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1 -  Welcome to Our Tavern 
 
 "Phoebe, Mr. Leipes is waiting for his stew." 
 "Yes, Mother." I take the large, steaming 
bowl of venison stew from her hands.   
 When I enter the dining room, I become 
invisible—well, not invisible, perhaps, but 
unnoticed.   The men who come for food or drink 
while they talk politics look around me or through 
me.  They rarely notice me. 
 'Tis little consolation that they take scant 
notice of Silvy or my mother either. 
 My father is the proprietor of The Blue Bell 

I spend most of my time 
serving customers at  

The Blue Bell Tavern. 
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Tavern, one wagon wheel's greasing from 
Philadelphia.  The tavern has been here so long 
that we've found buttons and bullets in the back 
yard, left behind when the militia trained here 
during the French and Indian War forty years ago.   
 And while I may only be twelve, I do my 
share of the work in The Blue Bell, waiting and 
clearing tables and helping Mother in the kitchen 
as the need arises.  
 "Phoebe, they need more ale in the front," 
my father calls to me.   
 I hurry the two tankards my father has filled 
to Jonas Leipes and Benjamin Taylor, two of my 
father's many acquaintances who stop by The Blue 
Bell most days for their noon meal.   
 "Take care with Mr. Leipes, Phoebe," my 
father says, as if I need a reminder.   
 Father always cautions me to have care with 
Mr. Leipes.  He's a wealthy businessman, yet still 
comes to The Blue Bell often for his dinner.  He's 
eaten here since he was a young man, before he 
made his fortune.  He says my mother makes the 
best Pepperpot Soup outside of Philadelphia. 
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 I place the tankards in front of the men.  
They ignore me as they discuss their problems 
getting goods into the city.   
 Mr. Leipes owns a quarry as well as snuff 
and grist mills.  Father says the steps of many 
houses in Philadelphia are made from the quarry's 
granite.   
 Now that Philadelphia is the Capital of our 
country, many fine homes are being built there.   
Mr. Leipes even built the home of his friend 

The Blue Bell Tavern is a popular 
place for men to meet and talk 
about the issues of the day. 
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Thomas Jefferson when he became Secretary of 
State for our new country.    
 Mr. Leipes owns other businesses as well, 
including a powder mill that supplied President 
Washington with gunpowder during the war.  Of 
course the President was General Washington 
then. 
 Mr. Taylor is a farmer, supplying wool to yet 
another mill owned by Mr. Leipes. 
 I wait patiently for a pause in the 
conversation.  "Might I get something else for 
you?"   
 Mr. Leipes smiles.  "Some of your mother's 
excellent pumpkin pudding." 
 Mr. Taylor nods in agreement.  I head to the 
kitchen, where Silvy is pulling the afternoon 
baking of bread from the beehive oven.  
 "Watch out, Miz Phoebe, this bread is hot 
enough to brand you."  She dumps the tins of 
bread onto the wooden trestle with a thunk.   
 "Mr. Leipes and Mr. Taylor would like 
pumpkin pudding," I say to Mother, who is 
stirring venison stew over the fire.   
 The deer my fifteen-year-old brother Tom 
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shot last week has made a popular meal for our 
guests.  Nonetheless, Father is unhappy with my 
brother.  Tom was supposed to be ordering barrels 
instead of hunting.  Father expects Tom to take 
over the tavern one day, but my brother dreams of 
moving West. 
 I don't know why Tom would want to 
trudge into the wilderness with the savages.  
Indians came into the Tavern once.  They smelled 
sour, wore almost no clothes, and talked loudly 
with words that I couldn’t understand.   
 Silvy says I look just as odd to them as they 
do to me.  Of course she would say that.  She's a 
freed slave and looks nothing like the people who 
come to our tavern for their meals or to discuss the 
topics of the day. 
 Like it or not, Tom will inherit the Blue Bell.  
Men own property, not women. 
 I take the pumpkin pudding to the 
gentlemen, whose talk has turned to politics. 
 "There's no convincing the President to stay 
for a third term?" Mr. Taylor asks. 
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 "Did you not read Washington's Farewell 
Address?" asks Mr. Leipes, waving a newspaper in 
front of him.  "The President says he's determined 
to retire.  And Jefferson told me himself that 
Washington has made up his mind.  It appears the 
country is going to have its first real election."  
 Another local farmer walks by.  "'Tis a good 
thing, in my mind.  The people trusted President 
Washington so much we practically handed him a 
monarchy, just like we had in England." 
 "Now, William," Mr. Leipes says.  
"Washington has been a fine president." 
 "That he has, but whoever follows may not 
be as fine.  He'll have too much power, just like the 

I can’t imagine the 
country without 
George Washington 
as President. 
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King of England.  No, we will be better off if the 
president and government have less authority." 
 Mr. Leipes shakes his head.  "Our next 
president will be fine.  You can't compare Thomas 
Jefferson or John Adams to King George III.  What of 
the Constitution?  Or the Bill of Rights?  They'll keep 
the next president from having too much power." 
 Having delivered the desserts, I return to the 
kitchen.  Mother sends me to the back yard to 
wash dishes.   
 When I return to the tavern room, Mr. 
Leipes and Mr. Taylor are gone, leaving behind 
their dishes and the Pennsylvania Gazette, the 
newspaper once owned by Benjamin Franklin.   
 I glance at my father.  He's busily rinsing 
tankards in a bucket of water within the cage bar, 
his pockmarked face red in the late summer heat.  I 
slide into Mr. Leipes's seat and stare at the paper.  
The chair is still warm. 
 I've learned to read at Miss Kennerly's 
School for Young Ladies, which I attend three 
months a year.  Of course, most of the time is given 
to needlework and music, since people think girls 
have no need to learn more than the basics in 
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reading and figures.   
 I turn the paper toward me.  It's open to 
President Washington's Farewell Address.  I keep 
a rag in my hand, occasionally swiping at the table 
as I read.   
 The address is long and my reading is not 
too strong, so I struggle with some of the larger 
words.   
 After reading the first sentence several 
times, I realize what it means.  The period for a new 
election of a citizen, it says, being not far distant.  In 
other words, we'll have an election soon. 
 That is true enough.  Our next election is not 
far off, less than two months away, and the last 
one wasn’t a contest at all.  President Washington 
had agreed to run for a second term and was 
unanimously elected. 
 I assumed he'd go on being president 
forever.  But that, according to Mr. Leipes, isn't the 
case. 
 I swipe at the table with my rag and glance 
at my father, who's haggling with Mr. Cartledge 
about the bushel of apples he's brought to pay his 
bill.   
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 "These are the finest Pippin apples around, 
Samuel.  They should cover my entire account," 
Mr. Cartledge says.  
 Father purses his lips for a moment, then 
nods.  "Very well, your account is cleared."  He 
wipes away some of the chalk marks on the wall 
inside the bar.  
 The last line of the first paragraph tells me 
that Mr. Leipes is right.  …I should now, it says, 
apprise you of the resolution I have formed to decline 
being considered among the number of those out of 
whom a choice is to be made.  
 My heart thuds.  From what I can make out 
from the fancy language, President Washington 
has decided that he no longer wants to be in 

Father would 
rather have cash, 
but he accepts 
the Pippin apples 
as payment. 
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charge.  And if Washington is retiring, someone 
else will be president.  I have no idea who. 
 "Phoebe," my father says, "you're dallying." 
 I stand and shove the paper into my pocket 
as best I can, then go back to work.  I'll make my 
way through the rest of the address later.   
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