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FOREWORD

The manuscript which forms this book was sent
me recently by an architect friend. While altering an
old Philadelphia house, workmen uncovered a small
chamber beneath a bedroom hearthstone. This tiny
room, for such it appeared to be, was about eighteen
inches square. It contained various small articles of

furniture, all of the Colonial Period. In one of these,



a secretary desk, was found a manuscript book, the
leaves of which, about the size of postage stamps,
were covered with minute writing.

With the aid of a powerful reading-glass my friend
managed to decipher the story which follows.

Scarce able to believe that such a remarkable doc-
ument could be other than some ancient hoax, he
sent it to various authorities for their opinions.

Scientists of the Brownsonian Institute have
assured him that their analyses of the paper and ink
prove them definitely to be of Early American man-
ufacture, and that the writing was most certainly
done with a quill pen of that period.

More startling still was the report from officials
of the National Museum of Natural History, stat-
ing that, incredible as it might seem, there could be
no possible doubt that the handwriting was that
of —a mouse!

So without attempting any explanation, with
only a few minor corrections of spelling and gram-
mar, and the addition of some drawings, I give you
Amos’ story in his own words.

I am aware that his account of Franklin's career

differs in many respects from the accounts of later



historians. This I cannot explain but it seems rea-
sonable to believe that statements made by one who
lived on terms of such intimacy with this great man
should be more trustworthy than those written by
later scholars.

RoBERT LAawsoN
Rabbit Hill
May, 1939
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Since the recent death of my lamented friend and
patron Ben Franklin, many so-called historians
have attempted to write accounts of his life and his
achievements. Most of these are wrong in so many
respects that I feel the time has now come for me to

take pen in paw and set things right.




All of these ill-informed scribblers seem aston-
ished at Ben's great fund of information, at his bril-
liant decisions, at his seeming knowledge of all that
went on about him.

Had they asked me, I could have told them. It
was ME.

For many years I was his closest friend and adviser
and, if I do say it, was in great part responsible for
his success and fame.

Not that I wish to claim too much: I simply hope
to see justice done, credit given where credit is due,
and that's to me—mostly.

Ben was undoubtedly a splendid fellow, a great
man, a patriot and all that; but he was undeniably
stupid at times, and had it not been for me—well,

here’s the true story, and you can judge for yourself.

I was the oldest of twenty-six children. My parents,
in naming us, went right through the alphabet. ],
being first, was Amos, the others went along through
Bathsheba, Claude, Daniel —and so forth down to
the babies: Xenophon, Ysobel, and Zenas.

We lived in the vestry of Old Christ Church on



Second Street, in Philadelphia—behind the panel-
ing. With that number of mouths to feed we were,
naturally, not a very prosperous family. In fact we
were really quite poor—as poor as church-mice.

But it was not until the Hard Winter of 1745
that things really became desperate. That was a win-
ter long to be remembered for its severity, and night
after night my poor father would come in tired and
wet with his little sack practically empty.

We were driven to eating prayer-books, and when
those gave out we took to the Minister’s sermons.
That was, for me, the final straw. The prayer-books
were tough, but those sermons!

Being the oldest, it seemed fitting that I should
go out into the world and make my own way. Per-
haps I could in some way help the others. At least, it
left one less to be provided for.

So, saying farewell to all of them—my mother
and father and all the children from Bathsheba to
Zenas— set forth on the coldest, windiest night
of a cold and windy winter.

Little did I dream, at that moment, of all the
strange people and experiences I should encounter
before ever I returned to that little vestry home!



All T thought of were my cold paws, my empty
stomach—and those sermons.

I have never known how far I traveled that night,
for, what with the cold and hunger, I must have
become slightly delirious. The first thing I remem-
ber clearly was being in a kitchen and smelling
CHEESE! It didn't take long to find it; it was only a
bit of rind and fairly dry, but how I ate!

Refreshed by this, my first real meal in many
a day, I began to explore the house. It was pain-
fully bare; clean, but bare. Very little furniture; and
that all hard and shiny; no soft things, or dusty
corners where a chap could curl up and have a
good warm nap. It was cold too, almost as cold as
outdoors.

Upstairs were two rooms. One was dark, and



from it came the sound of snoring; the other had

a light, and the sound of sneezing. I chose the

sneezy one.

In a large chair close to the fireplace sat a short,
thick, round-faced man, trying to write by the light
of a candle. Every few moments he would sneeze,
and his square-rimmed glasses would fly off. Reach-
ing for these he would drop his pen; by the time he
found that and got settled to write, the candle would



flicker from the draught; when that calmed down,
the sneezing would start again, and so it went. He

was not accomplishing much in the way of writing.

Of course I recognized him. Everyone in Phila-
delphia knew the great Doctor Benjamin Franklin,
scientist, inventor, printer, editor, author, soldier,
statesman and philosopher.

He didn't look great or famous that night,
though, he just looked cold—and a bit silly.

He was wrapped in a sort of dressing-gown, with
a dirty fur collar; and on his head was perched an
odd-looking fur cap.

The cap interested me, for I was still chilled to the
bone—and this room was just as bleak as the rest
of the house. It was a rather disreputable-looking
affair, that cap; but in one side of it I had spied a
hole—just about my size.

Up the back of the chair I went, and under cover
of the next fit of sneezes, in I slid. What a cozy
place that was! Plenty of room to move about a bit;
just enough air; such soft fur, and such warmth!



“Here,” said I to myself, “is my home. No more
cold streets, or cellars, or vestries. HERE I stay.”

At the moment, of course, I never realized how
true this was to prove. All I realized was that I was

warm, well fed and— oh, so sleepy!

And so to bed.







