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FOREWORD 
' 

This wee book has a reason for its existence. 
· It has been prepared to rneet a recognized need 
in our school work. 

No argurnent is necessary to prove the the­
ory that children should know sornething of 
the history of the beginnings and the growth 
of the city in which they live. The founda­
tions of the city of Rochester were laid by 
rnen of intellect, character and social standing, 
who deserve to live in the mernory of all who 
are loyal to our city. 

To farniliarize our children with these 
beginnings, the writer has tried to put into in­
teresting forrn sorne of the conditions of the 
pioneer years in the valley of the Genesee. 
The children of sorne of the stories are imagi­
nary, but, through them, she has pictured the 
real living conditions of the time. With this 
beginning, the children rnay trace the growth 
of the lag housesettlernent into a sturdy town, 
and the further developrnent into Rochester, 
the City Beautiful on the Genesee. 

M. Frances Logan. 
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THE ~1:AN FOR 'VHOM ROOHESTER 

"\VAS NA~IED 

Over a hundred years ago there lived in 
Hagers Town, in the state of l\Iaryland, a man 
of whom the boys and girls of-Rochester ha ve 
a right to be proud. His name was Oolonel 
N athaniel Rochester. Let me tell yo u about 
him. 

If you had visited his home, in that long ago 
time, you probahly would ha ve seen a fine large 
house with wide lawns and beautiful gardens. 
Inside of the house, with its large rooms and 
cheerful fireplaces, you 'vould have seen his 
wife, a beautiful woman, and their ten children. 
You also would have seen many negroes about, 
doing all sorts of work, for, in that part of the 
country, the negroes were the slaves of the 
white people and did all of the work. 
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Behind the large house, I think you would 
ha ve se en so me small houses, the cottages in 
which the slaves lived, both those who worked 
in the house and the others who did the outside 
work. You may be sure that they all would 
have been happy, singing and whistling per­
haps, for Colonel Rochester was a very kind 
master who treated bis slaves well. He gave 
them good food and clothing and had them well 
cared for when they were ill, so they all loved 
"Massa Rocbester," as they called him. 

One day, his oldest son, William, wrote a Jet­
ter to his father i:tnd left it on bis desk for him to 
read. In this letter, 'Villiam said that he 
thought it wrong for anyone to own sla ves, and 
:tsked bis father to allow him to move to the 
northern part of the country, where there were 
no slaves> but where everyone was free and was 
paid for bis work. He said that, if he were to 
have children of his own, he would not want 
them to live where there were slaves who could 
be bough t and sold like horses and sheep. 
Colonel Rochester himself had never thought 
that it was right for one person to own another, 
even if he did treat the slave kindly, so he de-
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cided to move his entire family to a part of the 
country where there were no slaves. 

A few years before that, he and three other 
men had visited the country of the beautiful 
Genesee River in the state of N ew York. Here 
they had found :forests of fine trees, good soil 
for farming and splendid falls that would fur­
nish water power. They saw that boats could 
come up the river as far as the falls, for the 
water was much deeper then than it is now, and 
that these boats could take lumber and wheat 
across the lake to other places. Three of these 
men-Colonel Rochester, Mr. Carroll and Mr. 
Fitzhugh-had bought a great many acres of 
this land, the land that is now the city of 
Rochester. ~Ir. Rochester now decided to move 
his family to a new home in the Genesee Valley. 

Before leaving bis old home, he set all of his 
slaves free. They could then go to work for 
other people and receive pay for their work. 
Ten of them stayed with J\fr. Roche.ster to help 
him move his family and to work for him in 
his new home. 

One beautiful, bright day in May of 1810, 
Colonel Rochester and all of his family left the 
warm, sunny so u th land and started on their 
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long trip to the north. You rnay be sure that 
their friehds in Hagers Town all carne to bid 
thérn good-by and to hope that they would like 
their new borne so far away. 

Ten negroes carne with them to drive the 
horses and to help in all sorts of ways. They 
had been bis slaves, but were free now and were 
all going to work for birn for pay; all but one 
wornan, old, black Marnrny, who would never 
be asked to do any work. She had been nurse 
to the children, bad ca:red for thern wben they 
were sick, had rocked thern to sleep and had 
sung to thern the sweet negro songs that the 
slaves rnade up and sang in the south. She 
loved the cbildren and they loved her, and now 
they were taldng her with thern to their new 
borne to care for her as long as she lived. 

Tbey did not tra vel in a railroad train, as yo u 
would do novvadays. Oh, no! This is how they 
rnade that long, slow journey. Their furniture, 
bedding and clothing were packed in three very 
large wagons. There were also two carriages 
in which sorne of the farnily could ride, and sev­
eral saddle horses. Colonel Rochester and five 
of bis sons and one daugbter rode horseback all 
of the way. One of these children was a boy 
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only four years old. Think of a little fellow 
like that riding severa! hundred miles on horse­
back! I am sure that many times in the long 
afternoons he must have grown very tired and 
sleepy, and that he would then climb into a car­
riage and go to sleep on his mother's lap or in 
old, black ~{ammy's arms. · 

The journey was very slow, for the roads 
were not ni ce and smooth as our roads are nmv. 
They were very rough and many times ran 
through the woods. The wagons must have 
bounced and swayed along, and it is a wonder 
that sorne of them did not tip over. When they 
reached a river, if there were no bridge, they 
had to find a shailow place and cross through 
the water. 

In this way they went on for severa! days, 
at last reaching the Genesee River. ~ir. Roch­
ester knew that the land that he had bought in 
what is now our city was still covered with 
woods, with no house on it for his family, so he 
took them to Dansville, forty-five miles away, 
where they made their home. You may be quite 
sure that they were all very glad when the jour­
ney was over. The little four-year-old boy 
loved to ride horseback, but he had had enough 
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of it for a while, and he was very glad to go to 
sleep once more in his own nice soft feather bed. 

As Mr. Rochester owned a large amount of 
land here, he had to ride back and forth forty­
five miles on horseback very often to look after 
it. So after a while he moved to Bloomfield, 
only fifteen miles away, which made it easier 
for him to make the trip back and forth. 

All of this time men were cutting .down trees 
and making a road through the woods near the 
Genesee Falls. 'fhat road is now ~fain Street. 
They had built a mill and a number of houses, 
mostly made of logs. Mr. Reynolds lived in 
one of them, and Mr. Scrantom had built a log 
house at the corner of State Street, where 
Powers Block now stands. There were sorne 
stores and shops, the boats took lumber and 
wheat down the river to the lake, and there 
"\Vere boys and girls playing around in the 
woods. When Mr. Rochester saw what a pleas­
ant little village had grown up here, he thought 
that he would like to live in it himself. 

A little way off in the "\Voods was a spring of 
clear, cold water. For many years the Indians 
had visited this spring, and one of their trails 
led to it, so it was called "The Indian Spring." 
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The white people had made this trail into a road 
and had called it Spring Street. In the year 
1818 Colonel Rochester built a home for his 
family on Spring Street, not far from The In­
dian Spring, at the corner of what is now South 
'~Tashington Street. There they lived for many 
years. He had many grandchildren, all of 
whom grew to be fine men and women. 

Facts furnished by Mrs. Clinton Rogers, grand­
daughter of Colonel Nathaniel Rochester. 
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THE W A~iPUl\f BELT 

Grandrnother was in the attic one rainy day. 
Grandrnother had such pretty white hair, with 
a tiny lace cap on it, and soft brown eyes that 
always srniled when they looked at Oarl and 
May. When things went a bit wrong with the 
children, grandrnother's brown eyes hada habit 
of seeing sorne way of rnaking thern right again, 
and srniling the trouble all away. The brother 
and sister were with grandrnother in the attic 
to-day, andO, goody! she was opening the little 
blue chest, the one that held those old old treas­
ures of hers. Sorne of thern were a hundred 
years old, and sorne of thern were very queer, 
but the children thought it a great treat to be 
allowed to look at thern and to handle thern. 

Just now, grandrnother took out a belt rnade 
of ·srnall shells and bright colored stones and 
wooden beads that the childrén knew to be an 

18 



Indian wampum bclt. Holding it around Carl's 
waist, she said, "How would you like to be an 
Indian runner, Carl, and wear such a belt as 
this ~ N o one would be afraid of you when once 
you showed thc belt," she added. ."Why not~" 
asked Carl. "I thought that everyone was al­
ways afraid of the Indians in those old days 
about which you tell us, the days when your 

· father lived here in the woods where the city 
now stands." 

"They usually were," replied grandmother, 
"and the Indians of one tribe were afraid of 
those of another tribe. But when an Indian 
carne showing a belt like this, everyone knew 
that he was friendly and meant no harm. I'll 
tell you a story about that belt if you like," said 
the old lady. 

"A story~ Good! Come along, May," called 
Carl, and down they sat where they could look 
right at grandmother while she talked. 

"vVhen my father "\vas a little boy," began 
grandmother, "he lived in a little log house in 
the woods where Exchange Street now is, near 
the canal bridge." 

"Oh! Oh!" cried 1\.fay, "think of woods where 
our streets now are!" 
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"Y es," said grandmother, "at that time there 
were thick dark woods where Rochester is now. 
Main Street was only a road through the forest, 
and where we have tall buildings and fine 
stores, there were large trees and bushes, with 
deer and rabbits and sometimes a bear roaming 
around." 

"vVhy did the people come here, then ~" asked 
the little girl. 

"Oh! it was beca use of the river," answered 
grandmother. "You see, men had found our 
fine river with such splendid falis in it, and they 
knew that it would be a good place for a town." 
"Why~" again asked May. 
"Because people could use the river to travel 

on, and besides, the water tumbling over the 
falis would be fine for turning the wheels of the 
milis which they would build. These milis 
would cut up the trees into boards for houses 
and would grind the wheat into flour for their 
bread." 

"Oh, l\:Iay! do stop asking questions and let 
grandmother go on with the story," cried Carl. 

"Very weli," and this is grandmother's story. 
One day her father, whose name was Dan, 

was out with his gun, hidden in the woods, 
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about where the Oourt House now stands. He 
was only a boy then, and he waited quietly in 
hope of shooting a fat wild turkey for dinner. 
Suddenly up ran a playmate, Bob Moore, who 
lived in another log house in the woods wherc 
State Street now runs. He was out of breath 
and badly frightened. "Dan, Dan," he called, 
"there is a big band of Indians coming up the 
trail. They are coming right this way, and 
maybe they mean to kill us all. Let us go and 
warn the people in every house, so that they can 
get their guns and everything ready to fight." 

Up jumped Dan, forgetting all about his tur­
key, and ran off to his own house first to tell his 
mother. Then he and Bob went on calling to 
the people in every house that the. Indians were 
coming. At once, the women called in all of 
the children and closed the doors, putting up 
the heavy bars that held them shut tight. Be­
fore going in herself, each blew a loud blast on 
a horn or shell, to .let the men at work in thc 
fields know that there was danger. Soon they 
carne running to thc houses to find out what was 
the matter. Each took his gun and made ready 
to fight. 
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"How did you find out about the Indians, 
Bob1" Dan asked. "It was this way," said Bob. 
"Our old co,v, Bess, strayed away this morning, 
and father sent meto look for her. I thought that 
she would go down the Indian trail that runs 
along the high bank of the river, so I went that 
way. About two miles down, I climbed to the 
top of a tree to take a look around, when away 
off in a little clear place I saw the Indians com­
ing this way. You may be sure I climbed down 
fast enough and ran all the way home to warn 
everyone." 

"I'll tell you, Bob. Let us go down the trail a 
little way and hide. Then, when we see the very 
first of the Indians, we can tell just what they 
are planning to do," said Dan. 

"All right, ·Dan," said Bob, and away they 
went to hide in the thick bushes beside the trail. 
That trail, as grandmother told the children, 
was afterward made into a road by the white 
men, and is now State Street and Lake Avenue. 

The boys were hardly hidden in the bushes, 
when away down the trail they saw someone 
running toward them. "Loo k, Bo b, loo k!" said 
Dan. "IIere comes a runner. "\V atch him and 
see what he is going to do." 
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Both boys looked out from the bushes, and 
in another minute, Dan jumped up, saying, "It 
is all right. He is a friendly Indian. See his 
wampum belt." Sure enough, the Indian hoy 
held in his hand a wampum belt, like the one 

that grandmother had put on Oarl, and the boys 
knew that they were safe. So they carne out 
from the bushes and ran along with the Indian 
boy to the village. 

vVhcrÍ the Indians, in those old times, wanted 
to let other people know that they carne as 

23 



friends, they sent a runner ahead with a wam­
pum belt. When the whites saw this belt, they 
knew that the Indians · did not mean to harm 
them. 

The three boys ran on to the village. There 
the Indian told the men that his tribe were on 
their way· to another part of the country, and 
wanted the white people to allow them to pass 
through the village. The white men gladly 
allowed them to do so. 

In a few minutes, the band of Indians ap­
peared. U p the trail they carne, dressed in 
skins, with their feathers, but no war paint, 
which showed that they were not goin.g to fight, 
but only to hunt. The women and children had 
been left at the home camp. Only the men carne, 
tall and straight, vvith their bows and arrows 
and also guns. 

'Vhen they reached . the village, they turned 
into what is now l\Iain Street, and crossed the 
river at the ford where Court Street bridge now 
is. Then they went on up the trail through the 
hills that are now l\Iount Hope Cemetery, and 
away out of sight. 

As they passed through the village, the white 
men made them gifts of food and bright colored 

24 



beads. They were very glad to make friends 
with the Indians, and were always kind to them 
when they had a chance. Dan and Bob, who 
liked the Indians when they were frieiidly, 
went with them as far as the bilis and then carne 
back to the village. 
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BABY STONE 

One pleasant Spring day, the children of the 
little settlement on the Genesee River werc 
playing in the woods down by the water. They 
had had a fine time all afternoon. The boys had 
played Indians and had frightened the girl::; 
with their wild shouts. They had found rabbit 
holes in the rocks and squirrel holes in the trees. 
They had even met a snake or two, which had 
made the girls run and scream. They had 
played around the milis at the river's edge 
where their fathers had their logs sawed into 
boards and their wheat ground into flour. They 
liked to watch the great water wheel turning 
around as the water fell on it, and to see the saw 
cut into the big logs. 

N ow the boys were shooting at a mar k, and 
the girls were looking for wild flowers near the 
water's edge. 
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"There comes Sam Clark across the river in 
a boat," said Kate, pointing out over the water. 
"Y es, and Ben is with him, and Grey Fox, the 
Indian," said Bessie. "Boys! Oh, boys !" called 
the girls, "come here, someone is coming." 

Away ran the boys to the river's edge. "Y es, 
sir," said J ack, "and they are having a hard time 
to cross, too, the water is so high and runs so 
swiftly. See how hard they are working." 

"What would happen if they were not strong 
enough to pull the boat across ~" asked Bessie. 
"I am afraid that this wild water would carry 
them down fastcr and fastér till they would all 
go over the falls," said Tom. "Aman anda boy 
went down that way last year and were never 
seen again." "Oh!" said Ka te, "I am fright­
ened. Pull, m en! Pull hard !" she called out to 
the men. 

"They are safe, Ka te," said Tom. "Don't you 
see the boat coming along all right~ See how 
that Indian paddles. l\fy! isn't he strong !" 

"That is Grey Fox," said J ack, "one of thc 
Sen e ca Indians, and a fine man he is, too. I t 
was he who taught meto use a bow and arrow, 
and who went through the woods in the winter, 
thirty miles, to get a doctor for my father when 
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he was sick. ~Iy mother thought that he would 
die, but Grey Fox looked at him a minute and 
said, '"\Vhite woman no cry. Grey Fox get 
medicine man,' and away he went through the 
snow and cold· after the doctor. I tell you my 
mother thinks a great deal of Grey Fox." 

"Once, in a fight with a bear, bis arm was 
badly bitten and crushed. Mother found it out 
and sent father after him. He carne to our house, 
and she took care of him for two weeks till the 
arm was well again. Since then he has called 
my mother '"\Vhite Dove.'" 
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By this time the canoe had reached the shore, 
and the men stepped out. "What do you sup­
pose, children 7" said Mr. Olark. "There is <t 

little baby boy over across the river at Mr. 
Stone's house, little James Stone." "Oh! Oh! A 
baby! Isn't that lovely !" cried the little girls, 
while Grey Fox smiled and pointed over the 
river at a little house in the woods and said, 
"White papoose, little chief." 

"I am going borne to tell mother and ask 
father to take me across the river to see the 
baby," said Bess. "Come along too, Kate," and 
away ran thf\ girls to tell the news. 

Little James Stone was one of the first white 
children born in Rochester, and you may be sure 
that everyone loved that baby. Even the Seneca 
Indians carne from their camp down in what is 
now Seneca Park to see the little white papoose. 
bringing him strings of colored beads and 
quills. And what kind of a cradle do you sup­
pose little James had 1 

A' short piece of a big log was hollowed out 
by his father with his chisels. Into this his 
mother put a little feather bed and a pillow. 
There bah y James slept just as well as if his 
cradle had been made of gold, like that of a 
ldng's son. 
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"Oh! Oh!" said Ka te, "I am glad that Mr. 
Stone killed that big bear that got into his corn­
field the other da y, What if it were to come now 
and carry off the baby!" and Bess nearly cried 
just thinking of it. 

"He had a hard time killing that bear," said 
Ben. "The bear fought for his life, but Mr. 
S tone got him at last. N ow his skin will ma.ke 
a ni ce rug for little James to play on." 

The cornfield where the bear was killed and 
Mr. Stone's house stood near the spot where we 
now find the east end of Oourt Street bridge. 
Arourid them were the "'\voods. Here little 
James S tone grew and played, and before he 
became a man R.ochester was a good big town. 
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THE vVHITE DOG 

Haven't you another story for us, grand­
mother~" asked Oarl. "I like Indian stories." 
"It seems so funny to think of Indians and 
woods right here where our streets are," said 
May. "Do you know where Mrs. Kimball's 
beautiful home on Troup Street is~" asked 
grandmother. "Oh! yes, there are lots of pretty 
houses around tl1ere," said Oarl. "I'll tell you 
a story that my father used to tell, of something 
that happened in a,n Indian camp on that very · 
spot," said grandmother. So she told them this 
story: 

One day, when her father, Dan, was a boy, 
his father carne in and said, "Dan, get your cap 
and come with me. I am going out to the Indian 
camp. They ha ve been holding a religious fes­
tival which comes once each year. It lasts for 
seven days, so let us go out and see what they 
are doing to-day." 
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So Dan and his father went out the road that 
is now Vl est l\{ain Street, and, turning into a 
smaller road, soon reached the Indian camp. 
While they were on their way, Dan's father told 
him what the Indians were doing. 

"The Seneca Indians," he said, "believe that 

they can drive the sins of the whole tribe into 
dogs. These dogs being killed, their sins are 
entirely taken away. Then the Great Spirit, as 
they call God, is no longer angry with them, and. 
will send them a good harvest. · 
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"Once a year, then, they take two dogs, as 
nearly white as they can get, and kili them at 
the door of their council house. Then they ·are 
painted with hright colors, trimmed with feath­
ers and hung up high in the house." 

"For the next fi ve or seven days, the people 
hold a festival, feasting and dancing and doing 
no work. On one of the days, the men and 
women dress themsel ves with trinkets and 
feathers. Then, with an ear of corn in the right 
hand, they dance in two bands, men in one and 
women in the other, around a fire, keeping step 
to the music of the Indian drums. After this, 
they go to each wigwam in the camp and dance 
around it in the same way. This is to bring a 
good harvest." 

When Dan and bis father reached the camp, 
they found a number of white men sitting off to 
one side, so thev took seats with them. In a few 
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minutes, they saw tenor more Indians coming 
into the center of the camp. They were dressed 
in the skins of animals, and had hideous masks 
over their faces, and carne in making such 
dreadful noises and waving their arms so wildly 
that Dan crept a little closer to his father. 

"N o fear, Dan," said his father, "they won't 
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hurt you. They are the very men whom you 
like so much, with whom you go hunting sorne­
times, and who have taught you to use the bow 
and arrow. They are doing all this to scare 
away the evil spirits." 

J ust then the mask o ver the face of one of the 
men slipped off and Dan saw that what his 
father had said was true, for there was Big 
W olf, one of his best Indian friends. 

After dancing and shouting in the center of 
the camp for a while, the men went around 
among the wigwams in the same way, each 
making all the noise that he could make. In 
and out, round and round they went. Then they 
went into the wigwams, took the coals from the 
fire and threw them and the ashes around on the 
floor. Out again they went, around the camp. 
By this time the evil spirits were thought to be 
frightened away. 

After a little more dancing and shouting, all 
the sins of the whole tribe were supposed to go 
into one of the Indians. IIe in turn sent them 
into the bodies of the dead dogs. 

The next da y Dan went out alone to the camp. 
He was friendly with these people, so he had 
nothing to fear. 
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This was the last of their feast days. The 
dogs were taken down and laid on a pile of 
wood. One lit the fire under the wood, while all 
of the others stood around and threw to bacco 
and other plants on the :A ame. The odor of these 
things would please the Great Spirit, they 
thought, and make him good to them. 

"\Vhen the dogs were partly burned, one was 
taken out of the fire and put into a kettle with 
vegetables and cooked. All of the tribe ate 
some of it. Dan was very glad that they did not 
ask him to have sorne. 

After that, sorne of the men, with faces lined 
np with war paint, danced the war dance, wav­
ing their bows and arrows and spears so wildly, 
jumping and yelling so fiercely, that Dan was 
glad to know that they were his friends . . Tben 
other men carne out and danced the peace dance. 
Round and round the fire they went, sometimes 
half bent down and again up straight. All of 
this time, the musicians were hammering. on 
their drums and striking the sticks together, 
now loudly for the war dance, now more softly 
for the peace dance. 

By this time it was nearly evening, and Dan 
knew that he must go borne. The fires shone red 

35 



in the dim light, while the woods beyond looked 
very dark. The dancers all sat down and the 
en tire tri be gathered in a circle around the large 
fire in the center. 

A pipe was lighted and passed to one who 
smoked a minute in silence, then passed it to the 
next, and so on around the circle. Then each 
lighted his own pipe and smoked quietly. And 
there Dan left them sitting in a circle, each with 
his blankct around his shoulders and smoking 
his pipe. 

"That," said grandmother, "was the last time 
that th.e feast of the dogs was ever held by thc 
Seneca Indians in this part of the country." 

"Such a strange thing to do!" said May. 
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'J1HE BRIDGE 

"Hi! J ack, "\Vill, come quick !" shouted Sarn, 
running down the road. This road was what is 
now Main Strcet. in Rochester, but at that time 
there were only a few houses on it. Sorne of 
these houses were rnade of logs . . "'Vhat is it~" 
called the boys, running out. "Soldiers," called 
Sam, "a lot of them coming down the road 
toward the river." Away they ran to the river, 
and there, sure enough, were the soldiers 
marching down to the water on the other side. 

"Are they our own soldiers~" asked Jack's 
mother anxiously. 

"Oh! yes," said his father. "They are Ameri­
can soldiers, so don't be frightened." . 

The boys knew that the Americans and · the 
English were at war, and that both American 
soldiers and English soldiers were marching 
around through the country fighting and kill­
ing one another. They only wished that they 
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were old enough to be soldiers, too, and each 
wear a uniform and march to music. Tramp, 
tramp carne the soldiers, nearer and nearer, 
down to the river. "How are they going to 
cross 1" said Will. "There are not enough boats 
to carry them over, and the water is pretty deep 

at the ford." There had never been a bridge 
over the river. When anyone wished to cross, 
he had to use a canoe or go to the fording place 
and wade across. 

Up the river, about where Court Street bridge 
now stands, was a shallow place where people 
could ride across on horseback, or even wade 
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over when the water was low. rrhis was called 
the ford, but when the water in the river was 
high, it was not safe to cross even there. The 
water in the river was much deeper then than 
it is now, so it was far harder to cross, and some 
people had lost their lives in trying to do· so. 
At the time of this war, the men were building 
a bridge where ~Iain Street bridge now is, but 
it was only partly done. 

"Halt !" cal.led the captain, and the marching 
stopperl.. "How can we get across the river~" 
he said to the men at work on the bridge. 

"You will have to go up to the ford," they 
said. "Do you see that large rock on one side 
and that big tree on the other~ You will find 
the water shallow enough there so that you can 
wade across, if you are careful." 

"Oh! I don't want m y men to ha ve to march 
all day in wet clothes," said the captain. "I 
wish this bridge of yours were finished, but you 
have only a few timbers laid, I see." "Why 
don't you crawl across on those timbers~" said 
J ack. "I could." 

"Y es, yes, let us do so," said the soldiers. So 
they got ready to crawl over. 

"Hold on tight," said Sam. "The water IS 
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very deep here, and if you fall in, you will go 
over the falls and be drowned sure." 

"All right, my boy," said the soldiers. "We'll 
be careful. "'\V e ha ve heard of these high falls 
of yours, and we don't want to go over them." 

So down went the soldiers, and, crawling 
carefully, crossed the roaring water on the nar­
row timbers. The boys stood watching them 
and laughing at the way in which sorne of them 
scrambled along. One had such long legs that 
they seemed to get in his way, and another was 
so short and fat that Sam called to him that he 
might as well roll across. 

At last they were all over, and had gathered 
around the town pump for a drink of nice spring 
water. The pump stood just where ~Iain and 
Sta te Streets cross each other. There the people 
of the village used to go with their pails for 
water. "vYhat village is this 7" asked the cap­
tain. "Rochester," answered vVill. 

"'Vell, it seems strange to find a town away 
out he re in the woods," said one. "What do the 
people he re do 7" 

"Oh!" said the boys, "most of them are cut­
ting down the woods and making the land into 
farms. They raise wheat and corn and lots of 
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other things. Sorne of the men work the milis 
that grind the wheat and corn and saw the logs 
into lum ber. Sorne haul the lumber and grain 
to the lake to be taken away ih boats. Mr. Ira 
W est keeps the store down the road a way, and 
they all find plenty to do." 

"But tell .us," said J ack, "what you and the 
English soldiers are fighting about. W e don't 
hear the news away up here in the woods." 

"Oh! beca use the Englishmen steal the sailors 
off our ships and make them fight on English 
ships, and we mean to make them stop it." 

"Fall in, m en!" just then shouted the captain, 
and the soldiers dropped into line and marched 
down the chief street of the village, out the road 
that is now 'V est A ven u e, and off through the 
woods towarcl Niagara Falls. 

The boys went with them a mile or two, lis­
tening to the stories of the m en, and then turned 
home again, ·\vishing once more that they were 
old enough to go off with the soldiers and fight 
brave battles. 
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801\IE BRA VE MEN 

One beautiful day in May, after the bridge 
was finished, 'Vill and Jim were in the woods 
down where I.Jake Avenue now is. At that time 
Lake A ven u e was only a road through the 
woods. The war was still going on, and the 
people of Rochester feared that the soldiers 
would come and take their horses and food 
and perhaps burn their homes. All winter the 
horses and oxen had been hidden in the woods, 
and the boys had had to go out every da y to feed 
and care for them. 

"I wonder if the Bnglish soldiers really will 
come u p from the lake and hurn the town,." said 
Will. 

"If they do, I hope that they won't get my 
pony," said Jim. "I have found a place in the 

42 



woods where I shall hide him, and I think that 
they cannot find him." 

"I promised my sister, Bess, that I would 
take her home sorne wintergreen," said Jim. "I 
am going down this way to look for sorne." 

In a moment he carne running back, shout­
ing, "There is a horseman galloping this way 
as fast as he can go. I think that there must be 
bad news." A way ran the boys back home, for­
getting all about wintergreen, sassafras and 
flowers. 

vVhen they reached the village, they found 
the people greatly excited. The horseman had 
brought the news that the enemy had come into 
the lake with thirteen ships full of soldiers and 
Indians, and were to come up and capture 
Rochester. The men were hurrying to get their 
guns and make ready to start for Charlotte to 
stop them, and the women were hurrying, too, 
to shut up their houses and take their children 
to sorne safe place. There were only thirty-one 
men in all, and Oh, how the boys did wish that 
they were old enough to go · with them! 

The little company was soon on its way down 
the road. Then the women took the children 
and went over the bridge to Stone's tavern, that 
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stood not far from where St. Paul Street now is. 
They thought that if the English soldiers did 
come, they could burn the bridge, so that the 
soldiers could not get across the river and cap­
ture them. !Irs. Reynolds, her son and a friend 
were the only ones brave enough to stay on the 
west side of the river. They were in Mrs. 
Reynolds' house, where the Arcade now is, and 
there they stayed all night. 

"IJet us follow the men part way down," said 
Dan to the other boys, so away they went, as 
far as the Deep Hollow, a gully tbat crosses 
Jjake Avenue. Here the men cut down sorne 
trees which they piled up across the road to 
stop the soldiers if they carne that far. On the 
top of this they puta cannon and went on d'own 
to the lake, while the boys returned borne. · 

When the men reached Oharlotte, sure 
enough, out on the lake were the thirteen boats 
full of soldiers and Indians, ready to land and 
march to the city. They wanted the food and 
powder and horses that the people of Rochester 
had. Sorne more American men had come frorn 
the country around, but there were not enough 
to fight the soldiers. Oolonel Stone then de­
cided to play a trick on the enemy. 
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He made all of the m en march around a small 
hill where the men in the boats could see them. 
They then went through a woods where they 
were out of sight, carne back and marched 
around again and again. The English thought 
that there were several hundred men, so they 
were afraid to land. 

Finally they sent a small boat ashore with 
this message, "If you will give us your stores 
of food and powder, we will go · away without 
hurting yon." Oaptain Brown read the mes­
sage and sent back word that he would never 
do it. 
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The English captain then sent another soldier 
to say that if the stores were not given up, he 
would land and take them, but General Porter 
answered that the Americans would fight first. 
Then, instead of . coming ashore to fight, the 
English fired a few shots from their cannon and 
sailed away. 

How the boys and girls laughed whén the 
men carne back and told of the trick that they 
had played on the soldiers! "They thought that 
we had hundreds of men," sáid Dan's father. 
"W e kept marching round and round that hill." 

"They can't beat our men," said Kate. "They 
may as well stop fighting and go home." 

"Y es, sir," said Dan. "N o one can beat the 
American men," and what he said was true, for 
the American men .ha ve never yet been beaten. 
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OPENING THE CANAL 

"Hi! Jim! Come out here quickly !" called 
Ben. He was running to the house of James 
Stone, his boy friend, which was on Spring 
Street. By this time the woods around Roch­
ester had been cut down, and a great many 
streets had been la id out. The . houses were 
larger and better. There were churches and 
schools and larger flour milis. It was a busy 
town. "'Vhat is the matter~" said James com­
ing to the door. "Don't you hear the cannon ~" 
asked Ben. "Come down to the canal and see 
the boat come through," and away the boys ran. 

For eight years men had been at work dig­
ging the Erie Canal. It was more than three 
hundred and fifty miles long. There were no 
railroads at that time, and the farmers had no 
good way of sending their wheat, corn and other 
things to N ew York to be sol d. The millers in 
Rochester wanted to send out the hundreds of 
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barreis of flour that they were making every 
week. So everyon.e was glad when Mr. Clinton 
said he could build a canal that would do all 
that. N ow the canal was finished. The first 
boat had sta.rted from the 'vestern end and was 
traveling through to the other end of the canal. 

- -
~ 

:.-.-=:;---~ 

All along the way, the people had hung up flags 
on its banks. In the cities, men made speeches 
to the men on the boat, and in the evening they 
were greeted with fireworks. 

Every few miles along the way, cannon had 
been placed, and as the boat passed each of these, 
it wa.s fired to let the people ahead know that 
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the boat was coming. As soon as they heard 
it, they began to get ready their flags and guns 
and fire-vvorks. 

It was this cannon that Ben had heard, and 
the hoys knew that the boat was ne.ar. They 
had never seen a canal boat, so away they ran 
to the side of the water. Everyone else was 
running there, too. Down by the canal, a plat­
form had heen huilt and trimmed with flags and 
lanterns. A cannon also had been put there. 
The chief m en of the village were going to their 
seats on the platform. 

Our boys found a place near this platform, 
andina few minutes, the church bells began to 
ring merrily, and away up the canal they could 
see the boat coming. It was all trimmed with 
flags, colored cloth and lanterns.. Four horses 
were pulling it, and instead of walking slowly 
as the horses do now, they were trotting along 
rapidly. The horses were changed every few 
miles, so that they did not ha ve a chance to grow 
ti red. 

As the hoa.t came nearer, hats, flags and hand­
kerchiefs were wR-ved. The guns went "Bang! 
bang! bang !" and the boys, with everyone else, 
shoutecl themselves hoR-rse. 
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When the boat stopped in fro~t of the plat­
form, those on board carne ashore. The men 
shookhands wHh them and they sat down whilc 
a speech was made telling them how glad the 
people of Rochester were over having the canal. 
They could now send their fiour and other 
things away to be sold quite easily. They could 
travel on it, too, much more easily than on 
horseback orina wagon, as they had done. The 
roads at that time were very rough and tr:avel­
ing was very nncomfortable. 

"Then the speeches were done, they all went 
to one of the houses for dinner and to have a 
good time. 

By the time the dinner was over it was night, 
and our boys went back to the canal to see the 
rest of the fun. The lanterns along the banks 
were lighted and also a good many bonfires, 
while fireworks of all kinds showed how happy 
the people were at having the canal finished. 

J ack and Ben were standing quite close to 
the boat when the men carne down to go on 
board. The fonr fresh horses were brought and 
hitched to the long tow-line and another driver 
took his seat on one of them. 'rhe bells began 
to ring, hats and flags were waved, the last of 
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the skyrockets were sent up, and everyone 
~houted at the top of his voice as the boat 
started. Then the cannon was fired to let the 
people in the next place know that the boat was 
coming, and everyone gave a last shout. 

vVhat a fine dav James and Ben had had! Aos 
~ . 

they went home, they were tired and happy. 
"I wonder how this city and this new canal 

willlook a hnndred years from now," said Ben. 
"The city will be larger of Dourse," said James, 
"but I think the canal willlook about the same." 
In a few more years, children, it will be a hun­
dred years sinee then, and yo u will see for your­
selves how it looks. 
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LA FA YI~TTE'S VISIT 

For a long time after the Erie Canal was fin­
ished, people traveled from place to place on it. 
They were glad to do so, for it was a far nicer 
way to travel than by horse and wagon over the 
rough roads. There were fine boats with dining 
rooms, state rooms and sitting rooms. They 
were drawn by four horses which were kept 
trotting along, so that they moved more rapidly 
than they do now. The horses were changed 
very often, so that they did not grow tired. 

Many years before there was any Rochester 
here, our country was at war with another 
country. Our soldiers were having a very hard 
time, when a fine young man named La Fayette 
carne from France to help us. He fought 
bravely with our soldiers till the war was over. 
'~T ashington lo ved him very much, and, beca use 
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he loved 'Vashington, when he went back to 
France he named his son George 'Vashington 
La Fayette. 

A few years afterward, France had a war, 
too. After a while La Fayette was captured and 
sent to prison. His friends feared that his son 
would be killed, so they sent him to America. 

As soon as Washington heard that La Fay­
ette was in prison, he sent money to his wife, 
and when his son carne to America, Washington 
did all that he could for the hoy. The young 
lad was sent to school in N ew York and well 
cared for in every ·way. 

For five years American people tried hard to 
get La Fayette out of prison, but could not do 
so. At last, however, he was free and his son 
went back to France. 

N ow this Frenchman was making a visit to 
this country, bringing his son with him. The 
people loved him, and in every city they were 
glad and happy to receive him. He was coming 
to Rochester on the canal. 

One day in the summer, just at that time, Dan 
saw \Vill coming from th e town pump with a 
pail of water for his mother. "Will! Oh, Will !" 
he called. "I..Ja Fayette is coming to-day. 
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Hurry with your work and get the other boys. 
W e'll go o ver to the canal and see all the fun." 

"I..jet us take Bess and Kate with us," said 
\Vill. "They want to see it all, and we can help 
them to get good places." "All right," said 
Dan, "but let us hurry." 

In a short time the boys and girls were on 
their way to the canal. The boat was to stop 
at Child's Basin, where Exchange Street now is, 
and there the girls an'd boys found a crowd. 
J ack soon found a place on apile of boards from 
which they could see all that was done, so up 
they all climbed. 

"Sorne of the men have gone three miles out 
to meet him," said Jim. 

"Yes," said Kate, "and two girls-Cornelia 
and Louisa Rochester-have gone to give him 
bouquets of beautiful flowers. How I wish that 
I could ha ve been one of those girls! I would 
be proud of it all my life." 

Just then, away up the canal, the people be­
gan to cheer, and they knew that the boat was 
coming. The boys and girls stood up on the 
pile of lumber and waved their hats and shouted 
at the top of their voices. In a moment the boat 
carne into sight. On the deck stood La Fayette 
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and his son, George Washington La Fayette, 
smiling and bowing to the people, who cheered 
and waved hats and fiags. · 

When they carne on land, Mr. \Villiam B. 
Rochester made an address of welcome. The 

people ga ve them a fine dinner and a good time 
for a few hours. Then they started on the boat 
again for the next place. Our boys and girls 
went to the dock once more to wave them 
good-by. 

"J ust think," said "\Vill. "It is nearly fifty 
years since La Fayette carne here from France 
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to help us win our war. He must be glad to see 
that we are such ~fine country now." 

"He must have been brave, for he was only 
nineteen years old when he carne," said Kate. 

"W ait till I am nineteen years old and se e 
what I shall do," cried J ack, as they ran home 
to supper; and when J ack was nineteen years 
old, he was out west, fighting bravely in one of 
the Indian wars. 

Facts taken from Parker's (( History of Rochester" 
and El bridge S. Brooks' "True Story cf La Fayette ." 
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HEI.~PING THE SLA VES 

One winter evening, Oarl and May were in 
grandmother's room. They were sitting on the 
floor, one on each side of her, before a nice 
bright fire, all ready for a good talk. 

"Grandmother," said Oarl, "I heard to-day 
that, long ago, tbe white people owned the black 
people and could buy them and sell them as we 
can horses and cows. Is that true ~" 

"Y es, Oarl, that is so," said grandmother. "In 
another part of this country the negroes werc 
slaves; that is, the white people owned them, 
and bought and sold them, as you say. The 
slaves had to work Yery hard for no pay, and 
many times were greatly abused. Fathers and 
mothers were sold away from their children, 
and boys and girls were sold away from their 
fathers and mothers and nevcr sa w them again." 
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"Oh!" cried May, "little girls like me sohl 
away from their mothers !" and she jumped up 
on the arm of grandmother's chair and clasped 
her tightly, as though she were afraid that . 

. someone would take her away. 
· "I should think that the slaves would have 

run away," said Carl. "I would have." 
"l\Iany of them did run away and tried to 

reach the northern part of the country, where 
the white people would help them to get to 
Canada. If they could only get there, they 
would be free." 

"Did the people in Rochester help them f' 
asked May. 

"Y es, indeed," answered grandmother. "The 
people here believed that it was wrong for one 
man to own another, so they helped the slaves 
as much as they could. If the slaves were 
caught, they were taken back to their masters 
and punished. If the white people who helped 
them were caught, they were put into jail and. 
made to pay heavy fines. The slaves would hide 
in the woods all day and travel north at night, 
till they found sorne white man to help them. 
['11 tell you a true story of one of these slaves." 

"Goody!" cried the children, and May got 
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down on the floor again, with her head against 
grandmother's knee. Then grandmother told 
this story: 

"\Vhen she was a child, she knew a little girl, 
lVIillie Burtis. :Millie lived on Genesee Street. 

Her father was a nurseryman; that is, he raised 
trees and sold them to the farmers and others. 
l\fany of these trees he sold to the people in 
Canada, sending them across the lake in boats 
from Charlotte. H e was one of those who 
helped the sla ves. 
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One evening, the family were all in their sit­
ting room, little l\fillie on a stool near her 
mother, learning how to piece quilts. Suddenly 
a tapping carne on one of the windows. At once 
her father laid do\vn his paper and left the room. 
This had happened so many times before that 
they all knew just what to do. 

When l\fr. Burtis had shut the door and pulled 
down the shades, he put out the light. Then he 
opened the outside door, and in crept a black 
man on his hands and knees. N either spoke till 
the door was closed. Then the black man said, 
"Have I got to the right house~ Are you Mr. 
Burtis ~ Help me! Oh! help me, I beg of you." 

"Yes, my man, I am Mr. Burtis, and I will 
help you. You nccd not be afraid. Y ou are safe 
here for a time." . 

"We have heard of you away down south," 
said the slave, "and that, if we could only get to 
your house, you would help us to get to Ganada. 
Oh, Mr. Burtis, if I could only be free!" 

"'Ve'll do our best for you, my man," said Mr. 
Burtis. 

l\frs. Burtis then carne out and gave the poor, 
starving mana good supper. He was then taken 
to the barn and hidden in a corner behind the 
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hay. They did not even let the housemaids 
know he was there, for fear of bis being found 
and sent back. Mrs. Burtis berself took bis food 
to him. The only ones whom they told were 
l\fr. Isn-ac Post and his wife, Amy, who helped 
slaves in the same way. ~1:any a time had poor, 
starved, trembling slaves been hidden in the 
cellar of their house, which is still standing on 
Plymouth Avenue N orth. 

The next evening, Mr. Burtis and Mr. Post 
were at an entertainment in Washington Hall, 
whcre Sibley's store now is. In the middle of 
the entertainment, aman carne out on the stage 
and sajd, "A slave has run away from his mas­
ter. He has heen traced to this city. Someone 
he re is hiding him. W e know the people who 
hide these slaves, and their houses are going to 
be searched. I f he is found, he will be sent back 
to bis master, and the ones who ha ve hidden him 
will be put in jail and have to pay a fine. If 
anyone knows anything about him and will tell 
the officers, he will be well paid." 

"Oh! Oh!" said Carl. "That was pretty bad," 
while ~iay got up to her knees and took hold of 
grandmother's hands, she was so afraid that the 
poor slave was going to be caught. 
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~Ir. Burtis and 1\Ir. Post looked at each other, 
but did not dare lea ve the hall for fear of people 
knowing that they were the ones. When the 
entertainment was over, they drove home rap­
idly. All night 1\ir. Burtis lay awake, fearing 
that the officers were coming to search the 
house, bu t they did not come. 

The next day, ~Ir. Burtis went to Oharlotte 
with a wagonload of young trees. He drove 
along slowly over the rough country road, so 
that it was nearly dark when he reached the 
lake. There he found a boat ready to start for 
Oanada. He knew the captain of that boat and 
knew that he could trust him, so he told him 
about the slave who wanted to get to Oanada. 

Then the men began loading the trees on the 
boa t. ~rhen they were nearly all off the wagon, 
the captain walked along the dock, looking up 
and down. He then carne back to Mr. Burtis 
and said, "All right. There is no one in sight." 
At that, out from the bottom of the wagon, from 
under the last of the trees, crawled the slave. 
He stooped down, ran to the boat and crept in. 
In a few minutes the boat started, and, as Mr. 
Burtis watched it sail out on the lake, he said, 
"There, that is one more slave who is safe." 
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"Oh! I am so glad that he got ~way," said 
l\iay, as she once more sat down on the floor at 
grandmother's side. 

"Yes, and l\ir. Post and Mr. Burtis and Mr. 
Asa Anthony helped many more slaves to get 
to Oanada before the war set them all free," said 
grandmother. 

Story told by Mrs. Millie Burtis Logan, who, though 
a small childatthe time,remembered the facts distinctly. 
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