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PREFACE.

The Life story of a public man cannot help being to some extent the
same thing as a history of the times in which he lived, and to the
case of none does this remark apply with more force than to that of
the "Father of his Country;" which very title shows the degree to
which the personality of its bearer became identified with the public
life of the nation. While a great deal of the space in this book,
consequently, has had to be devoted to American Revolutionary History,
it is hoped that excess in this direction has been avoided, and that
the main purpose of the work will be attained, i.e. to give its young
readers a distinct and vivid idea of the exalted character and
priceless services of Washington, so far as these can be brought

within the understanding of a child.



THE LIFE OF

GEORGE WASHINGTON.

CHAPTER L.

BOY-HOOD.

George Wash-ing-ton was born in the State of Vir-gin-i-a, at a place
known as Bridg-es Creek, on Feb-ru-a-ry 22, 1732. His great
grand-sire, John Wash-ing-ton, came from Eng-land in the year 1657,
and took up lands in that state and was a rich man. George was the son
of his grand-son Au-gus-tine. Au-gus-tine's first wife was Jane

But-ler who died and left him with two boys. His next wife was Ma-ry

Ball, and George was her first child.

The old home-stead in which George was born stood near the banks of
the Po-to-mac Riv-er, and was built with a steep roof that sloped down
to low eaves that hung out far from the main wall. There were four
rooms on the ground floor, and some near the roof, and at each end of
the house was a great fire-place built of brick, with broad

hearth-stones, such as were in style in those days.

A stone is all that marks the birth-place of George Wash-ing-ton. He

was not more than eight years of age when his fa-ther went to live on



a farm near the Rap-pa-han-nock Riv-er. The house was built much in
the same style as the one at Bridg-es Creek, but it stood on high

ground, and here all his boy-hood days were spent.

As there were no good schools in A-mer-i-ca at that time, those who

had the means sent their sons to Eng-land to be taught and trained.
Law-rence Wash-ing-ton was sent when he was 15 years of age, and as he
was the first-born it was thought that he would in time take his

fa-ther's place, as head of the house.

The school to which George was sent stood in a field on his fa-ther's
land, and was taught by a man named Hob-by. This gave it the name of

the "Hob-by School."

There were but three things taught there: How to read--How to
write--and How to do sums--and some folks thought that these were all
their boys and girls had need to learn. Books were scarce and dear,
and as most of the men raised fine crops, and kept up a brisk trade,
they were well pleased to have their boys learn how to buy and sell,
and to make out bills. George had been trained by his fa-ther, who was
a strict and yet a just man, to love the truth and to do right at all
times. He was made to feel that it was a sin to tell a lie, and much

worse to hide a fault than to own it.

George had a small axe of which he was quite proud, and boy-like, he
cut right and left with it, and thought not of the harm he might do.

On the lawn stood a small tree which his fa-ther hoped to see grow up



to a good height and to bear fine fruit. George made a great gash in
this tree with his sharp axe, and when his fa-ther saw it he was quite

sad. He called the boy to his side, and in a stern voice said:

"Who did this? Who cut this tree?"

George hung his head with shame. He knew he had done wrong; and he
stood in fear of his fa-ther, who he knew would use the rod where

there was need of it. It was a chance for the boy to show what kind of
stuff he was made of. George raised his face, still red with the blush

of shame, and said in his frank way, and with-out a sign of fear:

"I did it, fa-ther, I can-not tell a lie."

There was no need to use the rod on such a boy as that, and the
fa-ther must have felt a thrill of joy when he found that the great
truths he had taught his son had such a hold on his mind and had

struck their roots deep in-to his heart.

It is told that he clasped George to his breast, and said with tears
in his eyes; that it would grieve him less to lose scores and scores

of trees, than to have his boy tell one lie.

But you must not think that George Wash-ing-ton was such a good-good
boy that he could guide him-self, and did not need to be kept in
check. He was high strung, as quick as a flash, and felt that he was

born to rule, and these traits his mo-ther had to keep down and train



so that they would not wreck the young boy, for when George was not
yet twelve years of age his fa-ther died, and his mo-ther was left

with the care of five young folks. The task was one for which she was
well fit, as she had rare good sense, a fine mind, a strong will, and

a kind heart.

She used to read to her boys and girls each day out of some good book,
talk with them, and tell them how they could best serve God and man,
and George laid up each word in his heart, and sought to pay her back

as well as he could for all her kind love and care.

She said of George that he was "a good boy;" and it has been said in

her praise that "a no-ble mo-ther must have borne so brave a son."

When George was 13 and his half-bro-ther Law-rence 21, Eng-land and
Spain went to war, and Law-rence went with the troops that were sent
to the West In-dies. The sight of Law-rence in war-like trim, the

sound of drum and fife, and the march of troops through the streets,
fired the heart of the young lad, and from that time his plays and

games, in school and out, took on a war-like turn.

There was a boy at school, named Wil-li-am Bus-tle, who took up arms
and marched with as much zeal as George Wash-ing-ton. But George was

at all times com-mand-er-in-chief!

He was fond of all the sports that boys love, and could run, and jump,

and climb, and toss bars, and took part in all those feats that kept



him in health and strength.

He could pitch quoits with great skill, and the place is shown at
Fred-er-icks-burg where, when a boy, he flung a stone a-cross the
Rap-pa-han-nock. He was fond of a horse, and there was no steed so

wild that George could not mount on his back and tame him.

Mrs. Wash-ing-ton had a colt which she thought so much of that she let
it run loose in the field. He was so fierce that no one had dared to

get on his back.

One day George went out to view the colt with some of his boy friends,
and he told them that if they would help him put the bit in the

colt's mouth he would mount. The boys drove the colt in-to a small
lot, put the bit in his mouth, and Wash-ing-ton was soon on his back.
The beast rushed in-to the field, but was soon curbed by the strong
arms of the boy on his back. Then the colt reared and plunged and
tried in all sorts of ways to get rid of the lad, who clung to the

colt's bare back as if he had been glued there. Mad with rage the colt
tried once more to throw him, but strained too hard, and fell to the

ground and died in a short time.

The group of boys were well scared at this sad end of their fun, and
scarce knew what to do. When they went back to the house Mrs.
Wash-ing-ton asked the boys if they had seen her fine breed of colts.
"The one I am most proud of," said she, "I am told is as large as his

sire." Some of the lads hung their heads and knew not what to say; but



George spoke up in his frank way and said that the colt was dead.

"Dead!" cried she; "and from what cause?"

Then George told her just what had been done, and how hard the beast
had fought to get free, and how at the last, with one wild fierce

plunge, he fell down and died.

A flush rose to the mo-ther's cheek, and then she said to her boy: "It
is well; but while I grieve at the loss of my fine colt, I feel a

pride and joy in my son, who speaks the truth at all times."

George was fond of his books too, and was so wise a lad, and so full

of thought, and had so keen a sense of what was just, that his
school-mates came to him when they got in-to a war of words, or of
blows, that he might say which side was right and which was wrong, and
thus put an end to the fight. This use of his mind made George look at
things in a clear light, and gave him that look of true pride which

all men of high mind, the real kings of earth, are wont to wear.

In due time George out-grew the Hob-by School, and was sent to live
with his half-bro-ther Au-gus-tine, at Bridg-es Creek, where there was
a school of a high grade. But George had no taste for Lat-in or Greek,
and liked best to do sums, and to draw maps. He wrote with great care,

page after page of what he called "Forms of Wri-ting."

These were notes of hand, bills of sale, deeds, bonds, and the like,



such as one would think a boy of 13 would not care much a-bout.

In this same book (it is kept to this day) George wrote out one

hun-dred and ten "Rules," which were to guide him in act and speech at
home and a-broad. Some few of these I will give you, that you may see
at how young an age this boy set out to train him-self, and fit

him-self for the high place he was to fill. It al-most seems as if he

must have known the high rank he was to take; but this could not be.
His soul was fixed on high things; he had; no low tastes; and he was

led by the hand of God.

Here are some of the rules that George Wash-ing-ton took as the guide

of his youth.

"In the pres-ence of o-thers sing not to your-self with a

hum-ming noise, nor drum with your fin-gers or feet.

"Sleep not when o-thers speak, sit not when o-thers stand,
speak not when you should hold your peace, walk not when

o-thers stop.

"Turn not your back to o-thers when speak-ing; jog not the
ta-ble or desk on which an-o-ther reads or writes; lean not

on a-ny one.

"Read no let-ters, books, or pa-pers in com-pa-ny; but when

there is a need for do-ing it, you must ask leave. Come not



near the books or wri-tings of a-ny one so as to read them,
un-less asked to do so, nor give your o-pin-ion of them
un-asked; al-so look not nigh when an-o-ther is wri-ting a

let-ter.

"In wri-ting or speak-ing give to each per-son his due

ti-tle ac-cord-ing to his rank and the cus-tom of the place.

"When a man does all he can, though it suc-ceeds not well,

blame not him that did it.

"Be slow to be-lieve e-vil re-ports of a-ny one.

"Be mod-est in your dress and seek to suit na-ture rather
than to win ad-mi-ra-tion. Keep to the fash-ion of your
e-quals, such as are civ-il and or-der-ly with re-spect to

times and pla-ces.

"Play not the pea-cock, look-ing all a-bout you to see if
you be well decked, if your shoes fit well, your stock-ings

sit neat-ly, and your clothes hand-some-ly.

"Make friends with those of good char-ac-ter, if you care

for your own rep-u-ta-tion, for it is bet-ter to be a-lone

than in bad com-pa-ny.

"Speak not of dole-ful things in time of mirth, nor at the

10



ta-ble; speak not of mourn-ful things, as death, and wounds,
and if o-thers men-tion them, change, if you can, the

dis-course.

"Ut-ter not base and fool-ish things 'mongst grave and
learn-ed men; nor hard ques-tions or sub-jects a-mong the

ig-no-rant; nor things hard to be believed.

"Be not for-ward, but friendly and court-e-ous; the first to
sa-lute, hear, and an-swer; and be not pen-sive when it is

time to con-verse.

"Gaze not on the marks or blem-ish-es of o-thers, and ask

not how they came.

"Think be-fore you speak, pro-nounce not im-per-fect-ly, nor
bring out your words too hast-i-ly, but or-der-ly and

dis-tinct-ly.

"Treat with men at fit times a-bout bus-i-ness; and whis-per

not in the com-pa-ny of o-thers.

"Be not cu-ri-ous to know the af-fairs of o-thers, nor go

near to those that speak in pri-vate.

"Un-der-take not to do what you can-not per-form, but be

care-ful to keep your prom-ise.
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"Speak not e-vil of the ab-sent, for it is un-just.

"Make no show of ta-king great delight in your food; feed
not with greed-i-ness; cut your bread with a knife; lean not

on the ta-ble; nei-ther find fault with what you eat.

"When you speak of God, let it be grave-ly and in

re-ver-ence. Hon-or and o-bey your pa-rents, al-though they

be poor.

"Let your a-muse-ments be man-ful, not sin-ful.

"La-bor to keep a live in your breast that lit-tle spark of

ce-les-ti-al fire, called con-sci-ence."

It is not known where George found these rules he took so much pains

to write out, but it is plain that he set great store by them, and

made use of them through out his whole life.
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