, perhaps
too much of both, bargained with his physician to treat
her during the course of her illness for five pounds, kill
or cure.

It is to be presumed that the doctor did his best, but
notwithstanding his efforts, the patient died.

Repeated bills and statements of account from the
doctor brought no response. Finally, happening to
meet the debtor one day on the street, the doctor ven-
tured to remind him of their agreement. This old-time
Quaker neighbor looked at the physician a moment
thoughtfully before he answered.

“Yes, my friend, I recall my contract with thee But

|
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before going further with the matter, let me ask thee
two questions.”

“All right,” said the doctor. “Go ahead.”

“Thee was to be paid five pounds, kill or cure. Did
thee cure my wife?”

“No, of course not,” said the doctor. “Your wife
died.”

“Well then, neighbor, does thee expect me to pay thee
five pounds for killing her?”

We have often wondered when and how the Colonists
found out that buckwheat flour made better pancakes
than any other kind and that the planting of buckwheat
on newly plowed virgin soil was the best way to tame it.

Their knowledge of these facts was a great help to
them, and even after it was no longer necessary, they
continued to raise buckwheat. After modern milling
of wheat flour had superseded in great measure the old-
fashioned way, farmers continued to raise buckwheat
and have it ground locally. They were very loath to
give up their buckwheat cakes. We agree with them
in this matter. Molasses, they called it “melasses,” had
to be imported at first from the West Indies, and this
made it too expensive for many families. But they
had a substitute for it. They found out that they could
make something that would answer the purpose from
some kinds of sweet apples. It took a lot of hard work
to produce it, but apple molasses was used for many
years.

They preserved and pickled some unusual things, such
as the buds of trees, mushrooms and walnuts. They
candied some kinds of herbs and flowers and pickled
other kinds.

A comparison of the cost of things to them and the
prices of the same things today makes everything they
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had to buy seem ridiculously low in price. But it was
all relative. They suffered from the high cost of living
and complained of it just as we do.

Some of them remembered the prices they had paid
for things in England, and the commodities that were
not to be had except by import, had to be transported
across three thousand miles and more of ocean by the
slow going ships of that time. Only those who were
considered wealthy could afford such things at all.

No doubt many of them read of those good old days
two hundred years before their own time, when in the
reign of Queen Mary, “a Barrel of Beer with the Cask,
cost but Sixpence, and four great loaves of Bread were
sold for a Penny.”
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in Colonial days were all similar and practically

the same as those of New England. By vote of
the people in town meeting assembled, all local ques-
tions were settled and the magistrates and town overseers
elected. These elections were authorized and confirmed
by the Colonial governors. The offices were few and
paid little or nothing at the outset. This regulation of
town affairs by direct popular vote, the purest form of
democracy, was changed later to a more representative
form of government, the transformation taking place
gradually as the population increased. Many of our
town ordinances have grown out of resolutions passed
by the voters in very early times. Some of them are
well worth noting.

THE political systems of the Long Island townships

“At a Generall town Meeting the 27th of November Anno
1658

It is ordered, that any Manner of person or persons . . .
that after the day of the date hereof shall sell Eyther wine
beere, or any manner of drams or stronge licquors, that they
shall make Entry of the same, unto ye Towne-Clerke and
shall pay for any kinde of drams or Spannish wine the some
of five guilders the Ancker . . ., the one halfe to be em-
ployed for the provision of Amonition, for the use of the
Towne, And the other Moytie and halfe part, to be imployed
for ye Education of poore orphants or other poore Inhabitants
children to pay for their schooling. And by default of an
Exact and true Entry of all and Every part of Such beere

29
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wine or strong licquors, . .. .. the same wine beere or
strong licquors shall be forfeited unto the Townes use.”

It will be noted that they confiscated, but did not
destroy, the liquor. They had use for it. In one of the
acounts of town expenses, the following appears,—

“To Mrs. Washborn for making a Holland shert for ye Sag-
gamoore,—2 shillings.”

This was encouraging. The Indians were feeling the
influence of civilization. They were beginning to wear
shirts, or at least, the sagamore, or chief, was. But a
little further in the same account, we read,—

“James Pine for drinks Expended upon ye Saggamoore and
for Laying out ye town bounds,—1 pound 5 shillings.”

It seems probable that Mr. Pine got the chief to help
him in fixing and marking the town lines and that they
had a fraternal celebration of the event.

“Symon Seren for wine to ye Indians by ordre,—14 shil-
lings, 8 pence.”

Here the influence of civilization upon the red men is
seen to be of a somewhat doubtful character. 1t is to
this day questionable whether the Indians got more of
good or evil from their palefaced brothers. Another item
follows:—

“To ye Towne-Clerck for 18 months Service—3 pounds.”

These town charges had to be all considered carefully,
but there is no record of any objection to paying the
Town Clerk about fifteen dollars for what he did during
the eighteen months. There seems to be no reason why
they should not have believed in rotation in office in
those days.
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Here is proof that they did not cling to the offices
with twentieth century tenacity.

“At A Towne meeting the 26th day of February Ao 1659.

There is chosen by authority of this towne-meeting given
to ye old townsmen who have served out their tyme upon
the townes Imployment ye last year to nominate and chose
other townesmen to serve this present yeare, whereupon
there is chosen and presented to the towne this present
day:—

Lawrence Ellison, Thomas Langdon, William Yates, Ed-
ward Titus, Thomas Foster.

It is ordered and Agreed by ye Above written the Towns-
men that yf Eyther of them shalbe absent haveing had due
Notice, and warning to meete, the same party or parties of
them absenting theirselves w’thout A Lawful cause allowed
off by ye parties present shall forfeit for Every such offense
one pint of strong licquor. . . .”

We believe they all got there on time and set a record
for prompt attendance at public meetings which is not
likely to be broken by present day officials.

“We the Magisstrattes . . . Doe Ingage our Sellves To up-
houlld the Towns men In All Lawfull things ore Matters to
Bee Done for the Good of the Towne Excepting Giving of
Land and Reciveing in of Inhabytance Butt they shall
Bringe in thear Billes of Charges to the Towne Before that
they Make the Ratte And have the Townes Aprobation of
theare Orders bee Fore thatt thaye Shall Stande in Forse.”

John Hickes
Richard Gildersleeve
Mr. Robert Ashman X his marke

It will be noted that the Townes Men (who are now
called the Town Councilmen) could not then give the
land, this being reserved for a vote of the people. It has
been so ever since. Also that the taking in of newcomers
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had to have the people’s approval. The Colonists wished
to be sure their new neighbors were of a desirable kind.
In later years, it took the nation a long while to learn
this lesson. The town bills had to be audited and ap-
proved as a preliminary to setting the tax rate.

As the principal charges against the town or the people
were for the care of their cattle or fencing in of the
fields, the tax levy was based upon the number of cattle
owned by each citizen. The principal expense was for
the pay of the cowkeepers or herdsmen. Their services
were contracted for by the town and they were held
to a strict accountability for any loss of, or injury to,
any of the cattle in the herds. They were usually paid
in farm products and the owners of the cattle could
furnish these pro rata on account of their taxes, but
the town was responsible for the payments to the herds-
men.

There were no easy pickings for those who made con-
tracts with the townships of Long Island in those early
days, nor for those who held the offices. The people had
so little to do with that they had to watch all public, as
well as all private, expenditures with sleepless vigilance.
Therein lay the secret of their progress and success.

If we, in our day, who have so much where they had
so little, have done so little where they did so much, if
we have paid little or no attention to public matters,
whose fault is it that we have arrived at a different con-
clusion? There has been no dragon in our path to the
polls and places of public meeting. If there had been,
we would have been praying from the housetops for a
Saint George to slay him and deliver us. But if we
would rather do something else than to express our
wishes as to our affairs, or even to let the light of our
countenances shine upon those in charge of them, then
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in no small measure.
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we are clearly the authors of our own misfortunes. How
different the politics of olden times. The pioneers got
on the job and stayed there because they had to. We
may yet profit by their example.

The work of keeping the highways in good condition
was apportioned among the citizens, who could either
furnish their quota of the labor or pay correspondingly
for the same, as follows:

“And that any person that shall refuse to doe ye Labor be-
longing to them shall pay for A man 4 shillings, and for a
man & his teeme 8 shillings.”

As nearly all the taxpayers paid their road tax in labor,
the town needed little money to take care of this item.
Many others were handled in the same way. Town tax
levies for a year were often less than five hundred
dollars. There was an additional tax needed for the tithe
to be paid the Colonial Governor. But while the Long
Island settlement was under the Dutch as a part of New
Netherland, this was paid in wheat.

When the colony came under English rule, the same
general arrangement continued, but the payment now
had to be made in cash and was called “quit rent.” At
first, the colonists were fairly dealt with, but the later
governors began to make changes, always with the pur-
pose of increasing their receipts. As the colonists were
often hard put to it for a living, this caused great dis-
satisfaction. The troubles increased and were aggra-
vated by similar ones in the other settlements, the final
outcome being the Revolutionary War, the freedom
of the Colonies, and the establishment of our preserit
system of government, to which the ideas and practices
which grew out of the old town meetings contributed
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entertain the children with quaint yarns and the

older people with matters of more serious and
weighty import, we have thus far entirely neglected those
romantic young folks of the flower-strewn ways and
starry skies and happy endings.

This must be remedied at once. There are maidens
in distress to be rescued, irate parents to be reconciled,
heroes to be applauded and villains to be put into their
proper places.

But, you say, ‘“Those things, of course, did not happen
on Long Island.” Didn’t they, though? We shall see.

Once upon a time, long, long ago, there lived a great
and mighty ruler. He was very generous, which made
him popular. He was peace-loving, by reason of which
his power increased continually. And he had such a
winning personality and became of such repute for wise
counsel, that he was chosen to rule over the realms of
thirteen different peoples.

He had a beautiful daughter. The daughter of such
a ruler could not have been otherwise. And she had
many suitors, of course. But to her father’s great satis-
faction, and perhaps to his surprise, for as we have said,
he was very wise and knew that with all his power
he could not rule over any maid’s affections, she chose
one of the young men of his own people.

This was so pleasing to her father that he decided that

34

IT HAS just occurred to us that, in our efforts to
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this marriage should be celebrated with an amount of
ceremony and festivity that should surpass any that
had preceded it. And it was so. The feasting and the
dancing lasted throughout the day and far into the
night.

But in the very midst of the merrymaking, a terrible
thing happened. The princess was kidnaped!

It seems that her father, the great ruler, had many
enemies. This is always to be expected. A ruler, so
long as he is in power, has many friends, and likewise
many enemies. Frequently, the greater his power and
influence, the more his enemies, although he may not
know them.

These villains conspired together against the princess
and her father, and taking advantage of the confusion
attendant upon the event that was being celebrated, suc-
ceeded in spiriting her away and in escaping with her
to their own dominions.

Now it happened that the princess’ father had a friend
who had traveled a great distance to see him and treat
with him and they had come to have a great and growing
regard for each other. Across nearly a thousand leagues
of ocean foam, this titled stranger had journeyed, bring-
ing with him many things rare and precious to the people
of the country he was visiting. And he said to the ruler
who was disconsolate at the loss of his daughter.

“I will go and treat with your enemies. Perhaps I can
offer them something so rare and costly in exchange
for your daughter that they will let me bring the princess
back with me.”

The great ruler hesitated, although he knew that this
was the only plan that could succeed. If he declared
war upon his enemies, they might sacrifice the princess
at once. And still he hesitated.
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“You may lose your life,” he said, finally, ‘“and even
so, not succeed.”

“I will take that chance,” said the other. “I am your
friend.”

And when a few days later, the princess was restored
to her father, his joy was very great. The princess ever
afterward looked upon the titled stranger as little less
than a god in human form.

But her father gathered his retainers all around his
friend and himself and spoke to him in their presence:

“We have been friends. We would have been friends
always. But henceforth, we shall be not only friends,
but brothers. And there shall be an everlasting cove-
nant of peace between us and our peoples.”

And in token of this covenant which was never vio-
lated, and of his gratitude, the great ruler transferred
to his new brother a goodly portion of his realm. And
they were like brothers ever afterward.

But you may say that this story, told in the old-
fashioned fairy tale manner, evidently tells of that which
took place in some eastern country and is, no doubt,
fabricated of old Arabian Nights’ material.

On the contrary, it all happened on Long Island.
The great ruler was Wyandanch, the Montauk Saga-
more, and chosen as ruling Sachem over the thirteen
Indian tribes of Long Island. His enemies were the
Pequot Indians of Connecticut, who stole his daughter
on her wedding night. The titled stranger who brought
her back was Sir Lion Gardiner, the first white settler
at the easterly end of Long Island, and the tract of land
which finally became, and now is, Smithtown, was the
chief’s gift of gratitude to him for his distinguished
service. The main events are correctly set forth above,
with such adornments added by way of embellishment
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as the storyteller must needs use to hold the interest of
those whom he hopes to keep interested in his tales.

We do not have to voyage to far distant seas or pene-
trate little known regions to find stories to tell. They
are right here. All we need is the seeing eye and the
understanding heart.

Let us take an old family record and reconstruct or
build up a love story from it by reading between the lines
that which probably occurred.

It is of record and well authenticated that on the
sixth of May in seventeen hundred and eighty nine,
two young people with the Christian names Jesse and
Mary became man and wife.

His family had moved about from place to place in
previous years and had come to locate permanently on
Long Island about two years before.

They were married by the Friends’ ceremony at Beth-
page, and as her father and mother signed the marriage
certificate and his did not, it is evident that the bride’s
parents only were Friends at the time and that she
was a Quaker maid.

It may be inferred further that she was not hoydenish
or boisterous, but on the contrary, demure and very
thoughtful. At the time of their marriage, it appears
from the record that he was twenty years of age and
that she was twenty-two.

No doubt he seemed older and more experienced to
her because he had traveled a good deal for those times,
and she had always lived in one place. His life had
hitherto been somewhat adventurous, which appealed
to her, and on the other hand, the quiet ways of his
bride and her people attracted him.

At any rate, he was ready to settle down shortly after
he met her. But, strangely enough, the records show
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that a few months before they were married, he had
applied for, and was admitted to, membership in the
Friends’ Society. So much for the record. Now let us
try to supply some of the romance.

It is probable that he first became acquainted with
her at the old meeting house and walked home with her
from there many times. And whether it happened as
they went through the fields where the violets mirrored
back the blue of the sky, or along some leafy lane when
the air was laden with the honeysuckle’s incense, or per-
chance, where the June roses, hearing them, blushed red
against the garden wall-—somewhere we know, he asked
her the old, old question.

And, it is probable that this thoughtful Quaker maid
answered in this wise:

“Yes, Jesse, I do like thee very much. But if thee
could only see thy way clear to become a Friend, I could
care so much more for thee. Could thee not do this for
me?”’

And Jesse thought it over and concluded that there
was no reason why he should not have done it anyway,
and that he would do this for her; and that for her, he
would do a great deal more than this, if necessary. And
you may be sure that he was making no mistake.

So Jesse managed it. At least, he may have thought
he did. As a matter of fact, he really did manage it
about as much as Adam managed it in the Garden of
Eden, or as much as the last man to get married on
this earth thousands of years hence will do so, and just
as all the others in between the first man and the last
will have managed it—which is not at all.

And who will think that this thoughtful Quaker maid
was not wise in wishing to build her love securely upon
the solid bed-rock of a common faith?
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And who will say that this Long Island love story
did not take a course as true, and yet as romantic to its
principals, as have all others since the world began?

In fact, it is very like to one of the world’s oldest
and most beautiful love stories, except that in the Scrip-
tural story of Ruth, it was the maid who came to the
man’s people.

But to go on with the story. It appears that Jesse’s
father was a merchant and that Jesse was in business
with him, and that they had a store in Raynortown,
which is now Freeport, and one at Huntington, and one
at Jerusalem, now Wantagh. The merchants of those
days dealt in liquor. But this was not allowed to its
members by the Society of Friends, and so Jesse gave it
up shortly, selling his interest in the business. And
buying the property of his father-in-law, he became a
farmer.

To what extent these events grew out of circumstances,
we cannot tell, but who shall say they were not all
planned in advance by a very thoughtful young person?

She was an only daughter, and had to think of her
father and mother, who were getting old. And so, we
soon find Jesse and Mary and the old folks living to-
gether, and the record states that the old people were
cared for until they died.

“Whither thou goest, I will go, and where thou lodg-
est, I will lodge. Thy people shall be my people, and thy
God my God. Where thou diest, will I die, and there
will I be buried.”

Several years later Jesse became associated with one
of the greatest religious teachers of his time and jour-
neyed far thereafter in his company. But there was
always a light in the window for Jesse to come back
to, and in its clear shining, he was content.
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For lovers of the happy ending, it must be stated that
they had four children, that they had fifty-one years
of married life together, and that they died within a
short time of each other.

So concludes this Long Island love story of long ago,
this story of Jesse and Mary. A simple one, and yet,
withal, as it seems to us, beautiful.

It was really a story in two parts; but the second part,
and better and much longer part, began where most love
stories end, when on what we feel sure must have been
a lovely May morning, about one hundred and fifty
years ago, they stood together in the old meeting house,
and clasping hands as is the Friends’ custom, declared
to all assembled and to the world, that they were be-
come man and wife.

And so, it appears that we do not have to leave Long
Island to find love stories. They were being lived here
long ago, just as they are today. The skies were as
blue then, the stars of winter twinkled with the same
crystalline brightness, the summer wind was as soft
and the wild rose as generous of its perfume. Eyes were
as bright then as now. Lips and cheeks may not have
been so red then, but they were no doubt just as allur-
ing, and if they lacked today’s rubber stamp charac-
teristics, who shall say there was not some advantage
in that?

It may be that the very wise and extremely up-to-date
young people of today are not so much ahead of those
of olden times after all.
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munity life on Long Island years ago, which the

hurry and bustle of the living conditions of today
have almost done away with. Much has been said in
derision of country life because everyone knows so much
about everybody else’s business.

This was not by any means the whole story. We
remember one old gentleman whom we always think of
as the original “kibitzer.” He not only knew all about
the way in which his neighbors earned their livings, but
he used to go the rounds of the village in turn every
day as a kind of self-appointed village superintendent.
He visited his neighbors at their work, inspected their
operations, and told them all how to do things better
and more economically.

He had been engaged in so many different kinds of
work himself that he had ideas about everything. He
had a pet theory about any kind of labor you might
mention, and only one thing prevented him from being
very wealthy. He had always been short of the capital
needed to put his ideas into practice.

He had plenty of time to visit his neighbors and tell
them how “to do it better,” because he was never known
to have an occupation of his own and to keep it for
any considerable length of time.

There were many such people in the old days, and
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THERE was an old home atmosphere about com-
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everyone living in a community had something of an in-
clination to do some “kibitzing.”

This phase of old Long Island life had its disadvan-
tages, its jealousies and irritations. But there were many
compensations. Undue curiosity generally went hand
in hand with sympathy and helpfulness. Troubles were
not borne in silent isolation, and gossip was not always
the malicious and back-biting kind of the stage and
story book. Much of it was good-natured and whole-
some.

We have many pleasant memories of daily vacation
trips, when a small boy, to a neighboring farmhouse.
The ostensible purpose of these visits was to buy a quart
of milk which was to be paid for each day by the two
pennies which rattled and jingled in the bottom of a tin
pail as we trudged along. But there was a two-fold
object in mind always on both sides of this business
transaction.

The milk was kept in a spring house at the foot of
the hill on which the farmhouse was located. And the
good woman who sold the milk had to go down the hill
with us every time. If there were any occasions when
we did not tell this motherly old soul all we knew, or
had heard, about neighborhood news and gossip, we do
not remember them.

Our reward for this unofficial news service was a quart
of milk which was nearer a quart and a pint and a good
big drink of it besides, nearly two quarts, all for just
two copper pennies. And it was not skimmed milk
either.

But there is another side to this picture. If it hap-
pened that our daily budget had in it some news items
of people in trouble or distress, if some one in the com-
munity was in dire need, the business in hand was fin-
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ished very quickly, and that warm-hearted and generous
soul had a first aid or emergency relief expedition going
full tilt inside of half an hour. She wanted to know all
about her neighbors, but it was not because, if she were
needed, she would be prepared to “pass by on the other
side.” Quite the contrary.

Her husband, who was inclined to be close-fisted,
might fume and rage about her home duties. She ig-
nored him completely. This she could well do, because
she was about three times his bulk; and if he said enough
at such times to arouse her fully, what she said to him
then would shrivel him almost into invisibility.

We recall a family cruise along shore in which many
of what were then old-fashioned villages were visited
and their hospitality enjoyed. We were interested in all
of them and there was not one of them whose residents
did not take an interest in the “strangers within their
gates.” The further we went toward the easterly end
of the Island, the more unusual and colorful were the
features of community life. A great deal that was un-
usual at that time has since disappeared. The names
even of many of these towns were different from those
by which they are now known.

We found a snug harbor at Canoe Place and made
short trips from there in all directions; for it was cen-
trally located for our purpose and a quiet and charming
spot to return to at nightfall. We finally ran out of
provisions and our whole party walked to the village
now called Hampton Bays, but then known by the quaint
old-fashioned name of Good Ground.

While we were making our purchases, a sudden thun-
derstorm came up, and we began to worry about getting
back to our boat, as it was in the evening, and there were
children in our party.
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We had no need to worry at all. Everyone about the
village seemed to be trying to help us and make us com-
fortable. Some had umbrellas to lend us; others had
coats or blankets; and others looked up a conveyance
for us. All this neighborliness for a group of people
they had never seen before and would probably never
see again. We left with a warm spot in our hearts for
that charming village and the real old home folks who
lived there.

People are not less kind today. But they have so
much less of opportunity. How different the experience
would be now-a-days. We would now merely call up
a taxi and be whisked away so quickly that we would
get acquainted with no one, and few would know that
we had ever been there.

Most Long Island communities have developed from
groups of settlers of some one nationality. The influx
of newcomers has changed the population to a mixture
of blood, but many characteristics of the original strain
remain in evidence, nevertheless. Hicksville and Lin-
denhurst, formerly Breslau, are typical examples.

The colored settlements, now fast disappearing, are
relics of the old slavery days of the first century of Long
Island life. They have always been a problem to the
near-by villages and to town and county officials.

The white man has had the most of this world’s goods
and the colored man, the least. Consequently, the white
man has had the most to worry about, and the colored
man has let him do most of the worrying. There has
been plenty of need of it too, due to the confirmed habit
of the dusky brother of getting what he needed to make
him happy from the white man with the least amount of
labor possible. An incident told us by a friend is typical
and illustrative of some of these characteristics.
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One colored brother, Mose, was troubled by a con-
suming thirst and a complete absence of money. The
situation seemed hopelesss, but after much thought, he
devised a plan to meet it that was well worthy of a better
cause.

Borrowing an empty gallon jug that had previously
had rum in it, he filled it half full of water, and went
to the local store with it. Whiskey and rum were sold
by the storekeepers in those early days.

“Ah wants to git dis hyer jug filled up with some of
yo’ good ol’ rum,” said Mose to the storekeeper.

The latter took the jug, smelled of it, went back to
the rear of his store and poured a half gallon of rum
into the jug, filling it completely.

Upon receiving it, Mose started for the door.

“Hold on there, Mose,” said the merchant, “you
haven’t paid for that half gallon of rum.”

“Well, Ah thought you might trus’ me dat fur,” said
Mose. “Ah ain’t got no money now, Boss, but Ah’se
’spectin’ some nex’ week.”

“You can have the rum next week then,” said the store-
keeper, pouncing upon Mose and laying hold of the jug.

After some show of resistance in which its contents
became thoroughly mixed, the darkey gave up his prize.

“Well, Boss,” said he, “ef yo cain’t trus me fur the
rum, yo’ll have to take it back. But ’member, dat jug
wuz half full when Ah brung it in hyer.”

The storekeeper poured half the contents of the jug
into his rum barrel and Mose went away with the rest.

“Ah done feels sho’ dat half strength is better’'n no
rum at all,” said Mose to himself.

This is a good illustration of life in the colored settle-
ments. Their residents were, and are, satisfied with
half of what the whites think necessary to living, pro-
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vided they can get that half with little trouble and no
responsibility. Theirs is the gospel of contentment. It
may be that there is a lesson for us in their point of
view.

Of the various kinds of life on Long Island in the
nineteenth century, probably the most distinctive, and
perhaps in many ways the most substantial, was that
of the communities of the Society of Friends.

They had on the whole one of the best solutions ever
found for that most difficult of all problems—the art
of living. They had enough for all ordinary needs and
uses and not too much. They had everything the season
afforded at its best. They had few luxuries and few
debts. Their social life was simple and wholesome, but
not over strenuous. They had time for the courtesies of
life and leisure for the cultivation of its kindly virtues.
Life flowed along quietly and deeply with them like a
placid river, and they usually passed down through the
valley of the years to a green old age, full of its richer
experiences and guided by that “inner light” which they
believed in and respected.

A visitor to one of these families would take away
with him some unforgettable pictures. He could recall
the dinner scene, the grandfather, perhaps, seated like
a patriarch at the head of the table, telling stories of
olden times, and the others ranged along the sides. The
silent grace at the beginning contrasted with the ensuing
jollity. Everything went smoothly under the steady
and effective guiding hand of one who seemed to mother
everybody, including the guests.

Or he might remember the Friends’ meeting on First
Day morning, with its service so simple, so unostenta-
tious, and yet so sincere.

On the whole, that manner of living harmonized per-
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fectly with its old-time environment and has died out
only because of changes that were inevitable. But it
was one of the determining factors of early Long Island

life, and its influence continues and will continue through
the coming years.



LONG ISLAND LIARS

altogether too sombre tone, we will now consider

a light and perhaps somewhat frivolous phase of
Long Island life. In serious affairs even, we must not
forget to be cheerful. This is characteristic of old Long
Island liars. They were a cheerful lot. They knew that
no one was going to believe them, and still they con-
tinued to be cheerful. Maybe that was the reason they
were <o.

They were to be found all over Long Island, on the
farm and on the water, in the woods and along the shore.
No matter what the subject, when the real Simon-pure,
dyed-in-the-wool Long Island liar went into action, all
others might as well sit back in silent awe.

We remember the one bewhiskered liar who reigned
supreme in his day. The only way to overtop his yarn
was to let him tell his story first. And that was all but
impossible. He was of the agricultural, or garden, va-
riety of liar, probably the most numerous of any that
claimed Long Island for their habitat.

Let us suppose that one of his neighbors prided him-
self on raising something exceptional in his garden and
was telling the blacksmith shop or grocery store gallery
about it.

“My strawberries,” said the neighbor, “beats every-
thing I ever see this year. I can’t hardly b’lieve my eyes,
when I look at ’em. They are so big. Four of ’em filled
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TO KEEP this series of stories from taking on an
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a half pint measure. TI’ll say I've got strawberries this
time.”

“Mebbe you’ll raise some big ones some day, if you
keep on tryin’,” said the bewhiskered one, awakening
from slumber. “I used to raise little ones like you’ve
told about, but I got kinder tired of it after a while. But
this mornin’, I fetched in four real ones out of my garden
to see how they would measure up. But they didn’t fill
my half pint measure, not them.”

“Then they couldn’t have been as big as mine,” said
his neighbor, triumphantly.

The bewhiskered one looked at him sadly, as though
more in sorrow than in anger.

“The reason was,” said he, ‘“mine was so hard to
measure. Every one of my four strawberries was too
big to go into the top of the measure!”

Sweet corn was a favorite product of these agricultural
liars. To hear them tell about how it grew for them,
you would conclude that the man who wrote the song
about Iowa being the state “where the tall corn grows”
had never seen Long Island.

“My sweet corn this year,” said one of them, ‘“was
over ten foot high, I tried it with a ten foot pole.”

This only served to stimulate the champion. There
is nothing like a good theme for a great composer.

“T used to raise it like that in my garden years ago,”
said the bewhiskered one. “But I had to give it up.
I had to reach up too high to pull off the ears. So this
spring, I planted mine in a row along the south side
of my house right under the eaves, where it would have
plenty of water. It growed right up to the eaves, an’ it
was the handiest place I ever had it in.”

“I don’t see that,” said the first one. “I should think
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it would be very onhandy to reach the ears. Much more
so than mine.”

Again came the same wistful look on the face of the
champion, that aggrieved look of one wholly misunder-
stood.

“We pull ’em off from the second story windows,”
said he sadly.

The great chicken and egg men were not any behind
the agriculturists. The old question of which came first,
the chicken or the egg, might furnish some amusement,
but was soon forgotten when their hens really got busy.
Some of these hens were almost equal to South Sea Is-
land turtles in their performances.

“My best hen gave me three hundred eggs last year,”
said one of them.

“She might do for an amachoor,” said another, “but
you’d better get a settin’ of eggs from me an’ raise some
real layers. My Leghorns is cal’lated to outlay anything
between Long Island Sound an’ the Atlantic Ocean. But
I had bad luck last year. Lost the best one I had.”

“How did that happen?” asked the first one, not
realizing the chance he was taking in thus giving the
other one such a good running start.

“Oh, it was all my own fault,” said the other. “That
hen done right by me, but I didn’t ’preciate her. She
gave me an egg a day jest as reg’lar as clockwork. An’
she kep’ it up for three hundred and sixty-four days
hand runnin’. But I got too proud an’ smart, as a feller
will sometimes, when things is all comin’ his way. I
got to expectin’ that egg at exactly two o’clock every
day.

“But on the three hundred an’ sixty-fifth day, I went
for the egg; but it wasn’t there. The hen was off her
nest cacklin’, but no egg. It made me so mad to think
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that she wasn’t on time on the most important day of
all that I grabbed her up an’ cut her head off an’ took her
into the house an’ told Maria to fix her for supper.”

“So you had your prize hen for supper, did you?”

“Maria did, but not me. I was jest goin’ to start in
eatin’, when Maria says to me,—‘Henry, you done that
hen a great wrong, killin’ her ’cause she wasn’t right
on time. If you’d only waited, you’d ’a’ had your egg.’
Well, Sir, that hit me so hard, I couldn’t eat, an’ I ain’t
et no chicken since. Whenever I think of it, I'm
ashamed of myself.”

He might well have been ashamed of himself for more
reasons than one, in our opinion.

Another well-known order of the Sons of Ananias was
made up of mighty hunters. We recall one especially
who lived in the vast wooded section in about the middle
of Long Island. That there are so few deer left at the
present time would have to be attributed to his prowess,
if we were to believe his stories.

“Yes,” said he one day, in telling of one of his ex-
ploits, “I thought that big buck was dead, but he was
only stunned, an’ jumped right to his feet. I grabbed
him by the horns to try to stop him, an’ when he slung
his head around, he throwed me right up onto his back,
an ’away we went through the woods.”

“How fast did you go?” he was asked.

“Oh, forty mile an hour, mebbe forty-five, ’cause he
was scared an’ he was a big one an’ hadn’t been hurt
none to speak of.”

“But I don’t understand, then, how you killed him
at all.”

“Oh, that was easy,” said Mr. Ananias, “I jest hung
on with one hand an’ got my knife out with the other an’
cut his throat while I was ridin’ of him.”
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It has been stated by students of mythology, that
among the old beliefs and legends of different peoples,
there is always one of a strong man. After his death,
some Homer tells of his great deeds, using imagination
and poetic license to make the story interesting. Long
Island mythology is no exception to the rule, the biog-
rapher being usually a relative or descendant.

“When I was a boy,” said one of these Long Island
Homers, “I often saw my Uncle John do things that
three ordinary men couldn’t ‘a’ done all put together.
Uncle John didn’t hardly know his own strength. He
used to cut about two cord of wood a day, when he was
feelin’ good, an’ then he would load it onto his farm
wagon an’ drive home with it.

“Well, one day his team give out an’ got stuck with
the load right on the railroad track, an’ the train was
comin’. Uncle John tried to help the team by shovin’
on the back of the load, but he didn’t have no chance
to use his strength that way. So he turned his team off
to one side, so’ they wouldn’t be in the way; an’ then he
got under the rear end of that load an’ slung it right off
the tracks ahead of the train.”

“Your Uncle John must have been a very powerful
man,”’ said someone.

“He was all of that,” answered Homer the Second,
“an’ a good one. It was too bad he had to be sued by the
railroad company for what he done that day.”

“Why did the company sue him?”

“Well, you see,” sang the minstrel, “as I was sayin’,
he didn’t know his own strength. He didn’t notice that
the rim of the off side rear wheel had caught in the
flange of one of the rails, an’ so when Uncle John hove
onto the load to throw that off the track, he tore the rail
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right loose from the ties an’ throwed that off at the
the same time.”

Sometimes, the tendency above noted to vary slightly
from the truth took the form of salesmanship. One such
salesman of our acquaintance made his living supplying
a beach colony with sea food,” one of the families served
by him being especially fond of shore birds.

Several times in succession on a certain day of the
week, this family had a dozen or more plovers for dinner
and it got to be a habit with them. But finally, as the
end of the season drew near, our friend could get only
about half the number needed and so filled out the order
with birds of the yellow leg variety, not much different
in taste, but very different in appearance, the legs and
bills being very much longer, in fact, a different species
altogether. The lady of the house took him to task for
the substitution.

“I don’t understand this, Captain,” said she, “these
birds look so different.” |

“They’re jest the same, Missus. They all git their livin’
the same way, pickin’ in the sand.”

“But these have such long bills, Captain. How do you
explain that?”

“QOh, them is young birds,” said the Captain. “Their
bills ain’t wore off yet!”

Our own opinion is that the author of this piece of
mendacity is entitled to the blue ribbon. It is only one
instance of what he can do on occasion. We have
wintered with him and summered with him. Beneath
a plain exterior, he hides a heart of gold. There is no
better friend nor better citizen. But when it comes to
drawing the long bow, he takes a natural pride in his
skill. On a deep sea fishing trip with a greenhorn on
board, we have heard him giving replies to almost con-
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stant questions, between puffs on an old pipe, replies that
would have turned Baron Munchausen green with envy.
We have had to hide in the cabin to keep from spoiling
the fun. And yet, the greenhorn was having a glorious
time all the while, and if he ever learned the truth of
these fabrications, we know that he bore no malice.

Such were, and are, Long Island liars; at their best,
the most amazing, amusing, preposterous and lovable
old liars in all the world.



YE DAYS OF YE WHALE DESIGNE

Long Island is referred to in very old records. And

it is not inappropriate, for the old Long Islanders
certainly had designs upon the whales. If the latter
could have understood what was in store for them, no
doubt “ye whales”” would have left “ye Island” alone
altogether.

The very earliest hunting for whales was done by the
Indians, who went after them from the shore in their
frail canoes, wounding them with crude wooden harpoons
and killing them by persistent and repeated attacks. The
southerly shore of Long Island near its easterly end was
especially well adapted to this kind of whaling, as there
are here no bays to be crossed from the upland to the
ocean front. Whales were so very plentiful in the early
days that they were found stranded along the ocean
beaches after every great storm. The Indian deeds to
the easterly sections of Long Island contain reservations
in this respect, the East Hampton deed being typical.

IT IS in this quaint way that the whaling industry of

“The Indians to have the fynnes and tayles of all such
whales as shall be cast upp, and desire that they may be
friendly dealt with in the other parts.”

One of the principal reasons for the early settlement
of this part of Long Island was the hope of rich reward
from whale hunting. These expectations were in the
main well realized by most of those who became settlers.

bb
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The colonists found the Indians’ skill and knowledge
of whale hunting indispensable to them; in fact, the red
men taught them in great measure how to do it. Even
after the settlers had built whaleboats and made equip-
ment for the purpose far better than any the Indians had,
it was a long while before they could dispense with their
services in the hunt.

It was necessary to regulate the Indians’ pay on these
expeditions to keep them in order. Sometimes they were
paid in whalebone, blubber, or oil, and frequently in
clothing, powder and shot, and liquor. The red men were
just as poor at business as they were strong for having
a good time. They preferred being paid in liquor.
The colonial governors, be it said to their credit, tried to
restrict this and even prohibited it. Then the Indians
refused to go at all. One of the best of the governors
chose a middle course, granting the colonists permission
to give the Indians strong liquors—‘“not too much as to
cause a disturbance, but a moderate proporcon as shall
be usefull for their Whaling Designe.”

Whaling from the shore, the first kind developed on
Long Island, grew into a great industry. The pros-
perity of the Hamptons and other near-by villages was
largely based upon it, for it was very profitable. The
reasons are not far to seek. No building and expensive
outfitting of ships for long voyages were necessary. The
whaleboats were not costly and were home built, and the
tools and implements were made by local blacksmiths.
The boats were kept conveniently near the surf, and the
equipment always ready for instant use. It remained
only for those engaged to set a watch for whales and go
about their ordinary work. The usual time for shore .
whaling being from December to May, it did not inter-
fere greatly with the raising and harvesting of crops, and
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the profits from whaling were an extra source of income.

Scuttles were built in the roofs of houses well located
for a view of the ocean and lookouts maintained there.
Rewards were offered for others who reported whales off
shore, and punishments prescribed for not reporting
them. When a whale was seen, a flag, or “weft,” was
flown from a tree or signal mast, drums were beaten, the
cry “Whale off!” was passed quickly, the whaleboats
were rushed to the shore, manned and launched through
the surf, and the chase was on.

Sometimes, a whale was harpooned and lanced to his
death quickly, but frequently it was a heartbreaking
struggle. The greatest danger was from being thrown
into the wintry sea, where death would soon ensue if a
rescue were not made promptly. Those engaged in this
work were men of iron. They had to be. The towing
of a dead whale to the shore was a very heavy task, to
say nothing of maneuvering the boats around a live
one so as to harpoon him and finally to thrust a lance
several feet into him to reach a vital spot. And yet these
men seemed to thrive on the work. One of them was
said to have harpooned his last whale at seventy-eight.
Their adventures would fill volumes.

Everyone remembers the poetic conclusion of Long-
fellow’s Hiawatha, wherein his Indian hero is last seen
paddling out on the great water in his canoe in the sunset.
It is a beautiful ending. But one of the old whaling
captains staged a far more dramatic exit. This man,
Rennselaer Conkling, of Amagansett, made his departure
going straight out to sea on the back of a wounded whale.
This was going Longfellow one better with a vengeance.

The products of the industry in its early days were
always marketable. Taxes were paid in whale oil and
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also debts of all kinds, even part of the salaries of the
schoolmaster and minister.

The colonial governors put a tax on the oil by claiming
a portion of it for their sovereigns, and tried to apply
this not only to stranded whales but to those killed on
the ocean. The colonists of eastern Long Island felt that
if they braved the dangers of the Atlantic to get some-
thing of value therefrom, it was no business of the
English kings. It is no wonder that they were ardent
patriots during the Revolutionary War.

Deep sea whaling came into vogue about one hundred
years later than shore whaling. The good harbors near
the easterly end of Long Island were well adapted to
this. Sag Harbor was the greatest seaport of them all,
and at one time only second in importance in the state—
to New York itself. At the most, about one hundred
whaling ships were outfitted there, and nearly as many
more at Greenport, Port Jefferson and Cold Spring
Harbor together.

The industry was at its best just before the Civil War.
Electric light was still about fifty years in the future,
and kerosene oil had not yet come into use as an illu-
minant. So whale oil was always in demand, and the
many uses of whalebone made that readily salable.
Whaling ships from these Long Island towns carried
our flag around the globe and brought their cargoes home
from every sea. They usually went out on long voyages
and stayed until they were well loaded. The value of
a whale was often two thousand dollars or more, and
the annual returns from the industry ran into the mil-
lions. No one even dreamed that its products would be
in great measure replaced by other things and that it
would die out altogether on Long Island. But such was
to be the final outcome.
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Those who spent their lives in deep sea whaling had
much hardship and adventure in common and many
changes of fortune. We recall one who finally settled
down to spend his latter years on a small property near
the South Shore, where he made a meagre living raising
chickens. Everyone called him Sailor Sam. He was
heavily built and had long white hair and beard, except
where the latter was discolored by the smoke from a very
old and very strong pipe. He usually lighted this with
a small lens, or sun glass, as he called it, probably a
souvenir of his whaling days; and liked to sit in the sun-
shine by the corner of the blacksmith shop and watch
the boys pitch horseshoes and tell his deep sea stories.

“My ole man was too easy on me when I was a boy
in my ’teens,” he said one day, ¢ ’cause I lost my mother
when I was a little shaver. I got to playin’ hookey from
school, an’ when he should have kicked my stern for
me an’ sent me back to school, he didn’t doit. So I kept
on playin’ hookey, an’ one day I run away an’ shipped
on board a whaler out of Sag Harbor. Got into a whale-
boat in two or three year an’ was boat-steerer in two or
three more. We made money in them days, ’cause we
all had our shares an’ I was lucky. Got to be part owner
of a ship, for I was savin’. Was a good many year doin’
it, but in time, I had a fine brig of my own an’ thought
I was well fixed.”

“What happened to her?” he was asked.

“Sailed her all over, but went ’round the Horn once
too often, got ketched in a hurrycane comin’ up on the
Pacific side, an’ left her bones on a reef off of Chile.
When I see she was breakin’ up; I lashed myself to a
spar. The spar come ashore an’ I come ashore with it,
but with no bones broke an’ glad to be alive.”

“How about your crew?”
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“I never see one of ’em ag’in. Had to git to food an’
shelter or I'd ’a’ died too.”

“Did you have anything left?”

“Nothin’ but the clothes on my back. Everything else
was aboard-ship. All I had come from the sea, an’ when
she was ready, she took it all back ag’in. But I ain’t
kickin’. T got ahead some later. I seen a good deal. I
done some things, an’ boys, I’'ve got some things to look
back on. Well, I'll go home now an’ feed my chickens
and go out an’ ketch a few flatfish for my ole woman.
She allus likes ’em fried for supper.”

Then Sailor Sam, once the owner of a gallant ship,
started for home with a half bag of chicken feed slung
over one shoulder. The man who had hunted to their
death the great sperm whales, seventy-five feet and more
in length, was now going to catch a few flat-fish a little
larger than your hand for his old woman. So passes the
glory of the world.

But who would not have changed careers with old
Sailor Sam? His life, one long adventure; enough for
his simple needs at the end; and the years of his man-
hood spent in the very heyday of that industry which
afforded the most thrilling, useful means of livelihood
known to his generation and perhaps to any other.




SCHOOL DAYS IN 1758

N VERY early Colonial times, school days in the

I modern sense were uncertain, both as to the number

there would be of them in any one year and as to
what would be taught on any or all of them.

The different groups of settlers, in establishing a com-
munity center, usually built a school house or meeting
house, and sometimes the building was used for both
purposes.

But how to get a schoolmaster? That was the ques-
tion. Schoolmasters in those times were almost as rare
as the dodo, and all kinds of inducements were offered
to tempt one to come and stay and instruct the youth of
the new-born settlement.

And then, how was he to be paid? Sometimes, he
received part of his pay in wheat or Indian corn, or if
he located near the easterly end of Long Island, in
whale oil.

Let the modern schoolteacher, if he or she gets at times
discouraged, imagine the bags of wheat or the barrels of
whale oil being delivered to the schoolmaster of Colo-
nial days.

Frequently, the settlers offered a considerable number
of acres of land to any teacher who would locate among
them. This put him in a position to get at least part of
his living from the soil. He had to be a pioneer as well
as his neighbors, and to share in the common prosperity
or lack of it.

61
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If the schoolmaster had no family and did not become
a land owner, the usual plan was for him to board with
one or more fam111es in the settlement as part pay for
his services.

His duties were very different from the ordinary
teacher’s work at the present day. He had to teach
everything in the whole course of study, which included
instructions for making ink of various kinds and the art
of producing a good pen from the goose feather.

We are in possession of an old school book of Colonial
days which was used by many children of an old
family in succession, as is evident by their names written
in it by these school children themselves. The writing
is very legible and much of it beautiful. It is evident
that with the old goose quills, the pupils learned to write
as well as children write to-day, and the present legibility
of the writing proves that the ink made according to the
directions given therein was durable. It is well preserved
after a lapse of nearly two hundred and fifty years.

A description of it and some quotations from it should
be interesting by way of contrast. It is leather bound
and printed in the old style typography of the time.

“The Young Man’s Best Companion” is its title, and
it contains the whole curriculum, beginning with pro-
nunciation, spelling and writing and continuing on to
arithmetic, bookkeeping, mensuration, history and many
other things, some of which are now useless.

It is a small volume of about 350 pages only; but after
looking it over, we will say that any young man who
learned what is in it would have to have it for a constant
companion for several years and when he had mastered
the contents, he would have had a good education for
the times in which he lived.

In some lists of the words to be spelled, the incorrect,
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as well as the correct, spelling is given. In other words,
the pupils were taught how not to spell them as well as
how to spell them. This will cause the modern teacher
to smile. At the conclusion of the spelling section of the
book, the author gives the pupil a curtain lecture in
introducing him to the art of writing, as follows:—

“When any person has thoroughly acquainted himself with
Spelling, the next Step necessary is the Acquiring of the ac-
complishing Art of fair Writing.

“First, and principally, there must be a fixed Desire and
Inclination imprinted in the Mind, for its Attainment: For I
myself had never acquired, or arrived to any Proficiency in it,
if I had not had a strong Desire and Inclination to it, rising
from being convinced of its excellent Use in Trade, and all
Manner of Business, according to the Verse,—”

“Great was his Genius, most sublime his Thought,
That first fair Writing to Perfection brought.”

“Next to the Desire, there must be added a steady Reso-
lution to go through with it, ’till it is gained; and by a dili-
gent and indefatigable Application, overcome all seeming
Difficulties, that may arise in the Progress of its Attainment,
agreeable to this Distich:”

“By frequent Use, Experience gains its Growth
But Knowledge flies from Laziness and Sloth.”

It is evident from the above that any pupil at all
inclined to take it easy would soon find himself or herself
in great disfavor in the 1758 schoolroom.

The equipment needed by the beginner at this art
was summed up in the following lines,—

“A Pen-knife Razor Metal, Quills good Store;
Gum Sandrick Powder, to pounce Paper o’er;
Ink, shining black; Paper more white than Snow;
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Round and flat Rulers, on yourself bestow,
With willing Mind, these, and industrious Hand,
Will make this Art your Servant at Command.”

Then ensue some instructions as to how to make a
quill pen, followed by some further cautionary re-
marks,—

“Sit not long at writing (that is, no longer than you im-
prove) especially at the first, lest it weary you, and you
grow weary of Learning. Be not ambitious of writing fast,
before you can write well; ’tis much more commendable to
be an Hour in writing six Lines well, than to be able to write
sixty Lines in the same Time, which perhaps is perfect
Scribble, and altogether unintelligible. When you leave off,
keep your Pen or Pens in Water, till you come to your Writ-
ing again.”

The author now gives some suggestions as to the
proper arrangement of a counting house as follows:—

“In your sitting to write, you place yourself directly
against a fore-right Light, or else to have it on your left
Hand (which I esteem best) but by no Means, to have the
Light on your right Hand, because the Shadow of your
Writing-Hand will obstruct your Sight, and therefore is very
improper. And therefore, me thinks, all Persons in fixing up
their Accompting Houses, should have a particular Regard to
their Situation, in respect to what was before mentioned.”

These suggestions were no doubt the forerunners of
the arrangement of the modern schoolroom.

The copies to be written by the teacher on the top line
of each page in the copy book were chosen as models
of the art of living, as well as for that of writing. They
were an alphabetically arranged collection of quaint,
wise saws and exalted sentiments. Here are a few speci-
mens that are just as good now as they were then:—
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“A couvetous Man is always, as he fancies, in Want.
A great Lyar is seldom believed, tho’ he speak Truth.
A blind Man’s Wife, they say, needs no Painting.

“Beauty without Virtue, is but a painted Sepulchre.
By trusting to To-Morrow, men plunge themselves in Sor-
row.

“Contentment is a gem, beyond a Diadem.
Caution and Care, oft baffle a Snare.

“Death is before the old Man’s Face and may be at the
young Man’s Back.
Delight and Pleasure’s but a golden Dream.

“Envious men do fret, when they see others get.
Envey and Care make the Body grow spare.

“Few do Good with what they have gotten ill.
Fortune and Fame create a great Name.

“Great Minds and small Means ruin many Men.
Good Men, as well as bad, have sometimes fortunes sad.

“Hypocrites first cheat the World and at last themselves.
He hath his work half done, that hath it well begun.”

Upon looking over these worthy sentiments, the ques-
tion arises, whether the boys and girls of 1758 imbibed
them profitably, or whether they got so sick of writing
them that they decided to throw them into the discard
and do the opposite.

But if they failed to live up to their copy book maxims,
there was no dearth of other good advice handed them
whenever there was a chance offered.

Our own opinion is that if those dear old school-
teachers of 1758 took upon themselves the superior
attitude which the author of this book, The Young Man’s
Best Companion, seems to assume toward the pupils,
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the chances were very strong that the latter would have
developed into complacent smart Alecs. We do not
believe, however, that the boys and girls of 1758 were of
that kind. We think they were like those of to-day, with
plenty of humor and a good deal of common sense. We
think they made allowance for their schoolteacher, and
saw something human in him, and got him to come down
from the lofty plane on which the textbooks had placed
him, so that they could have some enjoyment in his
company.

Let us not think uncharitably of the schoolteachers of
Colonial times nor judge the old school-days and ways
too severely. Let us remember that the teachers were
all men, that they lived under hard conditions and had
a great deal to contend with.

Let us not forget that the feminine influence was then
entirely lacking. But better days were to come to the
schoolroom than the Colonists ever dreamed of.
Womanly intuition was coming, accompanied by sweet
reasonableness and persuasive charm; and the spirit of
motherhood, the love of children, was to reign over them
all. The schoolroom was to have a great transformation
when the modern schoolmistress crossed its threshold.

How many people who own or use a penknife ever
stop to think that it got its name from what was once
its most important use, the making of a pen from a goose
quill? And how many people who tried now-a-days to
make a pen in that way, using a modern penknife for the
purpose, would produce one at all serviceable or worthy
of the name? Very few.

But the old schoolteachers had to be able to do this
well and quickly. They had keen-edged penknives and
were adepts in the use of them. Their art has been sup-
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planted by the manufacture of the steel pens now used
and we have almost forgotten it.

From the amount of time and attention paid to writing
and instruction therein, it would seem to have been about
the most important study of all in the school course of
Colonial times. Printing was then in its infancy and
typewriting and stenography had not been dreamed of.
So writing was of great importance, and instructions for
doing it well were given even in verse, as follows:

All you that in fair writing would excell,

How much you write regard not but how well.
Descending Strokes are dark but upwards small;
Even at Head and Feet keep Letters all.

From Blots keep clean your Book and always mind,
To have your Letters all one Way inclined.
Hold your Pen lightly, grip it not too hard,

And with due care, your copy well regard.

Time and Delight will easy make the Task,
Delight, Delight’s the only thing I ask.

Vain are the Hopes of those that think to gain
This noble Treasure without taking Pain.

While idle Drones supinely dream of Fame,

The Industrious do actually get the same.

Youth is the Time for Progress in all Arts;
Then use your youth to gain most noble Parts.

It will be seen that the nouns were nearly all capi-
talized. This usage was general in old time writing. It
will be also noted that the pupils of 1758 were still being
lectured indirectly in the language of their textbook. We
cannot help thinking that a few athletic games played
with his boys and girls would have brought the old
schoolmaster nearer to them in spirit and influence than
this constant barrage of saintly platitudes.

When these things rained upon them constantly and
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had caused a feeling of great weariness to come over
them, we cannot help suspecting that the boys and girls
of 1758 sometimes used a word among themselves that
was not in the textbook at all. We can only surmise
that they must have had such a word, and shall never
be able to tell what it was. But the present day transla-
tion of it would be—apple-sauce!

So much for learning how to write. Then follow
instructions as to how to address everyone from King
George the Second and the Lord Archbishop of Canter-
bury, down to all members of one’s own family. We will
quote from the old school book one model letter only,—a
daughter to her mother in relation to marriage.

Honoured Mother,

With all Duty, Humility and Respect, I address myself to
you in these Lines, hoping they will find you in perfect
Health both of Body and Mind, for which I am never want-
ing in my Prayer to implore. As I would act nothing that is
very material, without your Knowledge, Consent and Ap-
probation, I thought it my Duty to acquaint you of a Matter
of the greatest Weight and Importance, pardon me, if I
blush to name it, viz., that of my Marriage; the Person (as
T think) is well deserving of me, or one much better. You
know both him and his character, viz., one sober diligent and
good humor’d; but however I shall submit to your good
Pleasure and Guidance in an Affair of such momentuous Con-
cern, and remain,

Honoured Mother
Your dutiful Daughter
- And very humble Servant
Mary Modesty

Thus was the school girl of 1758 taught to write to
her mother about her fiancé and her engagement. But
did the young ladies of that time always tell their
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mothers what was going to happen, and if so, did they
always ask their assent to it in this manner?

As the author of this school book, “The Young Man’s
Best Companion,” would have said,—Me thinks they
did not!

The next subject taken up as a part of this course of
study was arithmetic which was “Arithmetick” in the old
time spelling. It is referred to as “that truly laudable
and most excellent Accomplishment, the noble Science
of Arithmetick; a Knowledge so necessary in all the
Parts of Life and Business that scarce any Thing is done
without it.”

But the “noble science of arithmetick” of those days
was a fearful thing to contemplate in some respects. The
tables of weights and measures were the worst bugbears
probably. Here is a sample,—

A Table of Wool Weight

7 1b. makes 1 Clove; 2 Cloves 1 Stone; 2 Stones 1 Tod;
6 Tod and a Half 1 Wey; 2 Weys 1 Sack; and 12 Sacks 1
Last.

Their long measure was similar to that of today except
that the inch was not the smallest unit. Their table
began,—“3 Barley Corns make 1 inch.”

Liquid measure must have been a nightmare to the
boys and girls of 1758. A hogshead of wine contained
63 gallons, but a hogshead of beer had 54 gallons and
one of ale 48 gallons. A firkin of ale had 8 gallons and
a firkin of beer 9 gallons. The table of ale measure
was as follows,—

“8 Pints 1 Gallon, 8 Gallons 1 Firkin of Ale Soap or Her-
rings, 2 Firkins 1 Kilderkin, 2 Kilderkins 1 Barrel, 1 Barrel
and Half 1 Hogshead.”
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They called a half gallon a Pottle, and sold many
things by weight and measure that would now be
mysteries to us, and got their pay for them in Pounds,
Shillings and Pence.

The amount of reduction that had to be done in the
simplest business operation made it necessary three
times as often as it should have been, and entailed about
five times as much work as should have sufficed. On
this subject, the author holds forth as follows,—

“Reduction shews how we of Names in Use,
May Great to Small, and Small to Great, reduce;
So that the Answer which shall thence arise,
The given Sum in Value equalize;
Multiply, or divide it, back you must;
Which makes again your given Number just.”

Some of the terms used in arithmetic in 1758 would

mystify not only the pupils of the present time, but their
teachers also.

For instance,—A Rool of Parchment was 60 Skins, a
Dicker of Hides was 10 Skins, a Chaldron of Coals was
36 Bushels, a Stone of Fish was 8 Pounds, and a Truss
of Hay was 56 Pounds.

Salmon, Eels, Spanish Tobacco, Gunpowder and
Herrings were dealt in by the barrel.

Cuttle Bones, Tacks and Tenter Hooks, Squirrel Skins
and Goose Quills were bought by the thousand.

The goose seems to have been a very necessary crea-
ture since the earliest times. The cackling that saved
Rome may have been legendary, but there is no doubt
whatever that goose quills were the means of perpetuat-
ing the arts and sciences for hundreds of years.

History had a very small place in the 1758 curriculum,
for the obvious reason that people were too far away
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from the rest of mankind both in distance and in time to
take much interest in Old World annals and the glorious
pages of American History were still unwritten. The
pupils of that time were to live to see a great deal of
it enacted.

They were taught very little, if any, Ancient History,
and a brief outline of English History giving the line of
succession of the English kings, and probably not much
about them; for the people in this country were begin-
ning at that time to get very sick of the English kings
and their attitude toward the colonies.

The study of history concludes, however, with a refer-
ence to “George the Second, our most gracious Sovereign
now reigning; whom God long preserve.” Their prayer
was not to be granted for the sinister figure of George
the Third was soon to appear on their historic horizon;
and what he did to them was only exceeded by what they
finally did to him.

Geography had also a very small part in the school
course. The poles of the earth and its axis are defined
and 21,600 miles is given as the “Circumference of the
Earth and the Sea.” This is, of course, much too small.
The following illustration of Latitude may be of interest,
although it is not entirely correct in the parlance of to-
day:

“When it is said that such a Kingdom, Country, City,
Town, or Place, lieth from 40 to 50 Degrees North Latitude,
it is to be understood that it lieth on the North Side of the
Tropick of Cancer, or North Boundary of the Sun toward

England, to which the Sun comes about the 10th or 1ith
of June and makes our Days the longest.”

We will conclude this sketch with a few quoted refer-
ences to the colonies, which are called the “British
Plantation.”
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“New England—Comprehends four several Governments
or Colonies. The climate is healthful; the People hardy in-
dustrious and sober.

New Jersey—a flourishing Colony. The Soil is in
many Parts very fertile, producing all Sorts of Grain.

Maryland and Virginia—Pleasant and fertile Countries.
Their chief Produce Tobacco. The People remarkable for
their Hospitality.

Pennsylvania—One of the happiest Countries at this
Time in the World. God grant it may long so continue.

New York—Is a Royal Government; both Governor and
Council being appointed by the Crown. The People chuse
the Assembly. It has not much Territory and does not
people very fast, being hindred, some say, by the exorbitant
Grants of Land made to particular Persons, who will not sell,
but keep it for their Posterity. The Capital, New York, is
seated at the Mouth of Hudson’s River, very convenient for
Trade, and makes a beautiful Appearance.”

If the writer of the above were to visit New York State
now, he would notice that a few people had got here, in
spite of the above handicap.



JONES BEACH IN HISTORY AND LEGEND

roll down the Great Causeway connecting the main

thoroughfares of Long Island with Jones Beach have
time to delve into the old records and legends connected
with that historic spot. And yet, they should be of
general interest.

It seems to be well authenticated that the Beach got
its name from the Jones family who settled on the main-
land directly opposite at Fort Neck, now a part of Mas-
sapequa. Their manor house was an unusual one for
those times, being built of brick. It was located con-
veniently near the shore of the Great South Bay and was
said to have been the fitting out place for various ex-
peditions of one of the older members of the Jones fam-
ily, who followed the sea.

This Captain Jones must have been a very unusual
character, judging from the many rumors concerning
him, some of which still persist. He was variously stated
to have been a smuggler, a freebooter, a pirate and a
slave trader. His vessel was a veritable will-o’-the-wisp,
so the story goes, eluding all pursuers, and he could sail
in or out of Jones Inlet, which was said to have been
named after him, by day or by night and under all con-
ditions of wind and tide. Whether he could or could not
do this, nobody else has ever been able to do it since.

There were many dark whisperings of booty hidden in
the sands on Jones Beach, and years after the Captain’s
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IT IS probable that very few of the thousands who
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death, treasure hunters dug among the dunes for pirate
gold. None of them ever brought back any coin. At
a later period, the stories became old wives’ tales, to be
told to the children at twilight, and usually ended some-
what like this,—

“And so, children, when your great-grandfather rowed
Captain Jones ashore from his ship, they came near the
landing at dusk, and a large cask rolled off the bank
and fell with a big splash into the water and went
straight to the bottom. Your great-grandfather had
heard the jingling of money and went there the next
day to look for the cask, but it was gone. And that,
children, is how the Joneses got all their money.”

This is pure fiction. The prestige and fortunes of that
old family were established many years before any of
them ever saw Jones Beach.

Two hundred years and more have passed, and old
Captain Jones still sleeps on peacefully, unmindful of
his wealth, or how he got it, or what he did with it. He
may have done some smuggling, which was not then
uncommon, and possibly engaged in slave trading, for
the people of the North were not free from the taint of
slavery and gave it up at an early date because it was
unprofitable to them. But there is no proof of either,
and the Captain’s feats of navigation doubtless accounted
for much that was told of him. Such is the penalty of
greatness.

Visitors may have often wondered why Jones Beach
and Jones Inlet are separated by a considerable stretch
of intervening land known as Short Beach. The explana-
tion is very simple. The inlet at one time adjoined the
beach of the same name and was located about south
from Seaford. But Long Island inlets move westward
and this one was no exception. This movement is caused
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by the continual wearing away of the westerly sides of
the inlets due to the pounding of the great rollers from
the eastward, driven by the full force of the Atlantic,
and is most noticeable after southeasterly storms. When
an inlet has moved so far away from its original location
that the passage of tidewater to and from the area which
it supplies takes place with great difficulty and delay,
then, in the economy of nature, a new inlet is in process
of formation. An overflow sluiceway cuts through the
beach nearer to the old location at an extremely high tide,
and this is soon transformed into an inlet, usually during
a great storm. Then the new inlet in turn begins its
westward progression.

When Jones Inlet had moved westward several miles,
a new one was formed near its original location and the
intervening stretch of sand, in contrast to Long Beach,
was very appropriately called Short Beach.

This most natural and continual shifting of inlet loca-
tions has made all buildings near them insecure where
unprotected,—houses built upon the sand, likely to
disappear in a single day. But the present Ocean Boule-
vard and the fill upon which it is placed are a mighty
bulwark against the inroads of the Atlantic and these
together with the freer passage of tidewater to and from
the inlet, due to the deepening of old channels and the
dredging of new ones, render a recurrence of the past
changes all but impossible.

It may not be generally known that Zach’s Bay adjoin-
ing Jones Beach got its name from a worthy citizen of
Seaford, Zachariah James by name, who with his good
wife, Mary, had a pavilion on the High Hill section of
the beach at a time when theirs was the only building
there. It is said that this old-timer was one of the home-
liest men who ever drew the breath of life and that his
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wife was as beautiful as he was homely. Furthermore,
she was reputed to be able to sail a catboat through the
Inlet alone against wind and tide, and with trolling lines
out, to catch bluefish at the same time. Here is a mark
for the modern athletic girl to shoot at. How many of
them could qualify?

The manner of going to Jones Beach in the old days
and the time it took to get there are interesting by way
of contrast. Now we go easily in ten minutes from the
Merrick road. In the sailboat era with a fair wind, the
trip took about an hour, and with a head wind, three
hours. If you were not familiar with the many shoals
and crooked channels, you would not get there at all.
An excursion to Jones Beach was always planned as a
full day’s outing and the day chosen so that the voyager
went out with the ebb tide and came back with the flood.
All night sojourns on the sand flats were not infrequent.

At a later period, a few cottages were built at the High
Hill section and week-end trips and vacation outings
came into vogue with the motor boat era. But naviga-
tion was still hazardous and difficult. The late Judge
Seaman, who had one of the first cottages there and made
his trips across the Bay with a motor boat, said that he
spent more time out of his boat than in it and referred
to his week-end journeys as his walks to the Beach.

There was one shoal that was especially hard to avoid,
because of the narrow and tortuous channel around it,
where the least miscalculation meant no end of trouble.
Not a day passed without someone getting stuck there.
“Help one another,” was the motor boat owner’s motto.
One occasion comes to mind especially, when upon
reaching this spot, Judge Seaman was seen standing by
the bow of his boat in the rain, above his knees in mud
of the soft blubbery kind, and unable to move either
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himself or his boat. It would not have been humanly
possible to help the Judge without having a preliminary
talk with him.

“Before getting you out of this fix, Judge, I want you
to understand that you are guilty of unlawful trespass
upon my property.”’

“What right have you got to this mud flat?” he asked.

“I claim it by right of discovery.”

“Your claim is no good,” said the Judge. “This mud
flat belongs to me by right of possession!”

Some little time thereafter the Hempstead Town
Board decided that the channels should be dredged and
buoyed and otherwise made navigable. These improve-
ments have since been supplemented by the work done
by the state authorities, until now, anyone with even a
slight knowledge of navigation can go and return by
motor boat with little trouble. A new order of things
has come to pass.




THE OLD HOMESTEADS

in the pioneer days, one of the first considerations
was that it must afford a never failing supply of good
water. So important was this that the well was generally
dug at the outset, and the building of the house pro-
ceeded only after a copious supply of water was assured.

The very earliest houses were for the most part small
but strongly built, with heavy rough-hewn timbers and
sills set upon stone foundations, for the manufacture of
brick in this country began years later. These homes
were the expression of the bare needs of their owners,
there being no ornamentation, and none too much of
comfort. They were built close to the ground for
economy and had very small cellars, only a portion of
the whole area being used for that purpose. Every part
was utilized and all possible spaces reserved for storage,
for nothing was thrown away. The old-fashioned garrets
were stocked with everything imaginable, even with
much of the food supply for use during the long winters.
We recall having found far back under the eaves of one
of these old homesteads a bag of Indian wampum which
must have been there for generations.

The old houses were often built endwise to the road,
almost invariably so if the road ran in a northerly and
southerly direction, thus giving the long side a sunny
exposure for its more numerous windows. As the
country became more prosperous, they were rebuilt or
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IN CHOOSING the site for the location of a home
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added to, the additions being generally larger than the
original structures.

We remember well the remodeling in later years of one
of these old buildings. It was very hard work for the
mechanics, because the oak beams were so well seasoned
and hard that it was difficult to drive a nail into them
and almost impossible to pull one out. In repairing some
of the flooring near the rear entrance, a hammer or saw
which dropped through the space being refloored was
lost for a time, having fallen into an old well which had
not been entirely filled in and whose existence was thus
discovered. Here was a mystery; but it was easily
solved. The old well had been located close to the rear
doorway of the original house both for convenience and
safety; and later, when it had fallen into disuse, the
space above it had been enclosed by the larger building.

This is but one instance of what has happened to most
of the very old homesteads throughout the length and
breadth of our island.

1f these old homes could speak, their story would be
a recital of the evolution of Long Island life through all
its many phases, a tale of danger, hardship and priva-
tion, of struggle for civil and religious liberty, and of
gradual emergence during a period of three hundred
years into the conditions of comparative ease and com-
fort which we now enjoy.

Much has been written of the deeds of the pioneer
and patriot. But of the lives and struggles of the women
who bore and reared their children and made homes for
them under the most adverse circumstances, very little
has been recorded. Their chronicles are in the very
nature of things locked within the walls of the old home-
steads, silent witnesses of the slow but sure fruition of
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their devotion, their patient endurance and their pro-
phetic faith.

The fathers of the republic have had their due meed
of praise. But the great epic, Mothers of the Republic,
cannot be told or sung. It must remain forever one of
the world’s unwritten stories. We can imagine enough,
however, to think of it with reverence and humility.

Many of the old Long Island homesteads have come
to be used for purposes far different from the intent of
their first owners. This has resulted from their prox-
imity to the metropolis, a very fortunate circumstance.
There are many abandoned farmhouses in New England,
but on Long Island, comparatively few. Many have
been converted into summer homes, boarding houses or
road-houses. It would be better if the present back-to-
the-farm movement were to restore some of them to their
former uses.

It is inevitable that one should look upon an old home
which has been greatly changed with a feeling of regret.
Upon making a business trip to one of the Hamptons
many years ago, we fell into conversation with a fellow
traveler who was on his way to the same village.

“I am going back,” he said very enthusiastically,
“after an absence of twenty years. I am going to buy
the home of my boyhood and live there the rest of
my life.”

“Are you sure you can buy it? Perhaps the present
owners will ask too much for it.”

“T don’t care how much they ask,” he answered. “T’ll
buy it, anyway. I’ve made my pile out in the West, in
the mines, where I have been ever since I left Long
Island. They say that the birds always come back to
the last year’s nest, and it has been my dream for a long
time to do the same.”
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