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THE HOUSE OF MARTHA.

L
MY GRANDMOTHER AND L

My grandmother sat in her own par-
tienlar easy-chair by the open window
of her back parlor. This was a plea-
sant place in which to sit in the after-
noon, for the sun was then on the other
sile of the house, and she could lock
not only bver the smooth grass of the
side yard and the flower beds, which
were under her especial care, but across
the corner of the front lawn into the
village street. Here, between two hand-
some maple-trees which stood upon the
sidewalk, she could see something of
what was going on in the outer world
without presenting the appearance of
one who is fond of watching her neigh-
bors. It was mot much that she saw,
for the street was a quiet one ; but a very
little of that sort of thing satisfied her.

She was a woman who was easily
satisfied. As a proof of this, I may say
that she looked upon me as a man who
always did what was right. Indeed, I
am quite sure there were eases when she
saved herself a good deal of perplex-
ing cogitation by assuming that a thing
was right because I did it. T was her
only grandehild : my father and mo-
ther had died when I was very young,
and I had always lived with her, — that
is, her house had always been my home ;
and as I am sure there had never been
any reason why I should not be a duti-
ful and affectionate grandson, it was not

surprising that she looked upon me with
a certain tender partiality, and that she
considered me worthy of all the good
that she or fortune could bestow upon
me.

My grandmother was nearly seventy,
but her physical powers had been excel-
lently well preserved ; and as to her men-
tal vigor, I could see no change in it.
Even when a little boy I had admired
her powers of sympathetic consideration,
by which she divined the needs and de-
sires of her fellow-creatures ; and now
that I had become a grown man I found
those powers as active and ready as they
had ever been.

The village in which we lived con-
tained not a few families of good stand-
ing and comfortable fortune. It was
a village of well-kept and well-shaded
streets, of close-cut grass, with no litter
on the sidewalks. Our house was one
of the best in the place, and since I had
come of age I had greatly improved it.
I had a fair inheritanee from my mother,
and this my grandmother desired me to
expend without reference to what I was
receiving and would receive from her.
To her son’s son would come ultimately
everything that she possessed.

Being thus able to carry out my ideas
coneerning the comfort and econvenience
of a bachelor, I had built a wing to my
grandmother’s house, which was ocen-
pied only by myself. It communicated
by several doors with the main building,
and these doors were nearly always open ;
but it was eatisfactory to me to think
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Electra with her comrades 1 descried,

I saw Eneas, and knew Hector keen,
Aud in full sarmor Casar, gryphon-gyed,
UCamilla and the Amazenian queen,

King Latin with Lavinia at his side,
Livutus that did avenge the Targuin's sin,
Lucrece, Cormelia, Aartia Julia,

And by himself the lonsly Saladin.

The Master of all thinkers next I saw

Amid the philosophic family.

All eyes wers turmwd on him with reverent awe ;

Plato and Socrates were next his knee,

Then Heraelitns and Empedocles,

Thales and Anaxagporas, and he

That based the world on chaoee ; and next to
these,

Zeno, Diogenes, and that good leach
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The herb-collector, IMoscoridea.

Orpheus I saw, Livy and Tully, anch

Flanked by old Seneea's deep moral lore,
Euclid and Ptolemy, and within their reach
Hippocrates and Avicenna's store,

The sage that wrote the master commentary,
Averads, with Galen and & score

Of great physicians. But my pen were weary
Deepicting all of that majestic plain

Splendid with many an aotique dignitary.

My theme doth drive me on, and words are vain
To give the thonght the thing itsell conveys,
The six of ns were now ent down to twain,

My guardian led me forth by other wavs,

Fur from the quiet of that trembling wind,
And from the gentle shining of those raya,

To places where all light was left behind.
John Jay Chapman.

MARYLAND WOMEN AND FRENCH OFFICERS.

Axoxe the old historie families of
Maryland, none were more prominent in
its soeial and politieal life at the period
of the Revolution than the Ogles and
Dulanys.  Governor Samuoel Ogle and
the second Daniel Duolany married sis-
ters, daughters of the Hon. Benjamin
Tasker, who was for thirty years presi-
dent of the Council, and at one time
acting governor of the colony. Mrs.
Samnel Ople had been a widow many
years, and her son, Benjamin Ogle, also
a governor of Maryland at a later date,
was at this time a young married man,
living in Anmnapolis, with a gay and
pretty wife, and thinking just then, pos-
sibly, more of society than of polities.
He was quite in sympathy with the Revo-
lution, however, and ready at need to
give it hizs support. Not so his talented
unele, the famous Maryland juvist, Dan-
iel Dulany, secretary of Maryland. In
1765 he had written a patriotie pam-
phlet against the Stamp Aet, proving his
liberal sentiments. Bat later, becoming
engaged in a bitter political controversy
with Charles Carroll of Carrollton, in
1773, the personal alienation from the

leaders of the Revolution in Maryland
which grew out of this affair led him to
be ranged, in 1776, with his country’s
encmies. The three children of Daniel
Dualany and Rebeeca Tasker were Dan-
izl, Benjamin Tasker, and Ann. The
first of these adopted the profession of
his father, and, like him, was a loyalist.
He died in England, leaving no heirs.
Hiz brother, Colonel Benjamin Tasker
Dulany, threw himself into the Revolu-
tionary cause with all the ardor of gen-
erousz youth, and General Washington
appointed him one of lis auls. He re-
moved to Shuter's Hill, Fairfax Coun-
ty, Virginia, becoming one of Wash-
ington’s neighbors, and mareying, in
Fairfax County, Elizabeth French, of
Claremont. Washington, in one of his
letters, speaks of this lady as “ our cele-
brated fortune, whom half the world was
in pursnit of.” !

William Eddis, an Englizshiman, who
held office in Annapolis under Governor
Eden, in his published letters, which

1 Commodore French Forrest. late C. 8. M.,
was & grandsen of Colonel Benjamin Tasker
Dulany.
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give a vivid picture of Maryland's so-
cial life from 1769 up to the Revolu-
tion, tells how he found refuge, when
Annapolis became too revolutionary for
his comfort, at Daniel Dulany’s beauti-
ful country-seat, Hunting Ridge, about
six miles from Baltimore. 1 write to
you,” he says to his wife, November,
1776, * from one of the most delightful
situations on the continent of America,
where I have obtained an oecasional re-
treat from the noise, the tomult, and
the miseries of the public world. From
the back piazza of our habitation we
command a truly picturesque view into
several fertile counties, a distant pros-
pect of the Eastern Shore, the magnifi-
cent waters of the Chesapeake, and the
river Patapseo from the entrance at the
Bodkin Point to its apparent termina-
tion at the town of Baltimore. After
this inadequate deseription 1 need not
observe that we reside on a lofty emi-
néence, where

“the air
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses,’ "

Here Aun Dulany, who shared the sen-
timents of her father and elder brother,
spent part of her time during the Reve-
lution, and bemoaned the changed aspect
of society since her friends, the British,
were no longer in the aseendant, She
wrote to her consin, Miss Lowndes, who
lived near Bladensburg, on the 26th of
October, 1780: “I am just returned
from the race. Mamma and I went by
way of amusement, and a poor affair it
was; very different from the races in
good times (as we Tories call them).
What a strange mixture of Duteh,
French, and every nation but the right
[one]; quite a ribble-rabble. However,
this is my secret opinion, my friend. I
wonld not have it known for the world.
I should be deemed a person void of
taste.”

T'wo other letters written from Hunt-
ing Ridge, in the following year, to

the same correspondent, have been pre-
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served, in which the Tory Ann betrays
a good deal of political excitement : —

Hoyrivg Rinee, February 3, 1781,

B}f what you tell me, my dear friend,
at least three of my letters have been
stopped by the inspectors. They were
sent by our servants to the post office at
Baltimore Town, and I am certain they
went from there unmolested. It must
have been between or af Annapolis, that
Den of I hope Mr. Hambleton
may make us a visit, though he will
find this a very different place from the
Wood Lands (his elegant seat), which
that villain, J. Read, wanted to call his
own. Foor fellow, Le has been sadly
persecuted.  But even bad as this place
is, in all probability we shall not have
it in our power to remain here much
longer, as I believe there is little doubt
of the Confiseation Bill passing. These
In....als should eonsider well, before
they put this mest infamous work into
execution, the policy of such an act
(humanity is out of the question); for,
as somebody says, *though they have
now the rein, it may not always be the
case.” However, 8. C. [Samuel Chase ?]
can make his geese do anything. . . .

What a beantiful mixture bright red
and a full orange must be! I am sure
it must be French, for no other people
under the sun could invent anything
half so tawdry. Alse hoops are the rage.
Mamma has been giving me a deserip-
tion of one. They were fashionable
many years ago. Aunt Lowndes will
tell you what they are,—a very good
match for the above colors. The cush-
ion you were so obliging as to send
me is guwife the thing, and exactly as I
wounld have wished. I wish I had it in
my power not to be outdone in generos-
ity.

[ am determined for the future to
direct to your papa in the most unlady-
like manner, that it may pass without
inspection. What a noble thing decep-
tion is! I wish I could learn the art.
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I am wild to go to F™"Tn. T think it
must be a little New York. . . .
Happiness attend you.
Axy Dunaxy.

« A r. Hambleton ™ of the Woodlands
was either Andrew or William Hamil-
ton, of Pennsylvania. These brothers
owned a handsome country-seat west of
the Schuylkill, ealled the Woodlands,
which at that time was considered the
finest estate in the province. Andrew
Hamilton married Abigail Franks, of
Philadelphia, a Tory belle of that city.
Her sister, Rebecea Franks, distinguished
for her wit and social graces, afterwards
the wife of a British officer, ia often
mentioned in the annals of the day.

March 8, 1751,

I have, my ever dear cousin, to return
you thanks for two letters, both of which
I should have answered sooner, but had
not the good opportunity I now send
thiz by. Give my love to younr sister,
and tell her I have no receipt for dieing
[#ic] ; it is & mixture that I have had
some time that I wse on that oceasion.
And I also beg you will tell her that if
she will trust me with a gown, or any-
thing else (that is white), I shall have
very particular pleasure in giving it the
fashionable hwe, or as many shades
paler as she pleases. I am about dieing
a ecalash for myself of the fashionable
eolor. If she will direct the parcel by
a careful hand to me, to the care of My
Clarke, merchant at Baltimore Town, it
will be as safe as in her own drawer.

I am much obliged to you for poor
dear André’s epitaph, and do most ar-
dently join in the wishes of the writer
in regard to a certain very, very great
personage. I like the comparizon be-
tween him amnd Richard, — even Richard
gains by it. The other has not feeling
enongh to have a troubled mind [

Mamma desires her love to my aunt
and thanks her for the strawberries, and
also to Mr. Stoddert for the trouble he
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has been at. Apropes of Mr. S., tell
your little sister, if I have not an invi-
tation when a certain event takes place,
woe be to her.

Papa is calling for this serawl, or I
should have seribbled on all sides. Fare-
well, my dear friend.

Believe me entirely yours,
AnN Durany.

The * certain very, very great person-
age " was probably General Washington.
Miss Seward, the Swan of Lichfield, in
her Monody on Major André compares
Washington to Nero.

Mrs. Benjamin Ogle wrote from An-
napolis, in this same month of March,
1781, in quite a different strain from
Tory Ann. The letter is to her hus-
band's cousin, Ann Dulany’s correspon-
dent. * The town i8 so dull,” says this
lively lady, “it would be intolerable
were it not for the officers. 1 sometimes
see them, but am not acguainted with
many. I searcely ever see or hear the
name of a gentleman of cur former ac-
quaintance. T is all marquises, counts,
ete. One very clever French colonel I
have seen. I like the French better
every hour. The divine Marquis de la
Fayette is in town, and is quite the thing.
Wea abound in French officers, and some
of them very clever, particularly the
colonel before mentioned. But the mar-
quiz, — =0 diffident, so polite, in short
everything that is clever! I have seen
one tolerable American among them, a
Major Macpherson, one of the marquis's
family ; perhaps that has polished him.
The British ships are still here, and a
great number of boats, with the troops
on board, are gone out to-day, and I
expect every moment to hear the can-
non. Everybody seems cuite anxions to
know the fate of this day.” Both ladies,
Whig and Tory alike, were inclined to
look down upon the soldier of home
manufacture. Major Maepherson, the
“ tolerable Ameriean,” was from Phil-

adelphia. He had received a military
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training in the British army, joining
the Continental troops in 1779, He was
at this time serving as aid-de-camp to
Lafayette. In March, 17581, Annapolis
was blockaded by two British sloops of
war, which for a time obstructed the
progress of the forees under Lafayette,
then on their way to Virginia. But, by
a skillful maneuvre of the young com-
mander, the English ships were led to
believe the allies too strong for them,
and they retreated.

In the fall of 1781 the Dulanys re-
moved from Hunting Ridge to Baltimore,
from whieh place Ann Dulany dates the
rest of her letters.  Meanwhile, Ameriea
was rejoicing over the vietory at York-
town and the surrender of Cornwallis.
Tory Ann makes no felicitations upon this
event, but has slighting words for both
Americans and French. She shows her
goodness of heart, however, by her sym-
pathy for Mrs. Washington in the loss
of her son. She must have met young
Jack Custis while a school-boy in Annap-
olis, and a lover of Nelly Calvert, Gov-
ernor Eden's niece, whom he married
in 1774, Now, after a few short years
of wedded happiness and of honoerable
political service in the Virginia Assem-
bly, John Custis was dead, a victim of
camp fever at Yorktown. Ann Dulany
Wwrites : —

“I am very sorry for the death of
Mr. Custig, but much more so for the
sufferings of poor Mrs. Washington,
Does not this prove, had we wanted a
proof, that there is no such thing as per-
feet happiness in this world of uncer-
tainty ¥ I dare say, a few days before
this accident happened, Mrs. Washing-
ton thought herself completely happy.
I have heard he got the disorder of
which he died by going into the Buritish
hospitals at York.

“ There is just going past five hundred
men from Virginia, on their way to the
northwest. It is impossible they can be
of any service, — nothing but parade,
Lord Cornwallis must langh at such
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poor ereatures. It was the French that
did everything. Bat, do what they will,
even the Whigs dislike them. Tlere are
several in this place, but very little no-
tice taken of them."

Ann was to change her opinion of the
French a little later. But at first there
were none to compare with the “ dear
Britains,” as she called them. She de-
clared ghe would not give one for all the
French nobles she had seen in * Balti-
more Town ;7 and Sir William Draper
was “‘snperior in everything to all.”
He and Sir Robert Eden were her mod-
els of fine gentlemen. The former had
visited Ameriea in 1769, and spent some
time in New Berne, North Carolina,
where he wrote a Latin inseription for
the famous executive mansion in that
town. He was an accomplished man, and
had erossed swords in eontroversy with
the formidable Junius in defense of the
Marquis of Granby. While in Amer-
ica he had married a New York lady.
He was made subsequently lieutenant-
governor of Minorea. Ann Dulany had
probably met him frequently at her fa-
ther's house in Annapolis. Here also
she had known and admired Governor
Faen. Mrs. Eden had brought over,
in 1768, a letter to Ann Dulany’s aunt,
Mrs. Lowndes, from Barbara Bladen,
a first cousin of the Tasker sisterz on
her father's side, as on her mother's
she was related in the same degree to
Lord Baltimore’s daughter, Jane Cal-
vert, the wife of Robert Eden.  « With-
out prejudiee I do say,” wrote Ann Du-
lany to Miss Lowndes, *1 would not
give one dear Britain for the whole
tribe [of Frenchmen]. The formidalle
Count Dillon that there hias been such a
work about you have seen; should he
be named in the same century with our
old acquaintance Sir Robert Eden?™
One of Ann's cousing was the object of
her unmerciful raillery. This was Rob-
ert Bladen Carter, son of Councilor Car-
ter, of Nomini, in Virginia. The lat-
ter was a wealthy Virginia planter, and
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a worthy representative of the Old Do
mianion both in character and attain-
ments, as well as a man of fine personal
appearance, as his portrait painted by
Sir Joshua Reynolds pives evidence.
But s son and namesake did not re-
semble him, it would seem. Ann Dulany
compares her * cousin Bob ™ to the Vis-
count de Rochambean, a son of General
Rochambean, and lieutenant-colonel of
one of the French regiments, who, it ap-
pears, dil not meet with the Tory lady's
approbation.  * I did not imagine,” she
writes, “ till I saw Viscount de Rocham-
beau, there had been anything on earth
like our eousin Bob. I think there is a
great resemblance between them.”

Une of the unique features of social
life in America doring the Revolution
was the presence of the French officers.
As early as 1777 quite a number eame
over to the colonles, some as mere sol-
diers of fortune, others with the enthn-
siasm for liberty which inspired the
chivalrie Lafayette. In Jodge Iredell’s
biography there is an entertaining notice
of a party of Frenchmen who were in
Edenton, North Carolina, in 1777. and
offered their services to the government
of that State. Chicf among them were

Puochen, Noirmont de la Neaville, and .

La Tours. The two brothers, the Che-
valier de la Neaville and Noirmont, did
gallant service later in the Continental
army. While in Edenton they gave a
ball to the ladies, but the provineial
belles were rather shy of the foreign
beanx., Noirmont de la Neuville be-
came guite intimate with James Tredell,
who was a good Fremch scholar, and
eould econverse with him in his own lan-
guage. On his departure he sent a let-
ter to Iredell with the present of a book,
and in his quaint English he adds : —
] take upon myself to offer your
lovely miece another, entitled the Art
of Loving, though written in French;
j rely upon yon about the translation
of this witty poem. Besides, you shall
think as j, that it is convenient of pre-
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senting the art of loving to which pos-
sesses the art of pleasing. j am, with
the sentiments of the most lively grati-
tude,” ete.

Charles Armand Tufin, Marquis de
la Rouerie, was another French officer
who eame over in this year, and was ap-
pointed a colonel in the Continental ser-
vice. Armand’s legion suffered severe-
ly at Camden in 1780, and three years
later Colonel Armand reeeived the rank
of brigadier-general. He passed with
his command through Maryland in 1783,
and afterwards wrote his thanks to the
governor for the courteous treatment
they had met with, taking occasion at
the same time to eompliment the Mary-
land line. In 1780 Count de Rocham-
bean, with his troops, landed at New-
port, Rhode Island, and remained in
Ameriea for two years and a half.
Many of the first nobles of France were
among the officers of this army, and to
enomerate them is to call up a vision of
the ancien régime, of the courtiers and
fine gentlemen whoe graced the salons of
France in the early years of the reign
of Louis X VL. and his fascinating, beau-
tiful queen. There were the Counts
Christian and William de Denx Points,
the Count de Cuostine, the Viscount e
Chartres, the Viscount de Noailles, bro-
ther-in-law of Lafayette, the Baron and
the Count de Viemenil, the Count e
Dumas, the Count de Segur, the Cheva-
lier de Lameth, and Count Arthor [il-
lon. Chief among Rochambean's offi-
cers, in the romantic interest attaching
to his name throngh its connection later
with the unfortunate Marie Antoinette,
was the handsome and amiable Swede,
Count Axel de Fersen. Afterwands, in
memoirs and travels, the Duke de Lau-
zun, Chastellox, and others of these gay
and  aceomplished men recalled their
American life in more or less comph-
mentary colors.

Going to and from Virginia in 1781,
the memorable year of Yorktown, the
French troops passed through Baltimore
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and Annapolis, and at other times some
of the officers must have wvisited these
two places and enjoyed the gayeties they
afforded. The Abbé Robin, a chaplain
in Rochambean’s army, was struck with
the appearance of wealth and luxury in
Maryland's little capital. He thought
the ladies very extravagant, and he
writes : “ Female luxury here exceeds
what is known in the provinees of France.
A French hairdresser is a man of im-
portance amongst them; and it is said
a certain dame here hires one of that
eraft at one thousand erowns a year.”
Une of these loxury-loving dames of
Aunapolis, doubtless, was the wife of
Benjamin Ogle, the pretty QQuakeress,
Henrietta Hill. She had doffed gray
gowns and sober fashions on her mar-
rage, in 1770, with a young gentleman
who loved society, it would seem, as
much as she did, and she became one
of the leaders of the fom in the impor-
tant small city, which was to be for a
brief period a federal as well as a state
capital.

The marriage certificate of Governor
Benjamin Ogle and Miss Hill is still
preserved by one of their descendants,
and runs in this wise : —

September 13, 1TT0.

I hereby certify, That by permission
of Licence, granted by hizs Excellency
Robert Eden Esq : Governor and Com-
mander-in-chief in and over the Pro-
vince of Maryland ; Benjamin Ogle and
Henry [#ic] Margaret Hill were this
day lawfully married together, accord-
ing to the Form and Manner prescribed
in the Liturgy of the Church of Eng-
Innl. Dav. Love,

Rector of Allhallows,
Anne Arundel County.

But to return to Ann Dulany, who,
thongh still enamored of her English
friends, was beginnving to look with a

more gracious eye upon the sons of
France.
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Bavrimore Towx, Decembier 20, 1751,

Your agreeable (but short letter with-
out a date), my dear cousin, I received
yesterday by the post. Why in the
name of goodness did you not (as you
onee intended) write to me by the Brit-
ish officer? A letter even from an in-
different correspondent by such an op-
portunity would have been weleome ;
judge, then, what a treat yours must have
been.

A few days ago I had the pleasure
of three French gentlemen (real gen-
tlemen) to drink tea with me. One of
them was a Count Somebody with a
hard name ; a very elegant man of fash-
ion, one might see it at once. He holds
his commission under the French king,
and not under King Con. Also a youth
of sixteen, who is the best performer on
the violin without exception I ever heard.
He was on board the ship that captored
Lord Rawdon. He told us in broken
English that Madam Doyl is a sweet
lady, and that he could not tell how
much he loved the British prisoners, and
that he eried like an infant when they
parted.

What a pity it is that every nation
on earth show more liberality than our
poor infatoated countrymen! Lord
Cornwallis, I am told, has sent many
acceptable presents to the French com-
mander in Virginia, with a polite let-
ter thanking him and the French offi-
cers in general for their many civilities,
but not a word to others.

There have been petitions on petitions
for and against the playhouse. 1 have
nothing to do with petitions, but I have
done all in my power to contribute my
part. L’Argean iz to have my harpsi-
chord, and they talk of having part of
Lord Cornwallie’s band. If so, there
still will be wanting another thing to
make it perfeet — and you are that very
thing. . . . 1 have scarcely left room
to tell my dearest cousin how affection-
ately I am hers.

Adieun. Axx Drraxy.
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P.S. If ever yon have an opporto-
nity of writing by a British officer, I beg
you to write. I have inclosed for your
perosal an epitaph on Angel André
Let Mrs. Stewart see it, and return it in
your next.

Bavrimone Tows, Mareh 22 1782,

I am so charmed with the last even-
ing's entertainment, and so muech fa-
tigned with sitting up till two o’clock in
the morning (a very late hour for me),
and my head is erammed with what I
saw and heard. You must know this
ball was given in honor of Saint Patrick ;
and as the managers knew that we were
allied to this old saint, we were favored
with an invitation several days before it
liappened. In the first place, the British
band played a hundred new and elegant
tunes. Yoo know my passion for music
(I need say nothing of the British).
The whole affair was conducted with the
utmost decoram, every delicacy on the
table that can be imagined, infinitely su-
perior (with sorrow I say it) to anything
I have seen these six years. Youwonld
be surprised, my friend, to see the be-
havior and dress of the girls of this
assembly. The polite end of the town
Liave canse for envy (for yon must know
this ball was at Fell's Point). There is
a Miss Steele, who I wish you could see,
a3 I know you are fond of looking at
pretty things.  She has, without excep-
tion, the finest face I ever saw: in the
Plater style, but without art or affecta-
tion.

The playhouse continues to be erowd-
ed every mght. There had like to have
been much mischief occasioned by a
party of young fellows who were very
drunk at the last play, but, by the me-
diation of friends, it is managed to the
satisfaction of all. I saw a French-
man next day, and said to him, * There
was a fight last night.” He laughed
Very much, and said, "':Tllﬂ}" mnaie lml_1,r
Sright, but no blood, madame. Upon
my word, they did very great things,”
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said the little Frenchman, and away he
tripped.
Mamma joins me in affectionate love.
Ever yours, Any Duraxy.

EBavrmore Toww, April 14, 1732,

My pEAr Covsiy, — I am extremely
obliged to you for your kind inquiries
after the health of my dear brother.
Mr. Cheston, whe left London in Oecto-
ber, informs us that he left him well and
as happy as any person could be in his
situation. But as he knows everything
15 inspected before it reachies us [he] de-
clined writing.

Our old acquaintance, Dick Tilgh-
man, 18 returned to England possessed
of amazing wealth. And what is much
to his credit, he boasts that it was all ob-
tained with elean hands. He has wrote
to his father to draw for a thousand a
year, which he assures him can be paid
without the least inconvenience, 1 never
admired Dick so much in my life, though
I always had a regard for him. Itis
not for his riches, but for his liberalty
and gratitude to a worthy father. If it
were possible (and I was a man) to take
his profession, I never would rest till L
went to India and followed his noble ex-
ample.

I am glad to hear my aunt Ogle is
well. I do not wonder at her wishing
to spend the Holy Days with her friends,
or at her wishing to return, for surely
any place on earth must be preferable
to Ameriea.

Several Frenchmen visit me, and I
find them agreeable. They are all easy
and polite, and ready to oblipe. They
say the Tories are the people of fashion,
at least, and they love and pity them for
all their great sutferings. This is French
flattery, some may think. But I beg
leave to differ with all such. Becanse,
when we reflect on their great loyalty
and attachment to their king (and love
for all kings in general), and their very
great contempt for the rulers of this
Eﬂ:?!«rﬂ, I believe them sineere. . .
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Remember me to all.

affection, Y ours,
Axny Durany.
1 wish you wounld write nonsense, as

I do, and then your letters would not be
s0 short.

With sincere

French flattery was winning over the
fair Ann, and she ends at last by marry-
ing a Frenchman, In 1785-84 the war
was over, and the foreign troops were
leaving America, while the Tories were
coming back, and society was shaping it-
self anew under the changed conditions
of peace times. More than one of Amer-
ica’s patriot daughters, no doubt, felt
that a pleasant element was passing out
of their midst with the departure of the
amiable, fraternizing Frenchmen ; and
Tory Ann acknowledges, at last, their
power to charm. She writes, May 4,
1785 : —

“1 have felt myself in a very awkward
sitnation for several days past. The
canse is parting with the French offi-
cers that were intimately acquainted with
us, and many of them most valuable
acquaintances. I often wish myself as
senseless as the paper I am writing on,
but to no purpose.”

Congress met at Annapolis in 1783,
and here Washington resigned his com-
mand. The Maryland Assembly was
also in session, and the little town was
very gay. There were still a few French-
men lingering on the scenes. Major-
General da Portail and Brigadier-Gen-
eral Armand were in Annapolis memori-
alizing Congress on the subject of their
pay and that of the officers under them.
The Chevalier d’ Annemours, consal-gen-
eral of France in the States of Maryland,
Virginia, ete., was holding conferences
with a committee of the Maryland As-
sembly. The Chevalier de la Luzerne,
the successor as French envoy to Gérard
de Rayneval, was attending the session
of Congress, and writing home to his
government reports which should prove
interesting material for the futare histo-
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rian. General Mifflin, the president of
Congress, though a Philadelphian, was
much at home in Maryland, where his
stepmother, the wife of John Beale
Bordley, was living at the latter's beauo-
tiful and cultivated estate on Wye Isl-
and.

Among the returned loyalists at An-
napolis at this time were Robert Eden,
the late governor, and Henry Harford,
the last lord proprietary of Maryland.
The following undated letter of Henri-
etty Ogle's to her consin, Miss Lowndes,
was evidently written in this winter of

178384 : —

This cruel weather has prevented me
for some time hearing from my dear
Miss Lowndes, but I hope it is now grow-
ing more moderate, and that people will
soon travel about a little. But when the
roads will be fit for yon to come to An-
napoliz I know not.

I assure you the town is very agree-
able. The minister has been about two
weeks here, and two agreeable men with
him, and a gay French officer, General
Armand, with whom I danced last night
at a ball where there were sixty ladies.
Our friend was there in searlet and gold,
and looked like himself. You know I
always thought him superior to most.
We supped with him two nights ago, a
snug party. Generally dine once a weck
with the president. The last time was
day before yesterday, with forty. I
must lay down my pen for some time,
as 1 am told the prettiest fellow in the
world is below, to whom I hope soon to
introduce you.

The above was written yesterday,
when I thought to have finished my let-
ter, but was engaged in the evening
to Mrs. Thomson, who lhas a tea-party
every Saturday. Sometimes there will
be thirty ; however, it was a small one
last night. T came home early, and had
Mr. Harford and Mr. Smith to supper.
Sir Robert at Strawberry Hill. . . .

Mr. Ogle says this is such stuff, don't
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read it. He is as fat —and quite the
beau ; never happy but in a party. . . .
Our tender love attend you all.
Very sincerely yours,
H. OgLE.
This mowment a card to drink tea at
Mr. Harford's.

* Our friend in scarlet and gold " was
evidently Sir Robert Eden, who seems
to have been staying at Strawhberry
Hill, the residence of Richard Sprigg,
in Anne Arundel County, near Annapo-
lis. Sir Robert was in Maryland for the
purpose of recovering some of his pro-
perty. He died while in this country,
and was buried under the pulpit of an
olil church two or three miles from An-
napolis, probably the same Allhallows
where Mrs. Ogle was marvied. Henpi-
etta Ogle survived her husband, who
died in 1809, and lived to a ripe old age.
Une among her many descendants, Ben-
jamin Ogle Tayloe, an accomplished gen-
tleman and lover of art, will be remem-
bered in econnection with the interest-
ing collection presented to the Corcoran
Gallery in Washington, which bears his
name. A lovely portrait of his mother,
Ann Ogle, daughter of Governor Benja-
min and Henrietta Ogle, painted by Gil-
bert Stuart, is eonspienous among the
family pictures in the Tayloe room. A
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volume of Benjamin Ogle Tayloe’s let-
ters and essays, published by lhis widow
for private cireulation, contains a good
deal that is characteristic and eurious in
relation to a generation that is passing
away.

Ann Dulany married M. Delaserre,
of whom her relatives in America at
the present day seem to know nothing
beyond the fact of his nationality. They
went to England to live, probably on
account of the troubles of the French
Revolution. The only child of Mrs.
Delaserre became the wife of Sir Jouhn
Hunter, physician to the queen. She
died childless, and bequeathed a large
fortune to one of the Dulanys of Vi
ginia, a deseendant of Daniel Dulany’s
patriot son, Colonel Benjamin Tasker
Dulany. From Lady Hunter also came
across the sea, to the young relative who
bore her mother’s maiden name, the be-
quest of many valuable jewels. Buot when
the jewel cases arrived, they were found
to be filled with sets of pinchbeck and
glass, the precious stones having all been
stolen.  Omly two rings, a magnificent
diamond and a carved ruby, reached
their destination. The little heiress,
then but nine years old, married later
ler consin of the same name, and a son
of this marriage now enjoys the fortune
of Ann Dulany’s daughter.

Kate Mason Enwland.

THE HIDDEN GRAVE.

THEY put you into a coffin, my sweet,
And buried it in the clay;

They trampled the earth above with their feet,
And left it and went away.

But oh, in my living heart you lie, —
My loving heart, with its roses;

Qur souls there meet, they

kiss and they sigh,

And no one this grave discloses.

A. RB. Grote.



