








Spanish government had been obliged to change its policy.
But now, so they felt, they were rapidly drifting towards
another extreme. The fate of Amsterdam, where naked
Anabaptists had suddenly stormed the town-hall and had
tried to make themselves masters of the whole town and
turn the city into another Minister, was ever before their
eyes. Rather than suffer such a fate, they had encouraged
the more fanatical among the brethren to try their luck
elsewhere. But then, as so often happens during revolu-
tions, the pendulum had swung back to the other side, the
Catholics had returned to power and as champions of law
and order had purged the town of all disturbing Calvinistic
elements, and the people had been placed before the choice
between exile or re-acceptance of the old faith. For those
who took the new doctrines seriously, there had only been
one way of escape. They had fled.

Most of them had not been able to save anything be-
yond the clothes on their backs and their excellent brains.
But soon it was shown that as long as the latter possession
remained intact, nothing really had been lost that could not
be replaced in a couple of months or at most, years. For the
moment the cards were undoubtedly stacked against the
fugitives and in the new country, the green chips seemed
to be called purple, the purple chips were pink, and the
pink chips were yellow. But they were past-masters at the
game, and regardless of chips and regardless of cards, they
were soon back on top and winning all the biggest pots.

Amsterdam, conscious of Antwerp’s superior commer-
cial ability, had at first been quite pleasant to these poor
martyrs who were only supposed to be on a visit to their
more fortunate relatives of the North. Later (as I told you
in a previous chapter) when they stayed and stayed and
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stayed and moved from a garret to the second floor rear
and from the second floor rear to the first floor front and
then bought the whole house and then bought the whole
block to turn it over into offices and store-houses for their
rapidly increasing business affairs, then the hosts became
seriously alarmed and did their best to land their dearly
beloved Flemish cousins in the bankruptcy court. The
exiles from the river Scheldt accepted the challenge and
put up a fine fight. They gave tit for tat and hit back with
such force that their Dutch opponents were often on the
point of being knocked out completely. They displayed

an ingenuity and a courage and a foresight which thus far
had been very rare in a community that was so essentially
the product of small-town minds. In the end they lost out.
They were too far away from their own base of operations.
The struggle was too uneven. But they contributed a great
deal to Holland’s commercial glory and their many foreign
expeditions, sent out to checkmate the success of the differ-
ent Dutch trading companies (from which all “foreigners”
were carefully excluded) were of lasting commercial and
geographical value.

One of them, Willem Usselincx, in the beginning was
one of the men behind the West India Company and the
story of that organization would have been very different
if the other stockholders had been willing to listen to him.
But blinded by the tremendous and sudden profits of the
East India Company, these penny-wise financiers could not
understand how a community inhabited by independent
settlers (the original idea of Usselincx in connection with
the development of America) could ever be expected to
produce as large dividends as a wilderness turned into a
fur-bearing preserve or how a Limited Company ruled by
all the stockholders could be as profitable as a commercial
dictatorship exercised by a small board of directors, and
Usselincx had been loudly denounced as a sentimental ide-
alist who believed that painted savages had imperishable
souls and he had been ousted.

Usselincx was in fact a very sincere Christian who did
feel a certain concern about the souls of little brown men.
He also was a first rate promoter who thought in terms
of continents and not in terms of villages. He was one of
the first men to be really internationally minded. When
Holland would not back him up in his plans, he went to
Sweden and there founded a Dutch-Swedish trading com-
pany for the purpose of accomplishing certain things on
the American continent for which he was unable to find the
necessary capital in Holland.

The spot he had chosen for his operations lay at the
mouth of the Delaware River. This southern region had
been thoroughly explored by the Dutch shortly after the
foundation of Nieuw Amsterdam and for its protection a
blockhouse called “Fort Nassau” had been built on a spot
about four miles south of the present city of Philadelphia.
But as no immigrants would come to this lonely region,
there was therefore nothing much to protect and the strong-
hold had been discontinued two years later, in 1625.

Eventually the English, pushing northwards from
Virginia, had found the abandoned fortress and had put a
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garrison of their own in it. Perhaps “garrison” is too flat-
tering a name. There were only fifteen soldiers and when
Director van Twiller heard of their arrival, he sent a boat-
load of Dutch sailors to “Nassau,” took the Englishmen
prisoners and returned them to Virginia, through the kind
services of that same Captain de Vries who always seems to
have been wherever he was most needed and who this time
appeared in the role of an angel of peace and persuaded the
few English and the Dutch farmers, who were beginning to
move from north and south, to live with each other as good
neighbors and be loyal subjects of the Company.

To the great surprise of these early Pennsylvanians, early
in the month of March of the year 1638 two ships flying the
Swedish flag sailed up the Delaware River and dropped
anchor a little to the south of the old Fort Nassau. No one
else than our old friend Pieter Minuit, the man who a few
years ago had bought Manhattan from the Indians, was in
command of this expedition. He explained his presence by
saying that he had only come for a few days to get a fresh
supply of water. But once he had landed his kegs, he re-
mained and soon there was a great ado of hammering and
sawing and before the astonished eyes of both the English
and the Dutch, there arose the walls of Fort Christina, the
capital of the colony of New Sweden.

When the Gentlemen XIX investigated the new enter-
prise (as they hastened to do) they discovered that one of
their fellow-members on the Board of Directors and one
of their former governors were the leading spirits of the
Swedish Company, that Willem Usselincx was the brains
behind the whole affair and that the Swedes hoped to
extend their operations along the American coast from
Florida to Newfoundland, And they also found that of the
twenty-three colonists who had accompanied Minuit only
one was a Swede. All the others were Dutch. The Gentle-
men XIX expressed their total surprise at such an occur-
rence, but they might have known that sooner or later such
a thing would happen. It was absolutely impossible, it was
against every law of nature, to keep a land so eminently
fit for European colonization in a state of complete desola-
tion for the purpose of raising fur-bearing wild animals.
Thus far, competition had come from the English. Now it
came from the side of an equally dangerous enemy. For the
Kingdom of Sweden, the champion of the Protestant cause
in Europe, was on the crest of the wave, bulging with spoils
from the Thirty Years” War and dreaming strange dreams of
empire. The average Swede, who was conscious of having
been the saviour of northern Europe (as undoubtedly he
was), could not see any reason why he should be deprived
of his share of that vast continent which thus far had been
an absolute no-man’s-land. Encouraged by this interest on
the part of the people at home, half a dozen Swedish capi-
talists now bought out the few Dutchmen who had been
among the original investors and as Pieter Minuit had con-
veniently disappeared during a storm off Cape May, they
made serious plans to turn the whole of the Delaware ter-
ritory into a New Sweden. For this purpose they occupied
Fort Casimir, which also belonged to the Dutch West India
Company and which was situated a little further towards
the west and then sent home for immigrants. But soon they
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began to encounter the same difficulties with which we

are so familiar from the history of the Dutch settlement. A
series of successful wars against their Baltic neighbors had
given the Swedes more territory than they could ever hope
to fill with people of their own race. Why should a farmer
from Svealand move to the wilds of America across three
thousand miles of ocean when he could have a comfortable
new homestead just across the Bothnian Gulf?

Attractive prospectuses, the building of many churches,
the appointment of clergymen of the Lutheran religion (all
of them “terrible reprobates” according to good Dominie
Megapolensis, who was horrified at the prospect of having
these Lutherans as his next-door neighbors), the promise of
free land, none of these inducements could turn the Swed-
ish experiment into a success as long as there was not a
large surplus population in Sweden willing and eager to
try its luck in a distant foreign land.

Furthermore the great period of Gustavus Wasa had
been followed by the tremendous slump of Queen Chris-
tina. To the genuine horror of all Protestant Europe, the
daughter of the great Lutheran chieftain was showing a
decided leaning towards Popish heresies and when she re-
signed the throne in the year 1654 (to devote the rest of her
long life to pious contemplation and an occasional murder
of one of her court officials) the prosperous financial condi-
tion of her country had been entirely ruined and during
the rule of her successor (a cousin belonging to the German
princely family of Pfalz-Zweibriicken) the Swedish foreign
policy had been so unstable that the peace of northern Eu-
rope had been thoroughly threatened and most countries
had turned against their former ally.

Especially the maritime nations of the North Sea had
been greatly aroused by the young man’s promise to turn
the entire Baltic into a Swedish lake and Holland had
finally been obliged to send her navy to the assistance of
Denmark (which was on the point of being overcome) from
fear that one more Swedish victory would put an end to
her own profitable trade with the grain ports of Poland and
Lithuania.

Stuyvesant had always regarded the presence of Swedes
along the Delaware as an inexcusable infringement upon
his own rights (just as the English regarded the presence
of the Dutch on the shores of the Hudson River as a mere
poaching expedition) and he used the state of war between
Holland and Sweden as an excuse to rid himself of the
intruders.

But he had more than one reason to wish for a little
display of force. Relations between the Dutch and the
English along the eastern frontier were worse than usual.
Perhaps the old Director hoped that rumors about a short
and brilliant military campaign against one set of enemies
(who were weak) would have a salutary effect upon others
(who were not quite so defenceless) and would give him
some more years of that respite for which he was fighting
by every means at his disposal.

He made his plans against the Swedes very carefully and
laid an embargo on all passing Dutch ships and pressed
their crews into his service until he had fully six hundred
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men at his command. With these he sailed for the Delaware
and in less than a week’s time, Dominie Megapolensis, who
had conducted the prayer-meeting before the departure of
the expedition from Nieuw Amsterdam, was able to preach
a sermon of praise within the enclosure of Fort Casimir.
Three days later, on the fifteenth of September, 1655, the
Swedish governor signed the articles of peace and surren-
dered his possessions to the Dutch.

Stuyvesant was on his good behaviour for he knew that
the terms he would award to the Swedes would be a sub-
ject of deep concern to the colonists of the entire continent.
The Swedish settlers who wished to remain were granted
everjr form of personal and religious liberty. They could
continue to import their own Lutheran pastors from home
and they could use their own language and it all sounded
very lovely and very fine. There was only one difficulty.
The Dutch West India Company had again suffered such
severe losses in South America that the little expedition
against the Swedes had almost broken her credit. When it
was rumored that the town of Amsterdam was anxious to
invest some money in a colonial enterprise of its own, the
Gentlemen XIX persuaded their colleagues of the Town
Hall to buy the whole of the Delaware territory and de-
velop it as a unit. The Directors of the West India Company
were often woefully lacking in their understanding of colo-
nial problems. But they were good business men, for they
sold New Sweden to the town-fathers of Amsterdam for
about ten times more than it was worth. Then they waited
to see what would happen.

Well, nothing very important happened. “Nieuwer-Am-
stel,” as the enterprise was called, never prospered. It was
the old story of a lack of immigrants of the right sort. After
ten years of an almost forgotten existence, Nieuwer-Amstel
was ceded to England together with the rest of the New
Netherlands and that was the end of that costly experi-
ment.

And in the meantime, things had been far from pleas-
ant on the island of Manhattan. Old Pieter, returning to his
residence as a conquering hero, was met by the unpleasant
news that during his absence the Indians had gone on the
warpath.

The uprising this time again was entirely the fault of the
Dutch. A former official of the Company, a man embittered
by a long quarrel with the Director (the ex-treasurer van
Dijck, who had been kicked out of his office to make room
for van Tienhoven), one day discovered an Indian woman
stealing peaches from his garden. Without any warning he
had taken his gun and had killed her. It seemed that the
Indians had only waited for an excuse of this sort to declare
war. “Wooden Leg” was away. This time they might be suc-
cessful and rid themselves of their white burden. Suddenly
all the Indians of the neighborhood were in the streets of
Nieuw Amsterdam. The Second Generation apparently
meant business. But the Indian was weak. Toward evening,
a liberal supply of gin and promises had weakened their
hearts until they allowed themselves to be persuaded to
spend the night on Noten Eiland (Governor’s Island) and
there to await the settlement of their claims for compensa-
tion, early the next morning.
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But all night long there had been fighting in the outly-
ing districts. Van Dijck, the man who was responsible for
the whole trouble, had been killed by a mysterious arrow.
Other Dutchmen had been hacked to pieces. A number of
outlying farms had been set on fire. During the next three
days the uprising swept from one end of the New Nether-
lands to the other. A hundred colonists lay dead. A score of
others were prisoners in the hands of the savages.

Then the movement collapsed as suddenly as it had
started. The difficulties which the Indians had expected to
arise from the war between the Dutch and the Swedes had
not materialized. The Delaware territory had returned to
the West India Company without the firing of a single shot
and “Wooden Leg” was on his way back to Nieuw Amster-
dam.

During the negotiations of peace, the Indians used their
captives as pawns to get better conditions while Stuyve-
sant from his side engaged in one of his bi-weekly quarrels
with his town councillors, (wWho as usual were complaining
about the high taxes), was willing to let by-gones be by-
gones and not be too drastic in his demands for retribution.

A few years later another quarrel with the Indians oc-
curred in the village of Esopus (the present Kingston on the
Hudson). There it seemed the colonists had sold spirits to
certain unruly braves and when they lay about in stu-
por had quietly despatched them to the Happy Hunting
Grounds by blowing out their brains.

Fifty years before, such an occurrence would have
passed unnoticed, but the new class of natives was touchy
about being murdered and began a campaign of quiet retal-
iation. During several years there was trouble, farmhouses
would unexpectedly catch fire in the middle of a winter’s
night, farmers would go to market and never return, small
groups of Company soldiers would be “spurlos versenkt”
in the wilderness. Finally in the year 1663, without any
immediate cause (as far as any one knew) the Indians sud-
denly overran the village of Esopus, killed twenty-four of
the inhabitants and took the other fifty-five prisoners. No
one had time to defend himself. The raid had been over ere
the survivors had quite realized what was happening.

As upon all previous occasions when he did not have to
argue with the sea-lawyers of his rebellious town-council,
Stuyvesant knew exactly what to do and took his measures
with calm and efficient energy. Within a very few weeks,
the chiefs of the Esopus Indians, tracked down by the
soldiers of the Company, came to the fort of Nieuw Am-
sterdam to sue for peace. The treaty that followed showed
that the power of the Indians in the eastern part of the
colony at least had been broken for good and all. Hereafter
no natives were allowed to show themselves within any of
the villages of the white men with the exception of Nieuw
Amsterdam and Fort Orange. If they wanted to sell their
furs they must come to certain neutral spots which were
duly indicated but the New Netherlands had become a
white man’s country and the original owners were warned
off the premises.

The treaty was solemnly signed on the sixteenth of May
of the year 1664 and on that day, officially speaking, the
Indian ceased to be a part of the landscape.
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The white man’s alcohol and the white man’s bacilli had
done the rest.

The weaker ones among the natives rapidly degenerated
into slovenly paupers, perennial camp-followers, waiting
patiently for the crumbs which might fall from the con-
queror’s table.

The stronger ones pulled up stakes.

And silently they disappeared into the forests and so
into oblivion.

Chapter XX

Charles Stuart Vs. Pieter Stugvesant

Oliver Cromwell died in September of the year 1658.
In May of the next year his son Richard resigned as Lord
Protector. Exactly a year later, Charles Stuart returned to
the land of his fathers and as Charles II began that career of
polished perjury which is forever associated with the his-
tory of the glorious Restoration.

Now if there were one nation on this planet which
Charles despised, it was the Dutch. After the battle of
Worcester, he had been forced to spend a few years of his
life on the continent. He had not minded the days spent
at the court of his good cousin Louis (although $3,000 a
month was a scant income), but Heaven help him when he
recollected the yawning boredom of the little town of Breda
where he had lived for a while after the death of the Lord
Protector when the Stuarts were again permitted to show
themselves in the Dutch Republic, and hoped to borrow a
little pocket-money from their relatives in the Hague.

But there were other t easons of a strictly political nature
why Charles should have felt such resentment against the
Dutch. The merchants who were ruling that “counting-
house defended by a fleet” had actually concluded a treaty
of amity with the murderers of his father and by certain
special articles they had undertaken to exclude the descen-
dants of his sister Mary (widow of the late lamented Prince
William II of the house of Orange-Nassau) forever from
holding office in the Republic of the United Seven Neth-
erlands. At the special request of their visitor the Estates
General had finally repealed this offensive article and they
had allowed His Majesty to borrow large sums of money
for his triumphal progress towards the homeland. All the
same, when Charles sailed from Scheveningen to regain his
throne, he vowed that he would get even for the many hu-
miliations he had suffered in his nephew’s country and that
just as soon as he had compensated himself for the years of
his martyrdom by a little social pleasure he would pay his
respects to the Dutch.

There was another part of the world towards which
he did not feel pleasantly inclined. That “new” England,
which was to have been a refuge for all good British-
ers exasperated by the tyranny of his father in the “old”
England, had dared to give hospitality to the judges of the
sainted monarch and furthermore the Puritans persisted in
their aversion to that form of worship which in the eyes of
all good Englishmen was the only form of worship fit for
gentlemen.
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Charles meant to punish them for this double misde-
meanour but as he was an easy-going person, even his
most secret plans were known to his ministers just as soon
as he had mentioned them to his mistresses.

The English and Dutch colonists in America were
therefore informed as early as the middle of the year
1659 that the King meant to send three Episcopal bish-
ops to Massachusetts, Rhode Island and Connecticut
and also that the King, in an outburst of great generosity,
had bestowed the central part of the northern American
continent upon his beloved brother James, Duke of York,
who had fled to Holland after the collapse of the royal-
ist cause and who with his well-known Roman tenden-
cies had not been happy in that stronghold of Dr. Calvin.

FECIY.

PANIC

When however attempts were made to verify these
rumors in London, they were violently denied. The Gentle-
men XIX, who had undertaken to make this investigation,
assured their Director in the New Netherlands that he need
lose no sleep on that account. Stuyvesant, however, an hon-
est Frisian and therefore by nature suspicious, refused to be
reassured. He was passing through the most difficult part
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of his career, America was doing all sorts of queer things
to his erstwhile obedient subjects. First they had wanted to
be independent. He had allowed them (upon occasions the
old gentleman could fool himself most beautifully) to get

a share in the government of their city. And now many of
them were beginning to say that they did not care whether
they were ruled by the King of England or by the Board

of Directors of the Dutch West India Company, that they
never meant to go back to Holland anyway, that the New
World was their home and that the Old World meant noth-
ing in their lives and the West India Company which had
neglected them for so many years meant less than nothing.
And if this sounded like sedition, the Lord General had bet-
ter make the best of it!

As for themselves, they were tired of the whole busi-
ness. If the English wanted to come, all right, let them
come. They could not possibly be worse than those High
and Mighty Lordships in Holland who never showed
themselves, who wrote endless letters and wasted endless
time to decide the most absurd little points of law, who
wanted to meddle with the tiniest bits of daily routine (the
price of the ferry to Long Island, the hour of closing of the
local saloons) and who then left them to their own fate the
moment there was trouble at home or they got mixed up in
still another war.

All this was very sad but in the year 1666 there was just
exactly one person who continued to uphold the cause of
the mother country and he did not even have two good
legs to stand upon. Only when bands of irregular troops
from the east were beginning to invade the Dutch part of
Long Island in the spring of 1665 and were threatening to
plunder Nieuw Amsterdam and kill all the Dutch, could
the town councillors be aroused from their lethargy and be
forced to take some action. They grudgingly agreed to meet
the Director and discuss plans for the defence of the city.
But there was the ever-present problem of financing the
enterprise. The Burgomasters thought that it could be done
if the Lord General would ask the Gentlemen XIX to give
the city a monopoly of the ale-house business. In that way
the city would be able to raise enough money to surround
the entire lower part of the island with walls.

Lord help us! This is not a very edifying page in the his-
tory of our civic past.

But it was only a beginning and worse was to follow.

By this time the short-lived interest in America caused
by the van der Donck report had died a natural death. All
the best brains of the country and all the surplus funds
were once more placed at the disposal of the almighty East
India Company. There was hardly one man in ten thousand
who cared what happened to the New Netherlands.

Add the few belated and panic-stricken measures ta&en
on the morning of the twenty-eighth of August of the year
1664, when four British men-of-war suddenly entered New
York harbor and dropped anchor before Nyack were what
one might call the reflex action of an organism that had
ceased to lead an independent existence.

The only person who upon that occasion was really seri-
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ous in his defiance of the English demand for an immediate
surrender was old Stubborn Pete. Far and wide he sent his
messengers and called upon all the able-bodied men of the
entire colony to hasten to Nieuw Amsterdam and defend
the “key to their own homesteads.” A sheer waste of time
and energy, for no one came.

Then he despatched messengers to the independent
Lord of Rensselaerswijck asking him to go to Fort Orange
and tell the garrison to come to Manhattan with all possible
haste, but the Patroon answered him in a pleasant little
note in which he expressed his polite doubts whether the
English vessels which had been sighted off Nieuw Amster-
dam really meant to do harm and did not move a finger to
come to the assistance of his compatriots lower down the
river.

Then he counted his own soldiers and inspected his
military town guard and made an inventory of his cannon
and his gun-powder and found that he could hope to last
exactly three hours against the forces of Richard Nicolls
well-equipped squadron.

In this emergency he resorted to his old and trusted
tactics of putting up a bold front and scowling like a whole
regiment of dragoons and he despatched a very high-
handed letter to the English commander and wished to be
informed what this unwonted display of force in the colony
of a friendly nation might mean.

Nicoll answered briefly that he had come by order of His
Majesty the King of England and of His Majesty’s brother,
the Duke of York, and that he was there to take possession
of “what belonged by right to the British crown” the colony
known thus far (and erroneously) as the New Netherlands.

It was a polite note, so damnably polite that it was in-
sulting and furthermore it left no loophole for doubt.

Nevertheless, the Lord General decided to try once
more and early the next day a committee of citizens were
sent down the bay to confer with the invaders and ask for
verbal explanations.

On Saturday, the thirtieth of August of the year 1664,
these delegates reported to a hastily gathered assembly of
notables that to tell the truth, they had not got very far with
the Englishman. He had been very agreeable but he had
repeated his request for an unconditional and immediate
surrender of the town in the same words as he had used
in his answer to the Lord General When they had asked
him to explain by what right or under what treaty he had
fallen upon a peaceful nation, Colonel Nicoll had briefly
stated that he had come to America to obey orders but not
to enter into a debate and that “if anybody wished to argue
the case, he had better do so before His Majesty, the King of
England, who happened to be living in London.”

That was not exactly what one would call a satisfactory
answer, but another day had been gained and as the
English seemed to be making no preparations to put their
troops on shore, Stuyvesant decided to use the next few
days for a terrific display of energy. Hoping against hope,
the old fellow thought that the sight of hundreds of men
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SURRENDER

busily engaged on the bulwarks, hauling guns from one
place to another, filling wheelbarrows with dirt, would
discourage his enemies sufficiently to make them go back
to Boston. Meanwhile he meant to keep the courage of his
people high by telling them of a letter of explanation which
Colonel Nicoll had promised to the delegation of burghers
on the previous day, which had not yet arrived but which
no doubt would put everything in a new light.

As a matter of fact, that letter was already in his pocket.
It contained the promise that the rights of all the colonists
would be most carefully respected, but that in case of a
refusal to surrender the town and the fort, those who op-
posed His Majesty’s just demands would be treated with
the utmost severity and would experience all the miseries
connected with warfare.

Stuyvesant knew his people. He knew them only too
well. Their present luke-warm ardour (kept alive by his
story about the “temporary nature” of the English visit)
would evaporate the moment they knew that the English
meant business and would open fire unless they were
given the keys to the city. He therefore decided to keep the
contents of the supplementary letter of Colonel Nicoll a se-
cret and fight the thing out. But the Burgomasters of Nieuw
Amsterdam knew of the arrival of the document and when
the English ships approached the town, landed troops on
Long Island and on Governor’s Island and during the dark
of night actually passed the fort, they hinted that the time
had come for surrender.
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On the second of September two committees were again
sent to the English commander to ask him in the name of
the civil authorities of Nieuw Amsterdam what would be
the best policy for the citizens of the town to follow. On
Wednesday, the third, they reported that their visit had
been a very unsatisfactory one. Colonel Nicoll, as before,
had absolutely refused to discuss the ethics of the case. He
had been sent to the mouth of the Hudson by order of the
King of England to take possession of the New Nether-
lands. He meant to obey his instructions and that was all.

When urged at least to tell the committee whether he in-
tended to open fire on the town, he had hinted that the first
attack would probably occur on Thursday next unless a
white flag hoisted on the walls of the fort told him that his
wishes had been complied with, in which case the people
of Nieuw Amsterdam would find him to be a man of a mild
and kindly disposition.

When this answer became known all over the town,
it was useless for the Director to try any further defense.
Already in the night of the first of September he had sent a
message through Hell Gate (which as yet was unoccupied)
to inform the Gentlemen XIX of what had happened. This
document, ( which, by the way, never reached Holland)
was a sort of last will and testament.

“Long Island is lost,” he wrote, “and Nieuw Amsterdam
itself has been called upon to surrender. We have no sol-
diers, we have no gunpowder, we are short of food Further-
more the citizens are completely disheartened. They cannot
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see that there is the slightest chance of relief in the case of a
siege and if the island falls into the hands of the invaders,
they fear for the lives of themselves and their wives and
their children. It is clearly apparent that this town cannot
possibly hope to hold out for more than a very few days.”
And he ends his letter by telling the Gentlemen XIX of the
hatred for the Company, of which he had heard a great deal
these last four days. But what else could they expect, as
“every suggestion for improvement made either by himself
or by others had been disregarded and left unanswered”?

As a postscript he might have added that that very day
an inspection of the arsenal had shown that one half of the
available gunpowder was no longer safe on account of ad-
vanced age and that fully one third of the cannon were of a
model that had long since become obsolete.

On the fifth of September, a committee composed of a
representative of the Lord General and delegates from the
town of Nieuw Amsterdam held a final session with Colo-
nel Nicoll on Long Island near the ferry to Brooklyn. They
carried a power of attorney which allowed them to discuss
the full details of the forthcoming surrender.

On Sunday the seventh, after the regular afternoon
meeting, the twenty-three articles of surrender were read
to the assembled magistrates and to as many soldiers and
citizens as could crowd into the church.

On Monday, the eighth of September of the year 1664,
Pieter Stuyvesant signed a proclamation in which he ac-
knowledged the fact that he had accepted the act of surren-
der, which by this time was known to all the people.

It was the last time an official document was dated
from the Fort of Amsterdam. As for the Director he slowly
hobbled out of the disreputable old fortress and marching
at the head of his handful of soldiers, he led them to the
Gideon which was to carry them back to Holland.

When he returned, the Dutch flag had been hauled
down and the English flag had been run up.

Three weeks later the last of the Dutch strongholds in
America was occupied by the troops of Nicoll and a sad ex-
periment in colonization had come to its unavoidable end.

Chapter XXI
An Old Man On His Bouwerg

There was to be a little epilogue.

Holland and England had been at peace with each other
for almost a dozen years. During all that time they had
fought most bitterly for the markets of the world. As long
as our planet continues to be ruled by economic consider-
ations and as long as we have our present system of small
national units, it will be necessary for England to ruin
those rivals which threaten her absolute dominion on the
high seas. Together with the navies of the Dutch Republic,
England had reduced Spain to a naval power of the sec-
ond rank. It was now the turn of Holland to be pushed out
of the way, as shortly afterwards it was to be the turn of
France, and as in our own time it was the turn of Germany.
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The fact that Charles Stuart hated the Dutch had some-
thing to do with the outbreak of war. But not very much.
The circumstance that notwithstanding the Navigation Act
the Dutch continued to monopolize most of the carrying
trade was the real cause.

The terrific naval encounters which characterized the
second English war and which often lasted two and three
and four whole days showed how thoroughly the people
on both sides were interested in the outcome of the strug-
gle. Soon afterwards, indeed before the end of that century,
the numerical difference between the two countries was
going to make itself felt, for a million and a half Dutch were
no match for fourteen million English. But during the sec-
ond English war (the first Dutch war in English histories,
which seem to overlook the conflict that raged during the
Protectorate of Cromwell) the two navies were still equally
matched. A few battles were won by the English and a few
were won by the Dutch. It was the era of the great Dutch
naval strategists. If political partisanship had not prevented
de Ruyter and Tromp from co-operating with each other
on a basis of mutual respect, the English would have fared
very badly. But Tromp was an ardent Orange-man while
de Ruyter believed that the Republic could be better served
by the merchants who paid the bills. As a result the two

THE BOUWERY

men, while fighting brilliantly whenever they were alone,
did not do quite so well when they were fighting in each
other’s company and in this way, Holland’s last chance to
destroy her natural enemy was allowed to slip by and what
might have been a complete victory developed into a stale-
mate. The English had conquered the New Netherlands,
but the Dutch had conquered the English possessions along
the coast of Guinea in Africa and they had got hold of the
greater part of Guiana in South America and so they were
quits.

After two years both sides were so exhausted that they
were willing to make peace. It was then that the merchant
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party in Holland played its trump card. In great secrecy a
squadron belonging to the province of Holland and com-
manded by de Ruyter was sent to the mouth of the Thames.
Those who are interested in further particulars can find
them in the diary of Samuel Pepys, for the booming of

the guns so near to the English capital made a profound
impression upon that flute-playing dignitary and they un-
doubtedly hastened the successful conclusion of the peace
of Breda by which each nation was allowed to keep what it
had and which left Holland the victor by a small margin.

It sounds incredible yet it is true that the vast majority
of the Dutch people thought the trade of the New Nether-
lands for Surinam was an excellent stroke of business a fine
triumph for the diplomats of the Republic. For, Surinam, or
Dutch Guiana, was situated in the tropics. It raised sugar-
cane. The sugar-cane could be worked by slaves. Slaves
could be had for next to nothing in Africa and could be
sold at an average profit of $75.00 a head in America. In
short, Surinam promised to be a second Ja,va, a rich land
where the white man need not work and where a decent
and respectable trading company could hope to make a
living without being bothered by the complaints of so-
called “colonists” groups of poor white people who were
apt to drift into those territories which could not be worked
by slave labor and who were forever fussing about their
“rights” and their “privileges” and who had proved to be
the ruin of more than one commercial venture.

As a matter of fact, the colony of Dutch Guiana during
the first century and a half of its existence proved infinitely
more profitable than the New Netherlands had ever been.
The rivers that ran from the hinterland to the sea were lined
on both sides with hundreds of plantations. But during the
first half of the nineteenth century, the world experienced a
great spiritual upheaval. Man decided that it was wrong to
use other human beings as beasts of burden.

In the year 1863 slavery was abolished in the Dutch
colonies in South America. The slaves immediately de-
parted for the interior of the country and although they
retained the white man’s “Jesi Kist” they at once reverted
to that more comfortable state of savagery which had been
their birthright in the old continent of Africa. The planta-
tions went to hopeless ruin. To-day the colony of Guiana is
a bankrupt piece of marshland which would probably be
sold for a song if there were any nation willing to do the
singing, and meanwhile, Nieuw Amsterdam has become
New York.

No, that famous swap of the year 1667 was not quite
such a good stroke of business as the Dutch people be-
lieved when burning barrels of tar brought news of the
glorious peace of Breda.

But what a dull aff air life would be if no one ever,
guessed wrong or if all people always acted wisely! And
what would become of the poor historians?

There was one man who lived through all these events
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and had a perfectly peaceful time. That was the late Lord
General, the ex-grand-duke of Muscovy, the famous
“Wooden Leg” of the Indians, the Hon. Pieter Stuyvesant,
last of the Dutch rulers over the New Netherlands.

Immediately after the surrender of the colony, the West
India Company had ordered him to return to Holland and
explain his conduct. It was the period after the catastrophe
when everybody is always looking for a convenient scape-
goat. The people of Nieuw Amsterdam were blaming the
Company for all their troubles, for these “swindlers” (as
they were now pleased to call Their Lordships) had al-
lowed them to come to America and settle down on a piece
of land to which (as they were now learning for the first
time from the letters of Colonel Nicoll) the Dutch had never
had any right at all.

The Gentlemen XIX returned the compliment by calling
the citizens of Nieuw Amsterdam a tot of measly cowards,
but as they needed a more tangible subject for their wrath
they sent for their trusted old servant who during the last
eighteen years had been predicting just such an outcome
and who had foretold what would eventually happen in a
whole series of official documents.

Well, they wanted him in Amsterdam, and he meant to
go and face the music.

But before he left, on the second of May of the year 1665
the pleasure of his company was requested at the Town
Hall. The Burgomasters and Sheriffs of the late town of
Nieuw Amsterdam, now “New Yorcke,” wished to say
farewell to their former master and bid him Godspeed.

It was a cordial meeting. Surprisingly cordial when we
remember that the old man had not left a stone unturned
to prevent the foundation of this independent municipality.
But the past was forgotten and His Excellency hoped that
all of his late enemies would prosper as brilliantly as his
former friends and the magistrates answered that they saw
the Lord General’s departure with the most sincere regrets
and that as a token of esteem they begged him to accept

an official letter of explanation in which they, the Burgo-
masters and Councilmen and Sheriffs of the City of New
Yorcke, had given a circumstantial account of the surrender
of the city of Nieuw Amsterdam and had explained for the
benefit of all those who cared to read how the former Direc-
tor was without blame and how he could not possibly have
acted otherwise than he did.

The Hon. Pieter pocketed the document and took sail.
In October of 1665 he reached the Hague after an unpleas-
ant and dangerous voyage. The Board of Directors, having
diligently listened to the tales of woe brought back by the
garrison of the fortress of Nieuw Amsterdam, received him
with scant courtesy. But Their High and Mightinesses, the
Estates General, thought differently, the people of the for-
mer colony came to the support of their peppery ex-ruler,
who had been just as hard on himself as he had been on the
meanest of his subjects, and gradually the excitement died
down and the old fellow (he was now over seventy and
had lived a hard life) was no longer bothered.

He could have remained in Holland, but the New World
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had got hold of him.

After the peace of Breda, Stuyvesant entered into private
negotiations with the English government to obtain for his
former subjects the right of free trade between America and
Holland and when that had been accomplished, he took
ship and returned to Nieuw Amsterdam. He came back to
America in the fall of the year 1667 and went to live on his
farm, his famous bouwery on the east side of Manhattan
Island

There he spent the rest of his years, but we really know
very little about him during this final period.

He puttered around in his garden and took a polite but
distant interest in the affairs of the community. He had
been a man of such imperious character that the other
members of his family had never had a chance to assert
themselves. His wife had always remained the vaguest of
vague shadows. His sister had at one time got up sufficient
courage to interfere on behalf of a poor Quaker but had
never asserted herself in any other way. There were two
sons who stayed in the background. There was a garden
and an old man who read his Bible and felt that the world
was rapidly going to the Devil.

In the month of February of the year 1672 this grand his-
torical curiosity, this last survival of the days when heroes
were pirates and pirates were heroes, was carried to its
final resting place.

Two years later the Company which he had served so
well and which had rewarded him with such scant ap-
preciation, followed him to the grave. The old West India
Company was disbanded and was replaced by a new
organization, more in keeping with the changing demands
of the time.

What then became of the archives of the old colony we
do not know. A small part of them were saved. But most
of the documents were lost. Who cared to bother about
the papers of an old firm that had gone bankrupt and was
no longer listed on the Exchange? of the most populous
city of the modern world is still shrouded in a dark haze
of uncertainty. We really are better informed about several
Egyptian kings who have been dead and buried for more
than thirty centuries than we are about the obstinate Frisian
who tried to start a one-man Dutch Empire on the Ameri-
can continent and whose pear-trees were bearing fruit until
a few years ago.

Chapter XXII

A Final Visit Of The Mother Countrg

From 1667 until 1672 there was peace between England
and Holland.

Then Charles Stuart used the opportunity of a war be-
tween the Dutch Republic and France to settle his ancient
score and (for a consideration of course) joined the French.
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THE END

Attacked from four sides at once (for the golden dollars
of King Louis had produced other allies) the Dutch people
first butchered the man whom they held responsible for the
downfall of their country (and who was really the greatest
statesman the Republic ever produced, Jan de Witt), and
then, with their back against the North Sea, set out to fight
a desperate battle which ended with a complete victory for
their side.

It was during this period that the colony of the New
Netherlands returned to its original owners. A year and
a half after the death of Pieter Stuyvesant, two Dutch
admirals, Cbrnelis Everts and Jacob Binckes, chasing
certain English merchantmen down the Chesapeake Bay,
bethought themselves of the possibilities of reconquering
Nieuw Amsterdam. Accordingly they set sail for the Hud-
son and dropped anchor in the Lower Bay.

Then the comedy of the year 1664 was repeated, but
in reverse order. This time it was the English governor
who haughtily desired to be informed by what right these
twenty-three vessels had approached his territory in so
hostile a manner. This time it was the Dutch admiral who
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refused to enter into a debate and who simply stated that
the Dutch had come to get hold of “what really belonged
to them” and that they meant to get it by peaceful means if
possible, but by warlike measures if necessary.

And this time it was the Dutch who landed troops. Only
they did not go to Long Island but they concentrated their
forces near the old farm of Anneken Jans and Dominie
Bogardus, the present churchyard of Trinity Church, and
from there they marched down Broadway and without fir-
ing a single shot, obtained the surrender of New Yorcke on
essentially the same terms as the English a few years before
had obtained the surrender of Nieuw Amsterdam.

The whole of the colony thereafter returned under

THE RETURN VISIT

Dutch rule. It continued to bear the name of the New
Netherlands, but Nieuw Amsterdam was re-baptised New
Orange and the fort of Amsterdam was called Fort Willem
Hendrik after the young Prince of Orange who a few years
later, as William III, would mount the throne of England.

Just as peacefully as the people of Nieuw Amsterdam
had accepted the rule of the English, just as peacefully the
citizens of New Yorcke now accepted the rule of the Dutch.

The same people who on the twenty-second of Novem-
ber of the year 1664 had written to the Duke of York that
they would behave as good subjects and had thanked his
Royal Highness for having given them such a wise and
intelligent governor as Colonel Nicoll and who had ex-
pressed their firm belief that under the guidance of His
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Royal Highness they would grow like the cedar trees of the
Lebanon Mountains, now took the oath of allegiance to the
Estates General of Holland and promised that they would
be the obedient servants of Anthony Colve, who replaced
Francis Lovelace as Governor of the Colony and command-
er-in-chief of the forces on Manhattan Island.

Then they elected a small number of influential citizens,
from whom the new Governor was to appoint the Burgo-
masters and the other city officials and peacefully went
back to their daily tasks.

Of course Holland was still at war with England and the
town was under a state of siege to guard against a surprise
attack from the side of His Majesty’s vessels which were
known to be in the nearby harbors of New England. But
except for a few soldiers mounting guard near the Bat-
tery and a slightly earlier closing hour for the dramshops,
everything remained as before.

A year later the United Seven Netherlands and His
Majesty the King of England concluded a treaty, the famous
Treaty of Westminster, and during the unscrambling of the
different bits of conquered territory, the New Netherlands
were returned to Great Britain.

Once more a Dutch garrison marched out and an
English garrison marched in and a Dutch flag went down
and an English flag went up, and it remained up until one
hundred and nine years later when the last of the British
soldiers left Manhattan Island and the first of the troops of
General Washington crossed over from Long Island and
took possession of the old Dutch and British settlements
in the name of the thirteen rebellious colonies which had
grown out of those old European settlements and which
were now to become the center of the great new world of
the West.

NEP~

Thirteen years after the second Dutch occupation the
widow of Pieter Stuyvesant committed the only indepen-
dent act of her long and faithful life. She died. Her will
stipulated that part of the family fortune be used to build a
church.

The church still stands.

It is erected over the vault that holds the bones of the last
Dutch Governor of the New Netherlands.
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THE BAPTISM OF THE FORT CALLED “AMSTERDAM” APRIL 25, 1625
(Translation of the text in the original Dutch)

“As soon as the surrounding moat shall have been almost finished Mr. Verhulst, the Commissary, and the Council shall
devote themselves to the immediate construction of the Fortification according to the official plan No. C, which shall be
called ‘Amsterdam’ and they shall employ for said purpose as many people as can be temporarily missed from among the
farmers, the sailors and the colonists.
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