A. TALE OF DAVY CROCKETT

In which the old Tennessee bear “hunter meets up

with the Constitution of the United States
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It is our hope that you will take a few
minutes of your time to read this heart-
warming episode about one of America’s
statesmen,

This story is a simple but profoundiy
philosophical account about Congress-
man Davy Crockett and how his life was
changed when he came face 1o face with
the Constituiion of the United States.

In many ways, this account of Colonel
Crockett reflects some of the basic
tenets on which this Republic was
founded and on which it can long
endure.

Milton W. Heath, Jr.
The Heath Companies
Stoughton, Massachusetts 02072
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The foﬂouug arlicle, reprinted from the Freeman Mag-
; by Mr-unwu, tc ylightly comdemsed from The
; L:fe of Colonel David Crockett compiled by Edward S.
i Ellis (Philadelphin: Porter & Cootes, 1884.)
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SOCKDOL AGER

CrOCKETT was then the lion of Washington. I was a great

- admirer of his character, and, having several friends who
were intimate with him, I found no difficulty in making his
acquaintance. I was fascinated with him, and he seemed to
take a fancy to me.

I was one day in the lobby of the House of Representa-
tives when a bill was taken up appropriating money for the
benefit of a widow of a distinguished naval officer. Several
beautiful speeches had been made in its support, rather, as
I thought, because it afforded the speakers a fine opportu-
nity for display than from the necessity of convincing any-
body, for it seemed to me that evervbody favored it. The
Speaker was just about to put the question when Crockett
arose. Everybody expected, of course, that he was going
to make one of his characteristic speeches in support of
the bill. He commenced ;

“Mr. Speaker-—I have as much respect for the memory
of the deceased, and as much sympathy for the sufferings
of the living, if suffering there be, as any man in this
House, but we must not permit our respect for the dead
or our sympathy for a part of the living to lead us into an
act of injustice to the balance of the living. T will not go
into an argument to prove that Congress has no power to
appropriate this money as an act of charity. Every member
upon this floor knows it. We have the right, as individuals,
to give away as much of our own money as we please in
charity; but as members of Congress we have no right so
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to appropriate a dollar of the public money. Some eloguent
appeals have been made to us upon the ground that it is
3 debt due the deceased. Mr. Speaker, the deceased lived
long after the close of the war; he was in office to the day
of his death, and I have never heard that the government
was in arrears to him. This government can owe no debts
but for services rendered, and at a stipulated price. If it
is a debt, how much is it? Has it been audited, and the
amount due ascertained? If it is a debt, this is not the
place to present it for payment, or to have its merits ex-
amined. If it is a debt, we owe more than we can ever hope
to pay, for we owe the widow of every soldier who fought
in the War of 1812 precisely the same amount. There is
a woman in my neighborhood, the widow of as gallant a
man as ever shouldered a musket. He fell in battle. She is
as good in every respect as this lady, and is as poor. She
is earning her daily bread by her daily labor; but if I were
to introduce a bill to appropriate five or ten thousand dollars
for her benefit, I should be laughed at, and my bill would
not get five votes in this House, There are thousands of
widows in the country just such as the one I have spoken
of, but we never hear of any of these large debts to them.
Sir, this is no debt. The government did not owe it to the
deceased when he was alive; it could not contract it after
he died. I do not wish to be rude, but I must be plain. Every
man in this House knows it is not a debt. We cannot, with-
out the grossest corruption, appropriate this money as the
payment of a debt. We have not the semblance of authority
to appropriate it as a charity. Mr. Speaker, I have said we
have the right to give as much of our own money as we
please. I am the poorest man on this floor. I cannot vote for
this bill, but I will give one week’s pay to the object, and if
every member of Congress will do the same, it will amount
to more than the bill asks.”
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He took his seat. Nobody replied. The bill was put upon
its passage, and, instead of passing unanimously, as was
generally supposed, and as, no doubt, it would, but for that
speech, it received but few votes, and, of course, was lost.

Like many other young men, and old ones too, for that
matter, who had not thought upon the subject, I desired
the passage of the bill, and felt outraged at its defeat. I
determined that I would persuade my friend Crockett to
move a reconsideration the next day.

Previous engagements preventing me firom seeing
Crockett that night, I went early to his room the next
morning and found him engaged in addressing and frank-
ing letters, a large pile of which lay upon his table.

I broke in upon him rather abruptly, by asking him what
devil had possessed him to make that speech and defeat
that bill yesterday. Without turning his head or looking
up from his work, he replied:

“You see that I am very busy now; take a seat and cool
yourself. I will be through in a few minutes, and then I will
tell you all about it.”

He continued his employment for about ten minutes, and
when he had finished he turned to me and said:

“Now, sir, I will answer your question. But thereby
hangs a tale, and one of considerable length, to which you
will have to listen.”
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I listened, and this is the tale which I heard:

“Several years ago I was one evening standing on the
steps of the Capitol with some other members of Congress,
when our attention was attracted by a great light over in
Georgetown, It was evidently a large fire. We jumped into
a hack and drove over as fast as we could. When we got
there, I went to work, and I never worked as hard in my
life as I did there for several hours. But, in spite of all
that could be done, many houses were burned and many
families made houseless, and, besides, some of them had
lost all but the clothes they had on. The weather was very
cold, and when I saw so many women and children suffer-
ing, I felt that something ought to be done for them, and
everybody else seemed to feel the same way.

“The next morning a bill was introduced appropriating
$20,000 for their relief. We put aside all other business
and rushed it through as soon as it could be done. 1 said
everybody felt as I did. That was not quite so; for, though
they perhaps sympathized as deeply with the sufferers as
I did, there were a few of the members who did not think
we had the right to indulge our sympathy or excite our
charity at the expense of anybody but ourselves. They
opposed the bill, and upon its passage demanded the yeas
and nays. There were not enough of them to sustain the
call, but many of us wanted our names to appear in favor
of what we considered a praiseworthy measure, and we
voted with them to sustain it. So the yeas and nays were
recorded, and my name appeared on the journals in favor
of the bill.

“The next summer, when it began to be time to think
about the election, I concluded I would take a scout around
among the boys of my district. I had no opposition there,
but, as the election was some time off, I did not know what
might turn up, and I thought it was best to let the boys
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