' MORDECAI I

Mem. Freehold, N.J.  Aug. 11-12, 1922

-

I went to Freehold with tﬁe mistaken notion xﬁat it wa
here that the Salters had livéd. thuf 19; that Freehold was a |
town at the boginﬁing of the 18th century.

I began my work in the Court House - an old and at- |
tractive building, in tip-top share, the centre of & common=
‘, place and almost vulgar iown. Nobody kﬂow inythinc}#pput .
Salter = nobody had ever heard of Mordecai Lincoln. Tﬁo,mnrring¢: j
records were in Trenton, the deeds of land were in Trenton =
everything was somewhere else. I plead that there must bc.‘
Salters and Lincolns in the tawn who must know something. No,
they said, there was no one of their name, a fact which I
afterwards verified by the telephone book and & 40-year old

taxi driver who knew everybody.
e

The court house failing me, I went to the librhry.e

a nice little place, with a typical old maid librarian, who, b

found afterwards, was only a aupply. and a vory up-to-dlto young

woman in charge. She pulled out Ellie and Bnltlr = poor piqﬂinc
The Salter evidontly knew nothing about Lincoln and very llttlo b
about his own fumily. And the Ellise, though it has munh that

is 1nteroeting, was made to sell, with bad sketches and pictur‘. ?Q
of modern 1ighn£ in Monmouth County. But 'hlt 1 did find 'Ii _'
that all this time b had been laboring undor tht 1nprQ-Qlon thﬂt
anohold. N.J., at the beginning of the 18th etututy tl! t to'u
On ﬁho contrary. it was, at the start, one of thc thr-- bic

lhipl 1nto whioh Monmouth Country was dtvtdnd'

!htr‘ wu- no

 town of l‘runold. vhc; Vonmouth county m pared down and




chase I might haso ‘been -plrod if I had read with care the
history of the co\mty bcroro I -tartodo However, I weuld hno
misind some very interesting human documents.

The librarian not being able to do much to help n‘n.‘
sent me to the Inquirer office, to see Maxim Applegate, of whom
I would like to write a sketch - a battered humun bung, vcll 8
tonrd. the 70's, snapping black eyes,-much ltn,incd jlth S i
tobacco juice. Hig office is up a narrow and mhty pair of
stuirs. piled high with newspapers, the sccmnulttio»nn of

at lont 50 years, rusty old gafe - to this good hum mtcrul

come -

-

But he does know something about what I am after:

&

a2

*

It is funny to see his cupidity and his honpituity struggle.
He thinks he may get a dollar out of me, but he don't want to

ask direct for it. But he tells me what 1ittle he knows - cannot

Vbe definite - something of which I never heard bqtor;lw. " that ‘
Mordecai Lingbln had a child, a little éiﬂ, buried near hnro. o
~at & place called Covell's Hill. oF s

»ﬁiﬁﬁ it is on a hil}d behind an q.ld church, that ‘
20 years ago he dug it up, tha.t> oﬁ the tomb stone utvtho"

initials, MLL. How he knows this means Mordecai Lincoln I

do not know. He also tells me that at the time of thii‘icaréh,s”ﬁz'

 he found an old forge which was run vy lMordecai Lincoln- E,O
oanbdt give me preciiﬂ indications for thia, thznka he might g@’

-thqrc- Tells me that all that he knovu was publilhna by tho .

l!aw York Gdnulogieul Bocuty. He cluimn he m.do‘

; tm} 'u,a otom._ He u u mdcfinitn thut I oancl :

1ook fov beth. oy



against Mo®decai Lincoln, =-he cannot remember by whom or in
what way. At least I ha}e found something.
Another name has been given me, that of &rlnwyor;b
Mr+ Cowart. I go back to.the court house, but get no indication
of records of a suit+ Look up Mr' Cowart. Good. bntinciiliki
office, very much of a gentleman, immaculate, nntiquarian- ‘but
hin chief interest is in the Battle of Monmouth.
I find that history for Freehold is the Battle of
Monmouth and lolly Picther. What I had not realized was th;t !
the battle field was right here at the gates Cowtrtvlopms
to know nothing about Richard Salter, but looks up the records
and f;ndq what I have ;lready found, that they must have
lived in Burlington, Middletown or Perth Amboy. But he is in
a hurry. His stenographer is going on a vacation, and it is
five o'clock. The court house shuth. I go vack to the library,
that closes, too, so I look up a taxi and go out to‘OId .
Tennant Church. And thank the Lord I did.
It is the quninteet church I har- ever seen in Amoricu. :
I would give a good deal if somebody would take thev;tovcu and
kerosense lamps out. On the way back my drivor points out
Molly Pitchor's well. Most of the placards that had been put
on the battle field - it was a wondorful place for a battle =
- are down. Disgusted, I ate my suppor and &0 to bod-
Make the rounda the next morning of thc ncwlptpor.
Tbofriccs = find nothing, except a good deal of contompt at tha
Tranncript for Appleeate. This is an up-to-dato offioc vith a
“ 'bi1 kept mn; at thc head. and 4 oan runcy how he f.oll about
' "-'A"pphgato n.nd nu plant.




o Look up my taxi driver. Take him to #pplocato and got"
Aireoti;na'about how to find Covell's Hill ipd the forge. We
drive out through Clarksburg, looking for a church. On top
of a hill I see some 1little white grave stones but no churoh ia
sigﬁt. A house nearby tells how tovget in. It is drizgling
rain. I am not dressed for such a tramp, but took it. Find
the graves are grown up with high grass, poison ivy, huckle=-
berries and all sorts of low stuff. Here are many old grave
stones such as I never saw before, the natural red sand stones,.
as flat as they could get them but quite unworked, jagged and
rough, no initials thaﬁ I could find+ If there is a M.L.
anywhere I did not find it or anything else that Applegate had
promised? such as many tﬁmh stones of Jaﬁisons.

He said that Jemison wag a school teacher who lived
in New York. died atlso, had known the whole countryside, that
this comefery is sometimes called the Jay cemetery.

A woman tells ofﬁa church anead. We drive on a

<

couple of miles, find an old Quaker meeting hoﬁia’und grnvo?_-f
yard, but no M.I. bcrap acquaintance with a'waman~gcr63s the

‘road - common, good natured person, curious and garrulous =

:groai holpyin this kind of work. She shows me the meétingvhouii,;;u

--which she covete as a pon-ible good-house for horselt- Likes ;

. tho trees around, took care of the gr;vc yurd. Luckily we htvof*f
a rlnt tire so she talks, nnd in her effort to tell me lvarythtk
fnhb knows, nuddonly mentions the 'Ybllow ncoting Kouno' And

'f*the fact that & man namod Bultar gave the ground lnd thut h

vfigg ﬁhc oldoat headatonc in these plrts- ;




meanness of her sister, who got $1400, whilc the rest only got
$2200., and who promised to put up the head stone but never did.
And'ahe is going to get after her soon.

Since thﬁ tire is repaired, we start for the Yellow
Meeting chse. the driver and woman having a long convoraation.
very bewildoring to me, on how to get there-

We go back to Clarksburg, and just on the other side
my driver whoops a éall to a man sitting on the side of the road-
We stop. He tells me this man has taught school here for‘4or
years and knows every one. He can tell Qe. The school teacher
knows how to get to the Yellow Méeting House, but nothing about

a Salter, never heard of him. The Doctor passes, and he stops

~him, and they call in a man who is making roads at the side and

who has a fractious horse that he calls Woodrow. WS hold a long
conclave, and the result is a map showing how to get to the
Yellow leeting House and beybnd to a plapo called Filmore's
Corners, where they think the forge might have been, and beyond
that to Joaepy Holme's place, who had the records which
mijht have something. |
.We find the meeting house,with.tle most interesting

lot of head stones I h;vo seen in many a day - Lawrences,

Holmes, Bruere - but no Salter. One corner of the place is

grown up to young locust, 10 feet high and full of throns. It 1:

- owet and minorable. but 1 plough around in this thiokot until

: finully 24 g0 and look up the neighboring hou-e.'hioh I -hould

hnwo dono in the rirlt plnoo.

mxcrc iu a good natured man horc._ HQ kopt the plm

”.‘ r°, 12 yoar', lnd k.pt it fin., no luch thtakot. Th!If*§@

rod _tca_ ngeh , and now see h}cv‘ ;g'lopx'




i
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(:_: : path for me, and there I am = the only slate head stone, I

Q;’L; : think, in the cemetery = John Sglter, who died August 29, 1723.
L/é ‘ I am warm indeed for this is the brother of Hannah

:_: who married Mordecai. He gave the land on which the church v

l__} and the cemetery lie, and owned many farms in thii neéighborhood.
_‘E,: What more natural than that Mordecai Lincoln, even if his land
ls\; didn't join John Salter's farms = Wl T mi aok suse sHeut hie o
E/ shou;l.d have come here with Hannah and established & forge-

:; Probably just the thing that he wo?;(df- &% MY wreide Zonn
E‘— Salter was\fond of his sist r\fo»a {h "'hfmrfﬂa\“vu.

. 'L}j\ \ Sl e

iz he leaves her\ £ 250 (p. 95 Ika)

(@—1 We drive on for Filmore's Corners. Nothing that

ET— looks like a forge left there., but a mile or so before we get ‘
fé - to Joseph Holme's, there is an old, old stone blacksmith shop &
-&j it muet have been a blacksmith shop - red sand stone full of

:g(—i : pebblesn. I am imméd:la.tcly get on having this Mordecai Lincoln's
?D v ihop, and drive on to Joseph Holme;.

E Here we come to a real country gentleman, fine big

,EE farms, fine old brick house, part of it very old but kept up to
F_}_ date. Rather pretentious landscape gardening, and a beautiful
Q(E:— olc‘.l’cha.ri.cter who come to the door. ‘Hospitality itself. Takes
5— j me in. There are books all mound. Genealogy is one of his

Q _ hobbies. you kno;. and the only thing I get from him and from

g ' his daughter who is called in is that the genealogy of the Bo-u‘u'
&{:— ' famlly. written by Col. J. T. Holmes, is publinhod in Oolunﬁnlfioif,"

The titlo is "The American Family of the Rw O'oodu.h Kohmn.

"ha.t 1ntorutn these Holmu is that they are oonnsotad ws.th tho

rmily of Pruidcnt 1‘incolrx. It is through the Bmol.
Cine s 1 talk to th.m .bout the buox-mith lhop‘ at the

: in , ar 1t. only t&ut 11; nuat e
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a great.deal of the country:

My driver knows where this is - an old, old house.
(See picture in Holmes Family( What a wonderful thing is
hospitality. It ;;a as if they were expecting me, which I
know they were not. A fine looking man, whose name seems to be
Meags, the son-in-law of lrs. Rue, comes to tha‘door. urges me to
come in, takes me to a back sitting room - rooms fnli of all
kinds of comfortable things trog the lvthlcontury-down. In comes
his mother = fine looking old lady* I gave them my name, they
seem to have heaid of it. Tell them what I want. In comes
Mrs, Mears. It is lunch time = I must stay. Ag it is nearly
two o'clock and I am famished, I consent s ‘

Mrs. Rua has a great deal. The definite thing is
that she has an inscription in her mgnuucript genealogy of the
Holmes ftmiiy. given her elther by this Col.’i.T.qumes or by -
Judge Beekman, a genealogist of Freenold, now dead. This in-
scription, which she says is in the Robbins' cemetery (possibly
Covell's Hill)~ she doesn't know) reads®

Deborah’ Lincoln

3 years 4 months 1720

Thiswis something to work on, and the only roal'thing, il

although she calls my attention to Stiiwoll'- Gcno&logy on the

Selter family in this part of the world; and thero one flnﬁt Mi"

thl records of the auit.

What 1t amounts to wss that Obcdish Bounq.!ho wtc a

: _.brothar-in-law or nephew=in-law of ubrdocni Linooln. thoucht;th‘

;"“ﬂmonnvvitc due him and ho brousht suit thrco ttnll~ 'x§*'w




8
é: What an impression of genuine American family 1ife of
‘Q% | the comfortable, dignified, conventional type! And the impression
Tx)l . is very strong that there were four generations in lirs* Rue's
— ;
fF:% ; household = the last an infant. This is all I carry away, but
;l% ‘ it was worth the trip.
;E%; : You find such families as hers all over the couatry,
;}:ﬁ 4 I take it; and that, after all, is what holdes us together:

This land that the Salters, Holmes, Lawrences settled is enors
mously rich today as farms. I saw a bean farm a mile logg. thp.
manager or owner drove up and down the road in a Ford car to see
the condition af the crop, direct the men whor§ to spray and
pick, etc. Market gardens everywhere, the finest of green corn.
Thialia what Mordecai Lincoln helped st;rt-

But nobody knows anythin about the forge. Urs. Rue
and her son-in-law Mr. Mears have a funny little tilt at the
table. They are sure my old stone building cannot have been »
Mordecal Iincoln's blacksmith shop, not did they .ever hear
anything a:iqt Filmore's. Mri Mears uqys_that oh a branch road,

half a mile or so from the Yellow Meeting House there has long

been the remains - nothing but foundation stones, I take it -
of an old forge,that evidently the bog iron in the noighbofhdod.
was used. Seems to be at the head of a pond. This strikes me

‘as quiﬁe possible, for it is not far from the land of John “

~ Salter - on it, I should say. But ¥rs. Rue is very oontomptuou"~
never heard of it. ZEvidently there is a oontinuul toud botwuon
theae two about geneulogical and hiatoricll matters.

Rush for ¥reehold in order to mako train to “nw YorkO‘

Ungruciuul tovn. $12, taxi vill.




