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TaE writer of the following memoir deems it
proper to state that shortly after the death of his
honored and lamented friend, the Rev. Bishop
Capers, an application was made to him by the
family of the deceased to undertake the prepara-
tion of a biography. This application, although it
furnished a touching proof of personal attachment
and regard, he was at the time constrained to de-
cline, under the conviction that the pressure of
engagements in a new and important field of labor
would not allow him the time and leisure demanded
by such an undertaking. The lapse of a couple of
years having supplied no biographer, he yielded to
a renewed application, and consented to make the
attempt. He was encouraged by the consideration
that his venerable friend had left a minute account
of the early years of his active and varied life, bring-
ing the narrative nearly to the point of time at
which the writer was favored to form a personal

(vii)
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acquaintance with him, to enjoy his friendship,
and to possess many opportunities, in the in-
timacy of daily intercourse, to study the develop-
ments of his mind and character. His aim has
been to draw the portrait of his friend just as the
vivid recollections of thirty years presented him to
the mental vision; aiming at simple exactness and
fidelity to truth in the picture. The lessons taught
by the life of this eminent, useful, and beloved
minister of Christ are of great value to the Church,
and should not be lost or forgotten. May this
~ volume, which presents the memorabilia of that life,
be the means of perpetuating in the world not only
the impression of its excellences, but the living
spirit of grace in Christ Jesus, which was the source
of all its sanctity and usefulness.

Worrorp CoLLEGE, S. C.
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Becollections of Plpself

IN MY PAST LIFE.

{ was born January 26, 1790, at my father’s
winter residence, (his plantation,) on Bull-Head
Swamp, in the Perish of St. Thomas, South Caro-
lina, some twenty miles from Charleston: a place
which at the present time might be accounted no
place; though it was then valuable, and had served
to make my forefathers comfortable, and to keep them
so for several generations. Indeed, it could have
been no mean place at the time of my birth; for
when, some four years afterwards, my father re-
moved to Georgetown District, it was with the pro-
ceeds of the sale of this Bull-Head plantation, as
I have heard him say, that he purchased a planta-
tion on the island just by Georgetown, than which
there are now no lands in the State more valuable.
It is fair to say, however, that the change was then
only beginning which transferred the culture of rice
from the inlaud swamps, with their reservoirs of
water, to the tide-lands; where only, for the last

(11)



12 LIFE OF WILLIAM CAPERS.

half century, this grain has been produced for
market.

Our name, Capers, I suppose to be derived from
France, and the first of the name in South Caro-
lina were Huguenots. Of this, however, I am not
certain, nor is it of any consequence. I remember
to have heard no more from my father about it than
that he had never seen the name in any English
catalogue of names. Those of the name in Beau-
fort District, South Carolina, who are descended
from the same original stock with us, say that the
name is French, and that our ancestor was of the
Huguenots; and I dare say they are right.

My father’s name was William ; and that of his
father and grandfather, Richard. Of my father’s
father, I know little more than that he died in
middle life, leaving two sons, George Sinclair and
William, and no daughter. After his death, his
widow, my grandmother, having contracted an un-
happy marriage, my father’s uncle, Major Gabriel
Capers, of Christ Church Parish, became his foster-
father, and did nobly for him. He had five (or
more) daughters, but no son, and my father became
his son in all possible respects. My great-grand-
father survived his son many years: a large healthy
fat man of peculiar manners; dressingin osnaburgs
and plains, (a kind of coarse woollen,) at home,
and in broadcloth and silks, stiffened with excess
of gold lace and a powdered wig, when he went
abroad. A different kind of man was my father,
whose name I cannot mention without emotion,
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after thirty-eight years since I saw him buried.
I have studied his character with intense interest,
and honor his memory in every feature of it with
my whole soul. A chivalrous soldier of the Revo-
lution was he, whose ardent patriotism cooled not
to the last of life; and yet, after a few years in the
Legislature following the establishment of peace,
he held no civil office whatever, and was seldom
seen on public occasions, except in his office as
Major of Brigade, to muster the troops. He was a
military man—the war of the Revolution had made
him so—and to muster a brigade seemed his high-
est recreation. But no one I ever knew was more
a man of peace than my father was. Social and
unselfish, generous, kind, and gentle, he loved not
war. I dare say his nature was impulsive, but it
was the opposite of passionate. Benevolence sup-
plied his strongest incentives, and the serving of
others seemed to be his favorite mode of serving
himself. I never knew him to beinvolved in a per-
sonal difficulty but once; and then it was on ac-
count of a wrong done by an unreasonable neigh-
bor to one of his negroes. His education had been
interrupted- by the Revolutionary war, and was
therefore imperfect; but he had a clear and strong
understanding, was fond of Natural Philosophy
and Mechanics, wrote with ease and perspicuity,
and in conversation was eminently engaging. He
was born October 13, 1758; just at the right
time, he was fond to say, that he might have a full
share in the war of his country’s independence.
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And yet, with the Butlers, of South Carolina, (sons
of a worthy sire who did his country good service,)
I have to complain that my father’s name does not
appear in any history of the American Revolution.
There is, indeed, a small volume, by the late Chan-
cellor James, in which his name is mentioned, and
we are told of his giving several thousand dollars*
(I think it was) for a blanket, and several hundred
for a penknife; and some passing compliment is
paid to his courage and devotion to the country;
and besides this I have seen nothing more. And
yet I am bound to claim for him that he fought with
the bravest and best, first as a lieutenant in the
second regiment, when General Moultrie was
Colonel, Marion Lieutenant-Colonel, and Horry a
Captain ; and afterwards, till the close of the war,
a8 one of General Marion’s captains, and his inti-
mate friend.

He was one of the defenders of Charleston in
the battle of Fort Sullivan, (Fort Moultrie;) was in
the battle of Eutaw; was at the siege of Savannah,
where Pulaski fell, and not far from him at that fatal
moment; and was at the battle of Rugely’s Mills,
which happened after his escape from imprison-
ment in Charleston, and before he had rejoined
Marion. Indeed, he was there in search of Marion,
whom he expected to find with General Gates, but
found not, as he had gone on an expedition to Fort

~ * Buch was the depreciation of what was called ¢ Continental
mobney.”’
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Motte. At Stono, where the lamented Laurens
fell, he was present and fought like himself; at the
giege of Charleston he was one of its defenders,
and one of those who accompanied Major Huger
on the service, which on their return proved fatal
to that gallant officer, by a false alarm, through the
inadvertence of a sentinel, whereby many lost their
lives by the fire of their own countrymen from
their own lines of defence; besides numerous
skirmishes which have never found a record in the
books, though they contributed no mean quota to
the defence of the country.

The silence of the books to the contrary notwith-
standing, I might adduce something like proof of
Marion’s friendship for him, from a conversation
with Mrs. Marion herself, the General’s widow, in
the winter of 1806-7, when in obedience to my
father’s commands I called at her house, on my
way to Charleston, to make his respects and inquire
after her health. I might tell how the announce-
ment of my name to the servant in waiting brought
her venerable person to the door; how eagerly she
asked if I was the son of her valued friend; how
she seized my hand in both of hers with a hearty
shake, and ¢ God bless your father!’ and how late
it was that night before I was dismissed to bed
from tales of my father’s chivalry and noble heart.
And many a time in the course of my earlier life
was I honored on my father’s account; and never
have I met with officer or soldier of Marion’s com-
mand who was not my friend for my father’s sake
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But with  respect to his connection with the
second regiment, early in the war. If I mistake
not, there were two regiments (possibly more)
raised by the State of South Carolina at the be-
‘ginning of the war, for the general cause of the
Revolution, and not for service within the State
only; and for this reason they were called Continen-
tal regiments. This one of them, as I have just
said, was commanded at first by Moultrie, with
Marion and Horry for Lieutenant-Colonel and
Major. And it was while these officers com-
manded, that my father, though not of age, held a
commission in it. In proof of this, besides having
heard it affirmed repeatedly by both my father and
uncle, I happen to have in my possession a note
from General Horry to my father in the year 1802,
which I deem conclusive. The occasion of the note
seems to have been some difference of opinion on
a point of tactics between my father, then Brigade
Major, and his General of Brigade, Conway, which
had been referred to General Horry; who, after
giving his opinion, concludes the note with these
express words: “If my memory do not fail me, I think
such was the usage, or custom, in the second regiment, to
which we both belonged in June of our Continental war.”
Here, then, is explicit testimony from the best pos-
sible authority, as to the fact that he belonged to
the second regiment; in what capacity is not
stated, but it must have been as an officer, for it
would have been ridiculous in the General to make
such an allusion with respect to a private, and we

- = e -
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claim for him no higher rank in that regiment than
that of Lieutenant. But the General’s note serves
me for another point. It appears that he and my
father both belonged to the second regiment, ¢“in
June of our Continental war.”” What June must that
have been? The phraseology is peculiar, and can
make sense only on the supposition that there was
one June unmistakably distinguished from the
rest, for there were several Junes during “our Con-
tinental war.”” It could have been no other than
June, 1776, distinguished above all others of the
Revolution, especially to officers of the second
regiment, by the battle of Fort Moultrie. There
was no June for the second regiment before that,
for it had not been organized and in service, and
that was its first great achievement. Nor could
there have been any June after it of which General
Horry might say that he and my father did then
belong to the second regiment; for shortly after the
battle of Fort Moultrie, Marion becoming a parti-
san General, both Horry and my father left that
regiment and joined him—one as colonel and the
other as captain. :

I have been thus particular because of that mor-
tifying silence-of the books; and because I have
even seen a printed list purporting to give the
names of all the persons who were engaged in the
battle of Fort Moultrie, from which my father’s
name was omitted. This surprises me more than
any thing else, for as to the period of his service as

one of Marion’s captains, the peculiar mode of war-
2
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fare adopted by the General made it extremely dif-
ficult to gather information of numerous important
actions, whilst his army was so often to be found
in detachments only, here and there, from the
Combahee to the Pee-Dee river. Indeed, I believe
that after the fall of Charleston there was a con-
siderable period of time in which it was seldom
embodied 1n any great force. And yet there was
_always a galling impracticable foe, hard to be
found, and still harder to be got rid of, by British
or Tory. It was some one of Marion’s captains,
trained and qualified by that great commander to
play the General on a smaller scale. Much of such
service fell to my father’s share, and many a thrill-
ing incident of his scouting-parties have I heard
related by him, which I would like to give, but
that, at this distance of time, they are not distinct
enough in detail to my recollection to be narrated
with accuracy. They appear indistinctly, or, rather,
.confusedly, so that I cannot be sure that I have all
the parts of any event in order, or that parts of one
do not belong to another. But I can state with
certainty the facts respecting his being once taken
prisoner by the Tories; and of his escape from the
prison in Charleston not many weeks afterwards.
These are not the incidents I would choose to
select, if my memory served me as well for the
rest; nevertheless, you may think them worth pre.
serving; or, if not, blot them out.

My uncle and father were on furlough for a
short time, and had reached my uncle’s residence,

—
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while the Tories were in force in the neighbor-
hood. My uncle’s wife was at the point of death,
and he would not leave her for the night, notwith-
standing the imminent danger of remaining in the
house with the Tories so near him. My father
would not leave his brother alone in so much
danger. They barricaded the house as well as
they could, and awaited the issue. As they had
feared, the Tories were upon them before it was
light —a full company surrounding the house.
Flight was impossible; they must be taken; and
they would make terms; but how? They affected
to be a company themselves, muttering a mimicry
of many voices, moving rapidly about, and by
every artifice in their power seeming to be a house-
full, and not two persons only. The stratagem suc-
ceeded, and the craven foe formally demanded a
surrender. They were not quick to answer the
demand, but kept up their bustling with all their
might. The demand to surrender was repeated;
and in answer to it they inquired how many of the
assallants there were. A parley ensued, and they
finally surrendered on condition that, on sacred
honor, the men should be treated as prisoners of
war, and the house should not be molested. This
being done with due formality, they marched out,
two men of them, to the extreme mortification of
the valiant Tory and his command. They were
taken to Charleston, delivered to the Commandant,
Colonel Balfour, and put in prison. Their apart-
ment was in the third story of the jail, with some
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eight or ten other prisoners. It happened that
among the gentlemen of the city and surrounding
country, who had taken the protection offered by
the British after the fall of Charleston, (and of
which they afterwards had so much cause to com-
" plain,) there was a Mr. Fogartie, an acquaintance
of my father and uncle, and of others of the pri-
soners, who visited them almost daily, and procured
them many comforts. And after some weeks of
their imprisonment had passed, this gentleman, who
was ever Kkindly interested for them, brought the
appalling tidings of its having been determined to
convey them away fromn the city to the West
Indies. He had overheard an order to the effect
that a vessel should be got ready for this purpose
forthwith, and should saill by the next fair wind.
Nothing could have been more abhorrent to them
than this information. Their very souls were sick
of the accounts they had heard of the prison-ships
in that quarter to which they were to be sent—
their crowded condition, want of food, excessive
. heat, stench, and vermin, worse than death. What
possible attempt might enable if but half of them
to escape at the sacrifice of the rest? And it was
presently concluded that Mr. Fogartie should pro-
cure a boat and hands to be in readiness at the
market wharf that evening, and, if possible, arms
and ammunition for their use; and that they would
geize the moment when the turnkey came at dusk
to see that all was well, to rush forth together, and
seizing the arms of the sentry at their door, pre-
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cipitate themselves on the next and the next along
the stairs, killing or being killed, till they had
made their way to the street, and thence by flight
to the boat. Could half of them hope to survive
so desperate an attempt? Perhaps not, but death
on the spot, rather than a West India prison-ship,
was their unanimous voice.

This being their determination, the faithful
Fogartie left them, to arrange for his part in the
plot—the procurement of arms and a boat at the
water-side. There were not many hours for reflec-
tion before the fearful point of time when liberation
or the bayonet had been fixed on; and it is not
surprising that with the chances so terribly against
them, one and another, as the evening came on,
showed symptoms of a love of life. The first for
the plot were the first to abandon it. For several
hours the majority stood firm; but the minority
could not be reclaimed, but finally overcame the
majority, who concluded that the chances for escape
must be diminished by as much as their number
was reduced, and the plot had better be abandoned.
Not so with my father, whose resolution had been
taken too firmly to be reconsidered. His last hope
was in his brother; who, though he would gladly
have been one with the rest in the plot, deemed it
mad for two only to attempt to escape by such
means, and strove earnestly to dissuade him from
his avowed purpose of going by himself alone if
no one would go with him. The remonstrances of
the rest he answered indifferently, or with a gibe,
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but his brother’s importunities cost him some
trouble; till almost at the point of the time he
turned sharply on him, and said, ¢ Brother, I never
thought myself a braver man than you. Now I
know it. Make me not a coward.”” But the time
was come. The steps of the turnkey were heard at
the door. It was dusk, and was growing dark on
the stairs. If the turnkey could be deceived, might
not the desperate man escape? They had in the
room a great bowl out of which they drank their
punch; and there was a little punch at the bottom
of the bowl. This my uncle took, and placing
himself next to the door, was ready, the moment
it should be opened, to offer it to the willing turn-
key. It was dome. The great bowl hid every
thing from him except the punch in the bottom of
it, and my father instantly was gone. I learned.
from my uncle that it was not difficult to engage
the attention of the turnkey, who loved punch
dearly, long enough to afford my father ample time
for his escape. But that escape. Whether in the
dusk the sentry at the head of the stairs took him
for a visitor, or for the turnkey himself, my father
knew not; but they had no dream of his being a
prisoner making his escape, and so suffered him to
pass without molestation. Just passed them, and
having begun to descend the stairs, his foot slipped,
and he tumbled down the whole flight of steps to
the platform at their turning, where the next
sentry was posted. A laugh and sneer from the
gentinel, who probably took him to be drunk, was

- -
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all that came of it. This furnished a hint which
he improved ; and after the same seemingly drunken
manner he descended to the lower floor, and made
his way out of the house. His friend was waiting
at the appointed place, but had failed of procuring
a boat, on account of extreme bad weather. Not a
moment could be lost; but taking a pistol and a
hasty adieu, he was in a trice at the Fish-Market
landing. There, luckily, he found a negro fisher-
man bailing a boat; and leaping into it and pre-
senting his pistol, he ordered him to his paddle and
off for Haddrell’'s Point. The affrighted fisherman
- promptly obeyed, only exclaiming that they must
be lost: the boat could not possibly live in such a
storm. He paddled stoutly—as they well know
how to do—and my father found it necessary to be-
take himself, for his part, to bailing the boat of the
water which dashed in over her bows. But there
was another danger impending which he dreaded
even more than the agitated waters. The British
galleys were lying in the stream, and it was impos-
gible to escape their watchfulness. They must see
him, would hail him, and what should he do?
The best expedient he could think of, and pro-
bably the only one which could have availed him,
was suggested by the lucky mistake of the sentry
on the staircase, taking him to be drunk; and so
he summoned his utmost powers to act the part of
a drunken sailor. Long before the expected hail
of “ What boat's that?”’ he began singing and
buzzaing lustily, now a stanza of some vulgar
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song, then ¢“ Godsave great Georgeourking;’’ ming-
ling it to suit, and interlarding it with all sorts of
drunken rhapsody. Ie was hailed, and returned
it by giving himself some common name, claiming
to belong to one of the galleys, and stoutly pro-
testing he was too drunk and the water too rough;
huzzaing for the king, for the commandant, and
almost any British officer whose name he knew;
professing to be as brave and true as any of them,
but that he had got drunk among the ‘ gals’ on
shore, and would not come to. Of course, then,
he had to pass. He was not worth shooting at,
and the next day would bring him to condign
punishment. And now the jail, the storm, the
galleys, all were passed in safety; and landing at
Haddrell’s Point, and giving a guinea to the negro
whose boat and paddle had been so serviceable to
him, he was once more one of Marion’s men.

But my honored father was a Christian. It was
on-the first introduction of the Methodist ministry
into South Carolina that, under the preaching of
Henry Willis, of blessed memory, in the year 1786,
he was awakened and converted, and became a
soldier of the Prince of Peace. His name, and that
of my maternal grandfather, John Singeltary, may
be seen in the original conveyances for the first
two Methodist churches built in Charleston, (Cum-

berland Street and Trinity,) of which they were

trustees. After his removal to Georgetown, in
1794, he became a strong pillar of the infant church
in - that place, serving as trustee, steward, and
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leader. A later removal to Waccamaw Neck proved
unfavorable to his spirituality, and it was not till
1808, in Sumter District, that he recovered all that
he had lost of the life of faith. Thenceforward
till his final removal to the life above, December
12, 1812, he was a pattern of piety, an example of
pure and undefiled religion, such as for consist-
ency, simplicity, and power I have never known
excelled. His death was surpassingly triumphant.
I witnessed it, and was with him day and night for
several months whilst he was passing down into
the valley of Jordan. All was peace, and power,
and exultant hope. There was no moment of dark-
ness in his final sickness, no thorn in the pillow of
his repose, no distrust of the Saviour, no lack of
confidence in God, but gloriously the reverse. His
light was that of the perfect day, his peace was as
a river, he believed with all his heart, and at the
time of his extremest pain he would 8ay, with
Job, “Though he slay me, yet will I trust in
Him.”

My MoTHER was Mary, daughter of John and
Sarah Singeltary, of Cain Hoy, in the same Parish
of St. Thomas, aforesaid: another place of the
olden time, when South Carolina was peopled
mainly in the low country, and Wando river, of
whose banks Cain Hoy was the most notable place,
shared with Ashley river, Cooper river, and Goose
creek, in a high reputation for society, hospitality,
and all that; times gone by with the generations

whose very tombs are now in ruins. But by one
o ) .
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conversant with those times, (the late Captain
Hibben, of Haddrell’s Point,) I have heard my
grandfather spoken of as ‘the patriarch of Cain
Hoy.” And such I dare say he was, albeit a re-
cent visitor might entertain some doubt whether
the place had ever produced a man. But truly
there used to be men, who were men every inch of
them, not only on Wando river, but along creeks
and swamps not a few, where now a ruined canal,
and heaps of crumbling bricks, and clumps or rows
of ornamental trees, tell mournfully of death and a
blight upon the land.

I have always felt it a pain that I never knew
my mother. She died when I was barely over two
years old. Often and eagerly have I i1nquired
about her: her person, her spirit, her piety, her
general bearing ; any thing that might help to raise
an image of her in my mind. In this way I have
learned that she was rather below the medium
height -of women, delicately formed, of fair com-
plexion and light hair, with soft laughing blue
eyes, gentle but sprightly, affectionate and confid-
ing, a favorite with her friends, and my father’s
idol; and that her sweet spirit was ennobled by a
true Christian faith and purity of heart. I am in
possession of a letter from my father to my aunt,
the late Mrs. Bennett, of Haddrell’s Point, in which
are related incidents of her final hours thrilling to
contemplate. She died when young, and rich in
blessings precious to the heart; but she was more
than ready to obey the summons, “to be absent

e e e
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from the body and present with the Lord.”” Her
last moments, radiant with the light of heaven
before her, were mostly taken up with soothing ex-
hortations to her husband, and prayers and bless-
ings for her children. These were four: Sarah,
my beloved sister, who was the eldest, Gabriel the
second, myself the third, and John Singeltary,
(whose birth occasioned her death,) the fourth.
She had had a second daughter, Mary Singeltary,
who died some time before her.

My second mother, whose name also was Mary,
was a daughter of Samuel Wragg, Esq., of George-
town ; the same who was the original proprietor of
that part of Charleston called Wraggsboro’; and
after whose daughters, Judith, Elizabeth, Ann,
Charlotte, Mary, and Henrietta, the streets bearmg
those names were called. He had also two sons,
John and Samuel. My aunts (for my aunts they
were) Judith and Elizabeth lived to old age,
.maiden ladies of uncommon understanding, (parti-
cularly Judith,) and distingunished to a high degree
for ardent piety and active benevolence. They
were Christian ladies, and Methodists of the very
first model. Ann married a wealthy gentleman of
the name of Ferguson, and lived in Charleston,
with their estate on Cooper river. They were
Episcopalians; and she was for many years First
Lady Commissioner of the Orphan House, which
noble institution was much indebted to her, and
has. becomingly acknowledged it. Charlotte must
have died when young, as I have no recollection of
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her. Henrietta, the youngest of the daughters,
married Erasmus Rothmahler, Esq., of an old and
honorable family, and a lawyer of high respects,
but (unfortunately) an eccentric man. Of all my
near friends in childhood and youth, after my
father and mother, I loved my Aunt Henrietta best;
and to this day I remember her with strong affec-
tion, and I might say admiration, as a pattern of
all social excellence. And she too was a thorough
Methodist.

In what follows I will be understood always to
mean my father’s second wife, my second mother,
by the appellative mother. Iknew no other mother,
and I should offend the heart that throbs in my
bosom were I to call her stepmother. She was my
mother, and in heaven, in the presence of the
sainted one who bore me, I will call her mother.
Pity on those poor children who, by their father’s
marriage, have stepmothers only. My early recol-
lections mingle sweet images of my mother’s love
and sympathy with all that concerned me. I was
liable to attacks of ‘croup on any exposure to damp
weather; and so on rainy days I became her house-
keeper, carrying a bunch of keys at my side, giving
from the pantry breakfast, dinner, and supper, with
free use of the barrel of sugar and molasses-candy
for my pains—the indulgence, by the way, being
itself remedial. By a thousand arts of kind en-
dearment she attached me to her so closely, that 1
scarcely felt it a privation to be shut up with her in
the house, while my brothers were pursuing their
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sports in the fields. Those days were invaluable to
me. Converse with my mother was communjon
with my guardian angel, while my good sister’s
blithesome spirit (for she was always by) contri-
buted no little to my happiness.

My father’s second marriage was in 1793, and
shortly afterwards he disposed of his estate in St.
Thomas’s Parish, purchased a plantation on the is-
land between Waccamaw and Black rivers, and re-
moved his residence to Georgetown. While his win-
ter residence had been on Bull Head, in St. Thomas’s,
he passed his summers at a place which he called
Capernaum, on the seashore, nearly opposite Ca-
pers’s Island, in Christ Church Parish. He now
desired to find such a seashore place on Waccamaw
Neck; and as he did not like to live in town, and
his island plantation was a deep mud-swamp, un-
suitable for his residence, he was inclined to locate
himself permanently on the Waccamaw seashore.
A summer or two were passed at a rented place
called La Bruce’s, while for the winter and spring
he resided in town; and then he purchased a place
some twenty miles from Georgetown, which he called
Belle Vue, and at which we lived during the years
1796, '97, and ’98. It was beautifully open to the
ocean, having the prospect pleasantly dotted with
clumps of trees in the marshes, (called hammocks,)
and points of uncleared woods on the main land.
My recollections go back to the year 1795, at La
Bruce’s seashore, where 1 killed a glass snake, the
image of which is still fresh to my mind; and how,
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as I broke it to pieces with a small stick, the pieces,
when broken square off, wormed themselves about
as if alive. There, too, I myself had like to have
been killed by a vicious horse; and there we had
the sport of smoking off the sand-flies. Do not
laugh. Prince Albert’s boys never had a merrier
play. But Belle Vue was my childhood’s darling
home. Here were those spacious old fields, over-
grown with dog-fennel, which my brother John and
. myself used to course with such exquisite glee,
mounted on cornstalk horses, with bows and ar-
rows, when the dog-fennel served for woods, and a
cock-sparrow might be an old buck. Here stood
by the side of a purling branch, that grove of tall
trees where we found the grape-vine, by which we
used to swing so pleasantly. Here we had our
traps for catching birds, and caught them plenti-
fully; and the damp days found me with my mother
and sister and the little ones, all so happy. And
here I got that masterly book for little boys, ¢ Sand-
ford and Merton;”’ which, in my mother’s hand,
proved invaluable to me. _And, like Harry and
Tommy, my brothers and I would build little houses
wattled of clapboards and small poles, and exult
in our fancied manliness and capacity for independ-
ence. But we were sure to have a stronger arm
and better understanding than our own in all these
achievements of ours; and without which it might
have been more than doubtful whether, after all,
we should have proved so competent to our under-
takings. Bless my father! Blessed be God that
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he was my father! What should Belle Vue, with
all its play-places, have been without his super-
intendence, who seemed to enter into the spirit of
our childish entertainments as if he had been a
child himself, while still he never seemed below the
stature of the noblest man?

But I must tell an anecdote or two of these early
years which savor less of simple, amiable child-
hood. My father was exceeding fond of gardens,
and had a large one; and we, his sons, fond of
doing like him, must also have our gardens. A
bed was appropriated to each one of us, (Gabriel,
myself, and John,) which we subdivided into tiny
beds, with narrow walks between, for the cultiva-
tion of just any thing we pleased. Radishes were
our favorite vegetable. I had them in my garden
full grown, while John’s were but lately up. We
were together in our gardens, which touched each
other, and John wanted one of my radishes. Un-
luckily, I was out of humor, and refused him.
Unused to this, for generally we were fond to serve
each other, he heeded not my refusal, but plucked a
radish. This was an invasion of my rights, which,
in the mood I happened to be in, I would not per-
mit; and so, instead of laughing at it, as at another
time I might have done, I plucked a handful of his
little ones in retaliation—reckoning the equivalent
(if I reckoned at all) by bulk. This angered him,
and he avenged himself by pulling up a quantity
of mine, as if reckoning by number for his com-
plement. A few minutes, and the radishes were
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destroyed, both mine and his, and we were greatiy
enraged against each other. At that moment our
father, who had been observing us from another
part of the garden, interfered; and, as I was the
older, addressed himself first to me. The fault, I
insisted, was altogether John’s, who had no right
to pluck my radishes against my will. He (my
father) would let no man serve him so; and had
fought the British for no worse offence. But my
logic could not answer. ‘I must whip you,” said
he; ¢and take your jacket off.” ¢ Whip me, sir,
for JJohn’s fault ?”’ ¢ For yourown fault,not John’s.”
‘““I declare, Pa, ’tis all John’s fault; and I'll pull
off my shirt too, if you say so.” ¢“Off with it,” was
the brief rejoinder; and off it came, when a smart
stroke of a switch across my naked shoulders, (the
first I had ever felt,) brought me as by magic to my
senses. It was the only stroke of punishment ever
inflicted on me by that honored hand.

My recollection of incidents of this period of my
childhood is vivid enough as to facts, but the order
of them as to time I cannot so well remember. I
date about a year later than the affair of the rad-

" ishes the following story of the top. Both belong

to Belle Vue, and must have happened between the
years 1796 and 1799. My brothers and myself had
each obtained a top, which neither of us could

spin’; and a thought seized me to practice by my-

-I¥

'sell‘%ualf inmng my top, which, as other boys could

do 1 ”ﬁ 1ight learn, and by learning it sooner than
my b p‘fhers 'might win some wager of them ; (for
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each of us had something for his own of almost
every kind of property on the place.) In a short
time I had spun the top, and, elated with my suc-
cess, ran eagerly to find my brothers, that I might
make a bet. But they were abroad somewhere ir.
the fields, and a wager must be ventured with my
father, (if possibly he might be induced to make
one,) or my betting must be postponed to another
time. Too eager to allow of postponement, the
venture was made in an off-thand manner on the
spot. The stake was my heifer against his saddle-
horse that I could spin my top. ¢ Done,” sald my
father, and I spun the top. Fantom was mine, and
I capered about the room, and would have run to
the stable to admire and caress him, but my father
sternly stopped me. ¢ Honor even among rogues,”
gald he, ‘““and if you turn gambler, you must do it
as they say, honorably. You are not to leave off
without giving me a chance to win my horse back.”
Another trial, and I lost the horse. Another, and
another, and yet others; and bursting into tears
I ran out of the room, having lost every thing I
called my own except a favorite white pullet. For
three days I bewailed my folly with all the bitter-
ness of utter bankruptcy; while . my brothers were
unsparing of their gibes, and my father seemed
coolly indifferent to it all. At last, finding me sit-
ting moodily alone, he approached with his usual
good-humor, and said he wanted to make a bargain
with me. “A bargain, sir!” said I, “what have I
to bargain with? You have got allI had from me
3
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And if T had spoken all that I felt, I might have
added, that he knew it was wrong to bet, and ought
to have whipped me for offering him a wager, and
not to have done as he had done. But he insisted
that I was quite able to make the bargain he de-
sired; and when he had constrained me to ask
what it was, he told me that all he had won should
be restored to me, and should be mine again just
as it formerly was, if I would pledge myself never
again to bet the value of a pin; and on the further
condition, that if ever I did bet, I should forfeit to
him whatever should be mine at the time of bet-
~ ting. Never was a proposition more eagerly em-

braced ; and the final result of this strange inci-

dent was, that I became so thoroughly averse from
betting as never afterwards to be induced to bet.
Long after all fear of the forfeit originally pledged
had passed from my mind, and until a better gua-
ranty was furnished me in the grace of God, I not
only hated betting so as never to lay a wager, but
hated it to such a degree that I would break off
from any company I chanced to be in, the moment
it was proposed to play at any game for money.
But it is time for me to take leave of Belle Vue.
When my father. purchased it, he did so with an
expectation of its proving healthy. It was incon-
veniently distant from his plantation, and we had
so few neighbors that to get a school he was obliged
to employ a teacher at bis own expense. Neverthe-
less, for the sake of a pleasant and healthy resi-
dence, with the treasures of the sea at hand, these

- e
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inconveniences were not deemed considerable.
But the fall of the year 1798 proved extremely
gickly to us, and my precious little sister Judith
died. On this account, mainly, Belle Vue was
given up, and for the year 1799 we resided in
Georgetown. ‘Not that this change could have
promised exemption from disease, but that in case
of sickness we should there have medical aid.
Belle Vue had proved sickly; Georgetown might
not be more so; and the latter place brought my
father near to his business, my mother near her sis-

ters, and all of us near the physician. But we were
not to suffer less by this removal ; for the autumn of
1799 was more fatal to our family than the previous
~one had been. All of us were sick; another
younger sister (Elizabeth) died; I myself escaped
death as by miracle; and the fatal blow was struck
which deprived my father of one of the best of
wives, and me of my incomparable mother. The
following winter my widowed father dismissed his
overseer, and the plantation became our home. Dur-
ing the year 1800 I was daily put across the riverin a
small boat with my brothers, and went to Mr.
Hamett's school in Georgetown. We dined with our
good aunts, the Misses Wragg, and returned home in
the evening as we had come in the morning, aservant
always having the boat in readiness for us at the
river-bank, in sight of town. My father seldom
went to town, nor, indeed, anywhere else; and yet
my young heart knew not that he was unhappy.
The next spring (1801) I was sent, with my brother
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Gabriel, to school on Pee-Dee, some thirty milee
from Georgetown, where a Mr. Collins wuas the
teacher; but, for some sufficient cause, he suddenly
left his charge, and after a month or two we re-
turned home.

This period, when the island rice-swamp was my
home, introduced me to the use of a gun. It was
before the Northern lakes had been much settled,
ou which bred so many myriads of ducks and wild
geese ; and these migrated to our low country rivers
and rice-fields for the winters, in prodigious num-
bers. From my father’s river-bank on the Wacca-
maw on one side, or the Black river on the other,
innumerable flocks of them might at any time be
seen ; and better-flavored birds than several varie-
ties of the ducks were, after they had grown fat on
the waste rice, I know not. My father taught me
the use of the gun with great care: how to handle
it, to load 1t, to shoot with a true aim, and to keep
it in good order; so that before I was twelve years
old I believe I was as safe in the use of this dan-
gerous implement as I have since been, and nearly
or quite as good a marksman. I generally shot
ducksin the river; observing from a distance at what
particular points they were nearest to the land, and
then creeping after them behind the river-bank,
(that is, the embankment raised along the margin
of the river for the purpose of keeping off the
water at the flood-tide.) A well-trained dog kept
close behind me, creeping when he saw me creep,
or stopping at a motion of my hand, and instantly

R
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on the firing of the gun springing into the water
and fetching out the game. So abundant were
they, and easy to be shot, that I would not fire at
inferior kinds, but only at the large gray duck, the
mallard or English duck, the bullneck, or the deli-
cious little teal ; which last was the least common,
and was most esteemed, though not more than a
third as large as the black or gray duck, or half as
large as the mallard.

But farewell to the island and its game, after
only one incident of imminent peril to me. It was
some time in the summer of 1800 that, as we were
sitting in the piazza overlooking the fields, we were
startled at seeing the whole gang of negroes, men
and women, running as for life towards the house.
My father, my brother Gabriel and myself ran out
to know the cause, and thought we heard the fore-
most ones crying out, “A deer, a deer!”’” My father
took his gun in haste, thinking that a deer chased
by hunters on the Waccamaw side of the river
had swum across it, and was making for the un-
cleared swamp just in our rear, and that he would
run probably on the western side of the settlement,
where he might get a shot at him. On the eastern
side was the barnyard, and mill for pounding rice;
and to prevent his going that way, and to increase
the chances for a shot on the other, he bade my
brother and me to run in that direction with the
dogs. Now, for the special security of the barnyard,
there was a much higher embankment thrown up
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around it than around other parts of the settlement,
8o that we could not see over it what might be run-
ning in the fields beyond. With the dogs, then, we
made all speed to the barnyard, entered it, were
running across 1t, and at the very point of ris.ng
on the farther bank, there met us on the top of it,
and just opposite the point we had reached, a great
bear. Petrified with horror, we could not, at first,
move a peg. The dogs had better command of their
legs, and, except Dash, (the dog that fetched the
ducks,) they ran away at the top of their speed.
O, that frightful bear! Ie growled, raised his
bristles, champed with his teeth, bent his body like
a bow, all before we could do any thing more than
stare at him. But Dash delivered us. Quick as
was the retreat of the rest, was his advance upon
the frightful foe ; and it seemed to be his bark that
relaxed our nerves and enabled us to run. We had
not 8o much as a stick in our hands. Dash seized
the bear just by the tail, and obliged him to give
him his attention. Bruin shook him off and made
at us; but again Dash had him by the hinder parts.
And thus it was between them several minutes, till
my father, learning his mistake, came running, and
the whole plantation with him, to the rescue.
Negroes are famous for their noisiness when ex-
cited ; but did ever the same number make such a
noise as those then did, as entering the barnyard
they saw the danger we were in? At any rate,
they scared that bear no less than they gave us
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courage, and he made away as fast as he could, and
hid himself under the mill. He was made bacon
ot afterwards, and I ate some of it.

In September, 1801, my brother Gabriel and my-
self were sent to Dr. Roberts’s academy, near
Statesburg, in Sumter District, and were boarded
with a Mrs. Jefferson. And this I reckon an im-
portant epoch in my life. Hitherto, whether in
Georgetown, at Belle Vue, or at the island planta-
tion, I had been accustomed to all the endearments
of home, sweet home; a home where all my wants
were anticipated, and not only every comfort was
at hand, but the ministries of tender love were ever
active for my happiness. The death of my mother
was a sore affliction; but my sister (then just
grown) became to me sister and mother both, and
what was there lacking to me? Truly, nothing.
But how different was it with me now, boarding a
hundred miles away with Mrs. Jefferson. To what
- purpose had my heart been cultivated, when there
was no one to sympathize with me, and whom I
might love? That I slept on a mattress on the
floor, with sheets of osnaburgs, and that my fare
consisted of middling bacon and corn-bread, was
a secondary matter. I felt a burden of want of
another kind, though this also seemed ‘severe.
True, my brother Gabriel was with me, but where
were my father, my sister, my brother John, and
my younger brother and sisters, Samuel, Mary, and
Henrietta? Could my one brother be all these to
me? Of necessity I sought to be loved by my
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hostess, and plied every art in my power to induce
it, but to no purpose. Nor could I love her any
more than I could make her love me. She did,
indeed, once compliment me as the best of her
boarders; but the very term boarders, in the cold,
long-drawn utterance she gave it, told me that she
did not love me. And then when she picked the
thorn out of my foot with a coarse needle, she did
it so roughly, never pitying me nor seeming to
know that she was putting me to pain, though the
blood trickled from the wound. The case was
hopeless, and I was forced to retire within myself
to supply as I might the want, the broad waste
want of home. And yet she was a very good
woman.

But every day was improving my bodily health
and strength. And though I fed on little else than
corn-bread, (for I could not brook the middling
bacon,) I was far more active and growing faster
than ever before. My boarding-house stood on the
main road between Statesburg and Camden, just
three miles from the former place, and touching
the road. The academy was a mile and a half
from it, on the summit of a hill; and this distance
was my daily walk to and from school. The mid-
day recess was passed at the schoolhouse, to which
we carried our dinner of corn-bread and bacon in
a large tin bucket. And for dinner, my usual
practice was to throw away the bacon, and repair
to a neighboring spring of cold pure water, with a
pone of bread, and there substituting my hand or
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& hickory leaf for a cup, make my meal, right
frugally at least. At first I could not possibly
make the walk to school without resting by the
way; and even to ascend the hill on which the
schoolhouse stood put me out of breath; but it
was not long before I could even run the whole
distance. The truth was, that up to this period I
had been but a puny child; frequently sick, some-
times extremely ill; and but for this great change
must probably have grown up, if at all, too delicate
of constitution for laborious life. I am so fully of
this persuasion, as to regard it providential that
my father’s business would not allow of his accom-
panying us on our way up, and we were committed
to the care of a onesided friend of his to be entered
at the academy and suitably boarded. Mr. Camp-
bell could, but our father could not have subjected
us to the extreme privations of such a boarding-
house as ours, and the exposure of so long a
walk in all kinds of weather: privations and ex-
posures, nevertheless, for which I have long since
known no regret, but, on the contrary, have felt
thankful.

And here both nature and gratitude require me
to introduce the name of my father’s only brother,
Captain George Sinclair Capers, my most kind and
truly honored uncle. Some years previously to
this time he had removed from St. James’s, Santee,
to Sumter District, and located himself in what
was called Rembert’s Settlement, some eight or
nine miles from our academy; and our Saturdays
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and Sundays were usually passed with him. His
practice was to send horses for us every Friday
evening, and send us back again on Monday morn-
ing. Nature, how true is nature! and a child’s
heart is nature’s own. I could love nothing be-
longing to my boarding-house, and had no play-
places there; no, not one; unless a wide-spreading
oak should be called a play-place, to which I used
to withdraw myself and sit among the boughs for
hours together in moody reveries of home. Butl
loved the very horse that carried me to my uncle’s
door; and there every thing interested me. I was
loved, and was so far happy.

About the close of the year 1801, my father ex-
changed his island plantation for one on Wacca-
maw river, adjoining the estate of John Tucker,
Ksq.; tired, I suppose, of living in a swamp,
where his very dwelling-house had to be protected
from the overflowing tides by embankments.
Home was thus again transferred to Waccamaw,
though it was not long to be continued so. The
Christmas holidays of 1802, 1803, and 1804, were all
I enjoyed of it; the first with boundless satisfac-
tion ; and the second and third only less so because
of the absence of my sister, now married in Sum-
ter District: if I might not also suppose that with
less of innocency there is usually less of the pure
zest of pleasure at fourteen than eleven.

I have gone over, thus hastily, that period of my
life which of all others interests me most. Can it
he peculiar to myself that at my time of life I

Y
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should delight greatly in recollections of my child-
hood ; reénacting, as it were, the scenes and pas-
times of the little boy—my own childhood’s fond
amusements—for the entertainment of my gray
hairs? A few years ago I found a habit of indulg-
ing such fancies growing on me to such a degree
‘that I thought it proper to restrain myself; and
yet to some extent it may not prove amiss, but
even wholesome. I love my childhood for its inno-
cence, 1ts harmless gayety, its simple gladsome
pastimes, its gushing sympathies, its treasures of
affection, its unsuspecting confidence, its joyous-
ness, its happy world of home. I love it because
it was artless and without guile or guilt, free from
the curse and blight of carking care, uncorrupted,
trustful, self-satistied. In a word, I love it for its
naturalness, and because I was happy in it. Bless-
ings on the memory of my honored parents that it
was so! And I say now, let the children be
children. Let them have their plays in their own
way, and choose them for themselves. We only
gpoil 1t by interfering. And I say more: away
with all sickly sentimentalism, and the cruelty of
unnatural constraint. What a deprivation it would
have been to me at Belle Vue to have been refused
my traps because it was cruel to catch the birds!
But I had my traps, and never dreamed of any
cruelty in the matter. My father made the first
one for me, and taught me how to make them, and
how to set them, and to choose proper places for
them. But he never made a cage for me, nor did
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I ever want him to make one. God had given me
the birds to eat, if I could catch them ; but not to
shut them up in cages where they could do me no
good. No artificial cases of conscience were made
for me. I loved the birds. I loved to see their
pretty feathers, and to hear them sing; but I loved

to taste of their flesh still better. And I might do -

so as inoffensively as a cat, for any thing I was
taught. The use gave the measure of right in the
case. Such as I could not eat I would not catch.
And I hate this day the mawkish philosophy which
gives to the birds the sympathy due to the child-
ren. Let the children be free and active. Let
them have a mind and will. And let them have
a parent’s gentle, faithful guidance: neither the ill-

judging weakness which is ever teasing them with

interjections that mean nothing; nor the false re-
finement which, while it must have the birds go
free to carol in the groves, makes caged birds of the
little children; nor the tyranny of constraining
them out of all their simple gleeful nature to be-
have like old people.

- My father married a third wife early in the year
1803, and began to spend his summers in the
neighborhood of Bradford’s Springs, in Sumter
District. Some time before this, my boarding-
house at school had been changed from the place
before mentioned to that of my preceptor, hard by
the academy. This was a decided improvement,
for Mr. Roberts not only furnished better fare, but
was himself a man for one to love and honor.
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The summers of 1808, 1804, and 1805, were passed
pleasantly enough, while the Saturdays and Sun-
days were spent at our new summer home, with
delightful visits to my honored uncle and beloved
sister, then Mrs. Guerry. A summer residence
near Bradford’s Springs was well enough; but my
father was too active to be content at such a dis-
tance from his plantation, and without any positive
employment to occupy his time. This change for
the summer, therefore, led to a much more im-
portant one, which, as things turned out, proved
highly detrimental on the score of property. In
1805 he was induced to sell his plantation on
Waccamaw river, and purchase a cotton plantation
on the Wateree, near Statesburg. He sold also
his summer place the following year, and pur-
chased a seat for permanent residence on the Hills,
some five or six miles from the Wateree plantation,
and just three and a half miles from Statesburg, on
the road to Darlington. I do not remember the
price, and cannot judge of its sufficiency, for the
Waccamaw place; but the price given for the place
purchased in its stead was certainly low enough.
He gave for it six thousand dollars. And this
must have been low; for when five years after-
wards he judged it prudent to sell it, and remove
to a less valuable place in the Black river portion
of the District, it brought him eleven thousand
dollars. And when the payment of the last instal-
ment of this sum was refused, on the pretext that
some particular portion of the land deemed better
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than the rest had fallen short of the quantity sup-
posed, Mr. McLauchlan, the next neighbor, and a
- responsible man, said on his oath in court that he
believed it to be worth twenty thousand dollars.
This was after the close of the war, and the price
of cotton had risen very much; but eleven thou-
sand dollars was the price stipulated during the
war, when the price of cotton was at its lowest.
And yet my father made a sad bargain in purchas-
ing it for that much smaller sum of six thousand
dollars, as this purchase involved the sale of his
rice lands, and the transfer of his planting interest
from rice to cotton, just at the point of time when
the value of a rice crop was to be doubled, and that
of a cotton crop.reduced to almost nothing. Never-
theless, God’s hand was in it for good. My mother’s
dying prayers had not yet been answered; nor
might they have been on Waccamaw without a
miracle. Her daughter was now a mother, and her
gsons were fast growing up without knowing her
God in the light of her faith, or being concerned
so to know Him.

I was continued with Dr. Roberts till Decem-
ber, 1805, when I was admitted into the South
Carolina College. This Dr. John M. Roberts was
a minister of the Baptist Church; a most estim-
able man and a good scholar, but an imperfect
teacher. In Latin his text-books were Corderius,
Erasmus, Cornelius Nepos, Caesar, Sallust, Virgil,
Cicero’s Orations, and Horace’s Odes and Art of
Poetry. These I had read, and could translate
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after a fashion, but had little knowledge of the
analysis of what was translated. In recitation, our
too easy instructor seemed to be more apprehen-
give of detecting the deficiency of his pupils, than
we were of being exposed. His manner was that
of one who might not expect us to know what we
ought to have known; and asking us only ques-
tions as to points of obvious construction, he
reserved to himself the parsing of all difficult pas-
sages. Of Greek, I had read the Gospel by St.
John, and one or two of the Epistles, and perhaps
a third part of Xenophon’s Cyropedia. And with
only this exceeding lame preparation, I was to
enter the Sophomore class. It was little better than
preposterous ; and yet so did Irely on my teacher’s
judgment, and so did Dr. Maxcy, the President of
the college, rely on it, or on his representations of
me, that with no higher pretensions I actually was
admitted Sophomore. Dr. Maxcy did indeed tell
me that my examination had not been satisfactory,
and did not justify my admission, and that he would
prefer to have me enter college as Freshman.
But I was out for Sophomore ; and Sophomore it
was, sadly to my cost. For to say nothing of
geometry, and other studies, in which my class-
mates were ahead of me; and even overlooking
my deficiency in Latin, of which I knew little
more than barely to turn it into English, what pos-
sibly might I do with the Greek? Homer was the
text-book, when I knew not much of the grammar
of the language; and that little only as-it was
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required for St. John and Xenophon; and when
I had not the remotest idea of the change of form
wrought by the dialects in the language of Homer;
and the class having read the book once, and some
of them twice through, a hundred lines were given
us for a lesson; and when, above all, I was so
proud of heart as to be fully determined to hide
if possible my ignorance, and ask instruction of
no one. The very difficulties in my way were hid-
den from me, so that it sometimes cost me an hour’s
(hho'ent sealch to find the indicative present of a
smgle verb, changed, I knew not how, nor from
what, by some unknown dialect. Pride is always
folly, and in this instance it was madness. But I
reasoned thus: Though I cannot get the present
lesson, yet the getting of what I can will contri-
bute something towards the next, and that towards
the next, until I shall have got able to accomplish
all that 1s required of me. But the madness of
my folly was the obstinacy with which I exacted
of myself, in such circumstances, the labor of
plodding through my task, if at all, without assist-
ance. This I would not have, because I could not
get it without a betrayal of my ignorance. My
whole time, and much more than my whole time,
was therefore devoted to study; which I rclaxed
not for any fatigue from the hour of three o’clock
in the morning to eleven at night—allowing my-
self but four hours in bed, and not a moment for
any recreation. At three in the morning I sat
down.to Homer, Schrevelius, and the Greek gram-

- -

T mae,
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mar, till prayers at six; after which came the
dreaded recitation. My other studies employed
me till five P. M., bating only meals and recita-
tions. At five o’clock prayers and supper inter-
rupted me; and then till eleven, when I went to
bed, I resumed the heartless task of Homer and his
dialects. Twenty hours out of twenty-four spent
in this manner soon worked mischief to my nerves.
The little time I was in bed, I could not sleep for
nightmare; I grew pale and tremulous, had in-
cessant headache, and should probably have driven
myself to death, but for an incident which brought
my great and good friend, Dr. Maxcy, to my rescue. .
I told him all, and his noble nature seemed to yearn
over me. I must desist from study; return home
for the summer; (it was then May, 1806;) and re-
turning in November, join the class which he at
first recommended for me. I felt both the wisdom
of his advice and the goodness which dictated it,
and acted accordingly. But extreme was the mor-
tification I experienced in having to abandon the
achievement I had undertaken of equalling my
superiors, and give up the struggle for a standing
in the class of which Harper, Evans, Miller, Reed,
and others like them, were members.

I purpose in these recollections to give you what
I remember of myself faithfully, though some
things, and especially at this period, may not now
have my approval. It was early summer in 1806.
I was at home; at the place called Woodland, late-

ly purchased for a residence, on the Hills above
4
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Statesburg. And interdicted close study, I was to
recover strength and spirits by free exercise of any
kind. And a scheme struck me for improving this
time towards my advancement in future life. Sum-
ter District then, as now, was divided into two elec-
tion districts, Cleremont and Clarendon. Clere-
mont was mine: of which the population for the
most part belonged to Salem and Black river, and
were at that period averse from the people of the
Hills, as being too aristocratic. At Bradford’s
Springs, I would have been on the stronger side,
but our present residence put me in the minority
portion of the district; and the scheme referred to
was for the purpose of overcoming this disadvan-
tage. - For already I was looking with downright
ambition (perhaps I should say vanity) to enter
the Legislature as soon as I should be of age; and
if I might accomplish this; I would deem it an
equivalent for being retarded in my progress
through college. My plan was this: There was a
popular academy kept at that time on Black river
by a brother of my late preceptor; and while I had
reason to believe that I was favorably known to
him, many of his larger pupils had become ac-
quainted with me during my visits to my uncle,
and attending church in that quarter. Now, then,
I proposed to visit this academy, and to make
friends of those youngsters, and of their friends
through them. I would propose instituting a de-
bating society, to meet once a month, or oftener,
with honorary members of the men of influence in
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that quarter; taking care to provide for an oration
on the 4th of July by one of the members. It was
successfully managed. An election to the presi-
dency of the society was declined, for the alleged
reason that the office ought to be held in connec-
tion with the school, and I was rather young to be -
a president; but more, in fact, because I preferred
figuring as a debater, and deemed it politic to ap-
pear deferential. But no modesty of youth, or
deference to older boys, was suffered to prevent my
acceptance of the appointment as orator for the 4th
of July, which I would endeavor to sustain to the
best of my poor abilities, and hoping for all due
allowance for my youth. I know not how long the
society lasted ; but I know that I counted that 4th
of July for a day. The oration was long enough,
and sufficiently spiced with youthful patriotism,
the Black river boys, the pride of the country, and
all that. Aud besides having the whole country
around to hear me, there was a great dinner; and
at the dinner just such a sort of toast as it tickled
my vanity to hear.

Another story of very different import, and yet
somewhat connected 1n its origin with the preced-
ing, belongs to this summer of 1806. Towards the
latter end of the summer, a camp-meeting was held
in Rembert’s settlement, where the people were
mostly Methodists; and my uncle and family at-
tending it, made it convenient for me also to attend.
Of course this would be agreeable; for although I
was not prepared to use it for the proper spiritual
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purposes of such a meeting, and yet had too high
a4 sgnse of propriety to go to such a place for the
purpose of electioncering, still, as my youth must
protect me from any imputation of bad motives, it
~might be well enough to go just as a friend among
friends, and to make more friends. Of this camp-
meeting my recollections are about as distinct as
of most I have attended of later years. The num-
ber of people occupying tents was much greater
than it had been at two previous meetings of the
same Kkind, in 1802 and 1808, in that neighborhood ;
both of which I had attended with my uncle’s fami-
ly, and at which wagons and awnings made of
coverlets and blankets were mostly relied on, in
place of tents. The tents too, (of this meeting in
1806,) though much smaller and less commodious
than in later years, were larger and better than at
the former meetings. But still, at the tents as well
as at the wagons of the camp, there was very little
cooking done, but every one fed on cold provisions,
or at least cold meats. Compared to those first
two camp-meetings, this one differed also in the
more important respects of management and the
phases of the work of God. At the first one,
(1802,) particularly, (which was held on MeGirt's
branch, below the point where the Statesburg and
Darlington road crosses it,) I recollect little that
looked like management. There were two stands
for preaching, at a distance of about two hundred
yards apart; and sometimes there was preaching at
one, sometimes at the other, and sometimes at both
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simultaneously. This was evidently a bad arrange-
ment; for I remember seeing the people running
hastily from one place to the other, as some sudden
gush of feeling venting itself aloud, and perhaps
with strange bodily exercises, called their attention
off. As to the times of preaching, I think there
were not any stated hours, but it was left to cir-
cumstances; sometimes oftener, sometimes more
seldom. The whole camp was called up, by blow-
ing a horn, at the break of day; before sunrise it
was blown again; and I doubt if after that there
were any regular hours for the services of the
meeting. But what was most remarkable both at
this camp-meeting and the following one, a year
afterwards, (1803,) as distinguishing them from the
present meeting of 1806, and much more from later
camp-meetings, was the strange and unaccountable
bodily exercises which prevailed there. In some
instances, persons who were not before known to
be at all religious, or under any particular concern
about it, would suddenly fall to the ground, and
become strangely convulsed with what was called
the jerks; the head and neck, and sometimes the
body also, moving backwards and forwards with
spasmodic violence, and so rapidly that the plaited
hair of a woman’s head might be heard to crack.
This exercise was not peculiar to feeble persons,
nor to either sex, but, on the contrary, was most
frequent to the strong and athletic, whether man
or woman. I never knew it among children, nor
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very old persons. In other cases, persons falling
down would appear senseless, and almost lifeless,
for hours together; lying motionless at full length
on the ground, and almost as pale as corpses. And
then there was the jumping exercise, which some-
times approximated dancing; in which several
persons might be seen standing perfectly erect, and
springing upward without seeming to bend a joint
of their bodies. Such exercises were scarcely, if at
all, present among the same people at the camp-
meeting of 1806. And yet this camp-meeting was
not less remarkable than the former ones, and very
much more so than any I have attended in later
years, for the suddenness with which sinners of
every description were awakened, and the over-
whelming force of their convictions; bearing them
instantly down to their knees, if not to the ground,
crying for mercy. At this meeting I became clear-
ly convinced that there was an actual, veritable
power of God’s grace in persons then before me,
and who were known to me, by which they were
brought to repentance and a new life; and that
with respect to the latter, (a state of regeneration
and grace,) the evidence of their possessing it was
as full and satisfactory as it was that they had been
brought to feel the guilt and condemnation of their
sins. I did not fall at any time, as I saw others do;
but with the conviction clear to my apprehension
as to what was the true character of the work be-
fore me, that it was of God, while I feared greatly,




AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 535

[ could not but desire that I might become a par-
taker of the benefit. Still I kept myself aloof] I
knew not why.

The meeting over, I stopped for a day or two at
my uncle’s. The day that I left it, as I dwelt on
its scenes, with the sounds belonging to those scenes
still lingering on my ear, and my spirit confidently
approving, I felt a lively satisfaction in the contem-
plation of what appeared to me to be the greatest
possible discovery, which was, that a sinner could
be forgiven his sins; could be reconciled to God;
could have peace with God, witnessed by the Holy
Spirit, through faith in our Lord Jesus Christ. Yet
I was conscious of no painful conviction of sin; no
working of a godly sorrow; no extraordinary sense
of guilt; no action of repentance. Indeed, my feel-
ings seemed absorbed in this sense of satisfaction
that beyond all doubt I had learned so great a les-
son. For though I had not experienced it in my
own soul, I was satisfied of the verity of it by the
consent of my consciousness as to what I had wit-
nessed in others; something which I myself had
also felt serving to demonstrate the truth of the
whole, as piece and part of that whole. But as I
was going to bed that night, I found myself strong-
ly arrested with the thought of my responsibility for
the use I should make of the light afforded me.
Ought I not instantly to pray? I was a sinner, and
repentance and forgiveness of sins was offered
me. Must it not turn fearfully to my condemnation
if Tdid not forthwith seek it? Ifell on my knees
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~ and continued all night in prayer to God. Returning
home, I occupied myself, forseveral weeks,with noth-
ing else but devotion. My whole time was given to
reading the Scriptures, meditation, and prayer. And
yet while I never distrusted the certainty of the
great truths just stated, and although my purpose
to pursue after them knew no abatement, there was
no one point of time at which I was enabled to re-
alize their fulfilment in my own case, so as to be
assured that I myself had passed from death to life
by the blood of Jesus. I still felt, at the best, that
I was but a servant, not a son. Thus it was with
me when, on one of my fast-days, having taken my
Bible with me into the woods with a purpose of
spending the day there in devotion, and having
continued a long time on my knees, I became so
much exhausted as to fall asleep. I cannot describe
—it can scarcely be imagined—in what terror I
awoke. Asleep at prayer! Fasting and praying
with the Bible open before me, and asleep! Iseemed
to myself a monster of profanity, who had mocked
God to his face, and must surely have committed
the unpardonable sin. What was I to do? And
there appeared nothing, nothing! And I was ready
to condemn myself as a trifler from the beginning,
whose want of reverence had thus betrayed itself in
what seemed to be the most presumptuous form of
sinning. Alas for me, a darkness as of death
. shrouded my spirit; and how I might penetrate it,
I knew not.

The Hills in the neighborhood of Statesburg fur-
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nish beautiful seats for residence ; and in my youth,
and more recently, (if not at the present time,) there
was no part of South Carolina more remarkable
than that neighborhood for elegance and fashion.
At the time of our date, (1806,) we had within a
compass of a few miles, Judge Waties, the May-
rants, General and Colonel Sumter, Mr. (afterwards
Judge) Richardson, Dr. Brownfield, and others, who
were permanent residents, besides still others of the
elite of the low country, who passed their summers
there. Balls were frequent; and the season for
them was just commencing at the time of the un-
happy incident just mentioned. And as if the
malice and subtlety of my mortal foe had been con-
centrated on that fatal hour, there met me, as I
returned to the house from that melancholy scene
of the wood, a well-known card, ¢ To TEA, AND 8PEND
THE EVENING.”’ It was an invitation to a ball. The
bare coincidence of such an invitation at such a
moment seemed to tell me that I was doomed, and
there was nothing better left for me. But could I
so suddenly give up all hope of the better things
I had been seeking? Was it impossible for me to
become a spiritual Christian? And was the world
my only heritage; and must I return to it in de-
spair of ever inheriting the better world above?
What an hour was that! First, there was the incu-
-bus of an undefined condemnation for the monstros-
ity of falling asleep on my knees. Then, I was
not a Methodist; and now, probably, never could
be. My religious feelings had been known to no
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one out of my immediate family; and in the pre.
sent state of things had better not become known,
as I could not hope to be a Christian. True, I could
no longer find any enjoyment in the pleasures of
the gay world ; but situated as I was, it would Le
useless to give offence, and break with my former
agsoclates.

Surely no one ever went to meet associates in a
ballroom in so sad a mood. I was going to a ball
a8 to an antechamber of the pit below; and yet I
~as going. I felt a loathing of it, as of a cup
which had intoxicated me in time past, but which
was now presented with 1ts wine turned into gall,
and yet I was going to taste of that loathsome cup.
On the way I would have turned back and gone
home; but no, the invitation had been accepted,
and must be complied with. If I did not go, what
should I answer when I might be asked for the
reason of it? And might it not even serve as a
rebuke of dancing for me to go and then decline
dancing, of which I had been known to be exceed-
ing fond? But enough of this unpleasant story.
I went. And having gone, I danced. The hour
was late when I got home and to bed—to bed
without prayer! But the flurry of my spirits and
bodily fatigue, after such a day and so much of
such a night, made it easier for me to go to bed
without prayer than I was to find it in the morning
to go away from my bed without prayer. Then I
was calm and recollected ; and may God save you
from ever suffering any thing like the sinking of
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heart, and that hopelessness with which, that morn-

ing, I left that bedside without daring so much as
- to bow my knees. I felt as one wandering along
some dark labyrinthian way, who had been given
a light and had extinguished it. First, the scene
of the wood the day before, and then the ball at
night, and my light was out. No mitigating cir-
cumstances could avail to comfort me, and I gave
up all for lost.

But there was one thing which I could not be
tempted to give up. It was graven as with the
point of a diamond on the tablet of my heart, and
planted as with the finger of God deep and abiding
in the consciousness of my nature. I would never
give up the recollection of the past few weeks. .
And that recollection, mournful as it was, proved
invaluable to me. It fixed and riveted in my
mind a conviction of the truth of the gospel and
spiritual religion so firmly, that no plausibility of
infidel reasoning could ever afterwards shake it.
And when, (as you shall see,) after so long a time,
the phantasm of the unpardonable iniquity of the
incident just recited had been dispelled, and I was
again to be found calling upon God, no temptation
ever prevailed to beat me off from the sinner’s
only hope, the cross of Christ and prayer.

In the winter I returned to college, fully equal
to my studies as they then were, and in no great
danger of excessive diligence. 8till, I had a pride
of associating with those whom I had so vainly
striven to overtake, and to rank above my years in
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the society hall if I might not in the class-room.
Among the seniors of that year (1807) werec Wil-
liam T. Brantly, the late lamented President of the
college at Charleston, John Murphy, late Governor
of the State of Alabama, and James Gregg, who
has been for many years an honor to the bar of
South Carolina, and one of her ablest senators.
Of the juniors I have already mentioned William
Harper, since Chancellor and a senator of the
United States, Josiah J. Evans, one of the judges
of South Carolina, Stephen D. Miller, late Governor
of that State, and others. To my own class, as it
now was, belonged William J. Grayson, since col-
lector of the port of Charleston, Col. Wade Hamp-
. ton, and others, who, if not as eminently distin-
guished in after-life, were nevertheless worthy.
Mr. Brantly was already a preacher, and Mr.
Murphy and Mr. Gregg were patterns of pure
morals and gentlemanly bearing. To these gentle-
men I owed the kindest obligations, and it was
probably owing, in a great measure, to their influ-
ence over me, that my indiscretions this year, what-
ever they may have been, partook not of the na-
ture of gross immorality. But there was another
influence which kept me, without the intervention
of means of any kind, from a still more dangerous
exposure. This exposure was the prevalence of
Deism, against which I carried in myself an evi-
dence too strong and conclusive to admit for a
moment its half-reasoning unbelief. I had proved
Christianity to be true in a way that Deism could

-




AUTOBIOGRAPHY. , 61

not reach ; and as well might it have been under-
taken to reason away from me my consciousness of
being, as my conviction of its truth. This might
be called (as it often was called) superstition, in-
fatuation, or what net, but it made no difference to
me, my consciousness was still victor, and I gloried
in the truth of Christianity. ¢Gentlemen,” 1
would say, (when pressed to read Tom Paine, or
Hume, or any other such author,) ‘gentlemen, I
am as you are; I am not a Christian, but a sinner;
but sinner as I am, I dare not seek to evade respon-
gibility by denying what I know to be truth. I
know in myself that I am a sinner, and I know in
the same manner that the Bible 1s the word of God,
and Jesus Christ 18 his Son. Call not him by vile
epithets whom I know to be the Son of God as
certainly as I know that the light shines or the
wind blows. Unbelief may make us worse, but
can make us no better.” But I was a paradox to
myself. Naturally gay and vivacious, I engaged
freely in the pastimes of the hours for recreation;
and in company with those of like dispositions
seemed as happy as the rest. But behind all this
there slumbered a feeling of- remorse, which would
sometimes be aroused into a loathing of myself|
and extreme sadness—a secret wound, hidden from
the light of day, which the solitude of night re-
vealed as a running sore. Yes, I might be merry
in the day, when the night was to be dark with
self-reproach. Alas, what is light without love?
This was the consciousness which made me argue
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for the Christian faith, while it had no power to
make me a Christian. It seemed impossible for
me to maintain the watchfulness proper to a serious
self-restraint when all was gay about me; and
equally so for me to pass the night without calling
painfully to mind my sinful wanderings from God.
And yet I was restrained from grosser immorali-
ties. Why not more, may be told in a word: I did
not pray. Solitude at night shut me up to the con-
templation of a scene in which the incidents of the
previous summer seemed pencilled before me: how
I had had the truth of spiritual religion demon-
strated to me; had been graciously drawn to seek
it; and had (as still it appeared to me) profanely
cast it all away. But it was that last spectacle ot
the scene which held me back as by a spell from
prayer, though I would have given any thing to feel
myself at liberty to pray. And so fully had this
spectral idea got possession of my mind, that I was
shut out from prayer, that I seemed incapable of so
much as even to call it in question.

You will wonder, perhaps, at my dwelling so
long on this unwelcome theme, but I cannot dis-
miss it hastily, for I deem it to have been of no
little consequence. I mean not that it was benefi-
cial for me to have fallen asleep at prayer, nor to
have fallen under the tormenting misconceptions
of the character of that act, which prevented me
rom attempting to pray afterwards, and in despair
of becoming a Christian induced my return to
foriner associations. And much less do I mean
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that it was well for me to have gone to the ball
that night, and to continue in habits of pleasurable
amusement, and to live after the gay and giddy
manner that I did, against my conscience, awak-
ened as it had been to the discovery of spiritual
truth. Nothing of the sort. But I mean that
my wretchedness taught me understanding; and
although I had not the knowledge which should
have inspired courage to pray, I saw an infinite
value in the privilege of access to God through the
~ great Mediator; and by as much as I was hopeless
of any good without 1t, and felt that the pleasures
of sin were but apples of Sodom, by so much was
I still held to the belief of spiritual truth as demon-
strated in my present consciousness no less than in
my former better experience. The present com-
pared to the past involved a sense of destitution,
not only implying a consciousness of want, but
that the thing wanted lad been possessed. A
smoking wick compared to the lighted candle
might be its emblem. And the thing wanted was
that influence of the all-quickening Spirit which
should renew the flame. To be a sinner under
condemnation for his sins, but calling upon God in
expectation of forgiveness through the blood of
the cross, seemed a hopeful and desirable condition
in comparison to mine, in which the great pain and
plague was that I feared to pray, deeming it pre-
sumptuous for me to do so, and therefore not at-
tempting it. Such a hag may a mistaken con-
science be.
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But why did I not correct my error by the Scrip-
tures? Ah,whydid I not! Why, unhappily, be-
cause, having left off to pray, I had left off also the
reading of the Scriptures, as not being likely to
profit me without prayer; whereas, it I had
searched the Scriptures with proper care, it would
probably have been blessed both to the correction
of my error, and my recovery from this snare of
the devil. It was not long before I came to the
conclusion that I could not get better as things
were; and that the only hope for me was in some
such extraordinary impulse of the Holy Spirit as
that which moved me so mightily on the evening
after the camp-meeting; which only could assure
me that I might pray with acceptance, and, with
the encouragement to pray, enable me to live as
a Christian ought; and that until I should be
thus favored, if ever, it was needless for me to
afflict myself for what I could not help; but that
I would keep myself from any thing grossly im-
moral, and maintain steadfastly my belief in the
truth of Christianity, if haply the needful visita-
tion might be afforded me: another hurtful error.
With regard to matters of the college, things went
with me in the usual way, and I went with them
after the same manner. There was nothing worthy
of remark. The vacation was spent at home;
(Woodland, on the Hills, in Sumter District;) and
of this also I have little to say. Its incidents were
not remarkable. Usually my mornings were occu-
pied with some sort of reading, and my evenings
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with the ladies; of whom there were not a few in
our neighborhood, nor a few belles among them.
Once or twice a week I spent a day with my
brother Gabriel at the plantation; but I was not
fond of hunting deer or of fishing; and a week at a
‘ime might be spent on a visit to my excellent
brother and sister Guerry, and my much-loved
uncle, who still seemed a sort of second father to
me. But there was one circumstance which per-
haps [ should advert to, as it had some influence
subsequently on my conduct. My worthy brother-
in-law was very sick, and was so for a long time,
30 that his life was thought to be in danger; and
this sickness was made the means of his awaken-
ing and conversion. I was much with him to-
wards the latter part of the vacation; and if I
could have had any misgivings before as to the
truth of a spiritual religion, they must have been
dissipated by what I saw in him. I said his sick-
ness was the means of his conversion, not meaning
that he was already converted in an evangelical
sense of that word, but that he was awakened, and
it led to his conversion. He conversed freely with
me, a8 I also did with him; and in one of these
conversations, speaking of my feelings a year be-
fore, he expressed the opinion that if I had joined
the- Church I would not have suffered the loss
which I was then deploring. I had long been
of the same opinion, and expressed, in reply to what
bhe said, a settled purpose to do so whenever 1

should feel again as I had then felt the quickening
b
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power of the Iloly Spirit. I mention this here; -
as I shall have occasion to advert to it hereafter.
Notwithstanding this year (1807) was barren of
incidents of any note, its secret history was strongly
influential on my future course of life. It began, .
as the last had closed, with intense agitation: the
buoyaney of young life bearing me away with my
associates to an extreme of levity by-day, and my-
tronbled conscience lashing me. as with- whips of
fire by night. It had passed to-its seventh month, .
with only the change of a sort of compromise: with- .
conscience; by which I should allow myself just .
any. thing that circumstances made conwenient,.
short of gross immorality, and- a disbelief. of .the
Ncriptures and. spiritual religion ; and X was, .more. :.
over, to: be ever forward to- avow and..defeird the
truth of God’'s word ; which last.item.in the.truce -
with conscience eost me.some-little treuble.. But -
during the vacation, I was. not only withdrawn ..
from the.strife:.of .tongues, but. also from ..the.:
oxcitement of college.recreations. My recreations.,
now were of a different.sort. Indeed,.I took none,
and desired none, except the evenings in female.
societys This was not exciting, but soething ;- not. .
a whirligig: of ..giddy' .passions, but .a -refining; -
olovating entertainment: « Such, out.of- the.ball-:
voom, I had always found .female: society to-be;: .
for, thank 'God, I never associated with-any whom
I did:not honor as ladies indeed. In.a word, then,.
my mind was becoming more: settled—-less friwol.:
oum.and -leas desponding; and. though :I had: no..
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courage .to.betake. myself to prayer or avew-a re+-~
ligieus. life, the hoped-for visitation whith should :::
give me confidence began to be looked to not only -
as desirable .but very possible; and the reselution
was fully formed which should make such a visita- - -
tion the occasion of an instant public avowal on my -
part, by joining the Church.

In.this state of mind my return to college in
October was.not anticipated with -pleasure, but
rather as.an undesirable necessity. There was an-.
other consideration also which began to gain:some
importance with me. My profession was fixed for
the law.; and at that time the statute required three
years’ study with a lawyer, in.order to admission at.
the bar. I was ambitious of attaining to this posi-
tion at the earliest allowable age; and the securing. .
of it would not.admit of my eontinuing in college. .
to the time of graduation. Perhaps it was unfor- .
tunate . for me that, with a sanguine temperament -
which might incline me to overreach myself in any -
circumstances, I had grown up rapidly .n..the..
last five years, and:was-already:at my full. height,...
five feet. eight .and-a half inches. Nor can.I deny..
that .I was.ambitious, and.that .my vanity was at-..
least equal.to my:understanding. I had frequent.
-conversations. with ‘my . fathez. as .tot the propriaty: -
of -giving up.my text-books.at. college. inifavorof:..
Bla¢kstene;.in which I undervalued the.studies<of :.
the.eenior. year, as being mainly a zeview of the..
preceding, .and. was-inclined to. shat. epinion “thas.:
after the middle of my next term,.l had..betape:
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commence the study of law. My father was re-
luctant, and preferred that I should graduate, but
waived a decision for the present time. ‘

I should deem it most unfortunate that I had
gotten this kink into my head about leaving col-
lege and commencing the study of law, were it
not for the state of my mind with respect to
religion. In view only of the present life and dis-
tinction at the bar, it was a great error; for so far
 from its being true that any portion of a college
course might be dispensed with by one seeking a
profession, it is to be regretted that this so fre-
quent haste of the boys to become men before the

time, should find the allowance which it does in -

the present too brief course of studies, which had
better be extended. But in view of the whole case
from the present point of time, with the lights of
experience to guide me, I believe that this also
was of God. My situation in college was, to say
the least, very trying, and I felt it to be so. That
compromise still appeared to be the best in my
power there; and I was any thing but what I
would choose to be in the midst of my associates,
not a few of whom mocked at religion as a super-
stition, though in other respects they were high-
minded, estimable young men. It was a hazardous
experiment to be intimate with them in all their
pastimes, on the principle of maintaining that
one might be as gay and believe the Bible as he
could be in the disbelief of it; and my nature was
gocial, to a fault.




AUTOBIOGRAPHY. 69

But the vacation over, I returned to.college, and
resumed my studies with considerable spirit; which
was not diminished by the growing purpose I in-
dulged of making that my last term. In other
respects, I know not that any thing transpired
worthy of remark.

Early the next year, (1808,) my father having
yielded his consent, I took a final leave of the
college, and entered myself a student at law in the
office of that estimable man and eminent jurist,
Mr. John S. Richardson; afterwards, for a long
course of years, a judge of the courts of law of
South Carolina. Mr. Richardson’s office was in
Statesburg; and it was agreed that my studies
should be pursued for the most part at home; only
arranging for so much time to be spent in the office
as might be deemed desirable from time to time.
Woodland was now home, emphatically, as I lived
there; but I was no longer a child. A study was
built for me at a pleasant spot, and I set zealously
at work to make myself a lawyer. A horse was
appropriated to my use, though I seldom rode ex-
cept to the offiee, to church on Sundays, and occa-
sionally to spend an evening with the ladies, which
I was always fond to do. And now that phantom,
the honor that cometh of man only, appeared in
glory, as a thing to be worshipped, the chief idol
of all, whose service should be honored with a high
reward. What a mistake! And how common it
is with other ardent young men, who no more sus-
pect it than I myself did. Those succeed in the
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“'race-for distinction who are in.love with the.rmeans
«"of '‘suceess-—the : mastery of their 'profession ;: and
not -those who, too eager of the . goal, have not
- patience -to' approach' it step by atep.. I.was not,
- after all, in love with the law, but enamoved: only

of the charms of a fancied glorification to be
'obtained -as a lawyer. The law itself was mere
*+labor—dry, plodding study ; and that I did not love
" it for its own sake, an anecdote :ofi the early
- summer will suffice to show. - General Sumter had
- Just-returned home from Congress, when 1 was one
- day-surprised by an invitation to dine with him;
+ with the words written at the bottom of the mnote,
- “None but gentlemen are invited.” Arriving at
".-his -mansion, I found the interpretation of these
- enlgmatie words, in the fact that the company -con-
- gisted of some twenty bachelors, of whom I was
' the youngest. And as soon as the cloth was re-
- moved, anid Mrs. Sumter had withdrawn, the object
of this unusual collection of young men to dine
~ with the old veteran was made known in a long
address; in which he told us all about our difficul-
‘ ties with ‘England; the. certainty.of a war, and
+“of its being a long-one; the occasion it must:fur-
mish for glorious deeds and immortal hoemor; the
-+ great '‘advantages for promotion to those who took
- *office in that first enlistment which Congress had
.drdered ; and that he was.authorized .by.the Pre-
‘ sident to promise commissions.to:.any of .us..theo
© present; whose fortunes:must:-be.made by -accept-
~-ing them. - And what had become otrmji:loverof

-
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<hthé.law when we rose from that table? - My idol
+awad: transferred: to:another temple,.and not as a
.- lawyer,-bus a chivalrous soldier, rising rapidly to
-.eminence::and fame, was I -to seek :my: destiny.
‘tBut how were.my young wings clipped; and my
« fancied ecertainty.of a noble elevation by deeds to
-1 deserve it -brought ‘to the ground! ' My father
- ‘would not hear to it; and when I expressed sur-
- prise, and:alluded to his own services in. the Re-
» -volutiomary war as justifying.the step I.proposed,
he really seemed almost angry. * What !’ said he,
- 4did I ever fight for.myself? . Was it not - for the
++ ltberties of - my «country? : But you would -fight for
- pay, and te make yourself a name.’ OQur liberties
--are not in.dangery; and the government.is strong
~enodgh to-take -care-of: itself.” : And so I had
‘- to: smooth down my feathers, and return to Black-
- stone.
" Barly in July of this year (1808) there was another
- camp-meeting in Rembert’s settlement. But I did
- not attend it; having an engagement of business
- for my father in- Georgetown at the..time of its
" +being held. * My brother-in-law, Major Guerry, and
- -my sister attended it, and with the -happiest eonse-
- quenees. T have mentiored his illness the previous
. autumn, and that it had been blessed to the awaken-
- ing 'of both'of them to a-deep concern for their
- galvation. : They had now joined the Church, and
-*at this camp-meeting were converted.: On my re-
turn home it affected me to hear it;:and I was
«-mieditating a visit to .them, when-they eame .to see
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us. I used to admire my brother-in-law for a bear-
ing of personal dignity which distinguished him
above other well-bred men of my acquaintance,
and which, together with his being a very large
man, rendered his presence peculiarly imposing.
He was unexceptionably kind and amiable, but his
look would inspire reverence more than love; it
was rather austere than gentle. So I had been
accustomed to see him. But there now stood
before me that same noble form, with a countenance
as soft as love itself, and a bearing that might seem
the very expression of meekness. Several times
during the afternoon and early evening I saw a tear
in the eye which I had not thought capable of a
tear, and a suffusion on the cheek which might not
have been suspected of any thing so tender. As
to my sister, her dear bright eyes would laugh in
tears, and she seemed the happiest of mortals.
And for myself, I had in me the interpretation of
it all. Here was the religion of the Spirit of grace,
which I had contemplated before in faces as truth-
ful, but not so dear to me as those of the present
witnesses. How poor might the world be to pur-
chase it! What should the world be to mortal
man in comparison to it? This it was which more
than twenty months before I had been so earnestly
seeking, the consciousness of which had preserved
me since from Deism ; but which, whether or not ]
might ever hope to obtain it, was, alas, how fear-
tully uncertain !

It grew night; supper was over; it was warm,
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and we were sitting in a piazza open to the south-
west breeze which fans our summer evenings. My
sister was singing with a soft, clear voice some of
the songs of the camp-meeting ; and as she paused,
my father touched my shoulder with his hand and
slowly walked away. I followed him till he had
reached the farthest end of the piazza on another
side of the house, when turning to me he expressed
himself in a few brief words, to the effect that he
felt himself to have been for a long time in a back-
slidden state, and that he must forthwith acknow-
ledge the grace of God in his children, or perish.
His words were few, but they were enough, and
strong enough. I sank to my knees and burst into
tears at the utterance of them, while for a moment
he stood trembling by me, and then bade me get
the books. The Bible was put on the table; the
family came together; he read the 103d Psalm,
and then he kneeled down and prayed as if he felt
indeed that life or death, heaven or hell, depended
on the issue. That was the hour of grace and
mercy—grace restored to my father as in times of
my infancy, and mercy to me in breaking the snare
of the fowler that miy soul might escape. That
most truly solemn and overwhelming service of the
family over, I took oceasion to remind my brother-
in-law of our conversation the year before, when I
had expressed a purpose of joining the Church
without delay if ever I should be favored to feel
again as I had formerly felt. This great visitation
I was now conscious had been granted me, and I
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. wished uader the.inflauence of it to bind mysel§ to
+}.the.fulfilment of that purpose, which I. promised to
" do the next time the circuit-preacher-came to -Rem-
-bert’s meeting-house. -
. Idid not. consider my feelings on this eccasion
. »to :imply conversion, any more than'.those of the
.- night after the camp-meeting in 1806. : My faith
. vembraced not so much.. But I knew them -to-be
:nfrom God, as I had.known it on: that former occa-
-~ siony and this alone was half a world to me. I
- went to-bed, and bowed.my knees to the God and
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, with a heart ‘suf-
- fused with adoring gratitude. . The next morning,
. a8 1 awoke ¢alm and refreshed from sleep, it was
suggested to my mind that I may have been :hasty
+ i the promise I had made. What if I should not
. find those strong emotions under which I made it
- renewed again? -What if possibly all that had
. transpired ' should prove -to be a mere matter of
- sympathy, and not of God at all? " I trembled at
. the bare suggestion; but a moment on my knees
- taught me whence it-eame, and redssured my con-
-fidence.: - God had visited me indeed. The flinty
.- rock had been smitten, and gave forth water; and
. I, even I, had access to a throne of mercy for: the
- Redeemer’s sake. Blackstone was-ldid -aside, and
i thé Bible became again my-one book. * And now
* T-longed with intense desire for-the time to arrive
-- when, by joining the -Church, I should formally
i -bréak with the world;-and 1dent1fy myself- with
v «those 'who, (at least then, and in that part’of -the
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~oeountry, ) for being.the most spiritual and least warld-
t ly, were regarded the most.enthusiastic and least
. rational of all the sects of Christians.' My great.want
+ was to know. God -as they knew him, in.the for-
.-:gtveness of sins, and to serve him as they served him,
« not. as servants only, but as sons, having.the spirit
«1of adoption, crying; Abba, Father.  (Rom. viii. 15.)
.+ It was: one.of: the Sabbath days. between.the.first
..and middle of the month: of . August : that: this
. event.of my joining the Methodist :Church teok
: place. . And to show the unqualified simplicity;and
l..hearty confidence with which it was done, I will
- give an aneedote, which, of itself, should not seem
worth relating : . The meeting over, I aceompanied

. my brother-in-law and sister to the house of:an old
'-Methodist gentleman, (a very prototype ‘of true
Christian simplicity,) with whom they were to dine
-on:;their way home. I was dressed with more.than
usual .eare: my clothes in.the point af the.fashion,
with a deep frill of linen cambrie and a full-sized

- breastpin at my bosom; (bad.taste certainly, for
one’s:dress should-be agreedble to one’s company.)
And as we sat at- table, my old: friend . said .to me:

¢ Well, yow.have joined the.iMsthodists, and .now
+ you .must lay aside.your breastpin and rufHes.”
“ Whyshould I, sir?”” I-asked;..and: .-he ouly
--answered; “If yow don’t pull them off, you must
: 1button- your waistcoat over them and hide.them;
+ you mustn’t let.the preacher see them.” ' And there
» cended the colloquy. : But it was feod for theught.
- f¢ Hide them!’’:: He.said that evasively ; he:did not




















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































