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THE_CONTINUING AHLRIC}‘\N ng;\gg;‘._ggg‘rg _IN_CHAUTAUNIA
COUNTY

In February, when the program commititee {Mr. Lest,
Miss Crocker, and Mr, Wright) asked me if I would address the
Spriag Meeting of this society, I checked my calendar to see
if it was pousible, According to ny calendar, I have a very
impor dnt commitment to keep some 400 miles {rom here later
todev. Cleuarlv it 1mould he difficult if not impossinle. With
this in wmind I did what I had to do == I phoned Mr. Leet and
tald him % would accept the invitation, Why?

=-because I remember well the warm welcome this
same group yave me at the Holiday Tnn in Fredoania (1973).

- pbecause I can never rvesist the temptation toe talk
about my egcond love - Chautaugua County history.

--hecause psychologically Y fall somewhere between
an incurzble optimist and a masochist, That is, I have been
spesiing 21 the last three years on Chautazuqua county’s place
ir gur national bi-centennial with 1ittie result., Mr., Leet'’s
suggestion that I focus on that theme might w21l have been the
clincher.

~~and finally - becsuse 1 discovered that 3£ 7
keep my engine vunning and beat 2ll of vyou to the door it
might vei pe nossible to catch an afterncon flight from
Buffale and keep an after dinner engagement in the Catsiills,
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Well, my commitment was nade, I apgreed to address you
teday on che sopic - "The Continuing Americen Revolution =

I rhstdnq,a vounty,”

Unfortunately, for more than s month all I had
wes aa inepiration. Mere than sixty speeches or talks on
ClLautauqua County history in the past year hasd long agon
sepped my creativity and completely bahkrupted my researches
or the subject.

Then, in mid-March ar amazing sequence of events
rfeided. 7 think it happened oa S5t. Patrick®s Day - when my
vizh antes .ors tron.J}mestown - the Mahoneys - conjured up
er.ogh lepvechauns to inspire even gz haif-German mind, It
h: nnewei mr the 17t of March; 5t, tty's day itself, when
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I - fortunately or unfortunately - consumed 2 dangerous
concoctien of works in one sitting. They included:
~<-Bertrand Russell's essay, “The Theologian'’s Nightmare®
--Carl Becker®s essay, "The Spirit of '76 or Jermiah
WYynkoop®
==a long poem on Clio, the muse of history.

With all this -~ under my belt as it were -- 1 sat
dewn on the 17th ©of March ¢o edit a lecture which I had to give
or the 1%th -- on the Ysexual mysticism" of the Rev., Thomzs
Lake ilartis and his Brotherhood of the New Life. {Harris
was e of Chautauqua County®s more infamous creative -- if
net pro=cryeative -- geniuses of the last century}.

Well -- the concoction of readings combined with
Harris's mysticism {or whatever) sent me asleep later that
evening and into an almost trance-like state. It wasun't long
hefore Clio ~-- the muse of history =-- came along and tock me
on an incredible odpssey ~- through the difficult straits
of Chautauqua County.
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There I was asleep at 161 West Main Street,
.l

Westfield, New York, when Y rose to semi-conscoivsness and
felt the presence of someone or something foreign or srrange
in our bedroom,

Eefore I could call out =-- there I was --bagred
by Clio the Muse of History., Bound and mute, Clic led me
off that night on an odyssey that led to Chautauqua Creek ~-
flying {almost hurdling) up the creek bed for a few miles
== jusgt above a water fall -- she darted (with me well in tow}
irto & cave whose opening had for centuries discuised tThe

size. of the interior.

When Clic loosed me from her grasp I fcund myself
standing heforve what appeared to be a panel or tribunal of
some sort,

"Hieve he i1s,"™ Clio said as she dropned me before
the bench,

“"Ohhhh!" the tribunatl chorused as they appraised
me in my hlue and white paislev pajamas.
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"He is skinny,.”
*Didn't knew he had a’l that hair.,"

o "I think he's cute™ -- mada up the bulk of the
initial comments,

Not knowing where to begin I said: "And where am
I and who are you?™

“No matter whe we are = but - you are before us
because we chose to summon you,™

“As Clio's Bi-Centennial Committee we chose you
as ouv 'Loser ir Need of a New Story Award.‘®’ The speaker
was a dark woman with long stringy hair, "We have studied
the Bi-Centenniazl plans of your ares and can. clearly see that
botk vou =< whe have talked about it more than anyone else --
and 23 the others who have also done little or nothing ==
could use a vefresher course in what the Americarn Revolution
was in Chavtauqua County. Child, you of all people should
know that a revolution means change and Chautauqua county
has been experiencing change -- the most important aspect
¢f the ‘Continuing American Revolution' for 200 years now,"

Child she called me, "Next thing I know that witch
will be czlling me little Ja kie Ludes,." I really wasn’t
grasping the situation.

At that instant Clio herself boomed out at me, her
voice reverberating off the walls of the cavae: "We think a
case can be made for, the unfolding of the Continuing Amcrican
Revolution in Chautauqua County."

1t was apparent that T was in for a long nignt so
I sat down, at Clio's request, bsfore the bench and listened
to an unearthly performance.

“First witness," called Clio,

'nte the dim candlelit vestibule of the cave came
a very old man, I though for a second that I knew him -- a
derarted uncle parhaps, A slight man with & prominent crop
of white hazir and an enormous pair c¢f hands. He was obviously
a man who knew what hard work was,

"Hefs here Samuel," Clio said to him,
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I wanted to shout "stop -- don’t do this just for me.
There are others who ought to . . . ' But at the sane time I heard
a c¢latteving and when I realized that it was nmy biscusnids ricocheting
off my incisors [ knew that I couldn't utter a word.

The= ¢ld man spoke very softly. Ilis voice was strained:
almest inaudihle. lHis name, he said, was Samuel Shattuck. lie had
fought, so he claimed, not only in the American Revolution but also
in the war that hrought it on. I listened.

"In April, 1753, I (Samuel Shattuck) accompanizd an
officer and five men under orders of the commanding officer of the

English nosit at Odswego. We left Oswego on foot and headed west
toward Lake Eric. When we reached a point near the mouth of
Cattaraugus Creek we saw a 'French Flotilla' on its way west. We

monitered the French as hest we could from shore. We encamped briefly,
at Canadawavy Creek in what you now call the Town of Dunkirk. Narrowly
escaning the Indian allies of the French, we proceeded to the Chuatauqua
Creek (Rarcelcna) and watched while the enemy felled trees along the
west bhank. Verv scomn, a larger French party arrived, put a stop to

the construction, and all moved farther west with our party following
clse behind. We observed the French building forts at Erie and at
French Creek. In order to hide ourselves efficiently we stayed,

all the while, in caves, and ‘*depended unon bows and arrows, traps

and snares to secure game for food.'"

"In Nctober we were re-deployed to moniter the French.
“hile in Chauteunua County we followed the high ground south of
Lake Erie -- keening the lake clearly in our view. At Chautauqua
Creek we acain found the French busily proceeding with the construction
of a major road which stretched from Lake Erie to Chautauqua Lake.
We stayed several weeks and finallv witnessed the French departure

fer Canada.”

"1 tell you this,” Shattuck continued -- his voice
raspy and fading, “because { was a soldier in England's war for
enmpire. In a sense I won that war. We drove the French from
Chautauqua County and elsewhere. But having done that -- my English
friends could not afford the victory. So, they ordered us to stay
out of the newly won land. For some of us that was reason enough
to continue the fight -- bhut this time against the English."

Shattuck's voice seemed to trail off. I had known,
from my research, that he had bhecome a pioneer settler of the Town
of Portland {dying there in 1827) but I couldn’t be sure if his
last words deezlt with his pioneer experience or not.
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lie finished, exihausted, and was led back in the
dgirection frem which he had appeared.

Clio starred down at me. "Quasticus!' she asked --
loocking both at me ond thew at the bench.

"It is apparaent,” she screeched, "that the seed cof
revolutien wzs planted hers -- within your county.”

"Next,' che called ourt.

I had no idea what to expect. The ghest of Samuel
Shattuck had been enough to haunt me for the next 200 years.

"Moses,” Clio said as feet shuffled in the distance.

J expected to see a man with white flowing robes and
beard bearing golden tablets. Instead, 'oses appeared as a young
man in his mid-forties. Ie was rather squat -- short and thick
and not at all hiblical.

i1is name, he said, was Moses Bacon. "I cams over
the 'Old Portage Road' to Zllery in 1809. I came here from
Mutchess County and, like hwundreds of others who came at the sane
time; I helped push the American frontier west. I spent our last
dollar secuvine the title to our land. My boys and I had to pay
for our first bushel of potatoes and some flour with our own labor

at the Crossroads."

" Moses sounded like a man who, in retrospect, was
just bezinning to appreciate the enormous contribution of a life
he had both directed and enjoyed.

"To cleav my small portion of what was then a2 virgin
forest,"” Moses exclaimed, "was a man-killing job. The yoke of
oxen { had driven with us, and my bovys and I supplied the power.
When we firer Lurned our fallow wa sold our black salts of lve for
a npig, another hushel of potatoes, and a few other items. We
tunk as many loacs as we could to the ashery and each trip brought
us thal much closer to paying up the Holland Land Company."

lioses ramhled on nostalgically about the condition
of Chautaunua ceounty when he arrived here. He described at
ienath the higck hear, will cats, wild turkey and partridpes that
were ofcen seen in the forast and on the pioneer's table.



I was 5till Jdreaming about the erormeus flocks
of piceons and packs of wolves he described when I realized that
Mozes was raisinyg hi: voice attempting, ironically, t¢ bring me
back to esrth.

“"Jacob," he was almost shouxring. Jacob--Ithoupht.
{(The lzstl pevson to call me that was Rod Nixon--and tiat was twe
vears ace when T asked him to collect for the United Fund”

"Jaceb, [ died on my land when I was 42 yesrs
old., Rur ¥ Zeft my wife, and my sons, and their <hileresn, and
their children's children something. Bacon's have been in
Chauteuqua county ever since it was a frontier--ever wince I
brought tlem thera. And that's important. I was able to give my
children that. It-isn't that simple anymore.'

Moses seemed to literally fade away. 1 was struck
by his apnreciation of his own role in our county's histery.
Buz, having chanpinned Chautaugua county as the First Frowntiev
for some years, 1 wasn't suire what more I could do. 1 wis awnre
that the endurance cf the Bacoens and other pioneers wegs in itself
reason for celebration. Hundreds of Chautaugqua's freaxtier
families had given up and moved farther west to the territories
open up by the Northwest Ordinance.. There was not to be any
"aastening of civilization" in the Yands offered for cale by the
Hollard Land Company. As a result Bacen aud others would develicp
an. Anzrican conscicusness nuch later than other western settlers.

I could sense a lightening of the night and I knew
that dawn was fast approaching. Clio and her nanel starred down
at me as 1if tuo see if I could withstand some further testimony.

From the shadows I saw a larse figuire aove forward.
A man appeared. Y sensed that I should know him. “fle came forward
with a3 cane and I could ¢ell, somehow, that his thic¥ vhite hair
had at/one time been ved. He had enormous broad schoulders, now
rather stooped.

"When wa hesrd 1t was you that was seat tor. . .,"
the c¢id man began. Dbut Cllo irnterrupted as he ambled forward.

he said. "We thought that your great-

"Mr., Ludes,” she .
i1l you in on a most imporilant chapler

grandfather Mahoney would



of this c¢ounty’s anvi America's history."

My ogreatr-prandfather!  Thank poodness for (lio.

"When we heard it wis you," he repeated, ‘the remilyv
decided that I, as 'the Elder'. . .V

"1 understand,” 1 lieard myself say.

"Jake, I cane here {{o Janestown) with my brother
James in 1853, As soon as we could we sent for Edward, Tom. and
Kate. Fortunacely, T had a skill, unlike other Yrish who came
heres, T was a brvicklayer. 1T was rble to save some and being good
at wy trade I coon'was able to form my own company.”

"From my position, Jake, I.was ﬁble to see what was
anpeniry 1o other ivmisrants like me. It md de ne difference.
all wagthey they were i{rish or Swedish or Protestant orv

would decide that they ceould afforzd te split in two--an immigrant
chareh and the 'mothey church’ “would develop. The immigrants heve
in Chautauqua county were first segregoited, in part by thelr own
chocsing., They were aleo discriminated agsinst, Then gradually,,
bv dint ¢f their own had work, they were agcented--acculturatea
and assirilated 7 think vou call it in your work."

"That's coyrect,” I saic. I, a third generation
immigrant, offered approval of what had happened more than a
hundred vears ago.

My great-grandfsther recalled for me how he and
his widowed mother, along with several brothers and sisters made
the vovapss to America from Tarbert, on the River Shannon, Ireland,
at the height of the "pozato famine"” in 1849. He was reiunctant,
understandably, to dwell on the hardships of their "Middle Pagsage”
frem the Irvish coast to the Amnerican shore. They arrived ixn

Jamestovn dn 1851, he receiled, and poer but not lacking in ambition,
he anon found employment. After years of hard weork, great-grandfather

became a-luildey and contractor of conciderable reputation in

et

wezvern New York. He wzsn't hoasting., He suspected he lhad been
amna the fortunate., “thers were not so Llessed,” hs oenciuded.

I had so many questions to ask my great-grandiather
vt a sense of urgency was illuminated by a brightening dawn and
tcld me that it could not bde.

trolic. Each new grour had to 'nay its duew.' First, the churches



Even Clio rofrained from comment as great-grandfather
retreated from the brightening dawn now clearly visible in the
vestibule of the cave,

The sense of sxigency seemed briefly o diminish
I sat silen® and Clio and her panel glared down at me. The
lence was uvncomfortable.

o
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"Unfortunately the day has overtaken us,’ Clio
shouted down to me.  '"But there are more who would like to speak
to you. Ira Froster would like to tell you about the reform
movements that developed in your county. Ira was a conductor of
the underground railread; he was also a member of Ui. S. Grange
number 1 and his wife was za charter member of the WCTU."

"I'm so sorry," I said. And I meant it. I was
sorry that for some reason I had to leave and sorry that for
some reason I couldn't continue to see what Clic had arranged.

"Well," Ciio finally spoke, "what kind of bi-
centennial celebration do you plan for your county?"

"I'm realiy not responsible vou see,'" 1 stammered.
*There is a county chairman and I think he has a committee.”

"Think,' she shouted. "Bi-centennial plans are
in action by now. The time for thinking has passed."”

"I know," 1 said apologetically. But lccalities are
doing their cwn things., But county-wide--I don't really think
there is a plan.”

"What vou tell me is inexcusable. It i3 inexcusabile
for county leaders not to demand an appropriate program. It is
inexcusable for someone with the responsibility not to perfrom his
duty--or if he has to inform the public. It is inexcussble for
peonle to sit ty and let this happen. I cannot excuse you Ludes--
and neither can anyone whom you met this night.

"Your couaty," Clio said her voice beginning to

boom, "was the aszedbed of the Revelution, The frontisr expecience

. unfolded here and so 4id the whole reform impulse in America.
Immigrants arrived here in waves and c-eeted new chapvars in Aws-ican
his<cory. What I'm telling you is that the American Rerselutiou has
continued in Chautauquas county from 1776 until 1975 and vou dave
te tell me you have no plaxs--on # county-wide basis--for celshreting
this pageant of history?"
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"I'm afraid that's i1,” 1 murmured.

"Despicabie!' was the last word I heard.
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I awakened some moments later, safely dencsited in
my own hedvoom and knowing what 1 had to say to you today. You
are, after all, the protectors of our county's history. I
have veported to you my experience--and what I know abcecut the
celebratvion of the Bi-Centennial within the county. I owed that

much to Cliao.

I ask you to continue the revelution and offer your
own leadershiip.





