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a (cgrec of pride in recolle&ing, that I bc-

tonged to a country whofe valor was dif-

tinguifhed, and whofe fpirit had never

been (ebafed by fervile fubmilion.
Ar the age of fouirtcen, in 1744, I

rnade a vifit from Leominfer to Charlef-

town, to vifit my parents. Thro' a long
wildernefs fromLunenfburg toLower Afh-
uelot, now Swanzey, we travelled two

days ; a folitary houfe was all the mark of

cultivation that occurred on the journey.
Guided by marked trees,we travelled can-

îioufly thro' the gloomy foreft,where now

the well-till'd farms occupy each rod of

ground : from Afhuelot to Charleftown

the paffage was oppofed, now by "the hill

of difficulty," and now by the flough def-

pond. A few folitary inhabitants, who

appeared the reprefentatives of wretched-

nefs, were fcattered on the way.
WHEN I approached the town of

Charleftown, the firft objea that met my

eyes was a party of Indians holding a war

dance, a calk of rum which the inhabit-

ants had fuffered them to partake of, had

raifed their fpirits to all the horrid yells,

and feats of diftortion which charaaerize

the nation. I was chilled at the fight, and
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