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Article #1 
 
 
“Nathan Corder, Esq.:  For more than twenty years, I extensively engaged in 
buying and manufacturing hemp in the state of Kentucky.  I have also engaged in 
this same business since I have been in the state of Missouri, and can truly state 
that the crop of hemp, (upwards of sixty tons) grown by you in the year 1852, and 
broken out and delivered to the concern of Anderson & Gratz in 1853, was the best 
large crop of hemp, both as regards the staple and manner in which it was handled, 
that I have ever seen either in Kentucky or Missouri, yours with respect, O. 
Anderson,”   
 
Lexington Express, June 1, 1854
 



Article #2 
 
 
“More fast work – ten and a half spinners in the rope factory of Col. Anderson, of 
this city, a few days ago, spun in the unparalleled short space of ten hours and a 
half, two hundred and sixty-eight ropes of the length of 320 feet, when laid up.  
The usual allotment of work in the colonel’s manufactory is 14 ropes to grown 
spinners and 10 ropes to the younger hands. Four black boys, the property of Col. 
Anderson, did the fast work. This we are informed by Mr. Homlin, the polite 
obliging forman, is the fastest spinning he has ever known and he is of the opinion 
that no four spinners can be produced who can beat it,”  
  
Lexington Express, September 20, 1854
 













Article #6 
 
 
“Then and Now” 
Two or three years ago, before civil war cast its devastating gloom over our 
beautiful country, what blessings were ours?  Then all was quiet and 
peaceful, it was unnecessary to bar our doors against robbers and murderers, 
but we laid down in perfect security, never dreaming of aught to disturb our 
quiet slumbers.  We arose in the morning refreshed, complacently regarding 
our happy children gathered around the fugal meal.  Then with what 
cheerfulness we performed our various duties:  laying up stores for winter, 
arranging for the comfort and happiness of each member of this family, the 
idea never once entering our heads that, what we considered our own could 
be appropriated to any other purpose than those we ourselves desired.  There 
was no estrangement then between neighbors, but how many delightful little 
kindnesses and courtesies were exchanged?  Our churches were not then 
vacant, but with how much pleasure we met, a Sabbath after Sabbath, to hear 
the word of God explained, and lift our voices in prayer and praise to Him 
who ruleth the universe.  Indeed, what a great change has come over us, 
even since the Fourth of July, 1860.  We all remember what a joyful looking 
concourse were assembled on that day, from all portions of our county, to 
celebrate the signing of the Declaration of Independence:  when that glorious 
old document was read, and listened to with responding hearts, national airs 
sung, and our beautiful banner with all its stars waving in full view of a then 
happy and patriotic people.  Indeed, what a change has come over us!  Now 
we tremble with vague apprehensions for the future.  We cannot tell what a 
day may bring forth; we do not know at night whether by morning we shall 
have a house to cover our heads.  We can call nothing our own.  Some of our 
firesides are desolate, we see a vacant chair, here, and another there.  In vain 
we listen for the dear voices we were wont to hear in days gone by, and then 
perchance our minds wander afar off to some distant battlefield where 
heaped up promiscuously in the same grave, is all that remains of that dear 
form we so much loved, and who was all in all to us.  Behold what a sad 
change!  Then we were a united people, our interests and feelings were the 
same; we all loved the same flag, and felt proud of our country; now we are 
divided.  Who can look back to the dear good old times and not long for 
their return.  O, that God may put it in all our hearts to know and do what is 
right, to stop and consider what will be for the best, before it is too late, and 
ere we pass that line from whence there can be no return. 
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