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PAPER I

Editors East Liverpool Tribune:

	Having received the first number of your modest little sheet – which may be very useful to your citizens, if conducted in accordance with your salutatory – and reading the introduction to your “Rambles through the Schools,” reminiscent occurrences and scenes obtruded themselves upon my decaying memory, that, had they been written in a diary or journal as they transpired up to the present date, would have contained matter for a volume, if published in book form, that would have been as interesting as a romance to the rising generation; provided it had been transcribed and compiled by the talent of a Washington Irving.  However, that volume will not be forthcoming but perhaps some of the reminiscences of your town, its pioneers, and those of the surrounding country, might be appreciated by at least a portion of the readers of your youthful journal.  If you think so, I may furnish (if my health permits,) something in that way in a series of articles, taking this for number one:

	East Liverpool is, for this county, a very old town, and yet very new; paradoxical as this may appear, yet it is true.  That portion of the town bounded by Union street on the east, Market street on west, Fourth street on the north, and the Ohio river on the south, was laid out by Thomas Fawcett, Sr., and named on the plat, “St. Clair,” although it was generally called “Fawcettstown,” after the name of the proprietor, and it obtained that name in the list of post towns; also in Cramer’s guide to the navigation of the Ohio river, and on the primitive maps.  I think that portion of town was platted about the year 1798; certainly as early as 1800.  Thus, you perceive, the town is old, and yet, you know that most of its improvements are new.  The place is an apt illustration of human life, having had many “ups and downs” and maintained for many years but a sickly existence, several times narrowly escaping premature death.  First it was fortunate in the possession of as beautiful a site as could readily be found on the banks of the river that washed its southern boundary; but it was unfortunate in its paternity – its founder was grandsire to the writer, on the maternal side, and although a good old Quaker gentleman of a very kind, peace loving, hospitable disposition, yet he had not the natural, or acquired abilities for a successful town builder.  He lacked the ambition and the go-aheaditive vim that characterize successful proprietors, and for the want of which, at the organization of the county, he lost to his place the county seat by one vote.

	Previously, tow or three gentlemen of wealth and influence, residents in Philadelphia, had by proxy, purchased some lots in the town, and had it been fixed upon as the county seat, they would have pushed it ahead with vigor; but when that was lost, they lost all interest in it, paying taxes on their lots for a few years, and then let them be sold for delinquency.  The place went into it first decline; a few families of very limited means, who had purchased lots at the first sale and had erected cabins thereon, remained as monuments of anticipate, but “departed greatness.”  From the hill all around to the river, it was native forest or open common, and thus it remained for some years.  At that day, the first decade in the present century, the place could boast of a postoffice, kept by old Mr. Larwell, father of Joseph, William, John and Jabez Larwell, late of Wooster, Ohio.  I expect the statistics of the receipts and emoluments of that office, could they be exhibited to the astonished vision of your present P. M., - Geo. A Humrickhouse, who by the way is a distant connection of that first postmaster – he would bless his start that he did not live to hold office in the previous age.  The mail was carried on horseback once per week from Steubenville, through Fawcettstown to Pittsburgh.

	In my next I may briefly sketch some of the characters or actors in the scenes and incidents of your place and the immediate surrounding country.
                                                                                                                   Pioneer Junior.

Cincinnati, Ohio, February 1st, 1876.




PAPER II

	My progenitors were pioneers in the first settling of western Pennsylvania.  Two brothers, John and Thomas Fawcett, and also two brothers, Robert and Richard Boyce, with their families, were among the early settlers in Chartier’s Valley, Washington Co., Pa., near the line of Allegheny County.  Richard Boyce and John Fawcett raised their families there, lived to a good old age, died respected by the community around them, as virtuous pioneers should be.  Most of the second generation have passed off the stage and the curtains are drawn between them and us.  The above named Robert Boyce, grandfather of you Representative, (Hon. David Boyce,) and Thomas Fawcett, first proprietor of your town, sold their farms in Pennsylvania and emigrated to the then “North-west Territory.”  Thomas Fawcett, purchasing of Col. Craig a tract of land containing eleven hundred acres, fronting on the river from the present foot of Union street, down to Jethro, made his first clearing, and built his log cabin on that portion at present owned by James Gaston, Sr., and his old friend and neighbor, Robert Boyce, settled on the uplands near the Spring Grove Camp Ground, east little Yellow Creek.  At this point I will pause to answer a question that may arise in the minds of some who read this information synopsis of early history in connection with that of more recent date; “how did the writer acquire a knowledge of persons and incidents spoken of?”  Answer, “I became a settler of your county as early as 1803, and have a blood relative who keeps me posted, as he figured some in the history of your place, and being on intimate terms with him, his experience and the knowledge gained from my ancestors, is the source from which I draw.”  The question being thus answered, I will proceed to narrate events as they occur to my memory.  Thomas Fawcett built the old mill on Carpenter’s Run at the foot of the hill on the New Lisbon road, and this was the first flouring mill in the county.  (I understand a pottery is there now.)  He subsequently conveyed the mill with two hundred acres of land to one of his sons; *said tract fronted on the river from James Gaston’s east line up to the town plat; the proprietor reserved the unsold town lots and forty acres of land immediately back and north of the town until his decease.  His will transferred the lots to four daughters then living, but long since passed away.  One mistake in the old town plat was, no streets bounded it.  The lots abutted against land on every side except the south which was bounded by water.  The streets, as then laid out, ran parallel with section lines north and south, east and west.  In the sequel you will learn why they became changed.  In these early days of the settlement, my friend’s father owned the tract of land adjoining the east side of the town, with river front up to Hon. Josiah Thompson’s west line, thence north to the late Michael McKinnon’s line, who subsequently bought thirty acres off the north end; then Griffith Williams, a Welsh tanner, purchased fifty acres south of that sold to McKinnon, and started a tanyard, where at a subsequent date one of your citizens, “Capt. Huston,” carried on the tanning business.  The land between the tannery and the river was retained as the family homestead.  The State Road from Steubenville to Pittsburgh after passing through town going east, cut off a fraction, say two acres, between it (the road) and the river.  On that tract my friend’s father built a two-story hewed log house with a kitchen of the same material attached; the shingles were of white oak, split and shaved, and were put on with wrought nails, that is, made by hammer.  That was the first shingle roofed house on the north side of the river, in that region of the country – of course it was considered A No. 1.  Well, boys, (Oh, please excuse the term, editors I mean; not having seen you since you were boys, without reflection I can only think of you as such,) to give you an idea of the character and nerve of some of those rough old pioneers, I will relate a few incidents.  The carpenter who constructed that A No. 1 house, was known by the sobriquet of “Old Gage,” given to him on account of the steadiness and strength of his nerves; his proper name was William Hudson.  Well, when he had the rafters properly adjusted, he nailed on the top lath next to the comb; on that lath edge he stood up and walked from gable to gable, carrying a large bottle of whiskey in his hand, occasionally swinging it around his head.  When he got to the end, he broke the bottle and spilt the whiskey over the rafters, a process he called “baptizing the house.”  Most of your readers, no doubt, have heard or read of the great fight between Adam and Andrew Poe on one side, and the celebrated Indian chief “Big Foot” and one of his braves on the other side.  It was Adam and “Big Foot” who had the hand-to-hand fight and hard struggle in the river, Adam finally coming off conquerer.  It is thought by many that the great struggle between the white and red men took place at the rocks opposite East Liverpool.  During the years 1808, 1809 and 1810, I frequently saw Adam and Andrew Poe at my kinsman’s house in Georgetown, Pa.  I was too young to ask questions but I well remember their looks.  They were powerful men, large bone and muscle, but no unwanted corpulancy about them; physically they were just such men as the frontier settlement needed.  In those days John Christmas and John Beaver, both Englishmen, were merchants doing business in Georgetown.  Their greatest wealth, however, consisted of large land properties in the new State of Ohio.  The great thoroughfare from eastern Pennsylvania to the new State, passed through Georgetown, which made Smith’s Ferry a celebrated crossing.

	*This deed and original plat is now in the nads of Mr. C. R. Simms.  It was founded a few weeks ago, among other od papers relating to the estate of Cleaburn Simms, deceased. – [Ed.]



PAPER III

	Although your correspondent is not a writer of novels, yet, you and the readers of the TRIBUNE will discover that he has a novel way of communicating facts; that is, he takes no short cuts to arrive at certain points, his object being mainly to interest and amuse the youthful reader of your young and spirited journal, and at the same time convey to them a knowledge of past underwritten history; all of which had either a direct or remote bearing upon the history of the present little city of East Liverpool.  Having to recall to memory events long since forgotten, you may expect the facts thus recalled to be presented in a rather detached or disconnected form.  We may frequently have to refer to men, places and things, mentioned in preceeding articles, but will here recur for fthe last time to the history of “Old Gage:”   He could gauge his steps and retain his erect position while walking on the comb of the house roof, bottle in hand, as heretofore stated; then he felt he was master of the situation, but alas ! the same kind of spirit with which he baptized the house, stealthily and by degrees so coiled itself around that strong many as to conquer him at last.  Let all take warning and avoid the wily serpent that “chars but to kill.”  At the close of the preceeding article we mentioned Georgetown and Smith’s Ferry for the reason that they had a retarding influence upon the prospects and progress of Fawcettstown.  Georgetown was a trading point before New Lisbon had an existence, and controlled the trade of Beaver County, Pa., and Columbiana county, Ohio, for several years.  Smith’s Ferry being at the junction of two of the eastern emigration tracks to the great north-west territory; one through Pittsburgh and Beaverton, the others through Brownsville and Washington, connecting at the State line near said Ferry, with the western trail (afterward the State road.) leading west through New Lisbon and Canton to Wooster; thus you will perceive that Fawcettstown was left out in the cold.  John Beaver, one of the Georgetown merchants, in connection with Thomas Moore, (father-in-law to your fellow citizen, Matthew Laughlin, Esq.,) at an early day erected a large flouring and saw mill on Little Beaver creek, near the bridge on which the road from Smith’s Ferry to New Lisbon crossed the creek.  The said mills, a blacksmith shop, a tavern and a store kept by Mr. Moore, made it quite a lively place of business for many years, making it necessary that business should obtrude upon the quiet habits of the villagers four miles below.  But time is a great leveler, it “cuts down all both great and small.”  Where are the lively actors of those days, in the busy scenes at those trading points?   “Echo answers:  ‘Where?’”  Doubtless most of them have passed to that “bourne from whence no traveler returns,” but, reader, as we record past events, mark how uncertain are all terrestrial things; the business as well as the people have departed from the above named points, notwithstanding the advantages they once possessed.  A portion of the money made at the once celebrated “Moore & Beaver Mills” is now helping to build up the once almost deserted village.  Early in the present century Wm. Foulks laid out “Foulkstown” subsequently re-named Calcutta, four miles north of Fawcettstown, which still further circumscribed the territory expected to do their butter and egg trading at the quiet village.  So between good and bad luck East Liverpool has had as much luck in quantity as any other place of its size now existing.  It will compare favorably with the luck of the chronicler.  Should there be an item of allegory discussed in the panoramic pen picture, in being presented, it does not detract from the truths herein recorded; with this explanation we shall “make haste slowly” to unroll the picture and let it pass in review.  Unfortunately or otherwise “blood relation,” spoken of as the outset still lives, and the fellow suffered himself to become so mixed up with matters and things appertaining to the deserted little village, that we cannot give a true history of the “ups and downs,” the rise and progress of East Liverpool, without having, perhaps very often, to refer to his acts and doings, hence he desires his name withheld, but that does not relieve the writer from perhaps, the charge of egotism, seeing he inadvertently acknowledged the relationship in the first article.  However, pioneers do not often care for epithets, for they have faced fiercer foes; and let my kinsman think as he may, I shall, without fear or malice aforethought, set down the truths of history in which he may be incidentally connected, exposing his weak points, or stronger ones, if such shall appear, and shall take the liberty of designating him in the future as my friend.


PAPER IV.


	You remember it was said at one time of the late ex-President Andrew Johnson, that he was “swinging round the circle making speeches to save the Constitution.”  So in previous articles, we have been swinging round to point out to those who may feel interested to know something of the past history of East Liverpool, of the surrounding influences that threatened its life, and of the contrary influences that preserved it.  Having shown the opposition to its interests in the east and north surroundings, we proceed to notice those west and south, merely naming the points at present, to which we shall recur and give details hereafter.  

	First, on the south side were Hookstown, Frankfort, and Pughtown, and most important of all, Wellsville on the west.  Thus, you perceive, we close the circle of unhealthy influences that surrounded the weakly child (town.)  Now reader, go back with me to 1816, and we will raise the curtain and see new actors in the scene being portrayed; two new doctors to administer internal and external curative remedies, which they felt assured would restore the sickly one to health.  Those tow personages, John Fawcett and James Pemberton, were at that time merchants of Wheeling, and were men of considerable wealth and influence, and bought the two hundred acre tract of land with the old mill, heretofore described, thereon.  On said land they laid out an addition to the town, platted it and the old town anew, changed the course of the streets, having first obtained the consent of the lot owners and paying damages to three or four who had their small houses to move; so Fawcett and Pemberton became second proprietors and named the place “Liverpool.”  They spent some money making a road up the hill on the opposite side of the run, and proposed establishing a glass works.  And to induce other kinds of manufacturing to that location, they sold some lots, but those proprietors failing to get the manufacturing started, purchasers of lots would not improve them, excepting four persons, Phillip Cooper, Messrs. Welch and S. C. Hill, and a certain John Smith, who administered the law as a justice of the peace for a time in the village.  He was a man with the bump of self-esteem largely developed; when asked at one time “why he remained in such a forsaken place, “ he replied, “that he preferred being king among dogs than dog among kings;” but time and circumstances altered his views.  About 1825 or ’26 he emigrated to Wheeling, and became – to use his own illustration – “a dog among kings.”  You may remember that it was written in the old Book of books that “the sceptre should not depart from Judah nor a law giver from between his feet until Shiloh should come.”  In the case of Liverpool the proprietors No. 2, had in 1817 become government contractors to supply the forts up the Missouri river; they forsook their new town, and gave it up as a lost cause, and after waiting a few years to see what would turn up, the kind and law-giver departed as noted above.  During those years a poor boy, without money or influence and with limited education, who was gradually approaching manhood, who watched with great solicitude the various misfortunes happening to his native town.  He had been nurtured until he was five years old, near the spring a little north of the Messrs. Vodreys’ pottery, then after three years in Pennsylvania he returned to Fawcettstown and resided there during 1811-12-13; then in Wheeling in 1814-15, then he went to Pittsburgh in 1816, only being at Liverpool occasionally until 1820 when it and its suburbs became his home for forty years, excepting four year’s absence, when in 1821 an abortive attempt was made to reinvigorate the “sick child,” (the particulars of which will be hereafter related,) he resolved – circumstances permitting – that he would yet save the “invalid” from entire oblivion.  The attempt to revive the weakly one happened as follows:  Cleveland’s commercial interests demanded a first-class wagon road from that point on the lake to the nearest suitable point on the Ohio river.  Some of those interested visited the town situated on the most direct available route, and stirred up the people in its favor.  The result was they determined to raise funds by subscription, to construct a free clay pike from Cleveland to New Lisbon, Columbiana County, and from thence to the Ohio river, at some point to be selected by the commissioners appointed for the construction of the road.  Said commissioners viewed and surveyed three lines from New Lisbon; one along the Georgetown road (as it was called,) to the river near the Pennsylvania line, one to Liverpool, (it had not the prefix East to it at that time) and the third line to Well’s landing, for there was not town there then.  The commissioners told those interested at each point to procure all the subscriptions for the construction of the road on their route that they could, for on the amount of available funds would very much depend the decision in adopting the route.  A time was appointed for the subscription lists to be laid before the commissioners in New Lisbon, which was accordingly done.  The commissioners informed those interested in the Liverpool route, that the point below them had the best low water landing, but the Liverpool route was most favorable for making a good road, and at the terminus, much the best site for a town; hence their route should be adopted on condition that fifteen responsible free holders should sign a bond to secure the amount subscribed on their route, and gave them until the evening of the next day (if my memory serves me right,) to fill and present their bond.  Accordingly John Bough, then residing where the road would cross the west fork of Little Beaver, was designated to take the bond and secure signatures on the route between New Lisbon and his residence.  Mr. Bough fulfilled his mission that afternoon, and the next morning it was to be completed between that and Liverpool, but as the vulgar saying has it, “there’s many a slip between the cup and the lip.”  More anon.


PAPER V.


	After Mr. Bough’s evening’s business of obtaining signers to the bond was over, he reached home and retired to bed; in the night he was aroused by one of his neighbors who had signed the bond.  He told Mr. Bough that he wished to see the paper he had signed.  It was handed to him; as soon as he had it in his hands, he threw it into the fire, remarking that after he went to bed he had studied the matter over and concluded that it might be the means of breaking up the signers, and he thought the fire the safest remedy to secure them from danger.  The next morning a small group of farmers from the immediate vicinity of Liverpool, including a Mr. Dungan, from Frankfort, Pa., was collected in front of the aforesaid J. Smith’s Tavern, (so called in those days,) on Market Street, between First and Second, awaiting the arrival of the bond, intending to sign and carry it to the Commissioners at New Lisbon, and thus secure the road.  About noon, a messenger arrived with the news of the destruction of the bond.  The awaiting group was composed, with a few exceptions, of men possessing but a small amount of intelligence and less enterprise – so with the above exceptions, the news was rather gladly received by the ignorant and timid, and in a few minutes the group was scattered, each one making a bee-line for home.  Not so, on the other line.  Mr. George Wells and the late Henry Eaton, Esq., said to the Commissioners – “We will take subscription on our line and make the road.”  They were permitted to do so, and the road paid them a hundred per cent, within two years, in the increase of the value of property.  I think the road was completed in 1822 to 1824.  Wellsville improved rapidly – it became the transshipping depot for North and Eastern Ohio, and continued such until the Sandy & Beaver and Mahoning Crosscut Canals intercepted her trade.

	I do not propose to give a history of Wellsville only so far as to show the varied influences that retarded the growth of Liverpool.  It is natural for the plant and tree while young and small, to draw their substance from within a small circumference; but as they grow toward maturity, their roots reach out farther and farther in search of nutriment.  So with the young child or young town – and we have seen that the circle of business points, and avenues of trade and travel, had so environed Liverpool as to cut her off from the usual channels through which nutriment is conveyed to sustain the town or city – and hence, capitalists shunned her, and without capital, she could not burst the bands that bound her in poverty and weakness.  “Wise men” stood aloof and invested where prospects, were more flattering for quick returns – therefore, up till that time, no Savior had been found for the apparently doomed town.  About six families and two bachelors constituted the population in 1823.  The streets were a sward with a single horse path along the center of Second street.  Fawcett and Pemberton had traded the Old Mill and farm adjoining town to Mr. Cleaburn Simms, Sen., taking in exchange Mr. Simms’ farm near Wheeling, Va.  Mr. Simms laid out a portion of the farm in building lots, west of the Fawcett & Pemberton Addition, and thus became the third proprietor – but lots were not in demand, and he had the privilege of retaining them for a considerable length of time – and no doubt the time would have bee protracted still longer, had it not been that one of the weak traits in my friend’s character began to control his actions – he foolishly determined to be patriotic, (even should it entail poverty,) rather than forsake the home  of his nativity in her time of extreme need.  And now gentle reader, with your leave, we will here insert an open link in the chain of history which we will attach, after we have talked for awhile about incidents and things referred to in the early part of our narrative.

	Well, Mr. Editor, in your “Rambles through the Schools,” you refer to the old log school house that once occupied the spot where your present palatial school building stands.  That reference refreshed my memory with an incident said to have occurred in the old school house, which I heard related by the party interested, when he was rather an aged man, and a distance of over a thousand miles from the place of the occurrence.  The relator was the Rev. Adam Poe, son of the Indian fighter, (“A. Poe,”) heretofore spoken of.  He stated that when he was young he attended a meeting and heard a sermon preached, (in that old log house,) that pricked him to the heart and caused him to repent.  He said he sought religion for some time and at length found peace and pardon while at prayer by himself in the woods on the side of the hill above the former residence of John Beaver.  He, (Poe,) became an eminent preacher and was agent of the Methodist Book concern at Cincinnati, when he died.  The write is aware that some of the readers of the TRIBUNE are skeptical in regard do Christianity, but that need not preclude the relation of incidents like the above.  Mr. Poe was skeptical himself prior to his conversion, and so was St. Paul a bitter enemy to Christianity until fully awakened to his error – thus the constant labors of his remaining days were given to the attestation of the truth that Jesus was the promised Messiah, and further by a Martyr’s death, gave evidence of a firm faith in the Christianity he had once denied.  But it is not our purpose at present to lecture on the theme of Religion – we were speaking of an incident that occurred in the “old school house” that stood on lots No. 1 and 2, where many of your middle aged citizens received their elementary instructions.

	But the above spoken of school house was not the pioneer or primitive one.  The first inhabitants can boast of a house of still greater antiquity, if not of more gorgeous artistic construction.  It stood on land owned at present by Mr. B. Simms, Sr., (a little north-east of his dwelling house.)  The walls were composed of round logs, the openings between being chinked and plastered with clay.  The roof was of clap boards, the floor of puncheons split out of a large logs – for windows, a log was cut out of the south side and one out of the west end – thus the light was let in – but to keep the cold out they were glazed with old newspapers.  Holes were bored in the logs immediately under the windows, two inch square wooden pins, two feet long, with four or five inches of one end rounded, were driven into those holes – on said pins boards about eighteen inches wide were fastened – those were the writing desks, with seats to correspond.  Such were the facilities afforded the students of penmanship in primitive times.  Further allusions next paper.


PAPER VI.


	Perhaps it may be considered ungenerous in me to have you publish a description of the pioneer school, contemporaneously with your own description of the present Public School, lest yours should suffer by the contrast, (I do not mean the description,) between the buildings, internal conveniences and all the facilities for “teaching the young idea how to shoot,” but as you live in a philosophic age, and have no doubt studied the science, your equanimity will, I trust, remain unruffled, especially when I explain that pioneers are usually allowed by editors, privileges not awarded to the professional literati.  With this apology we proceed to briefly describe the seats for the urchins educated in the school house previously described.  They were made of slabs, with the flaside up, and legs sufficiently strong to support the number of students that could find sitting thereon.  As the sons and daughters of pioneers were expected to be educated to endurance as a fundamental accomplishment, hence the alma mater was furnished in accordance with that idea, and as if the hard seats, hard fare and hard work when at home, were insufficient to accomplish the desideratum in due time, the pedagogue usually aided the process by an occasional application to the exterior, of what was, in common parlance, termed “hickory oil.”  It was thought by a majority of parents and teachers to be an efficient aid-de-camp to the drill master in those good old “days of yore.”  Then we were not troubled with carrying large satchels, filled with books every morning and evening, knowledge was furnished to us in a more condensed form.  We were unencumbered with surplus books or clothing; the Webster, or United States spelling book, the Bible or New Testament, and Western Calculator were mainly the text books, for frontier schools in those days, so in many respects, we were lightly equipped, felt free and easy, happy as “wood sawyers” (that is, when from under the eye of parent and teacher.)   Schools were only taught during the winter season, some of the pupils having from two to three miles to walk through the snow, and then what fun we did have snow balling each other on the w ay.  Then, when the holidays came around, we had extra sport “barring out the master,” and would only let him in on condition that he would give us a Christmas treat, consisting usually of apples and cider and cakes, if they were to be had.  But, my young readers, lest a full description should cause you to envy the amazing privileges of your ancestors, in contrast with your own opportunities, we will close our “Rambles through School” by simply observing that in those days so short a time had intervened since the Declaration of Independence that they considered this a free country; and consequently they had the right to go barefooted if they did not have any shoes, and to read the Bible in school if they chose to do so.  Such was the alma mater of your correspondent and his friend; likewise some among your best citizens received the rudiments of their scholastic attainments within her consecrated walls.

	We will now recur to other matters appertaining to the town and a circumscribed portion of the country around, then return to the open link in NO. 5, hitch on and continue our chain of incidents.

	Prior to the advent of Wellsville, the freehold settlement along the river between big Yellow Creek and Little Beaver was about as follows:  On the Ohio side at the mouth of Yellow Creek, Nessly next above Henry Eaton; between his land and little Yellow Creek, Wm. Wells, Sr., owned land and improvements; next Mr. Ramsey; next John Rough and Thomas Ashton; Angus McBane owned the land from Aston’s up to Coonrod’s run; (Jethro) then Thomas Fawcett’s farm and town; going east Joseph Smith’s, (this tract afterward passed into many different hands;) east of the Smith tract John Babb owned and resided, where Geo. S. Harker & Co.’s pottery now stands; he also owned the island opposite.  From J. Babb’s land, John Beaver owned to the State line; from the line to Little Beaver, the land was owned by a Mr. Dawson.  Then on the Virginia side, opposite Yellow Creek; first, Christly Brenneman; then John Hamilton, Sr. owned a large portion of the beautiful bottom land opposite and above Wellsville, his son Linn settling on the lower end; the old gentleman’s residence was, I think, a mile above the present town of Hamilton.  The writer remembers of having visited the place about sixty-eight years ago, in company with two cousins, who were grand-children of the aged couple, whose hospitalities we there shared.  After refreshing ourselves with a good dinner, with the old gentleman’s approbation we went out to gather plums, which were then in great abundance on his farm; and in climbing a tree after the delicious fruit, a thorn penetrated my knee, and the consequent pain made sun an indelible impression upon me that it remains undefaced.  Next above Hamilton farm was that of Harvey Heath, afterward owned by McClintock; next Freel, then Greathouse, who sold to James Todd, and he sold to Murray; next the Reeves farm, (now John Gardner’s,) next the Cochran tract afterward owned by Samuel E. Marks and his heirs.

	Greathouse was among the first pioneers on that side of the river, settled there when Indians were troublesome.  His house was what was termed by the settlers a block house, built with an overset and loopholes in the second story, so as to fight the Indians from within; but when civilization began to approach closer than the old gent cared to have it, he pulled up stakes and “went to the front” again, in Indiana, low down in the State, where the population was sparse.  The lands of himself and sons bordered on the Ohio river.  The writer was in the habit of passing them annually, from 1821 to 1829, and one winter, with a produce boat, was caught in a frozen river opposite the old pioneer’s lands; we had to remain there a number of weeks ice bound, and every night could hear packs of wolves howling through the thick forests owned by the stalwart sons of the old pioneer, (he having passed away.)  The building of the Greathouse family was similar to that of the Poes; the first generation within our knowledge who lived contemporary with Simon Kenton and Daniel Boone have all passed away.  Peace to their ashes, they served their day and generation well.


PAPER VII.


	We shall now recur more directly to the history of the town.  It was stated in a paper read before the Pioneer Society of Columbiana county, that the first store in the place was kept, if my memory serves me right, by S. C. Hill, Esq., but this was a mistake, occurring for the want of an earlier knowledge of the place.  A few goods had been sold in Fawcettstown by Thos. Fawcett, Jr., son of the first proprietor; but the first store worth notice established there, was in about 1809 or ’10, by the firm of Sutton & McNickle at that time large mercantile dealers in Pittsburgh, who had set a lot of men at work to bore for salt on Little Yellow Creek.  They placed the store at Fawcettstown in charge of the late Richard Boyce, Esq., father of Hon. David Boyce.  After said firm had spent a large amount of money in seeking salt without success, they discontinued the store above mentioned.  The next store and the first after the town received its new name, was kept by Moses Welch, and the next by S. C. Hill, Esq., who continued the business but a short time after settling in the place.  In 1824 Benj. Stock opened a store in Liverpool, an din 1825 my friend entered into the same business in the same small house that Welch had sold goods in.  The house afterwards became the property of Wm. Brunt, Sr., and stood near his first pottery.  In 1826 Mr. Stock left the place, seeing that it would not support two stores.  My friend found himself turned loose upon this “short pasture” to gain a support for his mother, two younger brothers, three sisters and himself, and to recuperate the dying, you might almost say dead town.  To undertake so hopeless a task in the face of all the opposing difficulties, and without capital, (of any consequence,) was an apparent fool-hardiness, exposing a weak point in the character of my friend.  It is true there may have been some motive not exposed to public view, that would somewhat mitigate the apparent folly of such an undertaking.  I know him to have been solicited by some of the family of the proprietor of Wellsville, and other business men of that place, to remove his business and interests to that place, where the prospects at that  time were so very encouraging.  He listened to their arguments and admitted the cogency of their reasonings, but tenaciously refused to help build up an opposition (already too strong,) to his native town, then struggling in apparently the last stage of existence.  So we perceive he was not “worldly wise” but acted contrary to the prudential rule governing that class, who believe that self aggrandizement and self preservation are synonymous terms, or at least should be governed  by the same intuition, but that question is not up for debate in this article.  He appeared to be actuated by an innate desire to carry forward ancestral beginnings to at least a respectable attainment.  Now, I do not say that he acted wisely in taking the course he did, when his eyes were open to the fact that “wind and tide” were both against him, but in mitigation will say he was not by any means the first to decide on such a course.  Even world-renowned men have acted similarly, only on a larger scale.  You remember Moses chose to suffer afflictions and go into the wilderness with his ancestral race, rather than become the son of Pharaoh’s daughter and heir apparent to the throne of the ruling nation on earth.  Well, Moses after having almost accomplished the purpose he had undertaken, to-wit: the transplanting of the Israelites in the land of Canaan, providentially, he was not permitted to own a foot of the land, not even a burying place, yet he fulfilled his mission so far as to secure (after a forty years struggle,) the occupancy of the goodly land for his kindred nation.  The very people Moses was leading to a permanent home, where they might dwell in great felicity compared with their state of slavery, upbraided and murmured at him for his seeming folly.  Many other instances of a similar kind, (accepting the inspiration,) could be cited to show that men do not always pursue the course that even their own judgment tells them would promote self aggrandizement; but be it wise or foolish, such is the fact.  In 1826 my friend bought of John Nessly, who was then the living owner, the A No. 1 long house, heretofore spoken of, together with one acre of land attached and also two lots adjoining said land, south of Second and west of Union street.  This was the first step he took in his purpose of adopting the “sick child,” and if possible, rearing it until it would become self supporting.  Of course he expected that, should it survive and mature as he declined, it would in turn, through enhancement of the value of property he might hold, reimburse him in old age to some extent for his forty years of effort and care for its prosperity.  Such was not to be the case; “man proposes but God disposes.”  My friend lives in the faith expressed in the quotation, and hence feels reconciled that he was not permitted to enter the earthly “Canaan,” but was permitted to accompany its early pilgrims through the “wilderness,” and at a distance see them cross over to the goal of prosperity.  He hopes they will not become worshipers of Mammon, but act as wise stewards of him who holds in his right hand the wires that control the movements of the universe, and is the “giver of every good and perfect gift.”

	The town was in 1826, perhaps the most forlorn of any located on the Ohio river.  It had for a long time ceased to be a post town, no mail route passed through it.  The mail route from the west passed through New Lisbon, (the mail was carried in coaches,) Calcutta, Little Beaver Bridge and Beaver town to Pittsburgh.  So persons residing in Liverpool and vicinity had to send and receive their mail matter either at Calcutta, Beaver Bridge or Wellsville.  There was not a landing in front of the town for steamboats, except when the river was high.  The river had increased its width from bank to bank, on-third since the first settlement, leaving a wide beach covered with boulders and rocks, so that the water shoal in front of the town, even when the river had five feet of water in the channel to Pittsburgh. 

	I mention these uninteresting details simply to show the almost insurmountable difficulties to be surmounted, and the reason why it took so long to do it, I mean those already mentioned and others yet to note.  Those whose lives have been contemporary with that of Fawcettstown and Liverpool are fast passing away, and hence the propriety of Pioneer throwing together as much of its early history as he can remember, as a foundation for the future historians of East Liverpool, (who may possibly be the editors of the TRIBUNE,) after they have witnessed its progress into the future, during the next half century.

PAPER VII.


	The reason my friend purchased the original log house with the land and two lots adjoining, (although they were at the extreme east end of the town,) was that the ferry was kept there, and had the only road to the river that a wagon could ascend or descend, he concluded it was the point to catch business that might come from the opposite side of the river, and hence removed his store to said house.  The ferry road was simply excavated in the sand and clay bank on the acre of land and every freshet in the river washed it partially or entirely away, and a new road had to be dug in the bank.  So my friend’s first care was to secure the landing, and it being on private property, of course it had to be done at his own expense.  He secured it pretty well with timber and boulders from the beach.  That was a very small commencement to remove difficulties in the way of an increase of business and population, yet, strange to say, it was sufficiently large to create a jealousy in a portion of the population that caused him some trouble, and belittled them in the estimation of any intelligent looker on.

	The place at that time contained about eighteen families, ten of whom were freeholders and the balance renters; the population may have reached one hundred.  To see a community of such small dimensions “divided against itself” did not augur well for success.  From Washington street west, the people wished Market street to be the centre of business, (should such a commodity be induced to the place,) and fearing that my friend was going to draw business to the upper end of town, a few of them clubbed together and bought an old ferry flat, and started an opposition ferry at the foot of Market street in charge of “King Smith,” mentioned in former numbers.  He had a small tug in court about license, run the ferry a month or two, but, notwithstanding, as a rule, the “course of the empire was westward,” the present case was an exception; they “threw up the sponge” and quit the unprofitable enterprise.  Yet a spirit of “dog in the manger,” or envy, appeared to actuate a portion of them as long as they lived or remained in the place.  By them a cold shoulder was given to every enterprise projected by my friend lest he should derive a greater benefit from it than they.  But the light of intelligence has so spread over our favored land during the last fifty years that I think but few, comparatively, suffer themselves to retain the above spirit so contrary to their own interest and happiness.  I dislike to write about such mean traits in human character, and only do so to warn the present generation against giving the least encouragement to the above insidious spirit.  If the present citizens of East Liverpool will co-operate in a united body with regard to public improvements, they can carry forward any enterprise that a prudent judgment may dictate.

	But to return the past.  In 1821 my friend made his first trip with a small venture, on the river, in company with (as he was familiarly known and spoken of) “Old Father Bottenburg” and his son Levi, both of whom have stepped behind the curtains and left the stage forever.  That trip extended no farther south than Memphis, Tenn., where they sold their boat and remaining stock of produce to a merchant, a son of Gen. Winchester, who was somewhat notorious for having been defeated by the Indians.  Memphis was new at that time, and contained but two stores and a few grocerys (so called,) but the “groceries” on sale mostly of a liquid kind, and much of it was carried away in vessels somewhat similar to the skin bottles used by eastern nations (to carry water on the backs of their camels) except that those used in modern times are encased in “earthen vessels.”  Well, my friend finding the pasture short at home continued to make a trading voyage South annually, for the succeeding eight years with the view of gathering sustenance for the “sickly one,” himself and family, and during the portion of those eight years spent at home he tried hard, through co-operative effort, to accomplish what his individual means were inadequate to do toward inducing capital and business to the place.  He went round among the farmers and induced them to subscribe certain amounts as donations to any party who would construct a steam flouring mill in Liverpool, and he obtained the promise of J. Dickey, who was then running an engine in Steubenville, to build and run the mill, provided the means were furnished and loaned to him (Dickey).  He also obtained the promise of the late, well known Liverpool township banker, Alex. Young, to furnish the money.  The plan for securing Young was arranged, the parties were brought together, the papers drawn up to the satisfaction, apparently, of all concerned, but Dickey said he would take two weeks to arrange some matters, and then return and sign the papers; however, he ultimately backed out, and thus another effort for progress proved abortive, but “faith and perseverance will overcome mountains.”  My friend held a consultation with Mr. Claiborne Simms, Sr., owner of the “Old Mill” and urged the propriety of rebuilding the mill and using steam power, the water power only being sufficient to run one pair of burrs three months in the year.  The plan to raise the necessary cash means was agreed upon to-wit:  To sell a sufficient number of Mr. Simms’ lots, at $20 each, to pay for the engine.  My friend undertook to obtain subscribers for lots, and the effort proved a success on a small scale, the mill was built and was of some benefit to the neighborhood.  The progress of the town having been slow and protracted you will no doubt perceive the propriety of making its history to correspond, but when the space occupied by these desultory remarks of your correspondent, is needed for more important matter, we can wind up at the same rate of your latest improvements, which are said to have been rapid.

	In 1829, retrospecting the decade about ending, and perceiving so little advancement had been made either in improvement or population, and my friend being of rather an impulsive nature, concluded that the next decade must do better if it should have to be through his own individual exertions, so he commenced building himself a house, (the one on the corner of Union and Second streets, now occupied by Miss Lizzie Brawdy,) and the same fall took to himself a wife, this inaugurating, at once, a decade of improvement and an increase in population.

	It was stated by a worthy contemporary in a paper read before the Pioneer Society of Columbiana county, a few years since, “that Liverpool, after a long stand still commenced improving about the year 1830;” but nothing was said about the influence that caused the improving condition, but above, gentle reader, you have the key to it.  Said house was furnished in 1830, and in September of the same year one more was added to the population.  My friend employed three brick masons, who resided in Fairfield, to do the brick work of his house, laid before them his plans for the future of Liverpool, and induced each of them to purchase unimproved lots, and two of those men soon after built brick houses on their lots.  Those two men were John Taylor and Joseph Forbes – the widow of the latter, I think, is still among your citizens.

PAPER IX


	My friend knew the condition of Liverpool at that time was a critical one.  He had ignited the embers, and must add fuel or they would die out again.  Two or three citizens and himself agreed to bear the expense of carrying a special mail from Wellsville to Liverpool; afterwards, through the courtesy of the postmasters at Wellsville and Little Beaver Bridge, (Matthew Laughlin, Esq. being postmaster at the Bridge,) they obtained from the department at Washington, an arrangement for a mail to be carried on horseback between those points, establishing a postoffice at Liverpool, with John Collins as postmaster, being the first one under the new dispensation, and the only person who would accept the position without grumbling, knowing that it would not pay.

	In view of the crisis in Liverpool affairs, and in view of supposed or reported influence that E. Carroll could wield in drawing a forwarding and commission business to Liverpool, should he locate in it, he was told by my friend that he would rent him his warehouse and dwelling, and build a store house on the corner where Messrs. Gaston’s drug store stood,* all of which he could have a lease of for two years.  During said term Mr. Carroll proposed building to suit himself and subsequently did build the “Mansion House,” and for a time kept a store and hotel in the same.  Although he failed in, I think, 1834, and the public lost some money which he, as road commissioner, had collected for the making of a road to New Lisbon, yet he was of some use to the town.  He not only built the “Mansion House,” but influenced a number of families to try a residence in the place, one of whom at least, remains a citizen, and a very good, civil one at that, to the present day, and I give it as my opinion that he has introduced more young people into the community than any other citizen of the town; I refer to Dr. Ogden, † and thus speaking of his exhibition of etiquette I mean no flattery, but actually think the doctor deserves credit for his kind attention to “strangers.”  He and his father each built a residence for themselves and so far aided improvements.

	Although “Pioneer” cannot give dates for buildings and town improvements in their regular order, yet he can say that all the buildings, worth calling such, in the place, up to the introduction of potteries, were put up between 1829  

	* [South-east corner of Second and Union streets.]
	†  [Dr. Benjamin B. Ogden, now deceased.]

and 1837.  Giving in previous numbers of these sketches, the key to the cause and commencement of progress, we may here name some of the persons who built during the period spoken of above:  My friend built three brick buildings, to-wit: warehouse, storehouse and hotel, also three small frame buildings; John J. Taylor, J. Forbes and Wm Davidson each built two brick dwellings; S. C. Hill the residence he occupied up to the time of his death; Thomas Geddes a brick, corner of Fourth and Market streets; Thomas B. Jones, R. B. Fawcett, Robert Boyd, James Warrick, Wm. Warrick, B. Baker, A. Brawdy, Wm. Plants, Isaac Johnson, Benj. Davidson, D. McClure, John McClure, P. Cooper and Wm. Moore (“Uncle Billy,”) all built during those years and perhaps others not remembered.

	Liverpool being a fractional township, had for election purposes been attached to St. Clair township, and the people had to go to Calcutta to vote.  Perhaps in 1830, through the assistance of S. C. Hill, Esq., they got a row of sections stricken off St. Clair township and added to the fractional township, constituting (and having it names,) what is now Liverpool township.  So the curative remedies administered began to produce quite an improvement in the appearance of the “invalid.”  Its guardian having become postmaster, and finding that the mail matter intended for it, was frequently taken to Liverpool in Medina county, and would thus be detained for an indefinite time, unless the county of Columbiana was included in the address – no revision of the printed list having taken place since the establishment of the office – postmasters at a distance did not know where to return the matter, and after having written to the postmaster in Medina county, soliciting him to get the name of their office changed, but failing in that he wrote to the postoffice department and had the prefix “East” added to the office name.  Subsequently, in getting the town incorporated, the prefix was included in the incorporating act, so it became East Liverpool through the force of circumstances at it incorporation birth.

	During the successive years before mentioned, my friend continued to agitate and suggest measures calculated to promote and continue the healthy condition to which the “invalid” had already attained.  Among those measures we might name a few, that were, for want of capital, and through great effort and difficulty partially, at least, carried into effect:

	First the building of a steam saw mill, with a view of getting a yard for building steamboats.  And second, the construction of wharves; and third, the building of a steam boat to be named “Liverpool,” and to be run in the interests of the place.  All of these institutions were built during the decade ending with 1839.  But their projector’s views were not fully carried out in the third enterprise named.  When getting stock taken he verbally stipulated that as soon as the “Liverpool” was completed, and got to earning something, a second boat should be built, and with the two boats form a daily line between Pittsburgh and Wheeling, meeting at Liverpool, the half way point, and making it their home.  He hoped also to procure the running of a line of coaches from the north to meet and exchange passengers with the boats at this place.  When the “Liverpool Company” was inaugurated, Capt. Huston (a shockholder,) was appointed to superintend her construction.  The pine lumber brought from Pittsburgh for the cabin, while being kiln dried was burnt up.  A second lot was purchased, the boat finished, and, by a vote of the company, Capt. Huston took command.  She was run for a time between Pittsburgh and Wheeling; then through the influence of two or three of the company, she was loaded at Wheeling for the Arkansas river.  She was then run between Little Rock and New Orleans for a year or two, then struck a snag, went to the bottom, and that was the last of her.  She never paid a dividend, and was a total loss to the company.  Such are the ups and downs, the downs predominating, where “many cooks spoil the broth.”

PAPER X.


	Improvements having been commenced as noticed in No. 9, they proved to be a spark of vitality that ignited the dying embers and caused hope to revive.  When the Brawdy house was built, it “astonished the natives” that a man would build such a house in a town where the streets were overgrown with grass, and in most cases indistinguishable from the rest of the common.  When the proprietor was interrogated as to the future prospect that induced him to make such an unwarrantable investment, his reply usually was that nature had so unmistakably marked the place as a site for a town, that a town it would eventually become; and then he would expatiate upon the efforts necessary to bring about the desired result.  The labors of his own head and hands were constantly exerted for the convalescing of his “invalid adopted ward.”  He induced old Mr. Hill, father of the late S. C. Hill, Esq., to unite with him in adding Union street to the town, he donating said street from the river to Second street, and Mr. Hill, giving from Second to Third street; the two persons having thus united in making the street public property, they named it Union street.  The next move in the programme of my friend was the building of a brick warehouse on the river bank, east side of Union street, and the commencement of a wharf to protect the warehouse and foot of Union street.  By the above move Liverpool became the shipping point for a large amount of flour and other staples of the north-eastern portion of the county, that hitherto had been wagoned to either Smith’s Ferry or Wellsville.  In those days Columbiana county was, if memory serves me right, the second in the State in the production of wheat, and the three forks of Little Beaver and their tributaries gave her great facilities for manufacturing it into flour, hence, her exportations of that article were large up to 1840, when it began to decrease, but increasing in wool growing.

	But the self appointed guardian of the interests of Liverpool – a very doubtful step to take – had a variety of enterprises in view, which he considered important as stimulants and aids to the recovery of the invalid, and to assure a healthy growth.  Among them were first, the procuring of a good road from New Lisbon, then an important point on the east and west path of commerce to Liverpool, thence through Virginia and Pennsylvania to Pittsburgh; as Liverpool was nearly on a straight line between the two places, such a road being made would have shortened the distance between New Lisbon and Pittsburgh ten miles.  The second of these enterprises was to procure, by some means, the erection of a steam was mill, in order to secure the building of steamboats at that point, both of which would make business for men and increase the population.  The third was to regain the lost mail route and postoffice.  All of these enterprises required, to carry them out, more capital than had at that time accumulated in the place; other plans of greater import were held in reserve for more auspicious times.  The sequel will show the effort that was made, and the mount of success that was attained.

	My friend laid out the acre of land east of Union street in town lots, thus taking the initial step towards becoming the fourth proprietor which culminated in 1836.  Previous to the session of the Ohio Legislature, of the years 1830-31, he carried a petition and had it signed by persons along the route, and by the principle citizens of New Lisbon, for a graded state road from Liverpool to New Lisbon.  Among those who signed it was one Edward Carroll, then a merchant doing business in New Lisbon.  He made some inquires in regard to the views of the presentor of the petition, what he expected to accomplish at the river terminus, etc., etc.  The petition went on to Columbus and was granted.  James Marshall being the representative from Columbiana county that year, and being a friend of Mr. Carroll’s, was induced to have Carroll and two other men, whom he could control, named in the act as commissioners to locate and open said road.  The grading would have to be done by private subscriptions.  My friend headed a subscription paper and circulated it along the route, and wherever a subscriber to the fund for the construction of the road could be obtained.  It was a thankless task, and no one would undertake it except the projector of the enterprise, and during the same period he had the preliminaries for the road on the other side of the river to attend to.  Through his friends, Samuel E. Marks, of Virginia, and Gen. Marks, of Pennsylvania, he obtained the legislation necessary for the opening of a road to Pittsburgh through those States, obtained a subscription on his own side of the river to aid in constructing said road, and was deputed to see the money judiciously expended in constructing the road.  Liverpool bore the expense of surveying, locating and opening said road from the ferry to the crossing of the Georgetown and Washington road.  Beyond that, the Pennsylvanians disputed so much about the route that it was never completed.  But the agitation about this and the New Lisbon roads, and the commencement of work on them, aided in keeping up the spirit of improvement and the induction of population into the place, so happily commenced in 1829-30.  Edward Carroll belonged to the society of Friends, (Quakers,) and consequently was supposed to have a strong influence in the north part of the county, where the Quakers predominated, and also in New Lisbon, where he was in business, and on the above supposition, my friend negotiated with him, when he visited Liverpool with a view of removing his business and his family to that point.  He said to my friend, “If I come here, my design is to keep a public house, (hotel,) warehouse and store, the very business you are at yourself, and there are no other suitable buildings in the place, and there is not time for me to build.  As I have made arrangements to change my place of business, either to Wellsville or this point by a certain time, (naming it) and as I see I cannot be accommodated here, I must go to Wellsville.” Rather foxy.

	[There are a few incidents connected with the early history of Liverpool we wish to append to Pioneer Junior’s article.

	A man named Kimball was employed to dig what is now known as “Brawdy’s well.”  He had gotten down some thirty or forty feet, when the sides caved in on him.  In a short time a great crowd was on the spot.  Some cried out, “fill up the hole and dig a new well; its no use to dig him out.”  Others most earnestly protested against such a heathenish procedure.  Through the exertions of S. C. Hill and others, a guard was placed to keep the mass away from the aperture, as it was likely to again cave in.  This was just after dinner.  Work was commenced to dig him out.  Men are said to have worked heroically.  About 11 o’clock at night they got near enough to hear him moan, and cried out to him to cheer up, they would soon have him out.  It was found the timbers had kept the dirt from smothering him while one way lying across his breast.  A saw was soon procured and the unfortunate man rescued.  Although considerably injured, he lived a number of years.

While Kimball was digging the “Geddes well” on Market street, where the opera house now stands, his nephew, a small boy, came to look down the well at his uncle.  He placed his hands on a timber running across the top, and in getting up they slipped off, letting him head-long into the well.  He fell to the bottom, a distance of about one hundred feet, and strange to say, neither he nor Kimball were much hurt.

	The Saw Mill mentioned in last paper, was owned by a Mr. Scott.  He went to Pittsburgh about 1839, taking with him considerable money, and has not been heard of since.  He is supposed to have been murdered.  He owned considerable land in West Virginia, part of which is now known as the “Butcher Farm.” – Eds.]

PAPER XI.


	Previous to the occurance of the building of the steamer “Liverpool,” the building of a steam Saw Mill had taken place, being brought about in the following manner:  No persons at that time in Liverpool, felt that they had capital to spare from their legitimate business, to build the required mill.  The projector, therefore, lacking pecuniary force resorted to strategy.  He proposed to get up a subscription paper and secure the cash subscriptions, and labor from those now able or willing to pay cash, and from the farmers get timbers for the fame of the mill.  All thus subscribed to be donated to the man, or men, who should build the mill.  John Hill and Wm. Scott undertook and built the mill.  It stood near where the Bennett Pottery was afterwards erected, and near there Abel Coffin started a boat yard, and there built two steamboats, “Olive Branch” and “De Kalb.”  The “Liverpool” he built at his residence.  He was then living and owning where the pottery works of Geo. S. Harker & Co. now stand.  The land on which all three of these boats were built, has long since passed toward the great ocean, where, commingling with other particles of matter, new land will be formed, new vegetation spring up to sustain animal life.  In like manner is the human family drifting down the “tide of time” to the great ocean of eternity; the body to seek its mother dust, and the spirit it affinity, whether that be good or evil.

	Between the years of 1830-36, my friend cleared the beach of rocks, from above Union to below Washington street, having them split and hauled to secure his landing and wharf at Union street, thus relieving steamboat pilots from the fear of striking rocks when rounding to land.  The great freshet of 1832 destroyed his warehouse which stood upon the bank.  He replaced it with a frame building on the south end of the lot now occupied by Gaston’s drug store.  In 1833 Carroll’s lease expired, and he removed to his own (Mansion) house.  From 1830 to 34 inclusive, more buildings were put up, and more business done in Liverpool than had been done in the previous twenty years, and the sickly one was brought to be nearly convalescent, but symptoms of a relapse became evident, unless other remedies were resorted to that would remove the cause that obstructed a healthy or vigorous growth.  Nature had placed a remedy, in its crude state, within reach, but as yet it was unknown to the people.  However, in 1836, the idea of a railroad from Lake Erie to the Ohio River was agitated.  It was proposed, by parties interested, to build a railroad from Painesville on the Lake to Wellsville.  Other parties argued that the best and shortest line would be from Ashtabula on the Lake, through Warren to East Liverpool.  A convention was called to meet in Salem.  Both lines sent delegates; Aaron Brawdy, S. C. Hill and my friend were sent as delegates from East Liverpool.  David Todd, (afterwards Governor), and Senator Crowell were delegates from Warren; there were delegates from Ashtabula and other towns on the eastern line, names disremembered.  Messrs. Todd and Crowell being lawyers, and accustomed to speaking in public, were requested to be our spokesmen in the convention, and they acquitted themselves with honor and dignity. But the friends of the western line were determined that no delegates should have a voice in that convention, except such as were in favor of their points, to-wit:  Painesville, Salem and Wellsville; that point being settled, the delegates from the eastern line withdrew in a body to their hotel, and organized a meeting, and after an interchange of views, agreed to call a convention to meet in Warren, on a certain day, to discuss the subject of a railroad from Ashtabula through Warren to East Liverpool.  That convention was held, and resulted in a petition to the Legislature , to grant a charter for the construction of said road, which was granted.  The friends of the opposing line also obtained a charter at the same session.  My friend knew that all the stock that East Liverpool could take and pay up would not be a “drop in a bucket.”  He had risked all the energies of his manhood to advance the interests of his pet town, and now circumstances were transpiring that would, in all probability either make it an assured success, or cast it into the shades of oblivion for at least three generations, if not for all time.  It was but well known that but one of the companies, if either, would build a railroad.  The points on the Lake were about equal in strength.  Warren, at that time, was ahead of Salem, but Wellsville was far ahead of East Liverpool in the number of business men and amount of capital, and also had a wide-spread reputation as a business point.  The reader will readily conceive that the crisis had a dark appearance as far as Liverpool was concerned.  Some expedient must be resorted to other than to depend simply upon the few shares of stock her citizens would subscribe, and no one stepping forward to point out “a way of salvation,” the only expedient my friend could think of to relieve the place of its acknowledged dilemma was, if possible, to get men of money and influence, from a distance, to become interested in property in the place to an extent sufficient to induce them to give money and influence for the building of the railroad in order to enhance the value of their own property, for “disguise it as we may, that is the string to pull,” as a rule, (pecuniary gain), to get men to take hold of public enterprises.  The writer has known Western towns and cities to raise by subscription, large sums with which to purchase property for a man or company, who could wield a great influence in favor of their town or city, but Liverpoolians were unacquainted with that policy, at the time spoken of, and whether that policy be a correct principal on which to act, I leave them to determine.  Of course my friend was left to his own resources with which to accomplish the great desideratum, to-wit: the introduction of foreign capital and men of enterprise into the place.  The discerning readers, who have perused the preceding sketches, will have no difficulty in coming to the conclusion that the task would be a difficult one to perform.

PAPER XII.


	The assumer of the task spoken of at the close of the last article, proceeded in the following manner.  The farm on which he was cradled, was owned by Mr. Wm. Hill; at the time the railroad charter was obtained, it was the only one adjoining the town and having a river front where a good landing could be made, and the only one in which he thought foreigners could be induced to take an interest.  He therefore when to MR. Hill and asked him if he wished to sell his farm, and he said he did not.

	“Well, what do you consider your farm worth?”
	“Perhaps three thousand dollars,” was his reply.
	“Will you take that for it?”
	“No,” was the reply.
	“Will you take four thousand?”
	“No sir.”
	Will you take five thousand?”

	A negative answer was still given, for the reason he did not want to sell as it had been the homestead of his parents for many years and his mother was still living.  The feeling of the family were duly appreciated by my friend, but the case was a desperate one.  Both parties knew that the offer was much more than the intrinsic value of the farm, but the one had a strong (family) reason for wishing to retain it, and the other with views he entertained considered the acquisition of that place essential to the salvation of the town, in whose interest he had labored for many years, and hence, with the infatuation of a  youthful lover, determined to leave “no stone unturned” to accomplish his assumed task, which he knew he could not do unless he obtained control of said farm.  Having been a close observer of human nature, he knew he must make it to the interest of Mr. Hill to part with the farm, and make it so apparent that no one inheriting ordinary judgment could gainsay it.  Rightly conjecturing Mr. Hill’s unexpressed reasons for refusing so liberal an offer in money, he determined to procure a farm that  Mr. Hill himself, or any one else, would prefer as a farm to the one adjoining town.  So he purchased the farm on which Mr. Hill now resides, and traded it for the one which his infantile years were spent, and which had afforded him nutriment during those years.  The native grove of sugar-maple trees were still standing, from which the syrup and sugar was made, that he remembers as among his chief joys when yet a lisping urchin.  And now having, through a singular process and with unflagging effort, gained the control of said farm, he anticipated its subdivision becoming the happy homes of hundreds of the present generation, and of “more to come.”  He was now proprietor of that portion of the amphitheatre where water was easily obtained, (which was the great want west of Market street.)  He had but little doubt but that from among his acquaintances in Pittsburgh, he could induce some to take hold of land where there was a prospect of its becoming a railroad terminus.  After the railroad company was incorporated, a meeting was held in Warren to elect president and directors.  Gen. Perkins, of Warren, was elected president, Todd and Crowell, Co. Hubbard, of Ashtabula, and some others north of Warren, whose names I have forgotten, John Dixon, of Columbiana, Aaron Brawdy, S. C. Hill, John Patrick, and my friend of East Liverpool, elected directors, with authority to open books at different points.  My friend was appointed to open books at Pittsburgh to receive subscriptions to the capital stock of the Ashtabula, Warren & East Liverpool R. R. Co., and it happened just as he anticipate; it was only through making them interested in property at a low figure, that any could be induced to take stock in the road.  He agreed to let Gen. Wm. Robinson, a wealthy proprietor of Allengheny, have an undivided sixth, Geo. A. Cook, a banker of Pittsburgh, one sixth, Lawrence Mitchel one-sixth, James Bleakley one-twelfth, and R. Mansley one-twelfth of the farm spoken of above.  He also sold to James Bleakley & Co. 14 acres of land north of Fifth and west of Market streets, and west and north of this 14 acres they purchased a large tract of Claiborne Simms, Sr.’s farm.  All of these persons took stock in the road, which helped to swell Liverpool’s subscription.  This being included, two hundred thousand dollars were taken along the line of the road, and John Patrick went to New York and obtained subscriptions to the amount of five hundred thousand dollars and more.  The road was located and work was commenced on each end.  The new town company having had the sugar tree grove cut into cord wood and removed from the river front of their farm proceeded to lay it off into lots from Union to College street inclusive, and from Front or Water to Robinson street inclusive.  Cook and Robinson being able to do the most for the railroad, my friend having the management of laying off the addition concluded to honor the individuals by naming a street for each of them, and yet neither of them proved to be of any service to the company, for about that time Mr. Robinson, sniffing the coming monetary crash, transferred his claim, which he only held by an article of agreement, not having yet paid for it, to Geo. A. Cook.  So Cook became responsible for Robinson’s railroad stock, and also responsible for one-third the price of the farm.  After he paid the first installment, my friend made him a deed and took his notes for future payments, but before the notes matured, the great monetary crash and panic of 1837 took place, and Cook “went by the board.”  He made an assignment, classifying his creditors, and my friend being in the fourth class never received anything.  Within two years Cook died insolvent, thus adding another evidence among thousands daily occurring of the “uncertainty of riches.”  At the time Cook’s notes were taken, he owned a private bank, and was a stockholder in the Merchants’ and Manufacturers’ Bank, of Pittsburgh, and was considered worth not less than $200,000.  One of the weak traits in the character of my friend was that of placing too much confidence in his fellow men.  So many banks and business men failing destroyed confidence and caused an abrupt stagnation of business generally and depreciated values from fifty to seventy-five percent, according to location and circumstances.  Some of the railroad stockholders in the East failed, the company “disbanded,” the projected road was abandoned, and the town and its fourth proprietors went under a cloud, their sun eclipsed for a season.

PAPER XIII.


	Although the purchase of the Wm. Hill, alias Smith, farm did not cause the railroad to be built, yet it proved to be the medicament that saved the life of the town, as the sequel will show.  Notwithstanding the temporary convalescence procured through efforts and appliances made during the first half of the decade, the incidents which were related in previous numbers, yet without the aids secured through the instrumentality of the aforesaid farm purchase, the shock of 1837 must have paralyzed the patient almost, if not quite beyond recovery.  As it were, it took a decade of time to recover convalescence.  The main spring of a watch operates all the inside machinery, but I needs some person to wind it up every twenty-four hours.  In the case under consideration, the farm proved to be the main spring in a crude condition; it needed manipulating, formed into proper shape, placed in position and set to work, which was done.  It was attached to the other machinery, as previously stated, by distributing two-thirds of it among Pittsburgers, which caused them in the first place to purchase all the available land adjoining the town, in order that hey could let their friends have a portion and thus increase the property influence among non-residents, and thereby enhance the value of their own.  And in the second place it caused them to influence an addition to the population, some of whom, it is true, did not stay long, but others tarried for years and were useful citizens.  James Bleakely, Esq., in order to have his brother, John S. Bleakely, take an interest in the place, bought four acres of land from S. C. Hill, eight acres from Phillip Cooper, and a large tract from Claiborne Simms, Sr., in all of which his brother took an interest and became a prominent citizen, engaged both in merchandising and in manufacturing.  The Company’s sale of lots in 1837 brought a number of families from Pittsburg and other places, some of whom improved their lots, and all helped to make a live town during the railroad excitement.  When that went down, the “watch ceased to run for a time;” it had run down and needed winding up.  But the hand that held the key was partially paralyzed by the financial shock of 1837.  A new key was therefore needed and was in a crude state, but it required time to utilize it.  We leave it for the present in the hands of the mechanic, and will refer to it in another place.  The purchase and distribution of the lands and lots, brought to the place among others a Mr. Anthony Kearns who was a very useful citizen.  He bought and run for a time, the steam saw mill spoken of in a previous article; he also bought and improved the place where the Hon. J. Thompson now resides.  It also brought Hon. George Smith (now of Missouri.)  He built three brick houses, and was otherwise the most consistent backer my friend had, and gave efficient aid when most needed, (that was while the new key was being prepared.)  It also brought Daniel and John Shook, who put up two buildings; Thomas Pratt, machinist, and James Bennett, potter, were drawn indirectly through the attractive influence it had disseminated.  In fact, with the exception of the population attracted by the improvements made in 1830 to 1835, the present population is there through the aforesaid influence.

	Thos. Pratt was an ingenious mechanic, but lacked the capital and encouragement in Liverpool. After a few years residence he removed to St. Louis, where he superintended the Gas Works for many years, and then he and his son erected a Gas Works of their own in Kansas City, Mo.

	James Bennett commenced working on the key perhaps as early as 1837, and for a time made such poor progress that he that he became discouraged.  He said to Mr. George Smith, (who had bought my friend’s store and stand, corner of Union and Second streets, where he and M. Thompson were then merchandizing): “I have experimented until I have neither money nor credit to buy a five-cent loaf of bread or a pound of butter, and must quit.”  Mr. Smith said to him: “Bennett, you must not give up; when you need anything to eat, send up your order, you can have credit with us until things go better with you.”  Not many months elapsed until his brothers came and things did go better.  Other workmen soon culminated at this point, the key was ascertained to be of the proper material, and skilled labor soon brought it into the required shape for utility.  (The metaphorical key is the potting business.)  The use of it set all the wheels of improvement in motion, and if skillfully manipulated will keep them going.

	But in this number we have anticipated too much, and must go back and record events previous to the sale of lots by Smith, Bleakely & Co., who, at their own expense constructed the Broadway wharf.  In 1837 Mr. Geo. Smith and my friend purchased the farm of 200 acres, at present owned by T. Crofts and Michael Fisher.  In 1838 they traded, Mr. George Smith taking the store at the corner of Union and Second streets, and the other taking the entire farm lived on it one year and then sold it to the Messrs. Booths and Wm. Woodward.  He then returned to town and in 1840-41 built a warehouse in front of where the First National Bank now stands, and a brick dwelling between it and the R. R. depot.  In 1842, (if memory serves me right,) Mr. Geo. Smith went west, and settled there with his family the following year, and in about two years thereafter Mr. Kearns, (his father-in-law,) also moved to Missouri, Liverpool thus losing two enterprising citizens, and they losing largely on their properties by selling during the standstill, while the new key was being moulded and polished.  However, they made it up in the West, and what they called lost was a gain to those who took their places, and as “God made of one blood all nations of the earth,” and hence it was “all in the family,” and really no loss at all.  Mr. William Thompson, Sr., purchased the store and dwelling of Mr. Smith, and his son (Hon. Josiah Thompson) purchased Mr. Kearns’ residence and now occupies the same, having added many improvements.  Of his late improvements in the town I need not speak, most of the TRIBUNE readers being cognizant of the same.  It may not be amiss here to say, lest there should be a misapprehension in the mind of any reader of these sketches, that the editors will bear witness that we did not promise to write a chronological history or give dates and details in the exact order which they transpired, but as in the present number we speak of early citizens we trace their doings and influence to a connection with men and things of later date, as stated in a former number, our remarks would be of a desultory nature, and they are so of necessity – having no records to refer to – and they are also, intentionally; hence, we only hold ourself bound to tell the truth, and we have no fear of being gainsaid by the intelligent portion of the community, and the other party have no string.

PAPER XIV.


	We have, in previous numbers, recorded the “ups and downs” and hard struggles the town had for a place among the young cities of Ohio, from its earliest inception up to 1837, including a few incidents occurring at later periods.  Pioneer being among the first crop produced within the nineteenth century, in retrospecting is astonished to find that his compeers of the first three decades have nearly all passed away.  Within Liverpool township Joseph McKinnon is perhaps the only living witness to the earliest incidents recorded in the two first numbers of these sketches.  A few contemporaneous persons still survive, who were cognizant of the incidents related as having transpired from 1826 upward, among whom are William Davidson, Sr. and wife, Widow Forbes, Bazil Simms, Sr., Jonathan Purinton, Dr. Ogden, Enoch Bradshaw and wife, Thomas and Andrew Blythe, Isaac W. Knowles, M. Laughlin, Johns Smith, Sr., Joseph Carey, John Bagley and Hon. J. Thompson.  In the country are Geo. Anderson, Wm. Hill, Widow Fisher, Samuel Fisher, James McCoy, John Montgomery; there may be a few others not remembered or are considered of later date, or less acquainted with the facts related.  But the great mass born in the first decade of the present century have passed away, and there are “more to follow.”  It has been noticed that the main effort producing the improvements of 1840 to ’35 was the State road excitement, steam mills, boat yard, etc.  The second impulse given to improvements was in 1836-37, viz: the railroad excitement and the formation of the new town company.  The third and last with which my friend was connected, resulted from the first and second, and from the progress of the potteries and carrying out of the new town plan as hereafter related.  The opening for navigation of the Sandy & Beaver canal cut Liverpool off from the forwarding and commission business that had appertained to her, and otherwise interfered with her mercantile interests, hence my friend concluded to remove his family to Pittsburgh, and try his luck in business there for a few years, until it should be made manifest what the potting business would do for Liverpool.  So in 1848, he rented his store room and dwelling to John S. Bleakley & Co., and went to Pittsburgh, where he formed a partnership with James Cummins, Esq., and carried on a wholesale produce and commission business for four years.  His real estate interests in East Liverpool were still held, however.  Previous to his removal to Pittsburgh, the town company dissolved, each one taking his proportion of the unsold lots, and likewise of the land, 45 acres of it remaining unsold.  15 acres would have been my friend’s remaining interest, but he accepted in lieu thereof, 10 acres of the most desirable part through which Broadway now runs.  But lots not being in demand during the fourth decade, and money being needed, he sold the land to Enoch Bradshaw, Esq., at $50 per acre, and when he returned in 1852, he re-purchased it, excepting the block on which Bradshaw’s residence now stands, at he thinks $250 per acre; not that he thought the land intrinsically worth that price, but gave it for reasons somewhat similar to those influencing his first purchase from Mr. Hill.  It will be remembered that the company had only laid out the lots and streets from the river to Robinson street, and he foresaw the necessity of that plan being carried out to the tanyard run, but the plat would cover lands owned by the following individuals:  Four acres owned by Thos. Blythe, four acres by John F. Smith, 10 acres by Enoch Bradshaw and six acres by Laurence Mitchell.  My friend, while residing in Pittsburgh, wrote to Mr. Bradshaw giving him his views on the propriety of carrying out the aforesaid plan, and requesting him to consult the other owners and try to come to an agreement to have their lands valued, and then consolidate them into one tract, and lay it out as it is at present, but where there are “many men there are many minds.”  Nothing was accomplished until after his return from Pittsburgh in 1852, when he concluded that those lands must be brought under the control of one mind, or they would retard the progress of improvements for an indefinite period.  He therefore approached Mr. Bradshaw on the subject of a re-conveyance of the ten acre lot.  Mr. Bradshaw said he had bought it and built on it intending to make it a permanent home; but Enoch, you know, is a clever fellow and would not demur if asked to ride in a “flying chariot.”  He knows which side of his bread is buttered – especially when it is spread pretty thick – so after some pleasant talk unmixed with “hard cider,” a bargain was concluded, and about the same time a bargain made with Mr. Blythe for his four acres.  Satisfactory arrangements were made with John F. Smith and Mr. Mitchel to have their land platted on the same plan.  S. C. Hill, Esq. was employed to survey and plat the new addition to correspond with the company’s first addition, so the plan originated by the fourth proprietor in 1837 was, after many struggles and anxieties, ultimately carried out in 1853 – not to the profit of the proprietors, but of utilitarian importance to the community, and now the little city flourishes and spreads out like a “green bay tree;” no invidious comparison is intended, and yet the truth is sometimes spoken in jest.  But from the reputed new churches already built, and those in prospect for the near future, we should judge the inhabitants to be religiously inclined, keeping their mental vision upon the maxim “to be truly great is to be truly good.”

	During the residence of my friend in Pittsburgh, he built up a snug trade, and would have remained some hears longer, but for three reasons.  First, his cherished scheme for carrying out the town plan needed his presence.  Second, Fred and Charles Hambright who were then and had bee for a year or two occupying his store house and residence failed in business; and third Salt & Mear, among the largest potting firms in the place, were about leaving it which would throw many operatives idle, and otherwise have a discouraging influence.  In contemplating the above aspect of affairs, he says it looked to him as though his former “invalid ward” was about relapsing into a chronic decline, and if so all his former exertions in its favor would be lost.  Although to drop his business and his business connections in Pittsburgh would be a great sacrifice, yet he concluded to make it, hoping to save as much by taking care of his interests in Liverpool by personal attention, and at the same time aid in preserving in a healthy condition the pet of his infatuated youthful love.  With this view, in connection with Mr. Benj. Harker he took hold of the vacated Mansion Pottery, (an imprudent step for one having no practical knowledge of the business.)  This diverted his capital and attention to some extent, from his legitimate mercantile business.  On the eve of his leaving Pittsburgh, when he told one of his mercantile friend, Mr. John I. House, that he was about to return to East Liverpool, Mr. House replied, “Don’t you do it; reconsider your resolution, for last night I dreamed that I saw you drowned right in front of East Liverpool, and although I put but little faith in most of dreams yet I feel it impressed on my mind that you ought not to go.”  But he had made every preparation and taking the risk did go, and the result was that after succeeding in extending the town plat as heretofore described, and in potting and merchandising up to 1857, he became swamped and drowned, in a business point of vies, and so after having “saved others himself he could not save.”  Different causes produced the result; diversion of means, giving injudicious credits, the panic of 1857, Young America, etc.  His property sold in 1857-59 at a great sacrifice, and within three years thereafter was worth more than double the amount realized, and is now estimated at eight times the price then realized, but as heretofore remarked his loss was gain to others; and it being all in the family (human) of course it is all safe, only changed hands, and will soon do so again.  He says that if his forty years of active business life added anything to the happiness of the aggregate “family,” then he has fulfilled his mission at least in a secular point of view, and has no regrets on that score, but continues ot feel toward the place something like the Jews felt toward Jerusalem when they were in Babylon – they loved the place whether in prosperity or adversity, and although the fourth proprietor now owns no real estate in the place, (except) a feather-edge of river bank and beach between Broadway and College street, which the Council thinks he deeded to the corporation; if so the records will show;) yet  it fives him pleasure to hear of its prosperity.  And now, having, as we think, fulfilled our promise at the outset, permit a few suggestions before making our bow and exit.

	We remark that a political axiom is that “eternal vigilance is the price of liberty.”  We think it equally true that co-operative efforts are essential to the prosperity of any community – we allude, of course, to public enterprise.  With the capital now accumulated in Liverpool township, and with united effort, you should, to use the phraseology of Caleb and Joshua, “Be fully able to go up and possess the land” – that is, you are fully able to continue the growth and prosperity of the place, by an active, intelligent co-operation in procuring or adding other industries and manufacturing enterprises to those already in operation.  I have learned through the press that opportunities have been let pass by, for the want of vigilant engineering and unity of action.  With the proper effort, you should have had a railroad crossing at Babb’s Island for the Baltimore, Connelsville & Pittsburgh R. R., and a like connection with New Lisbon; also, glass works, iron works, etc.


You need a pleasant drive on which to air your friends and talk business to them, when they come to see your beehive city.  The townships of St. Clair and Liverpool would scarcely feel the amount of tax necessary to make such a road between Liverpool and Calcutta.  It should be macadamized with limestone in fact, all the avenues leading into the city should be improved – Township Trustees and City Council should work harmoniously together, in such improvements, being mutually interested.

	But, proffered advice not being usually appreciated, we will intrude no further, and hope that your city may grow westward, so as soon to incorporate Wellsville within your limits as your west ward.  Many of the residents of said “ward” are good citizens, and would do you no discredit.  Pioneer would appreciate shaking hands with some of them, they being among his cherished acquaintances.

	For the present, Messrs. Editors and TRIBUNE readers, farewell.




SUPPLEMENT

-----TO-----

“EARLY REMINISCENCES.”

--------

	During the present summer, the author of the foregoing reminiscences visited East Liverpool, and while there, was often solicited by some of the descendants of the Fawcett family, (though not retaining the name) to give them so far as he knew, a sketch of their progenitors’ history.

	I can add very little to what has been said in the reminiscences, but will say that in the latter part of the eighteenth century about the time that the Nevilles and Craigs settled in and about Pittsburg, a small colony, some from Ireland and some from Eastern Pennsylvania and New Jersey, settled in the Chartiers Valley, on either side of the line dividing Washington and Allegheny counties.  Among them were two brothers, John and Thomas Fawcett; two brothers, Richard and Robert Boyce, and two brothers, Peter and Adam Hickman.

	A rather singular coincident occurred after they had partially raised their families.  One of each of the brothers sold their farms and removed to the then North-west Territory, (now Columbiana County, Ohio,) and settled near each other.

	Thomas Fawcett, Robert Boyce and Adam Hickman emigrated ot the North-West Territory about, between 1789 and 1795, while John Fawcett, Richard Boyce and Peter Hickman remained in the Chartiers Valley.  John Smith was also a settler in the Chartiers Valley, and his eldest son, Joseph, married the writer’s mother, Abigail Fawcett, daughter of Thomas Fawectt, and emigrated to Crawford County, Penna, opened a farm, and there was born their first son, Thomas, (the first white child born west of French Creek, in Pennsylvania.)

	He sold his farm, and in 1798 settled on the farm now covered with potteries, described in the foregoing reminiscences, laid out in lots by the writer in 1836 and 1853.

	Peter Hickman married Abigail Fawcett, daughter of John Fawcett, (my mother’s cousin and namesake,) and remained in the Chariers Valley, and by various intermarriages, the Fawcetts, Boyces and Hickmans became related.

	Thomas Fawcett built the flouring mill on Carpenter’s run, and his eldest son, Joseph, built the saw mill on Coonrod’s run.

	His second son, Thomas, sold the land given him by his father, and emigrated to Indiana, early in the present century.  John, his third son, went to Washington, Penna., and clerked in the store of Daniel Moore.  Afterwards he and Moore, as partners, started a store in Wheeling, W. Va.

	John Fawcett married Miss Julia Larwell, then of Fawcettstown.  The Larwell family afterwards moved to Wooster, in Wayne County, Ohio.  John Fawcett continued in business in Wheeling for thirty years, then moved to Wooster, where he and his wife died.

	Benjamin Fawcett, the youngest son, married Miss Zane, (daughter of Jonathan Zane, Sr.) His father left him the old homestead, where the late James W. Gaston lived.  He rented his farm and moved to his wife’s estate, on Wheeling Island, where he was afterwards drowned in crossing the river.  His son-in-law, Robert Irwin sold the homestead to Gaston.

	Thus all of the children of Thomas Fawcett, Sr., have passed away, and all of his grand-children, with the exception of the writer – now in his 86th year, Mrs. Isabella Anderson, (daughter of Joseph Fawcett,) and four children of Elizabeth Fawcett, (wife of John Nessly,) viz: Mrs. Matilda Wallace, Mrs. Judith McCoy, Mrs. Nancy Winstanly and Rev. John F. Nessly.  An appendix added will give the history of the Nessly family.

	My mother, Mary Hamilton and Elizabeth Nessly, are the three sisters that married; the remaining sister, Isabella, never married.

	Joseph Hamilton, husband of Mary Fawcett, was a brother of Linn Hamilton who lived opposite of Wellsville.  His sister was the wife of Thomas Fawcett, Jr.

	I have thus with trembling hand, and failing sight, roughly and disconnectedly sketched an outline of family history, by request of and for the exclusive use and gratification of the fourth generation and their descendants, and not for the general public.  My nephew, James H. Goodwin, being of the opinion that a genealogical record should be kept, will take charge of my writings and have them printed in book form for distribution among the descendants of Thomas Fawcett, who may survive the “pale sheeted Nations of the Dead.”

	When I wrote the reminiscences preceeding this supplement, signed “Pioneer Junior,” my proper name was withheld for the reason that the author was so inseperably connected with the incidents related, that it would have had the appearance of egotism to have written in my own name, but now that I am so near the “jumping off” place, I care not for the criticism.

	Could I have had the time and the inclination, when on the sunny side of life, I might have written a much more succinct genealogical sketch, and a more readable epitome of history, but now, having lived a rather long and eventful life, struggling from youth to old age with untoward circumstances, losses, crosses, sickness, bereavements, and reached the sear and yellow leaf of autumn, or I might say, the winter of life, I am unfitted to wield pen or pencil, and will only add, that (I being of the third generation from Thomas Fawcett,) the fourth generation by blood and marriage, have since 1858, (when I left,) pushed with energy and intelligence the improvements that have culminated in a prosperous city, thus carrying out the ideal for which I labored through the vigorous portion of my probationary life.  Thus they, the fourth generation, will have honored themselves, their ancestors and their posterity, provided there be no stain in the future on the bright past.

	I pray that they may never forget “from whom cometh every great and perfect gift,” and that while he gives them the intellect to make money with which to adorn their homes and their persons, they should not neglect their spiritual beings, which need the adornment of a “meek and quiet spirit,” which is only obtainable by grace, through faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, who says “seek first the Kingdom of Heaven and its righteousness, and all those things necessary shall be added.”

	Now, dear friends, receive my benediction, “Little Children, love one another, and so fulfill the law of Christ.”

	“With malice toward none, with charity for all, with firmness in the right as God gives me to see the right,” I close this, perhaps my last will and testament to posterity.

                                                                                                          Wm. G. Smith.
Cincinnati, Ohio, November 27th, 1888.



APPENDIX.

-----------

AUTOBIOGRAPHY

-----OF-----

MRS. NANCY WINSTANLY
-------


	On the west bank of the beautiful Ohio river, nestling beneath the hills, is a farm of over 400 acres.  It lies thirteen miles above Steubenville and seven miles below Wellsville, in Knox township, Jefferson County, Ohio.  This farm, now owned by the heirs of Lewis K. McCoy, was once the property of my father, Jacob Nessly, and the home of my childhood; in this beautiful spot I was born, and here I spent my happy childhood, little dreaming of the stern realities that I was to meet in the years to come.

	And now after the lapse of more than a half a century, how my mind loves to go back and live over again in imagination the scenes of other years.

	My grand-father (on my father’s side,) Jacob Nessly, was born in Lancaster County, Pennsylvania, June 1st, 1753, and was a descendant of some emigrants that came over to this country from Holland in an early day and settled in that county.  My grand-mother, whose maiden name was Elizabeth Groff, descended from the same stock of emigrants, was born also in the same county and State, May 14th, 1757.  They both lived to be old.  Grandmother died August 6th, 1829, aged 72 years, 2 months and 24 days.  Grandfather died November 3rd, 1832, aged 79 years, 5 months and 3 days.

	I do not know when they were married, but my father was their third child, and was born in Lancaster county, Pennsylvania, (the same county and State as his parents,) February 1st, 1778.

	Grandfather came west of the Allegheny mountains in 1785, and settled on a farm, on the east bank of the Ohio river, in what was then Brooke County, Virginia, but now called Hancock County.  There was another family or two came with them, and their nearest neighbor was eight miles away.  They had to take their wheat in a canoe to Pittsburg, (or Fort Pitt,) then up the Monongahela river to the forks of the Youghiogheny to get it ground.  Grandfather soon got a horse mill started, and afterwards a water mill on Tomlinson’s run.

	The Indians did not trouble them for a few years, but when people began to settle more thickly, they became hostile, and the whites built a fort and block house on grandfather’s place.  I remember seeing the block house when I was a child.  Grandfather was a man of some means, and he bought each of his children a farm.  The one mentioned at the heading of this article he gave to my father, who was married to Elizabeth Fawcett, November 2nd, 1809, but did not take possession of the farm until April, 1820, and he never left it until removed by death.  From the time of his marriage until 1820 he lived on the farm and within a few hundred yards of the famous battle ground of Adam Poe and Big Foot.  My father and mother were intimate friends of Poe, and have heard the story of his fight from his own lips, and seen the scars from wounds he then received.

	My grandfather on my mother’s side was Thomas Fawcett, who was born in Ireland, June 11th, 1747.  Grandmother’s maiden name was Isabella Snodgrass.  She also was born in Ireland, March 1st, 1754.  They both lived to a good old age.  He died September 19th, 1820, and she died December 4th, 1825.

	When grandfather Fawcett first came to this country, he settled in Washington County, Pennsylvania, where my mother was born April 15th, 1782.  When she was about 18 years old, her father with all his family, came to Ohio and settled in Columbiana County, where East Liverpool now stands.  He first laid out the town and for many years it was called for him “Fawcettstown.”

	My father and mother had a family of nine children.  One died in infancy, the other eight all outliving their parents.  My oldest sister, Alice, was born January 24th, 1811, married Dr. Joseph Boyce, April 6th, 1830.  Jacob G. came next, he was born July 15th, 1812, married Mary Frederick, March 21st, 1839.  Matilda was born March 19th, 1814, married William H. Wallace, April 9th, 1835.  Judith was born June14th, 1815, married Lewis K. McCoy, March 1st, 1838.  Mary was born January 29th, 1818, married Alexander Riley, February 21st, 1839.  Elisabeth was born June 17th, 1820, married Wm. Cortez Myer, April 3d, 1849.  John F. was born February 8th, 1824, married Margaret Ford, June 5th, 1849.  She died June 23, 1862.  He married again Elisabeth W. Riley, March 26th, 1863.  This ends the record.

	I will just say here that John F., my youngest brother, is a Methodist preacher.  He joined the Pittsburg Conference in 1845, and is now a member of one of the Kansas Conferences, having gone west in 1865.

	I was born in Knox township, Jefferson County, Ohio, July 23d, 1822, and spent my life on the old farm until the death of my father.  I joined the M. E. Church in the fall of 1837 under the pastorate of the Rev. P. K. McCue.  The month and day I am very sorry I did not note down.  It was some time during the winter, the precise time I do not know.  One evening when I was all alone in secret prayer, light shown into my heart and I was enabled to say “Abba Father.”  I was then in my 17th year, and I have always been glad that I gave my hear to God when I was young.  I joined the church at what is now called sugar Grove appointment, on Sloan’s and New Somerset circuit, East Ohio Conference.  It was then a hewed log church, and called Hale’s Meeting House.  It was the first M. E. Church in all that region of the country, and my mother was one of the first members of that class, more than 65 years ago.  She and father both sleep in the grave yard there, with many other dear friends, and it is a scared spot to me.

	My father died January 17th, 1842.  In the following June mother left the farm (which had previously been sold to Lewis K. McCoy) and moved to Port Homer.  In August following at a campmeeting at Hollow Rock, Ohio, I formed the acquaintance of my husband, Thomas Winstanly, he being then a young Methodist itinerant, commencing his third year in the Pittsburg Conference.  That acquaintance ripened into marriage on the 9th day of July, 1844.  He had then traveled four years.  Two weeks after our marriage, on the day I was 22 years old, I left the home of my mother to make a home for myself, and try the lights and shadows of an itinerant preacher’s wife.

	Our first appointment was Middlebourne Circuit, Tyler County, West Virginia, a hundred miles from home, and amongst entire strangers.  We lived in Middlebourne, the county seat of Tyler County.

	The people were kind to us, but the circuit was very large, having twenty-five appointments.  Each one had to be filled every four weeks, consequently my husband was away from home a great deal.  But still we had a pretty good year, with but little pay, our salary only amounting to $76 in money.  I never got home until the next Conference, which made it eleven months that I had been away.  The Pittsburg Conference was held in July, and at Conference, 1845, we got an appointment right back to our old home circuit.  It was then called the Knoxville circuit.  We lived that year on the old home farm, and in the same house in which father died, where McCoy’s Station now stands.  In October of that year, 1845, on the 4th day, our oldest child was born, and we named him John Nessly.  There was a sweeping revival that winter, and scores were added to the church.  On the 21st of June of this Conference year, 1846, mother died of paralysis.  Was never able to speak after she was taken sick.  She lived from Tuesday evening until Sunday morning about eight o’clock.  Though unable to leave a dying testimony, we knew her end was peace, for she had served God from her youth.

	In July following we got an appointment to New Lisbon station, Columbiana County, Ohio.  We staid there one year, but my husband preferred a circuit to a station, so from there we went to Columbiana circuit (1847) and lived in a little town called East Fairfield.  Here we staid two years and formed some strong attachments, and made some lasting friends.  The recollections of them are still sweet and never will be forgotten.  From Columbiana circuit we went to Richmond, Jefferson County, Ohio, in 1849.  Did not get to house keeping until September, but staid among our friends.

	On the 8th of January, 1850, our second and last child was born, and we named her Mary Ellen.

	Richmond was a good circuit, and a pleasant place to live.  There was a great ingathering of souls, and a powerful revival of religion, while we were on that circuit.  We staid there two years and went from there to Smithfield, same County and State, 1851.  Here our first year, my husband’s health failed.  We had previous to this bought 73 acres of land at Port Homer on the Ohio river.  So we concluded he had better not take an appointment, but rest one year and we would go and live on this land.  So accordingly in the spring of 1852 we moved to it, just in time to see the great flood in the Ohio river that year.  I will just say here that I got to see the two greatest floods that were ever in that river; one in 1832 and the other in 1852.*

	We staid at Port Homer one year, and during that time my husband’s health improved, that he concluded to preach again.  So we sold the farm, and at Conference in 1852, he got the appointment of McConnelsville Circuit, Morgan County, Ohio.  We left Port Homer in July for our new home, McConnelsville.  I again parted with all my friends and childhood home, with many tears, to make a home among entire strangers.  The river at that time was so low that we could not get our goods shipped, and there were no railroads through the country then, so we had to wait until the river rose in the fall before we could get them, consequently we did not get to housekeeping before December 

[*this was written before the great flood of 1884.]

We boarded with a sister of my husband who lived on the adjoining circuit, and had rather a pleasant time.  Found some very kind friends at McConnelsville, but only stayed one year.  Went from there to Sharon Circuit, Noble County, Ohio, and lived in Sharon.  Here we had a good time for we were right in the midst of my husband’s friends.  His father, brother and three sisters all lived within the bounds of the circuit, and here he started to preach.  During our first year on this charge (1855,) after an absence of two years, I went back to visit my friends at my old home in Jefferson County.  It was my last visit until the fall of 1877, more than twenty-two years.  Also during our first year at Sharon, my husband bought a farm of 200 acres in Jackson township, Noble County, Ohio, and his health failed after two years of service on this charge, and we moved on the farm, and there and then ended my itinerant life.  We lived here twelve years, and saw my husband’s father, step-mother and many other kind and dear friends pass into the spirit land.  Our children were almost babies when we came here, but grew up to take their places in society among men and women.  I will here mention a remarkable incident.  For more than eight years after going on the farm, I was never away from home a night except in case of sickness.  We got dissatisfied here and tried to sell but did not succeed until June, 1868.  In August following, 26th day, our daughter Mary married James M. Bell.  On the last day of September we left that neighborhood, and on October 1st, we all shipped from Marietta, on steamer “Edenburgh” for Victor, Iowa County, Iowa.  Arrived on 13th.  Stayed there until January, 1869, when we moved to Ford County, Illinois, where we bought a farm of 160 acres, and where we now reside and where we expect to end our days.

                                                                                                 Nancy Winstanly.
Cabrey, Illinois, December 19th, 1878.
[Mr. Thomas Winstanly died November 22d, 1882.]


To the Descendants 

--- OF ---

THOMAS FAWCETT.
-------------


	The foregoing reminiscences would not have been complete without the following facts and records, which I have obtained from authentic sources, having in my possession the oldest record of Thomas Fawcett’s family, and also the original deed granting to Isaac Craig, of Pittsburgh, Pa., sections Nos. 23 and 24, in range No. 1, township No.5, bought December 6th, 1796, the deed being dated at Philadelphia, Pa., August 30the, 1798, signed by John Adams, President.

	Also the deed from Isaac Craig to Thomas Fawcett, conveying the same sections of land containing 1090 75-00 acres for the consideration of $3,651.oo cash; both deeds are in a good state of preservation, having been written on parchment.

	These relics came into my care, having been in the possession of John Fawcett, Wooster, Ohio, and after his death fell into the hands of Mrs. Julia Humrickhouse, thence to her son George, deceased, husband of Mrs. Clara B. Humrickhouse, through whose kindness and favor I obtained possession, and will take pleasure in showing them to any of the Fawcett descendants.                        Yours Truly,

						James H. Goodwin

East Liverpool, Ohio, March 4th, 1889.







Thomas Fawcett’s Family Record
--------

	Thomas Fawcett was born in Ireland, June 11th, 1747.
	Isabella Snodgrass was born in Ireland, March 1st, 1754.
	Thomas Fawcett and Isabella Snodgrass were married in Ireland, February 26th 1772.
	Their children were all born in the Chartiers Valley, Pennsylvania:
	Joseph was born January 16th, 1773.
	Thomas      “      September 13th, 1774.
	Abigail       “	  July 15th, 1778.
	Mary          “     June 30th, 1780.
	Elizabeth   “     April 15th, 1782.
	John           “	 January 13th, 1784.
	Isabella      “	 June 4th, 1792.
	Benjamin   “	 July 2nd, 1794.
	Thomas Fawcett, Sr. died September 19th, 1820.
	Isabella   “             “    “    December 4th, 1825.

MARRIAGES

	Joseph Fawcett was married to Esther White.
	Thomas “          “        “          “  Sarah Hamilton.
	Abigail   “         “        “           “ Joseph Smith.
	Mary       “        “         “          “  Joseph Hamilton.
	Elizabeth “       “         “          “  John Nessly.
	John        “       “         “          “  Julia R. Larwell.
	Benjamin “      “         “          “  Hannah Zane
	Isabella  “   did not marry.

	The following are supposed to be the only living issue of the above, at the date of this printing, March 1889:

	Mrs. Isabella Anderson, daughter of Joseph Fawcett.
	Mrs. Matilda Wallace,
	Mrs. Judith McCoy,      daughters of Elizabeth Fawcett
	Mrs. Nancy Winstanly,      Nessly
	Rev. John F. Nessly, son of Elizabeth Fawcett Nessly.
	Wm. G. Smith, son of Abigail Fawcett Smith















Smith Family Record.

-----------

	John Smith emigrated from Holland, first to New Jersey, thence to the Chartiers Valley, Pennsylvania, afterwards moving to Crawford County, Pennsylvania, near Meadville.

	His son Joseph was born in the Chartiers Valley, June 6th, 1775, and was married to Abigail Fawcett in 1796, moving to Crawford County, where his father had preceded them.  Births of their children were as follows:

	Thomas F. was born in Crawford County, Pennsylvania, October 21st, 1797.

	Isabella was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, January 11th, 1800.

	Wm. G. was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, June 17th, 1803.

	Mary was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, January 1st, 1806.

	Jabez was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, April 16th, 1808.

	John F. was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, September 10th, 1810.

	Esther was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, December 27th, 1814.

	James H. was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, in 1819.

	Hester Ann was born in East Liverpool, Ohio, August 24th, 1823.










Recapitulation of the Smith Family Lineage.

John Smith.			MARCH, 1889.		Thomas Fawcett, 1747
Joseph Smith, 1775						Abigail Fawcett 1778
Names of Parent
Names of Children Now Living
Residneces
Thomas Fawcett Smith, deceased



Isabella Smith Davidson, deceased

Wm. G. Smith, living at Cincinnati, Ohio




Mary Smith Warrick, deceased


Jabez Smith, deceased; widow living at Cincinnati, Ohio

John F. Smith, deceased; widow living at Newport, Ky.

Esther Smith Goodwin, deceased


Hester A. Smith Knowles, deceased; Isaac W. Knowles living at East Liverpool, Ohio
Mrs. Elizabeth A. Baxter
Mrs. Ellen M. Graham
Mrs. Clara J. Wallace
Mrs. Caroline L. Britton

Mrs. Arabella Garratt
Capt. B. F. Davidson

Daniel J. Smith
George S. Smith 
Mrs. Zelletta Graveson
Wilson F. Smith
Mrs. Lizzie Mitchell

Mrs. Susan Harker
Mrs. Maria L. Anderson
Mrs. Esther Thomas

Mrs. Mary E. Vance



Mrs. Abigail F. Woodside
Mrs. Almeda Stricker


James H. Goodwin
George S. Goodwin
Henry S. Goodwin

Mrs. Bellvina C. Taylor
Homer S. Knowles
Mrs. May Z. Stafford
Leavenworth, Kansas
Covington, Kentucky
Richmond, Indiana
Cumminsville, Ohio

St. Louis, Missouri
Louisville, Kentucky

East Liverpool, Ohio
Atchison, Kansas
Cincinnati, Ohio
Tacoma, Washington Ter.
Tacoma, Washington Ter.

East Liverpool, Ohio
East Liverpool, Ohio
East Liverpool, Ohio

Cincinnati, Ohio



Newport, Kentucky
Newport, Kentucky


East Liverpool, Ohio
East Liverpool, Ohio
East Liverpool, Ohio

East Liverpool, Ohio
East Liverpool, Ohio
Zanesville, Ohio





